

Alien Mind-Binding Experience

Book 1 – Enslaved New World

A magical, fantastical, phantasmagorical, temporal, mind-bending,

inter-galactical, feminization, fantasy,

from Paulette Peril

Welcome to a futuristic tale of Alien Abduction, high-tech feminization, erotic dressing, and extreme restraint.

Let’s start at the very beginning, a very good place to start . . . .

The story I am about to tell you, defies belief. It is so astonishing, that you may find it hard to comprehend. All I can tell you, is, that what I relate, has occurred, and is happening, right now. As I am writing this, I am still in the middle of the most incredible, and erotic, experience, that I, or any fellow earthling, has ever undergone.

I write it now, because my time, as “guest” of these alien beings, is nearly at an end. I am warned that my entire memory, of it, shall be erased, as I am returned to my home planet, and back to my previous, boring and routine, life, so jam-packed, full, of uninterest. And so, I must write down what I can, now, to preserve the memory, of my ordeals, for all time, and to be shared, by all mankind.

My name is Simon. I’m 25 years of age and I live a very ordinary, and, mostly, solitary, existence, residing in the one-bedroomed flat, I am struggling to purchase, at the edge of the busy metropolis, in which I work. Until this bizarre, “happening”, my life held little excitement, but for two notable exceptions.

Firstly, at night, within the safety and security of my four walls, I am no longer Simon. I become Simone. I love to dress in female clothes and have become adept at styling my few wigs and making up my delicate, but, masculine, features, to soften them and turn myself into the woman of my dreams. Then I imagine myself in the clutches of an evil Mistress, who will torment my feminized body with rope, and chain, and leather straps, so that I am helpless, completely subjugated, and at her command.

I have a whole library of video clips, lovingly collected over several years, of the whole cross-dressing and bondage bit. I love to watch them, as I fondle my silk-stockinged, legs, and play at the slinky folds, of my satin skirts, with my gloved hands.

I have tried to self-restrain, but with mixed success. I haven’t quite gotten myself into a situation that I couldn’t escape from, yet, but it’s never fully, satisfying. However, I am becoming very adept, at hooding, gagging and collaring, myself . . . and, until I meet a partner, preferably female, that will share my obsession, and tie me, and subjugate me, completely, that just has to suffice.

The other thing that lightens the unending, boredom, of my working week, is the esteem in which I hold my boss. I’m the only male, in a small office of females and I long to just be “one of the girls”.

My boss, is simply divine. She is an old-style, autocratic boss, who gives an order and expects no debate. Her name is Davina, which almost, translates to Divina! Which is what I secretly call her. Of course, in the formal office she is Ms. Christenson. Davina Christenson. And I adore her. She dresses in sleek tight-fitting skirts, sometimes in leather, but more often, in a glossy, sateen finish.

She matches her tight, pencil skirts with a smart, business-like, high collared, satin blouse. She must have dozens, as she rarely wears the same one twice, in a month. She has a stunning red, blouse, that looks so glamorous against her black leather skirt. Another in light gold that goes well with her chocolate brown leather skirt and every colour in between to offset her numerous gloss, sateen, creations. She wears heels, and glossy tights, or stockings, (at least, I like to think they are stockings) and her taste is impeccable.

I tremble as I hear the unmistakeable, click-click, of her high heels, on the tiled floor of the office, as she comes to check my work and, praise, or admonish me, for my efforts.

I either want TO BE HER, OR, I fantasise about being dressed as Simone, and kneeling, almost prostrate, at her feet, bound and hooded, as I lick at the pointed toes of her fine, leather, shoes.

If I didn’t have MY BOSS-LADY to see, each, and every, working day, and I didn’t have Simone to come home to, each, and every, night, I don’t think I could cope with my sad life!

But my story is not about work, or about boredom, or about my search for inner happiness.

My story is about the incredible events of the past days. Or has it been weeks . . . . ? I’m told that time is only relative and, here, on this alien world, time may as well stand still. I count the days, by the number of times my male seed is harvested.

That’s because, whenever they take the seed from me, to store, to test and to impregnate the female of their species, the harvesting is ALWAYS accompanied by the most erotic, and bizarre rituals, of dressing, of restraint, and of hyper, sexual arousal, that I could ever imagine.

Apparently, I was observed, and I was chosen, because my alternate lifestyle, as Simone, was a very good “fit” to the rules and etiquette, of this race.

The women have mastered their male counterparts, for centuries, almost to the point where the males became so emasculated, that they no longer provided the good sperm, the race needed, to propagate. This sad occurrence, added to the fact that the impregnations that did occur, were laboratory-planned, to ensure the majority, of new-borns, were female, has led to the near extinction of their race.

Some decades ago, they looked to other planets, within our galaxy, for the answer to their problems and they found a near match, faraway, on a tiny, insignificant, planet, in a faraway part of the galaxy system, named Earth.

I say “insignificant” because this superior, female, race, looks down on us earthlings, as hugely, inferior, beings. But, our genetic, make-up, is almost identical to theirs, and so, they have found a comparable source of sperm, that can be modified, in their sophisticated laboratories, to ensure the continued propagation, of their species.

I am but a slave, to them, to be farmed, milked, and then abandoned, once I am no further, of any use to them. Many have gone before me. And more will follow.

My job now, is to provide the means by which this planet, and its mainly female population, will reproduce and flourish, for decades to come, from the fruits of my sexual fantasies.

I am told, that in my time, I shall provide anywhere between 300 and 600 harvests, or samples, of my seed. After testing and elimination, and then some genetic modification, this may lead to as many as 5,000 impregnations, over the next years.

And each of those “harvests” will only be taken when I am fully restrained and utterly without help, or hope. That ensures that I am only harvested when fully aroused, and will produce abundant, healthy, and fertile, seed.

I, and maybe, as many as 50, other male “guests”, have been transported here, from Mother Earth, for the sole enjoyment and fulfilment, of my female abductors, and for the guaranteed, continuation, of their race.

Some are merely here to fill the gaps left by the near extinction of the male inhabitants of this strange world. Others are here to only provide the means by which this alien race can continue to reproduce.

I am one of the chosen few, who will be expected to fulfil both roles. My sperm has passed their ultimate tests, for strength, and fertility, and has been selected to be banked, along with countless others, who came before me, and the many more, who will follow, as near-perfect specimens, and compatible, to their own, kind, and, therefore suitable, for reproduction. But, I am also, highly regarded, apparently, for my soft, feminine characteristics, my easily adaptable body frame, my love for super-erotic, female clothing, and my ability to tolerate extreme restraint, for long periods. Oh! and, my utter willingness to please, and to obey, my female captors. SO, I SHALL SERVE ALSO, AS A FEMINIZED PLEASURE DOLL, for the enjoyment and use, and abuse, by the higher echelons of this strange, all-female, society.

This is my story . . . . .

BUT FIRST – a little information about my destined planet, Epicea :-

(pronounced, EPI-SEE-YAH, and its inhabitants, are EPI-SEE-YANS)

Epicea lies at the outer edge of our galaxy. A tiny planet, circling a huge star, or sun, and, therefore not visible to even the strongest of our telescopes. However, they are advanced to such a point, that they have travelled, numerous times, to our Earth, to observe, to learn and to make use, of us.

Their own planet is small, and only contains two land masses, each about the size of the UK. The land masses are joined by a man-made land bridge, that stretches over the small body of water, that surrounds the land, and makes up their only sea, and their only source of water. Their precious drinking water has to be recovered, from the sea, and desalinated. The air, too, is rarefied, and so they manufacture their own oxygen supplies, and live in great, domed, complexes, where they can control the temperature, control the light and dark, and breathe the conditioned air.

The planet circles a vast sun, many times bigger than our own. It has three moons, and it rotates on its axis, once every 188 hours. That means that their one full day, and night, is 188 of our Earth hours, long. So, they don’t measure their time in hours, and days and weeks, but in different, time units. So, a full Epicaean day, of 94 hours, and a full night, of 94 hours, is equivalent to nearly 8 of our days, and nights. And one of their “weeks” is equivalent to nearly two, of our months.

So, for the purposes of my story, I’ve tried to translate their time units into our hours, and days. In this story, I spend my first 7 Earth days, or one of their Epicaean days, in the Fertility and Reproductive Centre. I hope that makes sense?

And their technology is far in advance of anything we are known to possess. So, we could learn a lot from them, if we were to welcome them, to live, amongst us, on our own planet. But their treatment of men is, somewhat, barbaric. That was alright for me, but it may not be to everyone’s taste. But some of them, their spies, are here, among us, already! Be warned!

This is another Paulette Peril story, so you know what to expect! A lot of dressing up . . . and a lot of Paulette Perilous situations for our she-male, heroine, to endure.

The story contains adult themes of a fantasy, nature, intended for broad-minded, adult, readers, only. PLEASE DO NOT READ IT, if this material is likely to OFFEND.

This full-length, unabridged, story, following our poor she-male, heroine, through her several days, of arduous, initiation, to her new home, is available to BUY ONLY in the Kindle Store. If you’ve read Paulette’s stories, before, you know you’ll be buying a full-length, fabulous, fantasy, feminisation story, of more than 46,000 words, that will keep you happy for several, pleasurable, reading, hours. And it’s crammed full of great, dressing up, and sissy bondage, scenarios, and delicious, fantasy themes, which you’ll love.

However, for nothing, (or for very little money), you may want to sample the story, first. If so, then please return to the Kindle Store, and buy the short story sampler, or borrow it, for free. It is available, on loan, through Kindle Select, but it’s not the same as having your own, full-length, copy, is it? So, don’t be shy – go and buy – the full story! And save yourself a few pennies! Please.
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Chapter ONE

It Happened One Night . . . . .

Tuesday night, was just another evening, as far as I, and my alter-ego, Simone, were concerned. I had endured another dull office day and had rarely caught sight of my boss, the Goddess, I call Divine, or Divina. Her real name is Davina. Davina Christenson. Or Ms. Christenson, to me! We’re not, truly, on first name terms!

She had been out, at meetings most of the day and so work, this particular day, had been a real drudge, with little to distract me, from the monotony.

I’d bought myself a ready meal and was planning a cosy night in, just me, Simone, and my collection of video clips.

I was tired and so, after showering, I had dressed, quite quickly, and lazily, into one of my easiest, but also, one of my, favourite, outfits.

Often, I would go the whole hog, with corset, suspenders, stockings, skirt, top, gloves, shoes or boots.

Tonight, I really could not be bothered, and I slipped the sumptuous, pink, silicon rubber, gown, over my head and felt a tingle as it fell down my entirely naked, body.

The gown was a simple affair, short-sleeved, no zips or fasteners, just a slit for my head to push through, and two more, for my arms, and it was full length and felt fabulous, as the sound, and the feel, of the silicon rubber, excited me, as the robe swished around my ankles and the material clung to my naked frame, with each step I took.

It went on so easily, I often fell back on this and its twin, white, rubber, counterpart, when I was just too tired to do the full dressing thing.

I eased the white, fingerless, leather gloves, up my arms, until the fingers popped out of the ends, and the gloves were smoothed up the entire length, of my arms, to meet the short, cap, sleeves of the rubber gown.

Over the top of this, I layered a sexy, full-length, pink and white, and black, floral, silky, satin, robe, that also fell to the floor and added some femininity to the rather plain, under-gown.

Then I squeezed my feet, into a lush pair of satin and feather, mule slippers, that were in a darker, pink satin, adorned with a host of white feathers, that matched the white, of my gloved arms.

I was sitting in front of the dressing table mirror, having already done a rudimentary, make-up, job, on my soft-facial features, and I was adjusting the long, blonde, wig, that I liked to wear with this particular gown.

At the side of me, my computer was already lined up and playing a short clip of a fully dressed, sissy, being hooded and bound to an upright post. I took the occasional sideways, glance, as I tinkered with the long wig.

Tonight, I planned to watch several of these clips, whilst I ate my heated, ready meal, and then I would hood myself, with a tight, latex hood, and reach my own, particular, Nirvana.

I was barely aware of the presence of the three, gossamer-like, figures, in my room. To this day, I still do not know how, or when, they arrived, and nor do I know, for how long they had observed my sissy, preparations.

Apparently, I was to discover, they had found me, some weeks before, on a reconnaissance mission, and had planted secret cameras, within my apartment, to monitor me, and to witness my nightly, transformations.

At the same time, they had taken DNA samples and even sperm samples and small blood particles from me, without any of my knowledge, to take back to their sophisticated laboratories, to test and to approve.

From all of this clever, and secretive, reconnaissance, activity, I did not know it, but I had been “chosen”. Yes, I had been earmarked as a definite harvesting specimen, and, also, short-listed, awaiting proper, close, inspection, as a possible candidate, to serve as one of their pleasure dolls.

Had I known of the role plotted out for me, I would, probably, have been flattered and offered my services unreservedly. I guess my abductors were not to know this and, so, they used a more heavy-handed, approach, to assure my full co-operation.

I felt the slight, almost human-like, hand, go across my painted lips, at the same time, that two other figures, descended upon me, one from either side.

It all happened so quickly, and with such scant warning, that I barely had time to be frightened.

Although, the pressure against my lips seemed absolutely effortless, I was unable to utter a sound, as a strange panel, that felt, and smelled, much like the rubber of the gown, I was wearing, descended over my eyes and over their glossed eye-lids.

I felt the rubbery blindfold, sort of “snap” together at the back, pull tight to my face, and I was totally blinded.

Then I felt plugs of some description forced into either ear and a second band of the same material snapped tight over my already blinded eyes and over the ears, holding the inserted plugs firmly in place, and ensuring that, as well as completely obscuring my sight, my sense of hearing was also, utterly, disabled.

Only then, did the hand remove from my mouth and, in an instant, I felt a soft, spongey mass, pressed into my open lips, silencing the scream I was about to emit, and a third, heftier band of this same “rubbery substance”,  was snapped over this insert, to keep my lips, fully stuffed, and my mouth, entirely silent.

At this point, now blinded, deafened and silenced, I was hauled to my feet and the lovely, silken robe, was torn from my body.

I felt three sets of “hands” forcing strange restraints, of the same rubbery material, up, and around, the entire length, of my rubber-gowned body.

One band snapped shut around my ankles, gripping at the silicon gown and forcing my legs tight together, within their capsule of rubber. A second band of the same, firm, material, forced my calves together, and strong hands held my rubberised body, steady, as my knees were bound together, then my thighs, and up my lower torso.

Then my arms were forced in front of me and the leather-gloved limbs were crossed, and held together, by yet another seamless, band of rubber.

And two more, larger and broader, bands, encircled my waist and my bustline, strapping my gloved arms to my body.

Not a word had been spoken, prior to my loss of hearing and now I had no idea what might have been said, as I struggled to comprehend what was happening to me.

Seemingly, the three tight bands, around my eyes, ears, and lips, were insufficient for my cruel captors and I felt a flurry of activity, around my head, as a bag of the same rubber material was dropped over my already, constrained, head.

I was almost relieved when tubes of rubber were forced up each nostril and, when the loose bag was tightened around my head, in some magical way of fastening, that defied understanding, the rubber conformed, perfectly, to my face and ensured that I could breathe, but do little else.

Thinking, surely, this was sufficient restraint for even the most enthusiastic kidnapper, I tried to steady my bound body, and come to terms with my predicament. Surely, if they meant me real, deadly, harm, these strangers would not take such extreme measures, to bind me so elaborately?

On the other hand, I had no money, certainly no rich relatives, and very few friends, so why take me? Surely, as a victim of a planned kidnap, I wasn’t worth anything, to anyone?

How wrong I was that night, as I have since discovered.

What these alien abductors required of me, was far more precious, to them, than any amount of money, or gold.

Yes. I was soon to discover, I had been selected by visitors, from a dying, alien, planet. They were on a mission to re-populate their world, with the help, of numerous, male, prisoners. But male prisoners, of a particular, “bent”, shall we say?

They wanted my very being and were to take from me, my own fertile, seed, to add to their female seeds, to ensure the continuation of their race.

I know that now and I happily endure many hours of tight restraint to fulfil my role.

But, as I stood there, utterly helpless, and struggling to stand, I had no idea what was happening, and the not-knowing, the suddenness of their attack, and the severity with which they had, so effortlessly, bound me, caused a tremor of fear to run through my bound form.

As I tried to steady my nerves and calm myself, I was aware that I was being forced down, to the carpeted floor, and to a lying position and they must have laid out some kind of body bag to contain my bound form.

As they straightened out my prone body, and I assured myself that I could breathe easily, and adequately, through the breathing tubes, permitted me, I felt the firmer, rubbery, material, of the “bag” begin, to take on a life of its very own, and to close around my horizontally held, latex-encased, shape.

I gasped into my sponge-rubber, gag, as the material seemed to envelop me completely. And, once again, without the use of zips, straps or any other obvious fasteners, the material enclosed my body, completely, with my spartan, breathing tubes, the only thing, exposed to the air, and connecting me, to the rest of my world.

Within scant seconds, I was entirely encased within this strange, magical, substance, which, so completely, immobilized me, within its unforgiving grasp.

I attempted to move my “strapped” legs. I could not. The pressure upon my whole body was too much and the material strangely, morphed into an almost solid form, as I lay there, rigid and still, and feeling like an Egyptian mummy, completely encased in unyielding bandages and, as if, I was now slotted into my stone, sarcophagus.

Only, if my history serves me correctly, the Egyptian recipients, of such treatment, were already dead!

I felt, another surge, pass through my body, a tremendous tremor of sheer fear, run through me, as I conceived as though I had been mummified and buried alive.

I would probably have panicked, uncontrollably, at this very point, but a strange acceptance of my fate, seemed to, slowly, envelop me, just as their fiendish bands and erotic, body-bag, had enveloped me, and completely immobilized me.

I would later discover that I was slowly, being drugged by the small amount of moisture contained within the gagging ball, stuffed between my lips, and the effects would only take the five minutes, or so, that my abductors had needed, to get me to this state of inertia, and dependency.

I felt my mind, slowly, drift away, as I was loaded onto a lightweight cradle, almost like a hospital stretcher, but manufactured of some unknown, alien material, and I was, carefully, carried out of my bedroom, to the open-plan lounge/kitchen, location, where my three assailants had teleported down, from their craft, and, from where, our strange little party of four, would be tele-transported back, aboard the hunter/gatherer spacecraft, and, from there, to the alien Mother Ship, that would carry me away from everything that was familiar to me, to a far distant planet, in the far reaches of the galaxy, and to a new world that was as exciting, as it was bizarre, and strange, and torturous.

And so, begins my true story, of my alien abduction. I don’t expect people to believe me. It’s all too bizarre and fantastical, but please, open your mind to the idea, that these peoples, exist, that this other world exists, and, even at this very moment, their next poor, star-ship-load, of virulent human males, may be on their way there, to experience the same thrills, and the same chills, as I did.

Chapter TWO

Aboard the Mother Ship

I slowly open my eyes. But, something, is just not right. There is a strangeness, about my whole body, that frightens me.

I try to rub the sleep from my eyes, but my arm does not respond to the brain’s command. It is anchored! Fixed, out to my side, for I am standing. How? How have I slept, in a standing position? And where, exactly, am I? Why does my body feel so different, so unusual?

I try to comprehend, but comprehension comes slowly, as my brain tries to configure all the bizarre signals, it is receiving. I’m trying to make sense of an unfathomable problem.

I’ve been taken hostage, by aliens! And I’m now incarcerated, aboard their Mother Ship, and I’m secured, somehow, immovably, in a circular, transparent, cell, or, more accurately, capsule, of glass, or is it clear, unbreakable, plastic?

And I’m subject to a host of different sensations, that I’ve never, before, experienced. There are probes, within me and fastenings, without me, that I cannot fathom, cannot understand. My skin, my sense of smell, my hair, my penis, even, all feel as though they’ve been played with. Assaulted. Disrupted. Disorientated.

It’s no wonder, my brain cannot fathom it.

Did I say hair? One of the very, first, things, I do realise, is that I have none. I can see a light reflection of myself, in the glass, within this darkened laboratory, or whatever it is, wherever, it is, that they’ve brought me, to. And my head is, completely, and utterly, without my fine, straight, dark-brown, locks! I’ve been shorn of all my lovely head of hair.

I panic. What’s happening? Why would anyone take my hair?

And then my eyes adjust, more, to the darkened environment, and I move my head, as much as the tight collar and fastenings, permit, to look down my body.

Yes, I’m stood, completely vertical, fixed to something, I’m barefoot, and I’m trapped. My two arms, sheathed in white, are spread, one to either side, and stretched downward, to rigid metal fastenings, sturdy, circular, bars of iron, that rise at 45 degrees towards my body, and keep a perfect, straight line, from their floor anchoring, upwards, to either shoulder, and that seem to sprout, from the floor of my clear-walled, cell.

My bare ankles are held in the grip of some kind of single, substantial, metal, ring, fastening, that extends out from the gleaming silvery, pole of metal, that runs from the floor of my prison, to the ceiling. My two feet are held, together, at the base of the pole, by this gleaming, extrusion of silver.

I am aware that my body looks almost pearly, translucent, white. The parts of it I can see. Like my bare feet, my bound ankles, my splayed hands, and their fingers and part way, up my arms. And it tingles. My whitened skin, tingles, incessantly. The whole of my body feels super-sensitive, and as though painted, with some, kind of, weird, translucent, gloss, that has electrified it.

But I can’t see too much, because, as well as the strange coating, I now wear, from my bald head to my bare toe, my slender body has been shed of its slinky, silicon rubber, gown, that I had installed for my night of solo, adventures, as my alter-ego, Simone. In its place, I am now aware that it is shrouded, in some kind of white-ish, full-length, satin gown, or robe, almost like a satin night-dress, the kind I wear, regularly, at home. But this has a pearlescent, almost, luminescent, glow, to it, in the semi-darkness, unlike anything I’ve seen before. And it seems, strangely, as though the lush gown, descending down my body, has been fitted around me AND around my supporting pole of metal.

I try to understand it. All of it. Any of it.

Yes, the metal to which I am fastened, goes up the base of my floor length, gown, and disappears, somewhere behind me. I feel my flesh, pressed to it, with scant cushioning between my warm body, and its cold metal.

I jiggle my knees. I try to jiggle them. I cannot. They too, like my ankles, are fixed.

I try to move my hips. But they are in a vice-like grip, of silver metal, also.

And then the realization hits me. My butt, and my penis, are also imprisoned!

Somehow, the pole I see below, extends up the skirts of my strange “night-dress” and it encircles my legs, at ankle, knee, and thigh. But, above that, projections, from my metallic, captor, pass between my upper legs, and one takes an immediate, upward turn, to project, a secret missile, up, and into, my butt-hole, whilst a narrower projection continues through the small gap in my upper thighs, and then rises up, to encircle my testicles, and my penis, which, strangely, despite its plight, is semi-erect, and holds both parts of my genitalia, firm in  two, bands of the shiny, unforgiving, metal.

As for what’s happening above, the disaster area, that is my crotch, the pole then seems to arch and follow up the contours of my back, and finally, appears out, at the neckline of the voluminous, floating, luminescent gown, and continues its journey upward, to unseen heights, above my fixed body.

And, yes, as I experiment, I now test the movement in my upper torso, and I realise that my waist, my lower bust, as well as above my chest, and at my slim neck, further bands of the fiendish, metal contraption, hold me, absolutely still, and welded to my post.

As the full cognition of my plight, becomes clear, I sense movement from without, and then the small room, or cell, in which my glass capsule resides, is illuminated, as overhead lights are activated, and a strange voice, begins to explain my predicament, to me.

“Hello, earthling! And welcome. We, the people of Epicea, welcome you, as our guest, to this, interplanetary, ship. We understand the strangeness you must feel. We also, realise the fear that you may be experiencing. But, be assured, we mean you no real, bodily harm!” the female voice, sounded echoing, as though transmitting, not through speakers, but directly, into my confused, brain.

I tried to move my bolted head, to see if I could attach a body, to the voice. There seemed to be nobody, sharing the room.

“I shall reveal myself to you, in due course,” the voice continued, “For now, I need to explain the reasons we have invited you to our ship, and, to its ultimate destination, the planet Epicea. You may have a blurred remembrance of the events, 3 days ago, in your Earth time, when we visited you, in your home, and took you from there? Most other memories have been taken from your brain, so as not to interfere with the experience you are about to undergo. You only retain those memories, that will be of use to us, over these next weeks, and months. We need your fullest concentration, if we are to reap the most benefit, from this event. So, your mind will be fully restored, to its prior state, before we return you to your planet. But that is some time, in the distant future. Do not worry yourself, about that. For now, you remain our guest, and we will do our best to keep you fully entertained, during your stay, with us.”

“What’s going on? Where am I?” I managed to utter, before a sharp rebuke, silenced me.

“Silence, earthling. You may ask your questions later, but, for now, I demand your attention. And, in case you are tempted to interrupt again, allow me a small demonstration of the power, we hold over you.”

I suddenly felt my mouth open, as though to utter an objection. But I was not the one working my lips! And then a rubber projectile, grew from within, as though a bulb, of a small, rubber, balloon, was inflating within, expanding and growing, until my mouth was full and my cheeks were distended out and bloated, full of this rubbery substance that I could not eject.

I gagged, as the expanse within grew and then I felt it tighten to my mouth as my face was encircled by a strange force, and I realised that a band, of the same, rubbery substance, was slowly growing, in a tight encirclement, of my head, pushing the mouth-filling, still further, home, as the securing band extended around my head, to join in a seamless, band of ultra-tight rubber, covering my entire, lower face.

I writhed against my bonds, as the rubber threatened my breathing, and I panicked at the bizarre, and swift, occurrence.

Of course, there was no give, whatever, in my rigid, metal fetters, and I must have opened my eyes wide, in shock, as the rubber gagging threatened to engulf me.

And then . . . it stopped. And it receded. And the ball of rubber filling my mouth and bulging my cheeks, gradually, deflated, shrank away, until there was nothing. It had completely disappeared, as quickly as it had formed.

I tried to compose myself and took several, deep, grateful, breaths.

And then I heard the voice, again.

“Is that sufficient demonstration?” it enquired, “Or is a further example, of our powers, needed?”

I said nothing, too afraid to incur further punishment.

“Good. Then I shall explain our methods. You have been prepared, over the last 24 hours of your Earth time, to accept all, and anything, that we wish to invite, upon your body. Within your brain, we have implanted a cerebral modulator. A small device, undetectable by any, but the most sophisticated, equipment. It is a tiny computing device. A microchip, if you like, but a most advanced, and inventive, one. This allows us to control your thoughts. In time, and with practice, you will also be able to control it, to a lesser degree, and anything, that you imagine, to happen, to your body, will, in reality, happen. As well as controlling your brain, we have coated you, entirely, from head to toe, in a wonderful invention, we shall, for your benefit, call Sensateen. This has several, unique qualities, some that you will very much appreciate, and some, you will not! The gown you wear, also is made of a fabric version of this same, Sensateen. The body and the clothing work, together, in unison, and, employing both, and controlling your very thoughts, we can make you feel anything, and even see, anything, we wish. The silencing gag, you have just experienced, is a simple demonstration of the power we now wield. We can imagine you, in any way we please, and it will become a reality. Just now, I wanted you silenced. If I had wished it, I could have you completely hooded, unable to talk, or to see. Indeed, I could encase your entire body, if I so desired, in any form, I wished. But, for now, I need your attention. So please do not interrupt again!”

Okay! That was for certain! I was still reeling from that first, impressive, demonstration, and I did not need a second.

“You will do exactly as we request, and to facilitate that, we have searched your brain, scoured your thoughts, to expose the inner-most workings. We have explored your likes and dislikes, your interests and your inner-most desires, even those, most private to you. It has all been revealed to us, and, is now, stored on our data base, and within our computers. We can now control everything you feel, all that you see, and the total sum of all you experience, just through our mind-binding, use of the miniscule, implant, within your brain and the Sensateen fabric and coating, on your body. We have a vested interest in your body, and, specifically, in the sperm you will provide, to our reproduction banks, for the full, and future, propagation, of our species. Our men, on the planet Epicea, can no longer produce the seeds our species, needs, in order to reproduce. They are devoid of the capacity, to share in the reproduction process. It has, unfortunately, been taken from them over a great many generations. But you, and your kind, it seems, have very similarly constructed, seeds, in abundance. We are going to extract that supply from you, genetically engineer them, for our perfect suitability, and to store for our future reproduction. From you, and from some of the other 23 human, male specimens, who join us, aboard this ship. And then, when we have taken sufficient supply, from all of you, we shall return you to Planet Earth, return you to your former lives, and collect the next batch, of unknowing volunteers, already being sought by our hunter crews, and our spies, and harvest the same crop, from our next 24 guests. Even now, they are being selected, for future instalment, with us, just as you were, some time ago. Now, you may ask me, one question.”

I didn’t know what to ask. I was still completely flummoxed by what I was hearing and trying to take it in, I was inhibited by the strange feeling of eroticism I felt, and of an unnerving, degree of sexual arousal, brought on, by my unique, predicament.

“Why have to shaved me? And why is my body so pale?” I managed to mutter, feeling it was the most obvious feature of my body.

“That was two questions, but I shall overlook the error. We have not shaved you. We have immersed you in a bath of the liquid Sensateen, giving you the whiter colouring, you see. One of the side products, is, unfortunately, that you lose your bodily hair. Everywhere! But it is only a temporary drawback. Long-term . . . . but temporary. You will re-grow your hair. Eventually. Would you like some hair on your head, now?”

I nodded, feebly, as I tried to tell if I could feel any hair around my trapped penis. I could not!

“No! There is none there, either. All gone, I’m sorry to say, a necessary side effect. But, allow me to give you a new hairstyle. That is easy.” the voice said, clearly, reading my mind.

And I was aware of a stranger happening, as long, blond tresses of hair, began to flow done my head, and tip over my shoulders, and then continue, until I was completely shrouded, to halfway down my tethered arms, in long, golden ringlets of hair. It put me in mind, of a young Shirley Temple, singing, “On the good ship, Lollipop . . . . . . .”

“Would you like some female breasts, to go with that lovely head of hair?” the voice quizzed, not waiting for any response, from their incredulous, captive, audience.

I gulped, as I sensed movement and felt a strange sensation, between the two, strong, girths, of metal, that bound my upper torso. And I tried to look down, as two, voluptuous, female, breasts, slowly pressed, up, and out, from the white, pearlescent material, of my bizarre gown. I didn’t need to crane my head, too much, as, like the hair, my new, lady breasts, continued to grow, and grow, and grow, at an alarming rate, until they were protruding out, like two, huge, pendulous, mountains, fighting to break free of the material gripping them.

I heard a laugh, echo around my prison chamber, as the disembodied voice, enjoyed this moment, of high drama.

“Big enough for you?” it asked. “We can keep going!”

I uttered that it was a nice thought, but enough was sufficient!

And then I felt the breasts begin to recede, and I watched, in amazement, as my blond tresses, retreated back, into my bald pate, just as magically, and as quickly, as they had appeared.

“You see, we can do anything we want to your body. That is the magic of Sensateen, and the combination of that, with the implant within your brain.” the floating voice, laughed, again, “Whatever you can imagine, we can recreate. I think you begin to understand the possibilities?”

I certainly did. And if I wasn’t bound, the entire length of my body, within a strange capsule, within a strange alien spaceship, listening to a strange bodiless, voice, I may have enjoyed the realization, more than I did. At the time!

“We can alter our appearance, as well as yours, at will,” the voice explained, “It’s one of the reasons we chose you, Simone.”

“My name is Simon,” I corrected.

“Your name is Simone. At least, you would like it to be. We know you prefer to be her,” the calm voice insisted. “And it is no coincidence we have chosen you for a dual role, within our society, Simone. You are in this situation because we are, at heart, an entire nation of female lovers. Men are of no worth to us, unless as slaves, and as occasional objects, of pleasure. And that is why we need fresh supplies of male sperm. Our own men no longer produce the quality we need. They have become far too reliant on us women, for their very being, over the last hundreds of your Earth years. Now, they exist only to work for us, to operate the robotic machines that harvest our crops and manufacture our homely, needs. Oh . . . and like you, a chosen few, very few, special ones, are available for us women to use, as we desire, for our own, private pleasures.”

“So why me?” I managed to ask, still trying to battle the fear within, as my destiny became clearer.

“Because you are special, Simone. You do not realise, how perfect, you are, Simone. For our needs. We have observed you. You carry a strong sperm. We have already sampled it before deciding to take you. And once again, onboard the scouting, hunter craft. Before you were treated with Sensateen. And brought here. We had to make certain you were right for our purposes. Otherwise you would have been returned to Earth, immediately. Today, we shall take a final test sample, and then place you back into an induced sleep, so that you may rest, until we reach our planet. Then, you shall be taken to our harvesting laboratories, where we shall milk you, five, or six, times, daily, for a week. That’s an Earth week. Not a week on Epicea. That would be far too exhausting for you. Then you, being such a special, lucky, girl, will go to one of our pleasure domes, for the week, that’s an Earth week, too, to be used as a she-male sex doll, for the pleasuring of our higher echelons of lady leaders. And then a return to the reproductive centre’s, laboratories, for another week’s milking. And so on, until we feel we have taken as much, of your seed, as we need, or as much as we dare, from your valuable supplies. And then you will return to Earth, your memory of the time with us, supplanted by your old memories. And we shall be eternally, grateful, to you, for your service, to our planet. I told you, we mean you no LASTING, bodily, harm!”

I was now shaking, part with fear, but part with excitement, as she kept referring to me as a “girl” and my special qualities. I had to ask the question.

“But why me. What’s special about me, apart from strong sperm?” I pleaded.

“Because we see a kindred spirit, in you, Simone. You and several others aboard. You like being a special female. And we can make you the most special you’ve ever felt, and yet you still retain a penis. We can turn you into a very special, half female. In return, you will supply us with what we need. And, what we need, is the fruits of your sexual arousal. It’s almost like a partnership. Tit for tat. Our pleasure, in exchange, for your pleasure. Surely you understand the benefits, to both?”

I shook my head.

“We’re going to keep you as the woman of your dreams, Simone. Every waking hour, that’s Earth hours, by the way, you will be kept in a state of ultra-high arousal. We have already fed you the first of several drugs that will ensure your complete supplication. And that will maintain your constant feeling of sexual tension. And, we can make you into anything you desire to be. We can also make ourselves, into any form you desire. You like a strong, dominant, woman? And you like to be the poor little girl, in distress. We know. We can read your every thought. I have it, here, before me on your personality summary. We know everything about you, Simone. Your most private, desires, and most secret fantasies, are ours, now, to control. Watch.”

As I was forced to watch, my head facing forward, through the transparency of my circular, cell, I saw a vision, begin to form, before my eyes.

What began as a mystical, sort of, vapourised, semi-embodiment, of a person, slowly morphed, into a solid, figure, stood, in all her glory, before me.

She must have stood, like an Amazonian wonder-woman, 6 feet tall, in the black, leather thigh boots, that seemed to stretch right up to her heavenly crotch. Her pussy, pressed against the sleek leather thong, that hid some, but not all, of her treasure, part-concealed there, from sight.

Above it, she wore a dramatic, black, leather covering, or breast-plate, over her torso, which looked more like the leather costume of Xena, the warrior princess, than anything I’d seen, in my extensive collection of femdom videos, back on Earth. Her face was half-covered, by a leather mask, her deep, deep, brown eyes, piercing the exotic mask, as they watched my reaction. Her mouth showing me their deep, red lips. And I realised this red of her lips, was matched by tiny highlights of red seams, and red feathery, leather, adornments, to her black, leather, wonder-woman, armour.

Her arms were sheathed in long, long, leather, gauntlets, black, but with a red, seam-line, of stitching, down the length of them, that stretched right up the arm and flared out, from the shoulder, to form two futuristic bunches, like a pair of cascading fountains of black, and red, leather, to enhance, and protect, those bare shoulders. In one arm, she held a long, cruel, black, leather whip. In the other, she twirled a black, leather, switch, or crop, much like a riding crop. And hanging from the narrow belt, around her slender waist, were a small array of cuffs and chains, and various instruments of sexual torture.

“Do you like your women to look like this?” the voice asked.

I was shaking with excitement, but managed a tiny nod, as much as my metal neck collar, permitted.

“Or perhaps, you prefer me in red?” said the same voice, the lips on the vision before me, utterly still, not moving, at all. The voice, it seems, coming from directly within my head.

And, as the voice vocalized it, so the vision, visualized it. The whole, fabulous, ensemble, slowly glowed and then changed colour. The black, endlessly high, leather boots, turned to red, thigh high, columns of glossy, leather. The, barely there, black thong, changed to the same colour, of red. The mask, the gloves, the leather bodice, even the whip, changed to the same red, with little black highlights, everywhere, where, before, had been streaks of red, against the starkness of the black.

“You see, you lucky girl. We can be anything we want to be. Anything you would like us to be, in order to reap your harvest. And, in return, YOU can be anything we desire. Would you like to wear my boots?”

I don’t know about wearing them! I’d like to lick them, I thought, to myself! They looked so damned sexy.

“And one day you may,” said the voice, before I had said a word, “One day, I shall make a point of visiting you, in the Pleasure Dome, and I shall rent you for the day. And then I shall bind you, extraordinarily, tightly, myself, and permit you to lick them, from toe to top. If that is what you desire . . . . . and if I allow it!”

And then the strangest thing happened. I could barely believe it, as my position on my metal binding post altered, as I was elevated up on the perilously, high, heels, of my matching, red, leather, boots, that took the place of the lower part of my pearlescent gown, and which rose, up and up, my legs, as the white of the gown, receded, at equal pace. Until, like my vision of the ideal, Mistress, I too, wore the self-same boots, secured within the metal fetters, and pressing up into my naked crotch.

I looked down, straining to see the result, to observe three neat rings of metal, holding my legs tight, at ankles, knees and thighs, and pressing to the glossy sheen of red leather, that was my new pair of thigh boots!

The white-ish gown, had shrunk, accordingly, and was now, more of a mini-dress, just long enough to brush the tops of my spectacular boots, and to, just about, hide the metal protrusion, that held my erect penis, so tight, in its silvery grasp.

“Would you like a pair of these gloves, to go with those?” the voice quested.

And I gulped, again, as the sleeves of the white gown, receded up my arms, to be replaced by a growing pair of leather gloves, in the same, gorgeous red, with narrow black seam, that slowly sprouted the same “overhang”, or black and red fountain, of leather decoration, that now showered, over my bare shoulders.

“You see! As I told you. Anything we desire. Anything you desire. Our aim is to pleasure you, as well as ourselves. And we both, benefit. In fact, we ALL benefit. We stimulate you, and you give us the fruits of your sexual arousal. Our species flourishes. Simone blossoms. Simple. But effective!

Now, I shall return you to your former state. But there will be plenty of time for you to enjoy the benefits of Sensateen, and our mind-binding skills, another day. In fact, I shall instruct the technician, to allow you some simple pleasure, later, when she comes to take your final sperm sample. In the meantime, I must go and welcome some of our other guests. I am personally responsible for the lucky, six of you, that will serve the dual purpose of Pleasure and Supply. One of those, has very strange taste, he is a foot fetishist, so I really must work on my toe-nails! I shall see you again, when we reach Epicea. In the meantime, shall I ask the technician to clothe you in a latex, body-suit? Or would you like to be dressed in a pretty, leather, mini-skirt and high boots? Or would you prefer a nice bridal gown, perhaps in ivory satin, along with the veil and the gloves? When she takes the sample, later today? I understand that is one of your specific fantasies?”

I didn’t answer. At least I was certain, I hadn’t. I was too embarrassed! But, once more, and in a flash, she had read my mind.

“Oh! Good choice, Simone. And I think you’ll make a beautiful bride. Long, dark, hair, decorated in layers of floral, inserts, I think. And with shoulder-length, ivory satin gloves, to match, the full-length, flowing gown, is the way I see you. I shall arrange that for you, at once. And I’ll ask her to come up with an interesting way to restrain you, whilst you give up your sperm. And then you’ll get some idea of how productive, and mutually beneficial, this “partnership” is going to be. For all of the parties, involved. Now, I must leave you. I’ll see you again. I shall be arranging your transfer from the ship, when we reach my home. And I must come and visit you in the Pleasure Dome, so you may lick clean, my boots, for me. In the meantime, sweet dreams, and enjoy giving your “donation”, in about an hour, from now.”

And the voice, in my head, was gone. The vision of dominant loveliness, before me, evaporated and disappeared, as though a genie, returning to its bottle. And the lights, in the outer cell, and within my glass chamber, slowly dimmed.

And I was left, alone, to digest, all that I had learned, from this first, and most illuminating, of encounters.

Chapter THREE

My Final Sample Passes the Test

“Hello, Simone. My name is Adorita. I believe my superior, Sub-Commander Kristenella, spoke to you, earlier?”

The voice was different, but the circumstance, was eerily similar. The lights had brightened to just a warm glow, from without, but there was no apparent, source, from which the voice originated.

“I’m here to take our final sample. We need to run our last tests, before we reach home. Check that all is in order. Ensure that nothing has affected your source. The space travel, lack of gravity. All that kind of thing. If it has been affected, you may be of no use to us, and will have to be returned. Any questions, before we start?” the higher-pitched voiced, gave me a chance to ask another puerile question.

“Does everyone talk in English, on your planet?” I queried.

“We are able to speak any, known, language, we choose.” the voice responded, “Because we are not restricted by the confines of work, we have a great deal of leisure time, devoted to culture, learning and pleasure. But, for language, we speak Epicaean, and we all carry translators that will respond to any language, we know of. English is easy to learn, like Portuguese, Spanish, Italian, French, even German. We speak them all. For Chinese, or Japanese, and a few of the obscure, African languages, I do rely on my translator device.”

“And how long before we reach Epicea?” I asked, “This is not a comfortable position.”

“Hahaha! If you’re uncomfortable now, wait till they get you in the Pleasure Dome. Some of the Epicaean women are very creative, in the way they like to display their pleasure dolls. But, time is relative. Your earthling, concept of time, is entirely different, to ours. You have, what you call a day, because it takes a day for your Earth to turn on its axis. Epicea takes nearly 8, of your days, to turn once, upon its axis. You have a month, because your moon takes a month, to orbit the earth. Our planet has 3 moons, all at different distances. We cannot judge time by them. And your year, is one earth orbit of your sun. Our Sun is 10 or more times bigger than Earth’s, and Epicea is much, much, further away, otherwise we would not enjoy the similar climatic conditions, to your planet. Our planet takes 15 of your Earth years, to go around our giant Sun, just the once. But you will learn all this, when we arrive. In the times when you are not supplying our reproduction banks, or being used to pleasure our leaders, you will be given instruction, in life on Epicea. We are a cultured race, even if we do have a rather barbaric attitude towards our male counterparts.”

“Well . . . . .” I was about to keep the conversation going, but was silenced by an abrupt, response.

“I think your questions can wait, now, Simone. We have work to do and I must get a good sample, to test from you. I’ve been instructed to make it as educational, and as pleasurable, as possible, for you. I think you should know, we all possess the same powers, that my commander demonstrated, to you, before. I am going to silence you, eventually, in any case, but, please, let’s make this a very civilized, occasion! After all, it’s our first meeting.” the voice left me in no doubt, my further interference, was not wanted.

“If you look at the glass, before you, I’m going to show you a series of images. We have a vast, library, of all possible images, gathered over many years of observing your planet. Please let me know which of these images, excites you.”

And so, before my eyes, the transparent wall of my inner chamber, became a video screen, and I watched several images, all of beautiful women, and all clad in beautiful, long, gowns, flash before my eyes. I was particularly taken by the bridal picture, of a young, dark-haired, girl, in a flowing, pure white, satin gown, her head veiled. Her arms sheathed in pure, virginal white gloves, that extended, nearly, to her shoulders. Her feet in matching, white, satin covered, bridal shoes.

I only saw the image for seconds, but it was my favourite, up to that point. But I had said nothing, when the voice informed me that this was the image I had selected.

“Good. Very good. I can recreate that image for you, Simone. Now, sit back. Enjoy. And we’ll demonstrate what a pleasurable experience it can be, for you, to serve us.”

I wasn’t fully aware of what was happening, now. There seemed to be movement, in me, on me, and all around me. It’s too difficult, for me to describe. It was like robotic arms were extending out to support my frail body, as, at the same time, my metal fastenings, at several points, along my upright pole, seemed to melt away.

At the same time, I felt the whole chamber, I was occupying, begin to shift. It was definitely, moving, tilting and turning, and taking me with it, held, somehow, by the unseen, arms, I mention.

And, at the same time, as the chamber upended, to shift from a vertical position, to a horizontal one, my body seemed to be altering, too.

I was aware of long tresses of dark hair, growing down to my shoulders. But then being taken up, again, as though by expert, unseen, hands, in a fanciful style of hair, much like that of the young girl I had just seen, and, unknowingly, reacted to.

My legs were now, slowly, being fashioned with a pair of silken soft, stockings, that rose up my bare legs and connected to the white, satin, bridal corset, that now caressed my upper body.

And I was growing another pair of breasts. Not as ridiculous and as extravagant, as the demonstration, pair, I had been endowed with, earlier. These were a neat, firm, pair, of young lady’s breasts, that amply filled the cups of my satin corset, to just overflowing, but then stopped. I felt the weight of them pressed to me, by the constraining bones within my corset.

And, at the same time, as my main body, was transforming, the ultra-long, white satin bridal gloves were, literally, growing up my arms, before my unbelieving eyes.

They reached the very tops of my arms and nestled, neatly, into my, entirely, hairless, whitish, underarms, as my luscious, gorgeous, slinky, sensual, bridal gown, began life, starting at the low, scooped neckline, displaying, just a little, of my new breasts, and then gradually, extended down my body, as I took on, the precise appearance, of the beautiful bride, I had just acknowledged, a few minutes (that would be Earth minutes!) previously.

It was all a blur, as the gown developed and descended, at the same time as the last suspender, was connecting to my second, silken, stocking, and my last finger was being enveloped, within the white satin, confines, of my gorgeous, and devilishly, long, satin gloves.

And, just as the silky bridal gown, reached the length of my body, to rustle and swish against my silky, stockinged, feet, my feet themselves, “grew” a pair, of matching, white, satin, bridal shoes, that fastened around my ankle, with a neat, white, dainty, strap, adorned with a neat, white, dainty, satin bow.

By now, the chamber was horizontal, and I was held, floating, in the midst of it, held securely, but gently, by the robots that were attending to me. My former pole, was gone, disappeared, evaporated into thin air. My metal fetters, gone also. All of it, disappeared, as if they had never existed, and as if I was part of a very sophisticated, magic, trick.

But, then I was aware that a frame, underneath my now, fully-dressed, body, was taking shape and that my body was losing the support of the robotic arms, as my whole weight was gradually, being taken, upon the thin, metal frame, developing beneath me.

And then the myriad of robotic arms, began to work on my satin-clad frame, as though they were the relatives of those robotic machines, we’ve all seen, back on Planet Earth, building a fleet of new motor-cars, on a production line.

I felt my right arm, taken out and out, and up, and up, to the far right of my glass chamber. And, once sited out, at 45 degrees to my head, I felt it pressed to the metal framework, which now seemed to completely fill the glass cell. And then two robotic arms, worked their way, from wrist to shoulder, binding the gloved arm, to the frame, with lengths of white, virginal, bridal, satin ribbons. Each ribbon was around 2 inches wide, as I could turn my newly-coiffured, head, with its fanciful, bridal hair-style, to watch, fascinated, as the first length, was manipulated around my slender wrist, and taken through the large perforations, within my supporting frame, and then around the wrist again, down, around, through and up a second time, and tied, in a beautiful, neat, but glamorous, satin bridal bow, atop my upturned wrist.

This was repeated, another 3 or 4 inches, up my gloved arm, once more just at my stretched elbow joint, and a final time, at my upper arm, just below the tops of my extreme, satin, bridal glove.

Once the two mechanised arms had finished at that side, they appeared to regress “into the walls”, of my glass chamber. And two identical arms, appeared, extended at my left side, to take that gloved arm, to the exact, same position, on my left, and repeat the binding process, with four, exact, same, lengths, of pure white, satin, ribbon.

I felt the thrill of it all, as, within seconds, I had been attired in a fashion I could only dream of, back home, when I played at being Simone. And now, I was being bound, in a way, I could only admire, through watching my treasured collection of bondage videos. It was all too much, for my interfered with, brain, to fully comprehend, but I was aware that my freed penis, was comprehending it!

It had been constantly, near- erect, since my waking, but now, it was thrashing around like a sea-monster, trying to devour a whaling ship. And I was powerless to stop it. I don’t know what drugs they had used upon me, but they were doing a lot for my confidence, as my penis seemed to enlarge, to twice any size, I had previously achieved.

Now, my two arms were held tight, in the grip of their eight, heavenly, satin bindings. And I was aware that the robot arms had shifted position, working their way to a point, half-way down my body.

I watched, awestruck, as another arm hovered above my feet, be-decked, in their glorious, white, satin, shoes, and then descended to grip the hem of the exotic, heavyweight, satin, gown, and raise it up slowly, obscuring my view of what was about to happen below.

Now, my right leg was seized, and dragged over, to the left corner of the transparent cylinder, and I felt it press to metal, as more lengths of ribbon, wider this time to secure the thicker, stronger limb, wrapped themselves around my ankle, and connected it, to the frame, in much the same way, as my arms, now extended above my head. Once over the ankle, through the framework, back up, over the ankle, through the metal-work, back up, and again, crossed and tied, in a lovely, big, girly, bow.

And so, the arms proceeded up my leg, as I felt it tighten, with each new ribbon binding, and press to my support, and the one arm above, held my satin, swirly, skirts, afloat, so as not to interfere with the process.

Four times, I counted the arms do their job. The last, broad, ribbon, pressed right into my groin, as the one arm above lifted my sumptuous skirts, ever higher, as the robots worked higher up my thigh.

And then, of course, I knew what was coming. My skirts remained lifted, as the same treatment befell my left leg.

And then they were dropped and re-arranged to drape nicely, over my bound legs, as I writhed to test my bonds, and I was aware of my naked penis thrashing against their heavy, satin skirt, covering.

And then I saw two more arms, one from directly above my crotch area, slowly descending, the other attacking from the furthest point, directly, below my feet. And I had a pretty shrewd idea, that both, these extensions, were targeted on my nether regions. I was particularly fearful of the one, transporting a crude, black, phallic object, much like a male penis, that was steering, towards the space between my wide-open, legs.

At this, I threshed frantically, at the ribbons holding me fast, but to no avail. The only thing left for a poor girl, to do, who was just about to be impaled, was to scream for help, and hope some alien knight, in white, was stowed aboard this same space-craft.

I opened my mouth to let forth my shrill, girl-like appeal, for help, when I felt a familiar, intrusion, between my lips. It began as a small, rubbery, balloon-like, feeling, within my mouth. But, once again, as if someone was blowing a pretty hefty balloon up, inside of me, the ball grew, and grew, and lengthened, and widened.

I groaned, as I realised, I was slowly gagging on an enormous, rubber dick-shaped, balloon, that was, gradually, filling every available part of my oral orifice.

At the same time, a clinging, cloying feeling, of something growing and clutching at my neck and throat, alerted me to a new sensation. The rubbery fingers, clawing at me, were slowly rising up my chin, and up my cheeks, and up and over, the phallus, deep within my lips, connecting itself, to me, like a cloying, grasping, second skin.

And then, I felt the rubber substance, extend up, and over my nose, leaving two sizeable breathing holes, beneath my two distended nostrils, as the rubber, pulled, and teased, at my upper face, like a spread of poison ivy, growing up a wall. And then I had to close my eyes, as the liquid, substance, spread, and then set, like a quick-drying glue, over my eye-sockets and up, into the hairline of my fanciful, bridal hair-do.

My face was covered. My mouth was utterly silenced. My nose was free to breathe, but the rubber clung to it, like its life depended upon it. And all sight, was obliterated, as the alien growth, covered my hastily, closed, eyes, their sockets, and every last millimetre, of skin, of my, pale, ashen, white, face.

And, in the instance it took for my hood of cool, molten, rubber, to dry to me, my skirts had been lifted, once more, and the first of the two alien robot intruders, was about to angle itself down, and then slightly upward, ready to gain admittance to my private quarters.

I squealed into my superhuman, gagging, as I felt a cold spray of lubricant, hit my butt-hole. And then I held my breath, as, with a circular motion, the phallic-shaped, end, of the robotic arm, slowly turned, like a drill-bit, working in slow, precise, motion, and steadily screwed itself, centimetre, by shocking, centimetre, into my sacred hole, and up, into me.

Once full penetration had been achieved, the rotation ceased. But only temporarily.

There was obviously, a shift in position, from the anal plug arm, to allow the second arm, descending straight towards my naked penis, to calculate its precise position, and then slowly drive its metal capsule, down, over my penis and then, slowly, slowly, to take it in, sucking it up, like the end of a vacuum hose, so that my penis disappeared, like an unwanted snake, being sucked away, into some sophisticated, metal piping.

And then, just for a joyous, second, or two, there was complete peace, and quiet. During this quiet moment, the arm holding my satin skirts aloft, slowly brought them down, and then spent a second or two, arranging them to form a neat, curtain-like, framing, around my erect penis and its metal hose, and the horizontal arm that had drilled into my anus.

Once, a neat framing arrangement, had been achieved, with the heavy satin gathered in a bunch, immediately above my genitals, but the rest of it, arranged, down either side, and almost back to my bound ankles, then I heard the voice within my head, speak again.

“There, beautiful, bride, Simone. What a lovely sight you are. We hope you like your wedding night, present. A gift, from us, to you. And, in return, we’re ready to receive an enormous, thank you, message, and gift, from you, back to us. Have fun!”

And I heard, and felt, the two arms, now work as one to extract some of my precious, liquid gold, from their mine-workings.

As I bit at the rubber penis filling my mouth, the one filling my butt, re-started its circular motion. Ever so slowly, at first, but I gasped, as the speed, gradually increased, and a steady, back and forth, pumping motion, accompanied the rotation.

At precisely the same time, my vacuum hose became just that. The metal casing, now enclosing my erection, and sealed to it, with some kind of rubber, super-seal, began to pull at my cock. I heard a faint hiss of air, as it worked, pneumatically, to pull at my male member, and I felt the brutal suck, exerted by the vacuum that was being constantly created, and then discharged, by a blast of air, into the cylindrical encasement, so that my penis was pumped, up, and down, as though being expertly manipulated, by a very skilled, human hand.

And, so, that was my first experience of an “alien milking”. I think that all my fears, just dissipated, the moment that wedding gown “grew” down my body. My brain, sensitised as it was by whatever drugs they had fed me, could now concentrate on nothing but the feelings of sheer pleasure afforded by my sissy clothes, my girly hair, and the twin sensations, both within me, and externally. I loved it, as I fought, half-heartedly, against my silk bonds, and I threshed my latex-covered face, from side to side, in an effort to look as though I was resisting the assault upon my poor, sissified, body.

But, I don’t think I was fooling anyone! Least of all, myself. In truth, I’d never felt an arousal like it. And I wanted it to last for ever. I loved the feel of the stockings up my legs. The sensation of being gripped tight, by my satin corset. The sound, although muted, of my heavy satin gown, rustling, like autumn leaves, and moving in co-ordination, with the pump and the piston, attacking my male parts.

And it lasted a good ten minutes. Every time I felt I couldn’t hold my donation, my personal gift, back to the Epicaean nation, any longer, the two arms slowed, even reversed, to allow me to regain some mental, control, as though they, too, wanted it to last, just as long, as was possible.

And, thus, I experienced the most fabulous, most lengthy, and most gloriously abundant, coming, when it finally arrived, that I had ever known.

And these clever robots, judged the moment, perfectly, and my valuable, excretions were sucked away, and carefully, bottled, and labelled, and sent for analysis, by another clever, robot, as I almost chewed my rubber gag to shreds, with the thrill of this, most ultimate, of arousals.

It took me nearly as long to come back down to earth, as it had taken for these diabolical machines, to fly me to the moon! And my technician captor seemed in no hurry to release my bound body from its metal and satin, incarceration. I lay there, still blinded, still gagged, and still secured, by four, strong ribbons, at each limb.

And then I heard the first voice that had spoken to me some time earlier.

“Well, Simone, I think you and we, will make a perfect partnership. Don’t you? From where I am watching, I think you might have enjoyed that. Am I right?” the voice, soft, and sounding almost caring, purred within my head.

I nodded. I enjoyed it more than anything I’d ever enjoyed. Ever. Ever! And they knew it.

“Normally, at this point, we would revert you back to your previous state. However, I’ve had a word with the technician here and we agreed, you look such a picture, as you are, that we can leave you like this, all the way to Epicea. We have to clear away any stray mess. And then re-secure your penis, out of harm’s way, in a proper secure, restraint. But we can leave the anal probe, for now. And we can leave the face-covering. But we do have to exchange the rubber gag, for a proper feeding gag, so that we can hydrate you, and feed you some nourishment, during the journey. We’ll do that, shortly. And then you can relax. We’ll have a little play at your anus, every so often, to keep you awake, until you’ve received a feed. And then, we’ll remove that and put you back, into a deep sleep. And the next time we talk, I’ll be introducing you to your new home. So, enjoy the next couple of hours, that’s Earth hours, of course, and, in no time, we’ll have you sited in our milking rooms, and ready to play your part in preserving our, species. Goodnight, Simone.”

And, I felt further, activity, down below, as the metal capsule was carefully, raised, and extracted from around my penis, and a gentle wash, given to the area, before my skirts were re-arranged around my anal invader, and taken back down to my feet. Some time, later, my phallic gag was replaced, almost without me realising it, by a less bulbous, but more complicated, contraption, replete with food and air intakes, and outlets, that allowed feeding and watering, and easy breathing.

Shortly after this, my butt plug, was allowed another little explore, of its cosy, environs, just enough to remind me it was there, but not sufficient to effect another, second coming, before that too, was withdrawn, and I settled, in my lovely, satin, bridal wear, and my secure, satin bridal bonds, to enjoy a meal, of nourishing, liquid, a good, sound, sleep, and the rest of the journey.

I was almost looking forward, to my time on Epicea. These Epicaean females, may not like men much, but they certainly seemed to have, both a lively, sense of humour, as well as an immaculate, sense of sissy fashion!

Chapter FOUR

My Arrival at the Epicaean Processing Centre

What a sleep, I enjoyed!

And what dreams! And now, as I awaken, I still feel as though I’m dreaming.

I test the arms. Yes, I’m still bound along their full length. It’s a lovely feeling.

My legs? I cannot move them, an inch. Those satin ribbons are impressively strong. It’s a glorious feeling.

My body, still makes that nice, reassuring, rustling sound, as I move it and I feel the liquid, gloss, satin of the bride’s gown, caress my naked penis, which, somehow, some-way, has remained erect for all these “Earth hours”. Or is it “Earth days”? I have no idea. But the feeling of the dress, still coating my entire body, thrills me. It is a rapturous feeling.

Whatever the cocktail of drugs, they have fed me, make me feel, well, . . . . like a new girl! I’ve had the most erotic dreams I’ve ever experienced, all involving me being “forced” to dress as a woman and then and, tied, gagged, hooded, strapped, in the most bizarre contraptions. And I’ve enjoyed the very best sleep, I’ve ever experienced, too. Now, I’m primed, and ready, to experience the real thing. Bring it on!

I should have heeded my dear old ma, when she told me to be “Careful what you wish for”, as I became instantly aware that my transport craft had arrived. There were no droning, humming, throbbing, noises, telling me, all movement had ceased. And I’m not talking about the butt plug, I so enjoyed, inside me, those hours, or days, ago.

There was the sense of urgent activity, in the area where I was sited. Although my capsule was in its own, internal cell-like, room, I could sense movements and noises in adjoining corridors, and spaces, telling me, that the crew of this strange ship, were at full, action stations, dealing with their precious cargo.

And that included me!

In the darkness, I listened and I moved my bound body, as much as my restraints allowed, to feel the movement of the gown, I’d worn, now, for so long. I truly hoped I hadn’t messed anything up, with those very real-seeming, dreams, I’d enjoyed.

Now, the lights slowly woke up, in unison with me. And a soft light, illuminated the cell, and within my transparent, casement.

“Hello, again, Simone. We’re so very pleased, that you enjoyed such a good, refreshing sleep. We registered your dreams, as you slept. You’ve given us some excellent material, for future use!” the inner voice, leered.

How do they know so damned much, about me? I wonder.

“You’ll be glad to know we have docked, at our landing and processing centre, on Epicea. Soon, it will be time to move you to the harvesting rooms, where you will be spending these next periods of time. That will be a week, in Earth hours, but less than a day, in our time. And then you’ll transfer to the Pleasure Dome, to fulfil your duties there, for a similar period. So, I’m sorry to say, we must soon take that lovely dress from you, and prepare you for your installation in our reproductive centre. My technicians will be here to deal with you, shortly. Please enjoy these last moments aboard ship, and be assured I shall check on your progress, during these next periods of time. I’m on leave now, for a full 2 Epicaean days. That’s over TWO Earth weeks. That means I shall visit you in the Pleasure Dome, before I return to duty. To see how well you are settled. And to see just how, thoroughly, clean, you can lick my red boots, whilst I have you bound to one of those extreme contraptions, you dream of! Bye for now, angel. And have fun.”

I felt a shiver pass down my spine. Dreaming of being dressed in all manner of erotic outfits, and being abused by a woman, is slightly different to the reality I now face. I have so many questions, unanswered, and unable to be asked, as I lie there and ponder my immediate future.

Nothing transpired, for a good time, but, when it did, everything happened very slickly, indeed.

This time, there were no niceties. No re-assuring words of comfort, or of explanation. I guess, to the technicians, this was a routine procedure, and one they had done many, many, times, over. To me, everything was new, exciting, and, on this occasion, very frightening.

I was aware of two ethereal beings, almost like floating spectres, entering the chamber I occupied. I was half aware of them making certain preparations on their computer display and their mechanical apparatus.

And then my glass cylinder split open and the two halves separated, leaving me, seemingly suspended, but still supported by the metal frame to which I was attached. This seemed to float in mid-air, and I had no cognition of how it was held there.

And then I felt my bonds, not untie and unravel, but, somehow, just disappear, as though they had melted away. And all 16 of my comforting, secure, satin ribbons, were gone. I could have risen from my metal “bed” and walked out, a free man, in my wedding gown. But, just as quickly, that also melted away, taking with it, the tight, corset, the stockings, the white satin shoes, the gloves, and everything, I had cherished, that had kept me company on my bizarre journey.

At the same time, I felt the movement at my face and realized that my latex face covering and my gag with all its extruding pipework, that had kept me breathing, and fed, was slowly, also, melting away, the rubber hooding, receding down my face, the way it had grown up it, on its introduction.

And now, even the metalwork beneath me, disappeared. It was like being a witness, to, or more like a participant in, the magic trick, to end all magic illusions. And now, I was displayed, as before, my pale, coated body, my bald head, my translucent, almost pearlescent, white shroud, dangling down into a seeming bottomless abyss, beneath my suspended body.

And then I felt another change and I panicked, as I felt my two feet, clash together and then almost weld together, as some unseen force, began its slow, gradual encasement, up my entire body.

It put me in mind of the weird body bag I had experienced on first being taken, from my apartment. I felt the stricture of tight, rubbery, material, wrapping me, in its endless, confines. As though I was being bandaged, like an Egyptian Mummy, from my very toes, and then along every inch of my body, as the white shroud, transformed into an endless, infinite, mass of rubber binding that wrapped and wrapped, and turned and twisted its way, up every inch of my frame.

I wondered what I must do with my arms, as the pressure rose on my thighs, and then at my semi-erect manhood. But the problem was solved for me! I felt my arms move, involuntarily, to join in my lap, just before the rubber binding, trapped, first my fingers, almost clutching at my own penis, and then travelled up the downturned hands, connecting them, together, immovably, and continued its relentless path, up and up, until my upper arms, and even my shoulders, were completely enveloped, and utterly immobilized.

Now, I perceived a real threat, as, like my previous latex masking, this almost alive, rubber, restraint system, threatened to engulf me totally, covering my head, and, more importantly, preventing my breathing. I wanted to scream for help, but no words emitted, as I felt the rubber, much thicker than the previous coating, over my face, creep up and up, covering my lips, and proceeding towards my nose. I took what I feared might be my last ever breath, as the flood of rubber bandage, rose higher and higher, and took my nose, and then my eyes and finally, my bald head, under its tight strictures.

I was in a panic and held my breath for as long as I could. But then my inner voice, the one they somehow transmitted direct into my brain, told me to stop trying to hold my breath and to breath normally, and, as I did, I realised that my panic attack, had been unnecessary.

I don’t know how, but as I opened my mouth to try and wrestle a breath, from my rubbery encasement, an airway, from me to the outer world, somehow, opened up. I felt it. I felt the tube, in the same rubbery substance distend my lips and fill my mouth. At the same time, I felt the similar tubes, “grow” within my nasal passages, and, somehow, break through my rubber body, bag, and connect, again, to the fresh air, of the oxygenated cell.

I gulped in a huge lungful, and I calmed my racing heart, as I realised, that, despite the extreme packaging, my airways were unhindered, and although blinded, and deafened, by the layer, upon layer, of stiff, rubber coating, protecting my valuable form, I was free to breathe, easily, through the pipe-ways, afforded me. 

As I wrestled with this novel predicament, I felt my mummified, body, rise, travel sideways, and then drop, slightly. I now had a new sensation to deal with, whilst still coming to terms with my total enclosure.

I felt something beneath me, replacing the metal frame that had been my previous support. This was a kinder substitute. It felt softer, gentler, and more stable.

And then I felt my body pressed to this new cradle, as heavy rubber straps, crossed my mummified form, at 5 points, to hold me close to my new bed. I felt the pressure at my ankles, as a strap held those twin points, to their padded bench. And then one at the thighs, just above the knees. Another across my waist. A fourth across my bust, and I realised I still had my pert, young bride’s breasts! Was that a mistake? And a final strap went over my encased head, to hold that fast, and rigid, and still, as the whole procedure, from being the former, “Bride of the Year”, to being the “Rubber Mummy of the Moment”, all took less than 8 minutes. And that’s Earth minutes, by the way!

And then more movement. They certainly didn’t waste time, these Epicaeans! My padded support, now seemed to glide, taking me feet first, out of my cell, and on its final leg of this whole, extraordinary, journey.

I heard nothing, under the muffling, layers of rubber, casing. I felt very little, as my body was held firm, within its rubber bandages. And I could only allow my mind to play tricks, as my transporter, carried me, effortlessly, and silently, from the confines of the space-ship and through the hatchway, and out into my big, brave, new, world.

Chapter FIVE

My New Home . . . . . for a Week

“Welcome to your home, where you shall reside, for the duration of one, whole Epicaean day . . . . . that’s a period of around 7 to 8 days, or just over a week, in your Earth hours. We’ll see that you are washed and purged and have time to recover from your journey. And then we can explain the processes, which your body will undergo, to you, and take your first, precious, donation. For now, relax and feel refreshed!” the ominous voice, echoed within my head, still encased in its layers of rubber coating, as my transport, silently halted.

And then two things happened, simultaneously.

The casing around my head began to loosen, and slowly fall away, seeming to recede, down my face, like a wilting flower, and the transport I was on, began to tilt, causing me some concern, as my horizontal support, slowly, re-oriented to stand vertically, my lower body still wrapped in the rubber bandaging, and my form still strapped to its padded, base.

I had been carried, effortlessly, and silently, to my new place of rest, a journey of around 10 minutes, or more, and there seemed no visible way, or pathway, I had travelled. It was as though the padded support, bearing me, had moved, without propulsion, on a bed of air, like my own “hover” craft.

As my eyes adjusted to the different, more intense, light level, I could see I was in a large-ish room, which was wider at the point of entry, and narrowed off, towards the far wall, facing me. The metal doorway, behind me, slid closed, silently, as I surveyed the scene, in front. The lighting was bright and the room all in white, looked like a surgical operating theatre. As I looked down the length of it, the only break in the white walls, was the smoked glass, “window” at the far end, which, I would soon discover, was another sliding door, leading to an artificial, covered, outside area.

I’ll skip ahead, because I now know much more of the circumstances of my imprisonment, and this is what I was to learn from the brief, later, explanation, of my situation.

I, and my 23 co-passengers, or guests, had all been delivered to one, of three, harvesting pods, within the Epicaean reproductive banking centre.

Each of these buildings, within a larger complex, was a huge circle, containing 24 individual harvesting pods, and several laboratory rooms and administrative offices, perhaps, 30 rooms, in all, arranged in a perfect circle, with a hollow centre, like a massive polo mint, or a concrete doughnut!

Each circular building was covered by a massive, opaque dome, and the rooms around the circular block, all opened out, onto the inner circular, open space, which was a sizeable, outdoor, exercise and recreation area, for both the patients, or “guests” as they liked to call us, and also for the centre’s female workers, to take in the artificially, conditioned, and pumped, fresh air, and to admire the fake blue sky, with moving clouds, recreated on the dome above. My access point, through the smoked glass, sliding screen, would give me the opportunity to take daily exercise, in the area, immediately beyond my harvesting pod.

The room itself, contained two, tall, clear, glass, or plastic, cylinders, similar to the one I had occupied in my space transporter. There was a large, metal, structure, like a 6-pointed star, standing, occupying one, large area, an entire corner, of the generous space. And an empty space, nearest the doorway I’d entered through, which was the final destination, that my “bed”, the support I was now anchored to, would occupy.

Above me, various spotlights and illuminations, shone. And, interspersed, around the area of white ceiling, were outlets, and inlets, and various small signs, of descending apparatus, which had been retracted, into the ceiling space, and which bore no resemblance to anything I’d, ever, seen before. And a kind of single, rail, trackway, weaved in and out of the lights, to cover most parts of the room and also, to disappear, out, of this confining cell, heading out, over the blackened screen of glass, at the far end of this strange, laboratory-like, prison cell.

The whiteness, and starkness of the room, frightened me. It looked all too clinical, like a mortuary, or, as I previously described it, an operating theatre, and the star-like, metal structure, comprising 6, shining, chrome-like sections, of pole, joined to represent the shape of a giant snow-flake, without the decorative edges, looked, ominously grotesque. I suspected this was the central point for my forced harvesting, and that was, soon, to be confirmed to me, once I had experienced the room’s other features.

By now, all my rubbery, bandage, casing, had receded from around my body, and had virtually disappeared, and I could feel the straps, which had held me to my flying bed, were also loosening.  

And then I discovered how, exactly, I was to move around this strange room. And that, too, was a novel and slightly disconcerting discovery, as two long, robotic arms, descended from the ceiling, immediately above me, took a firm grip of my body, one “hand” under each, arm, and lifted me, bodily, from my vertical, padded, platform.

As I was lifted skyward, or ceiling-ward, to be more accurate, the strange platform I had arrived on, re-tilted to the horizontal and glided, on its bed of air, into position, in the vacant corner of my new prison.

It gave me time to see the intricate framework, of latticed metal, around the perimeter of the otherwise, innocuous, 3ft x 6ft length of padded, bench. If that was my “bed”, for my time here, it was very clear that the metal work facilitated the securing of the occupant, in any, of a vast number, of ways.

But I had no time to dwell on that, particular, feature, as the two arms, which gripped me tight, lifted me, effortlessly, and carried me, towards the first of the two, transparent, cylindrical chambers.

And, as I relaxed, thinking it useless to try and resist, and also, a little curious as to what was happening, the cylinder spread open, splitting into two halves, inviting me in, and the two arms, lifted me into the centre of the rounded capsule, and then gently dropped me to the floor, loosened their grip, and retracted back, along their track, and disappeared, back, into their hiding place, within the ceiling. At the same time, the two halves of the opened capsule, closed back on themselves, with their new guest, safely installed, within.

“Place both feet on the marked areas!” a disembodied voice, commanded. I looked to my feet and realised that two footprints, marked the intended stations, and I shuffled my feet, in order to comply with the bodiless voice’s order.

As I did, two, open metal rings, each joined to a vertical arm, raised from the floor and each one, gripped an ankle, fastening their jaws around it, and then snapping closed, and locking with a sound of metal, upon metal, and thus restraining both my legs, so that they were held, apart.

“Raise your arms above your head!” the voice instructed. I did, more hesitant, this time, afraid of what the consequence would be.

I was relieved, when a smaller arm lowered, from directly above, grabbed a sizeable portion of my white, pearlescent gown, at the back of my head, and then slowly raised it away from my body.

And then I was left, standing, semi naked. I say, semi naked, because without my robe as protection, I got a full view of the strange, white coating, covering my entire, body, and a bird’s eye view, of the completely hairless, pubic area, where my poor, half-erect, penis and my hairless testicles, waved around like an alien subterranean creature, seeing daylight for the first time.

“Now, keep your arms raised and move them, each one, towards the two circles, at either side of the capsule,” the voice demanded and, as I complied, with this third command, two more metal restraints, lowered from the complex ceiling arrangement, above my head, and each encircled my wrists, within their metal jaws, and closed shut, and held me there, like a starfish, my legs apart, my arms akimbo, and my slender, shaking body, entirely vulnerable.

“Good. Thank you. Now, Simone,” the voice continued, “We are going to clean you, very thoroughly, and purge any toxins, from both within, and without, your body. This will be a regular procedure, every four, or five harvests, of sperm, that we take from you. And, in this first period of your time with us, we aim to take around 30 to 35, such harvestings. You need do nothing. Just enjoy the sensation. You will experience a not-unpleasurable probe, enter you. Do not be alarmed. You will also experience a change in lighting and, some changes, in the air temperature. You may feel a small chill, as we use a little fluid to aid the inner purging. Then you will be transferred to the second chamber, to experience a full body shower and a full body, tone, and some invigorating, refreshment. This will, again, only involve the use of special lights and a supply of air. We dismissed with water cleaning, some hundred Epicaean years ago, when supplies of water, on our planet, became too precious to be wasted on such activities. You will feel a general refreshing of your entire body, that will promote good health, and revitalise you. This will set you up for your first harvesting, and then, after your exertions, a nourishing feed, and a rest, even, perhaps a sleep. Please follow any further instructions, you hear. And ENJOY!”

I stood, trembling slightly, but also as excited, as I was fearful. So far, this strange alien race had done nothing to actually harm me, and I was confident, this was not their intention, so I relaxed, as I forcibly slowed my breathing and tried to check my racing heart, and I just tested the strength of the four restraints, holding me, ready, for this sacrificial ritual, to satisfy myself that I was, indeed, properly secured.

And then it began. The overhead spotlights, in the ceiling, extinguished, as my capsule seemed to come alive, with a pulsating rainbow of colours, that seemed to drift up, and down, the length of the glass, surrounding my fettered body, accompanied by some soothing strains of music, as the light show, happening all around me, kept me focussed.

And then I was aware of the floor beneath, opening up, like a small, sink-hole, below me, between my fettered feet, and another robotic instrument, rose, spear-like, straight upward, from the ground.

I held my breath, as I felt the probe, pinpoint, my butt, just as it had been invaded, once before, on the journey, here. Lasers and lights, and cameras, of some advanced design, must have guided it, as the probe rose, and shifted and rose and rotated, and then, slowly, rose again, to exactly enter me, precisely, and with barely any opposition. I believe the shaft of the bulbous probe must have been lubricated, for it to slide, so effortlessly, and so easily within, and I experienced another feeling of arousal, as it turned inside me, and then, as the lighting around me flashed, and changed from its rainbow of colours, to an alternating blue and green, I felt a suction, like a strong vacuum of air, gradually take the waste from my body. I gasped, both in awe, and in some sexual appreciation, as the actions below, sent a thrill through my body, as though it had just received a small, but pleasant jolt, of arousing electricity.

I suspended my breathing, as the function stopped, for just a second, and then seemed to change and I felt a cold sensation, as though liquid was being forced up, and into me. And then there was a renewed, and increased, surge of extraction, as the probe, flushed away, all that chilled liquid, and with it, the last of my unwanted goods.

At precisely the time that the last flushing was happening there, within, I hadn’t felt it, but another contraption had latched itself onto my erect penis, and was persuading it, too, to give up any urine that may have been ready for extraction. I don’t know how it did it, but a soft massaging, coaxed me to wee, without adding to any sexual stimulation. This was a very unusual, and very unique, way of toileting, and perhaps not quite as convenient as the style I’d become accustomed to, back home, but, I have to say, it did a thorough job. It felt, at the end of both flushings, that I was completely emptied, and would have no desire to “go” again, for a good, few, hours.

As both appliances, now, slowly withdrew, the lighting changed one last time, around me, before extinguishing, altogether, to be replaced, by the brighter ceiling spots, illuminating the outer space, once more.

Then my two arms, reappeared and travelled along their track, before they dropped down, further, gripped me under my raised armpits, as both wrist and ankle restraints, fell away, and I was, once more wholly supported by my two robot arms.

The front of this capsule spread open, again, and I was lifted and shunted, next door, into an almost identical enclosure, to receive my waterless shower, and the promised all-body, refresh, from the second chamber.

The procedure was exactly as before. Legs were spread and manacled. Arms were stretched out, to point to either side of the closed capsule, but this time, at a lower level, at about waist height, so my fingers pointed downward, but away from my body.

And then a droning noise, overtaken by soft, music playing, started up, as the outer lights dimmed and another, fascinating light-show, began.

This time, there were no foreign invaders, probing my inner workings. Instead, I felt jets of air, hiss, and fizz, as my outer body was blasted, in little spurts of ionised articles, up and down, and around, its entire length. It felt, almost, like sitting in a hot jacuzzi, and being pummelled by the jets of water, forced out, at intervals around your body. But this was all achieved by using some kind of manufactured air, or gas, that reacted both with my skin, and also with the coating of Sensateen, to renew that, and to give a glowing feel, a refreshing scent, and an invigorating sensation, to my whole being.

I could have happily spent an hour, in my air jacuzzi, but, after 15 minutes, the jets stopped, the lights in the glass chamber, faded, and the outside spotlights, re-activated.

A voice told me to raise my arms, as the metal, cuffs, or manacles, holding them, faded away, out of sight.

I raised my arm and a bundle of new Sensateen gown, was lowered from above, and dropped, with pin-point, accuracy, over my upraised arms, to drift, its slinky, silky, way, down my highly sensitized, and sweet-smelling, new body. The replacement gown, was in an iridescent red, and it floated down my body, like a wonderful, silken nightgown, fluttering to the floor, and tickling at my bare feet, as it bobbed back and forth, within the capsule, before settling and coming to rest, over my manacled ankles.

“Do you feel better, Simone?” the bodiless voice, enquired.

I nodded my bald head, and I tried to utter a grateful thanks. I felt very much better. I felt strangely, other-worldly. Which is probably because I was in another world, a billion miles from Earth! But my body felt better than I’d ever known it. My skin tingled, as though a million little, tiny, enlivening, electric shocks, were running through it. My insides, felt re-vitalised, and relieved of any stress. My head felt light and carefree. And my penis was still, after all these hours, standing proud and erect.

Whatever they had fed me, or treated me with, I wanted to bottle it and take it back to Planet Earth. I figured, I’d make a fortune, selling this feeling I was now experiencing. It was one of highly, sexually charged, arousal, and of a blissful, euphoria.

I felt calmly, blissfully, happy, and, inwardly, self-confident, in a way I’d never experienced, and as my second capsule opened and the transporter arms descended to grab me, for a third time, I wouldn’t have cared, if they were carrying me off, to meet my maker, the feeling of intense contentment, was so overpowering.

As it happened, they were carrying me to meet the strange star, awaiting its new guest, in the large area, and to one corner, of my fascinating room.

“Well, Simone. Now we come to the zenith of this little demonstration. You are re-clothed in a new outer skin of Sensateen. This is just as clever, and just as versatile, as your previous gown. With it, and your refreshed body covering, we can recreate any clothing and any sensation, that we, or you, desire. All we have to do, is to imagine it. And, in time, you will learn to control your own feelings, to a lesser degree, perhaps, but sufficiently to, shall we say, entertain yourself.

Please, place your body against the metal frame before you, in any way that makes you feel, either relaxed, or excited. But choose a comfortable position, you feel able to maintain, for around 20 minutes. You may place your body, your arms, and your legs, against any of the metallic surfaces.”

I knew, in my mind what was about to happen and the thought excited me, so, as the robotic transporter, dropped me, gently, before the metal star, I turned with my back to it, and I splayed out my legs, and I spread my arms to the four parts of the star, making an X shape. At the same time, I rested my head back, against the central, vertical, column of cold metal, that ran, like an I, almost from floor, to ceiling, but seeming to touch neither, through the middle of the X. In fact, now I was pressed to it, the metal seemed, like my bed, to float in mid-air, with no obvious fixings, top, bottom, or to the sides. Another mystery to solve, but for now, one to relish and enjoy, I think.

I was to have no say, in the way, that I was to be attired for this, their first, exhilarating introduction, and demonstration, of their milking technique, and it didn’t matter. Everything was so new, so novel, so utterly mind-blowing, that I allowed myself to be manipulated, in any way they chose.

I felt the gown I was wearing, interact with the substance coating my body, and I gasped, as I realized the satiny gown, was being replaced, by a material, that felt like latex. The transformation, began at my feet, and slowly worked its way, up my body, as the rubber boots, grew, first as soles of shoes, then sprouting heels, and then encasing my whole foot, and slowly, but inexorably, started their long journey, up my twin legs, as the red latex, encased my flesh, and the rubber clung to my sensitized skin.

As the boots extended, further and further, up my legs, the first, of several, thick and wide, black, rubber straps, seemed to magically, sprout, from the metalwork, to which my legs were pressed, and now closed around my booted legs, securing each ankle, to its respective metal, diagonal, as each growing boot of red, rubber, scaled the dizzy heights, upward.

At the same time, my new, red, Sensateen gown, receded in strict tempo with the growth of the boots. As the twin boots reached their ascent, to thigh level, so did the hem of my robe. As the boot tops pressed into my crotch and played at my naked, erecting penis, the red dress, grew even smaller, and the soft touch of the satin gown, tickled at my erection, from above.

I felt a sensation at my hands, and looked to see, long, black, lacquered fingernails, take the place of my own. At the self-same time, the long, bell sleeves of my red gown, gradually receded, up my arms, and my fingers, replete with their now blossoming false nails, poked out of the ends of the red, latex, fingerless gloves, that were appearing, like magic, and growing up my arms, at the same pace, as my sleeves retreated.

Now, my thumb at each side, popped out of its own, little, latex receptacle, and the length of red glove, grew, and covered my wrists, as the first, black, rubber, strap, secured each gloved wrist, to the metal spar behind, in just the same fashion as those now securing my legs.

I was aware that I was developing a new set of breasts, my others having, mysteriously disappeared, along with my previous, rubber bandaging. As each little peak, thrust out, against the red satin bodice, of my Sensateen gown, I saw that even that, was slowly, reducing in size, and tightening, closer, and closer, around my body. I watched, utterly, fascinated, as the satin was turning, in degrees, to a bright, red, clinging, latex, which was cloying, and supple, and thick, and constricting, all at the same time, as the dress pressed to my changing body, and the waist began to decrease in girth, at the same time, as my hips expanded out, by an equal degree.

There was too much to take in, as I saw the raven dark hair, spread, like a forest, from my head, and it began cascading, down either side of my face, until the hair, perfectly coiffured, of course, dropped to my shoulders, to meet the tops of the latex gloves, that had now expanded that far, and to the latex gloves and the dark hair, combined, to cover up the bareness of shoulder, left showing, as the little red, latex, dress, also reached its ultimate, target, and was held to my body, strapless, and clutching at my boobs, enhancing the gorgeous hour-glass, figure, I’d been so mystically, endowed with.

I gasped as a last rubber strap, trapped each booted thigh, and hauled it back to each cold, metal, diagonal. And each latex glove top was grasped by another pair of matching straps, narrower and not as thick as those at my legs. And, finally, one last strap, appeared at my throat, and embraced that, holding my head erect, and proud, and back, to the vertical upright post, that dissected my X, to which I was now bound by four, heavyweight leg straps, at each side, and 4 lighter-weight, arm straps, at either side.

I thought my binding was complete, as I struggled to comprehend the speed and efficacy, with which I had been transformed into a glorious, wondrous, sissy, she-male, and secured, so utterly. But there remained, one final touch, as my lips pouted out, their surface, now painted, a shiny black, to match the black of my hair and the black of my fingernails. And I felt my facial structure change and alter slightly, as my eyes enlarged, my cheeks reddened, my lips bloated out, and I felt a covering of make-up, sweep across my features. And in the midst of this pouty blackness, that were my lush, new lips, I was aware, again, of that feeling of intrusion within, as a huge, red ball gag, of medium-hard, rubber, filled the vacuum, and red latex straps, pressed it to my black, full, lips, and encircled my head, trapping my new, fanciful, long, black, locks, as the two rubber straps, completed their journey and met around the back of my head.

I moaned into the rubber mouth-filling, as I tested the efficiency of my strapping. There were no visible buckles or joins in any of my rubber bindings, to come loose, they appeared seamlessly connected, and they seemed completely inescapable. But I had no intention of trying to effect an escape. The transformation to subjugated, sissy, vamp, so thrilled me, I was impatient for the rest of this weird scenario to unravel. So far, I gave it, a walloping, 10 out of 10, for creativity.

There was movement, within my room, now, as two shapes, seemed to form, out of the clouds of vapour, manifesting, before me. At the same time, I realised the metal frame that I was occupying was changing too. The upward, and downward, vertical points, of my 6-pronged, star, receded. The one above my head, and to which I was attached by thick, rubber collar, shrank back, and a small dome of metal, at the end, receded down, until it pressed against the top crown, of my head, exerting just enough force, to keep my head, absolutely fixed, and forward looking. At the same time, the lower point, shrank up, towards my thigh tops, and I gasped as a cold, metal, shaft, pushed, gently, but insistently, against my butt hole, forcing an entry there, and, simultaneously, a circular, metal extrusion, groped its way to the base of my penis’s shaft, and began to encircle that, holding it straight out, and exerting such a firm pressure, against upon it, as it grabbed the bottom two inches, of my engorged shaft, that it added to the impressive erection, I was already displaying, beneath the high hem, of my latex, mini-dress, for the world, to see.

By now, the two areas of vapour, had formed into two solid shapes, and I gasped, despite my gagging, as I saw the perpetrators of my discomforting transformation.

Two, utterly beautiful, female specimens, stood, one either side of me, one with long, flowing blonde hair, the other with a deep, dark reddish, auburn, crop.

They matched my look, almost precisely, although where I was red, they were black. And my black lips and black fingernails, were contrasted by their red nails and their, full, red pouts.

Glorious, shiny black, latex, boots rose right into their twin crotches, and disappeared into the small forest of pubic hair, showing under the hems of their tight, black, latex, micro-dresses. Their arms, were gloved, right up to their bare shoulders, with, extreme, black, latex gloves. And, in each right, hand, they held a small, latex flogger, with black handle and lengths of thin, black, latex, splaying from the end of the handle, to form a multi-tailed whip, around 15 inches, in length.

I was so taken with their appearance that I forgot about the domed metal shaft, of cold silver, which had now risen, and penetrated, the first four to five inches of my anal passage, and now just pressed there, holding me firmly upright. I had forgotten about the cold, silvery, metal, ring, now grasping tight, to my penis, and turning its shaft, to a darkish, purple, colour, as it pressed so firmly, to ensure my mammoth erection, would not recede. As if!!!!!!

And now, when everyone was assembled, and the main act was ready to begin, I felt the floating star-shape, rise slightly, and then, tilt back, an angle of 45 degrees, so that the visions of latex loveliness, became difficult to focus upon. But I felt their presence, as they each, tickled, and teased, at parts of my body, with their latex floggers.

The vision to my left, stroked at my face and then down my collared neck, and at the tops of my breasts, as the oversized nipples, I now sported, grew even larger, at the attention forced upon them, and pressed out, like two rock-hard, bullets, at the red latex bodice, wrapped around them. 

The vision to my right, teased and tickled at the small area of flesh between dress and my wide-spread, thigh-booted, legs, and ran the multiple, thongs of rubber, whip, over my erection, adding to my discomfort as it grew even more and the metal encirclement, around the base, gripped ever tighter.

Now, to add to my utter, sweet, delirious, confusion, the metal support, already floating, seemingly, and with no visible means of connection to the ground below, or ceiling above, began to slowly rotate. As it did so, I was aware that the two guests, to my “fresher’s” party, were increasing the rhythm, and the force, with which they attacked my flesh, with their playful, rubber whips.

By my fourth, slow, turn, they were now, really starting to thrash at my penis, and my testicles, on the one side, and my neck, and upper torso, and my hardened nipples, atop their beauteous mountain peaks, on the other.

By my eighth turn, of my bondage wheel, I was moaning at each blow, and by the 16th turn, I was pleading, with tears in my highly decorated, painted, eyes, for them to stop.

The torment with the floggers proceeded, but got no worse, for another dozen, or so, turns, and then I felt my floating, “star-ship”, gradually, slow, and slow, and I feared I was going to end up, head down, at the 45 degree angle, down to the white floor, it had experienced at each turn.

Of course, I need not worry. This operation was so slick, these operators, so skilful, I finally ground to a complete halt, head uppermost, as a last thrash of the whip at my genitals emitted one, final, moan, from my gagged lips.

Now, the wheel, or star, tilted further back, and I found my bound, and weakened body, taken right back, until I lay, thoroughly vanquished, in a horizontal position.

I yearned for respite now, as my throbbing penis, enlarged beyond measure by the visitations upon it, by the rubber flogger, and by the force of its constricting restraint, almost came into my eyeline, such was its magnitude!

But my latex-clad, female, assailants, had not yet earned the prize they had come for. I saw one of them, come into sight, at my head end. I felt the other, showering all her attentions, on my nether end.

The gorgeous, red-head, on my left, pressed her beautiful face to mine, and started to lick at the half of rubber ball, that protruded from my lush, full, botoxed, black, lips. At the same time, she stroked at my raven-black, hair and kissed my fluttering, girly, eyelashes, in between fingering the rubber ball, and, playfully, pressing it further to my mouth.

Below me, the unseen blonde, now stroked at my inflamed cock, gently teasing it, within her latex-covered fingers.

And then a red, rubber blindfold, grew, before my eyes, and enveloped my face, covered my eyes, and its straps, like those of my gag, joined, seamlessly, at the rear of my head. Now, blinded from all the erotic sights, all I could do was concentrate on the changing sensations, on my body.

I felt the kisses and the probing with latex fingers at my eyes and lips, as the stroking of my dense, raven-coloured, hair-do, calmed me.

I felt the warmed metal shaft, within my anus, press to my P-spot, as expert fingers, coaxed my enraged penis, to give one, last, climactic, performance, and earn a  standing, ovation.

And I felt the insistent, tug, of the 17 rubber straps, holding me fast, as my body threshed against all the other sensations.

I wasn’t, of course, aware of the metal funnel, now descending from the ceiling above, and directly in line with my pained genitals. I wasn’t aware of the glint in blondie’s eye, as she sensed my time for showing appreciation, was very close.

And then, it happened, at the precise minute, she had thrust the upturned funnel shaped, appliance, to my penis head, I gave forth, an almighty donation, to the worthy, Epicaean, cause. My gift, to their nation.

The funnel, connected, by rubber pipe-ways, as it was, to a mighty vacuum pump, hidden away, somewhere above me in this complex roof structure, sucked away, each, last, precious drop, of my sperm, as it gushed forth, in a show of solidarity, with my two, twin, latex booted, sisters. Not a miniscule, droplet, escaped its persistent suck, which added another, wondrously, fulfilling, dimension, to the final climactic act, of this magnificent, performance.

I groaned into the gag, which my red-haired attendant, kissed and licked with added fervour, as my white gold, filled their reproductive vaults.

And I felt the one below, give my clever little, “dick dastardly”, a congratulatory kiss, as she swept away the funnel, and it regressed back, to its lair, above, as my penis, drooped, in exhausted, acceptance, that its job was done. For now. And a very good job, it was!

And, as suddenly, as they had appeared, my two, luscious, latex, nurses, vaporised before me, disappearing, like two, mysterious, will-o’the-wisps, as my wheel of fortune, tilted back to its original upright position, and my anal probe, popped out, like a cork from a champagne bottle, as the metal grip on my penis, loosened, and the straps, binding me to the metalwork, also, began to ease their grip.

I was afraid my glorious latex boots, and gloves and dress, were also to be taken from me, but I was reassured by my internal voice, that sparked back into vocal action.

“The people of Epicea, thank you, Simone, for your offering. Now, you will soon be taken to your bed, to rest, relax, enjoy some food, for sustenance, and perhaps to sleep. Sometime from now, we shall ask you to re-donate to our cause, but for now, you must relax and build up your reserves, so that you may give another fine harvest, of your precious seed. You shall remain, dressed as you are, now, until we visit you again. From now on, you are to remain fully feminized, at all times, day and night, unless taking your daily purge and your daily air-shower. So, enjoy being the lovely, red rubber, girl, you are, now. We think your next outfit, will excite you even more. For now, relax, knowing you are in our safe hands. And thank you. You have been a very generous, kind, giving, girl. And we shall repay your generosity. In time.”

And in their arms, I most certainly, was. The two robotic arms, lifted me gently away from the star, as the last of my rubber wrist bonds, and my rubber collar, fell away, to disappear, without trace, as though sucked into the very metal of the frame.

I offered no resistance, other than that of gravity, as I was swept across the floor of this remarkable chamber, to be deposited, upon the padded bed, hovering in the furthest corner. As I was laid down, I felt the arms align me, down the centre of my bed, and then I felt the twin-booted legs, forced, gently together, and a rubber strap, materialised, from nowhere, and gripped both ankles, holding them together, as my arms, were aligned down the sides of my straightened form.

Now, at intervals of around one foot, or every 30cm, up my weakened body, I felt further rubbers, like enormous rubber bands, attach and press themselves to me. My wrists, were each encircled in a rubber cuffing, that, in turn, attached itself to the uppermost band, securing my legs, at the very tops of their lush, red, thigh boots, thus holding my arms rigid to my thighs. And then three more bands, at waist and below and above my twin peak, breasts, held my arms, gently, but, securely, squeezed into my latex dress. A total of 6 wide straps, now held my utterly, relaxed, body, face upward, and fixed, to the centre of my narrow crib.

As I lay, my blindfolded eyes and gagged lips, pointing skyward, I was aware of the rubber ball receding from between my lips. I was not aware of the metal casement, dropping from above, until it, pressed to my face, holding my head, rigid, atop my restrained body. Once the metal face covering had found its correct siting, it clamped, down to the bed’s padding, gently pressing my head down, and I opened my ungagged mouth to receive the rubber piping, now extending down from within my metal hooding, as my ears were blasted with the sound of the re-awakening, voice, that now seemed to come from within the metal helmet.

“Relax, Simone, and open wide. Once these airways and sustenance routes, are properly sited, you will forget they are there. These are to help you breathe, to hydrate you, to nourish you, and the restraints and hood are to keep you safe. You need do nothing now. Just relax and accept our gratitude.

As you rest, we will deliver a small commentary on the history of our people, and of our wonderful, planet. This is to reassure you, we are not barbarians, and to inform you, so that you will continue to be generous in your dealings with us. So, rest now, and be assured, of our constant surveillance, to ensure your complete safety, and well-being.”

And then the voice faded, a little soothing music played, that calmed whatever misgivings I had about my sleeping arrangements, and then a soft, hypnotic voice began, “We, the people of Epicea, have existed for . . . . . . . . .”

And, as I sucked at the cool, refreshing, air, entering, and circulating inside my hooding dome of metal, and tasted the small delivery of nourishing liquid food, delivered to my mouth, my mind drifted, in and out of a light sleep, as I awaited my next calling, “to the bar” or, rather, “to the star”.

Chapter SIX

My Second Harvesting

I’ve no idea how long they allowed me to rest. Time had begun to mean nothing to me, now, as they talked of “time units” rather than minutes, hours, days, or nights.

I gleaned, from the short commentary piped into my head, that they experienced daylight for something equivalent to around 4 of our full Earth days, around 94 of our Earth hours. This was then followed by a similar period, of darkness, as their planet orbited the sun and, the rotation, plunged one side into night, for around the same 94 hours. They also told me that, in the sky, there was always, day or night, one of their three moons, visible, at all times, as each orbited the planet, in a different trajectory. Added to that, I had a little lesson, on the ancient Epicaean civilization, with a promise, of future instalments, each succeeding, rest session. I figured, if I remained here, long enough, I’d be something of an expert on the place, by the time my schooling was finished!

Of course, everything I experienced was only centred, on this man-made cell, and, even the conditions outside, in the exercise and recreation, area, were manipulated to provide a constant, change, of artificial light, and of darkness.

But I awoke, at some point and realised my metal hood had disappeared. The tubes, that had rested, almost, unheeded, in my mouth, had cleared. And every one of my intricate, rubber bonds, had been taken from me. I was aware I’d slept and lain there securely bound, so this new-found freedom, was a revelation to me.

I felt down my body, with my latex gloved hands, and, sighed, in relief, as I realised I was still the beautiful, rubber-clad, sissy, I’d been, just some “time units” ago. I still wore the tight, clinging, red, latex dress, I loved, so much. I still felt the high, high, latex rubber, thigh boots, grasping my legs. And I felt the pert, young, breasts, they’d generously, given me, pressing to the rubber of my dress, as I stroked at the dark, raven, locks of “real” hair, tumbling down my face.

They had promised to keep me feminised permanently, from now on, and I was happy to see, so far, they’d kept their promise.

I looked at my bare upper chest, above my boobs, where I’d received a degree of the severe punishment from the rubber floggers. There was no pain, and there was no bruising, in fact, nothing, no redness, whatsoever. Strange!

I felt at my penis. It was still, proudly, semi-erect. I marvelled at my own virility! But it wasn’t, in the least, sore, or tender, and I lifted the short hem, of my sassy, little, rubber dress, to view it, expecting a red rawness, much the same colour as my amazing, red, latex boots, to confront me. But there was no sign, that it had ever received a blow. And yet, I was certain the punishment had been real! Strange!

And then I perceived the strange metallic star, in the corner of my cell and it intrigued me. There seemed a glow about it, in the pale light, cast by the few overhead lights, that had flickered on.

I got up from my hover-bed, and walked towards the glowing metalwork, when a sharp, loud voice, suddenly broke the silence.

“STOP! Who dares to enter the sacred Temple of Osiris? Speak your name, stranger!”

As the voice shouted, and I withdrew my hand, that had stretched out to touch the weird object, the lighting in the cell, blacked out, completely, and only the strange glow of the metal star, now cast the faintest, of  shadows, across the white-tiled, floor, of my prison.

“Speak girl. Who are you, that dares to approach the sacred Altar of our Gods?”

I turned, to where the voice originated, a little afraid now, at the abruptness of the strident, female, voice. And perturbed at the language used. What did it mean Temple? Altar? Gods? I even wondered if I was still sleeping, and I might awake to find myself, still hooded, still bound?

But no, the voice was real, and, as I turned, a strong spotlight, directly overhead, of the space before me, lit up a small, but perfect, circle of bright, white, light, on the floor and I was commanded to step forward, and into the downcast, light.

As I did, two things happened. I saw the faint image of a blonde female, sat in a high-backed metal chair, that looked like a modernistic throne. She was the other side of the bright spotlight, and so not illuminated, directly, but she was there and she was dressed strangely.

And, as I stepped into the wide circle on the floor, feeling like a stage act, taking the spotlight, and wondering whether I should tell my audience, a joke, or sing her a song, I felt a physical change, occurring up the length of my whole body.

I tried to figure out, what was happening, but I knew, instinctively, before I even witnessed it, that my beloved, rubber clothes, were reverting. Was it back to the mystical, Sensateen gown, of red, I’d worn after my purging, and my shower, I wondered?

No. I watched, incredulous, as, in the bright light of the overhead spot, I saw the tops of the mountainous boots, recede from their resting place, nestled in my crotch, and drop down my legs, as the short dress I wore, now grew, in length, down the legs, at the same pace as my luscious boots, were retreating. And the colour, of both footwear, and dress, was changing, in unison, as the fabric changed.

The red of the latex dress, was growing lighter as it grew longer, and glowing, almost, as though imitating, the weird star shape, now forgotten, behind me. And the shoe part of my boots, was turning darker, at the very same time as my dress, was shining light, as were the long gloves, up my arms.

And, more worryingly, so was my hair, changing colour. The raven locks were also growing lighter, and longer, and with added curls!

And, as I witnessed the entire process, my tiny, red rubber, mini-dress, turned to a full-length, flowing, vibrant yellow, high gloss, satin, as it spread down my legs. I felt the cling of rubber, substituted by a soft grip of shiny satin, as the shape of the gown changed and, narrow, satin straps, supported it on my shoulders, as the dropped, cowl, neckline, pushed against my heaving breasts, which seemed now, to have enlarged, and the gown, grew to swirl at my feet. I saw the tight waist, give way to two overlapped lengths, of the bright, yellow, lush, satin, that crossed over each other, in front, leaving the possibility of a tantalising, gap, which, if fully opened, would reach right to the tops of my thighs. And poking from the gap between these two wide folds, of satin, I saw my long, naked leg, which now culminated in a pair of very delicate, shining, black, high-heeled sandals, decorated with yellow, feathery, flowers, that matched the yellow of my gown, that had replaced the latex boots.

Upon my arms, where there had been long, long, latex gloves, with their open fingers, there were now, a full-length, pair, of dramatic, high gloss, black satin, evening gloves, that reached to the same, high, point, as my previous gloving, at the very peak of my arms.

On either wrist, a diamante bracelet, glistened, under the white light, to match the glistening, drop, pendant, at my bare neck, and to match the narrow, yellowy, diamante, ankle straps, that fastened the very fetching, and utterly feminine, evening sandals, to my feet.

My hair, now grown longer, than before, was being swept up, in a dramatic, 1930s hairstyle, and two, large, diamante grips, held the froth of curled, golden hair, one either side, back from my painted face.

I had felt the physical change to my breasts, which pressed hard against the tight bodice, of my luxurious, evening gown. And I now sensed the change to my features, as my lips filled, a little, and intensified in colour, and I was aware of the heavy, make-up, of blue and black eye-liner and shadow, being applied to my eyes, and of the lush, bright red, lips, that finished off my appearance.

I had transformed into some kind of fantastically feminine, female goddess, like an early 1930s Hollywood starlet, as though attending the premier of my latest, Hollywood, blockbuster. The stunning look, was so elegant and yet, achieved, in seconds.

Then the voice, brought me back to the present reality, if there was such a thing, as “reality” in this weird and wonderful, alien world, I now inhabited.

“Who dares to enter this sacred place, and to approach the High Altar and desecrate this most holy temple of Osiris?” it persisted.

Of course, I had no answer, to provide, as I was still mystified by the sudden change of my circumstance, but I stared into the gloom beyond my spotlight, to see the dominant looking, demi-Goddess, the owner of the voice, posed on her metal throne.

She was dressed, from head to toe, in a shiny, dark, latex gown, that, like mine, split open and showed a substantial part of her slender, pale legs, in sharp contrast to the shiny black of her rubber gown, as she sat there, elegantly crossing her legs, but her un-nerving, stare fixed on me. Her arms were sheathed, in beautiful, long, latex gloves, but her deep, red, fingernails, showed at the end of the extravagant sheaths, of black rubber.

“Take a step forward, girl. Towards me. I want to see your face.” the voice commanded, and, as I did, I sensed the high split in my gown, open to expose some leg, and almost give away my male secret, as it revealed the pale flesh of my bare legs, almost up to my thighs, and to the place where my penis was now reacting, to this sensual new attire, and to this weirdly, bizarre, new, circumstance.

“Well, you are a pretty one, with your beautiful, golden hair, and your fancy clothes,” the voice trilled, “But you have no right here. You have desecrated the sacred Temple of Osiris, with your presence. And the curse of the Ancient Gods of Egypt, must now decide your fate. Raise your arms!”

As the command was barked, I felt my gloved arms, in their magnificent, black satin, sheaths, raise, involuntarily, as though controlled by a superior force, and cross, over my bosom, so that my left fingers just reached to touch my right shoulder, above where the long gloves ended, and my right hand and its gloved fingers, reached for my left shoulder.

“Good, now place those gorgeous, long, legs, tight, together, and stand straight.” the voice instructed. I wanted to obey, the voice was so persistent, but, again, it was as though I possessed no will, of my own. I felt my feet shuffle together, as though forced there, by another hand, and I felt my knees knock, under the delightful, folds of my swish, yellow gown.

And, as my ankles knocked together, and my shaking knees touched, and my fingers extended towards each opposing shoulder, I felt the first, of several, leather, straps, beginning to materialise, and beginning to fasten themselves to me, to bind me.

A narrow strap, twisted around my left wrist, twice, and then tied itself into a tight knot, and the long, dangling ends, extended over, and then around, and in and out, of each of my gloved fingers, binding them to each other, tenderly, and then gently tugging at the entwined fingers, to pull my entire hand, higher to my right shoulder. Then I felt the strap, taken up and over my shoulder, around the back of my neck, and down over my left shoulder, where it, stretched and reached, to bind the straightened, fingers, there, and then twist itself around my right wrist, and tie off, there, to match, precisely, with the binding, at my left wrist. I tested the strength of the leather binding, and realised my two hands were held, completely flat to my shoulders, and tied, firmly, together.

A second strap twisted around my two gloved limbs, where the arms crossed, and, having bound the two lower arms together, at their crossing point, they continued their journey, and twisted down to the elbows, where they fastened themselves around each, and then went behind my back, to join, somehow, together, there, invisible to me. And my arms were held fast, and close to my satin-covered breasts, pressing against the firm mounds, heaving now, beneath my satin bodice, and unable to move, bound there, as though, adopting the pose of a dead person, with arms crossed, over their chest, in their coffin.

As I was rooted to the spot, my legs still locked together, I looked down at my feet to see the first, of four, wider leather straps, begin to bind my ankles together, at a point, just above the delicate, yellow, diamante strap, holding my beautiful, heeled, evening sandals, to my feet. As the strap bit into my flesh, I feared I might tumble from the four-inch, high, heels, but there was no danger. Other forces were at work, and they were in total control of my body, and I stood stock still, as the first strap connected to itself, somewhere behind my pretty, heeled ankles, and held my feet together.

Now, the second and third straps, below, and above, the trembling knees, began their encirclement, of my legs. Unlike the ankle strap, these two, went over the glorious, gloss satin, of my new dress, scrunching in my delicate evening gown, and pressing the lush satin, to my bare legs, as they bound both me, and my gorgeous, tinsel-town, starlet, gown, in their tight, sombre, black, embrace.

And then a final, black band, of tough leather, twisted itself around my upper legs, until they too, were completely bound up, in the folds of crushed, yellow satin, that was now pinned to my body, with just the last few inches, floating loose, at my bound ankles.

“She is prepared, ready to face her fate. Carry her to the altar.” the voice demanded, and I was aware of another presence, behind me, and at either side, as two figures materialised, from the mysterious, cloud-like, ether, of mist, swirling in the darkened cell.

I tried to turn, to see what was occurring, but my body would not obey any of my brain’s commands, and, instead, I felt myself falling, falling, straight backward, as though, in slow motion, back and back, and my heart raced, as I feared my bound body, would hit the floor, behind me.

I need not have worried. By now, the two figures, had fully morphed, and were in solid form, and they held out their “human” hands, below my slow-falling, rigid body, as if to catch me.

But their hands made no contact with my dropping body. I fell, to almost a horizontal position, and then my fall was stopped, and I felt my body lifted by some kind of invisible, and unfelt, force, beneath me. And then, with one of my two escorts, at each side, my body seemed to be floated backwards, head first, followed by my crossed arms, their extremities, bound to each opposite shoulder, and finally, following, in a perfectly straight line, the full length of my tightly bound, satin-wrapped, legs.

And thus, I was carried, but with no actual, physical contact, backwards, towards the star shape, which was now transforming itself, as the strange, ethereal, mists, swirled around it.

I could not see, but the three metal spars, making up the six-pointed, star, were separating, and flattening and lining up, slightly spaced apart, to form a wall of metal, that then began to fold and curl on itself. I could not see it, until the point at which our strange entourage, reached it, but, by then, the three flattened metal sections, had folded down and formed a kind of long, straight, metal, slatted, bed, with a raised, curved section, at the head end. And it was to this raised section I was directed. Or at least, my head, was destined. It was raised, from the main body of the bed, a bit like a raised, metal pillow, and my head hovered above it, as the rest of my bound body, extended down the length of shining, metal.

And then the hands were taken from under me, these unseen hands, that had never made contact. And I expected to feel the chill of cold steel, under my body, as they lifted away, their hands, and stood back, so I could, for the first time, see the pair, that had magically transported me.

But my body did not drop to the supporting structure, of metal, below. Instead it hovered, around 6 inches above the metal bed, but still held in a perfectly straight, and rigid line, my head raised, slightly over the curved top, and the rest of my body, in a perfect, straight line, down the length of the silvery slats.

The two, female, carriers, were dressed, strangely, in some kind of ancient, white, linen, robes, that dropped from their shoulders, and fell to the floor, at their bare feet. On their heads, they wore strange, crowns, or helmets, or adornments, that stretched upward, to a height of around a foot, above their dark hair. They looked, almost familiar, to me, like Ancient Egyptian goddesses, or Greek, priestesses, or something from way back, to my school history days.

I managed to utter a few words which drifted to the High Priestess, still sat, in her latex finery, upon her metal throne. “What’s happening to me? What are you doing to me?” I pleaded.

“You have dared to enter this sacred place, a place forbidden to mere mortals, like you, and you have attempted to desecrate this most holy and precious temple? You are to be punished,” the voice shrilled, “Punished and then offered to our great Gods, as a sacrifice, in recompense for your interference in our holy, Order of Osiris.”

I went to protest, seriously concerned now, at this turn in events, but as I opened my mouth to speak, the High Priestess, rose from her throne and held a hand high, “Silence her. Silence the unbeliever, the infidel trespasser!” she cried.

My two attendants, rushed to obey and one forced my poor, red, painted, lips, open, as the second, pushed a short, tubular length, of plastic, or hard rubber, towards them. The short length of material was hollowed out, and was forced to my lips, forming them into a perfect O and, as my lips closed around it, and my teeth clashed to the inner tubing, I realised that half the short tube, extended above my O-shaped mouth, and the section in my mouth, did a very efficient job, of forcing my tongue to the floor of the oral cavity, so that all speech, was completely, disabled.

Two, broad straps, taken around and under my golden head, of hair, forced the tube further into my lips, until I took in around 3 long inches, and a similar length, protruded, like a snorkel, above, my lush, red, shiny, lips.


“Now secure her feet. Bind them at the toes.” the voice commanded and my two linen robed priestesses, for that was what I now discerned them to be, obeyed without speaking, a word.

I felt the delicate shoes, being unstrapped from each foot, and then rudely, discarded, and I struggled to see what was happening by craning my head upward, but it would not obey the instruction, I thought I had given it, and, instead, I peered directly above me. Then I realised, there was a full, silvered sheet of metal hovering over me, and, as my “altar” was, more brightly, illuminated, it acted like a reflector and I could observe all that was happening, in this full-length, ceiling mirror, afforded me.

A short strap, was now being secured, tightly, around each of my big toes, holding my two tootsies, tight together, added to the restraining strap, at my bare ankles. And then from this central toe-strap, a little web of smaller lengths of strapping, were taken to form a net, of fine leatherwork, over my two, lower feet, that held all the toes, straight and pointed down, to point to the foot of the bed, in line with the rest of my lower limbs.

Then I saw the High Goddess of Latex, come into view, in the mirror, and point to my bound legs, “Begin here, and work down, right to the toes. And then start again, here, and overlap the next bandages, with the first here, and work up. I want to witness her entire body, being mummified.”

The two lower priestesses nodded, and I saw one lift the first, large roll of 4-inch wide, linen bandage, and begin to unravel the first two feet, or so, from the long roll. And then, above my black, leather, ankle strap, binding, and over the low hem, of my fabulous yellow gown, I watched, awestruck, as they began to wind the broad bandage around and under, around and under, and around and under, and down, my lower legs, from high up the ankle, to right down over my leather-webbed, bound, toes.

“Oh my God!” I thought to myself, my brain trying to comprehend, what was happening, “They’re mummifying me alive!” And then, as I watched, in dreadful fear of what I was witnessing, I remembered something. Something that was significant, and deeply hidden in the recesses of my mind. They had told me, aboard the Mother Ship, that they had erased and stored most of my memory, except for those parts that were important to them, which they had retained.

And, it is true, that try as I may, I could recall, very little, of my former existence, on Earth, as a result. It was true, most of the events, leading to me being here, and in their strange space-craft, had escaped me. But I remembered this particular scene, that was unfolding before me now.

When I was a youngster, I’d watched a film about a young Sherlock Holmes and his early days, and his beginnings, as a bright, teenager, in crime solving. I remembered this particular storyline because it was what really got me into bondage, in the first instance, and the idea of being a fair maiden, in distress. Well, that’s to say, it was one of a number of early images, I remember. I also watched the full series of an old weekly secret agent, thriller, called “The Avengers” where the female regularly got tied up, and I’d often, as a young boy, imagined myself as being her, bound and gagged, in tight-fitting leather, while her male companion galloped to her rescue, on his mighty, Steed.

But this particular, story, that was now being re-enacted, concerned an ancient Egyptian cult, called the Rame Tep, who worshipped the Egyptian God, Osiris, the God of the Underworld and the Undead. By sacrificing young ladies, they kept their God happy and He, in turn, gave them, supposed, eternal life. And I remember the scene where a young Sherlock Holmes, and a young John Watson, before he became Dr. Watson, raced across Victorian London, to rescue the beautiful, heroine Elizabeth, who had been kidnapped, to be used as the next sacrifice.

The dramatic scene was set in a weird, wooden pyramid-shaped, temple, where several priests were attending to Elizabeth, on a preparation table. They were binding her from head, to toe, in white linen, bandages, as a living mummy, before the last, harrowing scene, as the final roll of bandage was wrapped over her pleading eyes, sealing them, and she was carried, state-like, by these same, priests, to the sacrificial altar, where her living, bandaged body, would be engulfed in molten metal, to kill her and offer the Gods, a gift, in return for eternity.

It had struck me as a perfect way to bind someone and I had bought the video, so I could watch that scene, time and again, during my formative years.

And now, they had stolen my thought, and were re-enacting that very scene, on my meticulously, feminized, body! The only problem, being, that I wasn’t aware of an intergalactic Sherlock Holmes, or a Space Age, Dr. Watson, rushing to my rescue.

And then I thought of yesterday’s, scene, or the last time I was in this plight, and I recollected, that was similar, to another favourite theme of mine, to be spreadeagled, and bound on a wheel, and slowly turned. My God, if they were using all my inner bondage imaginings, as the basis for their playtimes, I was facing some pretty harrowing, experiences!

By now, the first bandage was being wrapped within itself, part way back up my foot. And I saw the carefully, wrapped, bandage, cover, the whole of my lower leg, from above the leather ankle strap, and over my yellow satin gown, and down the length of pointed foot, to conceal every inch of the black, leather webbing, connecting my toes.

I discerned the bandages, to be an off-white, almost a very light grey, colour, of linen bandage, and the binding was so neatly executed, as one Priestess did the wrapping and the other saw it all looked, perfectly overlapped, and perfectly, tight, and visually impacting. My twin feet were entirely, hidden, and, in their place, was a perfect, tight bandaged package, of living, breathing, flesh.

Now, they took up a second roll of the light grey, linen wrapping, and began where they had started, but, this time worked their way, up both legs, easily covering the next, under knee, strap, and then up, and over the knees, before they reached for a third roll.

Of course, that’s why I was held in some kind of force-field, above the metal altar. It allowed them to wrap around and around, my still form, without raising my body, to facilitate the bandaging, and, this way, they could achieve a perfect, aesthetically, pleasing, finish, to my binding.

And so, the binding continued, up over the knees, over the third, and up to the fourth, strap. And then they stopped. I watched, both fascinated, and fearful, as I stared at my overhead reflection.

And then the High Priestess stepped up, into view again, having watched the careful, and thorough binding, from her throne. And she carried a strange web of more leather straps, that looked larger, but not dissimilar to the net holding my toes, in their downward, line, which had disappeared from my view, under its layers of bandages, a long time, past.

And then I gasped, as she dived her hand, under my clothing, above where the bandages had terminated, and she fished under the rapidly disappearing, folds of luscious satin, and emerged with my male tackle, firmly grasped, in her fist. She handled the erect cock, and the dangling testicles, as though slightly revolted by them, but knowing their worth, and usefulness, to her nation. And then she started to encircle my scrotum, with the leather webbing she held. A first  length of leather, bit in, as she encircled the ball-sac, with one part of the network of leather, and buckled it tight, then other parts of the web of leatherwork, went around the balls, separating them, but capturing both halves, within the grip of the narrow straps. And then she jerked at the net basketwork, she had, so deftly, achieved, and grasping my swollen penis, in one hand, she skilfully, took two straps around the bulging base of that, and buckled them off, super-tight, so that the perfectly, upright penis, stood proud, through the highest gap in the lush, yellow satin, and was connected to the wrapped ball-bag, that swooned back to rest, laid atop, my lovely gown.

And then she nodded and the apprentice Priestesses, who had watched her admiringly wrap up my bat and ball set, returned to their positions, either side of me, brandishing a fourth roll of the ubiquitous bandaging.

Now, very carefully, they wrapped all under and up, and around, my erect cock, ensuring that every inch of satin gown was crushed under the layers of grey, but that my bound penis, and its attached, companion, remained visible upon their dull, grey, bedding, of linen cloth.

A fifth, and a sixth, and a seventh roll, of widening bandage, covered my upper torso, over the bound, crossed, arms, and pressing them, even further, to my substantial, bosom, and I felt them now, begin, to work up my neck, as above me, all I could see was my golden hair, my stunning, feminized face, and my black, plastic, snorkel, protruding, upward, and rising up, perpendicularly, from my gagged mouth. The rest, was a sea of grey bandage, broken only at the centre point, by my, pained and reddened penis, now straining against the tight leather, securing it, and turning a deep reddish, purple, as the battle, against its severe restraints, was lost.

As they reached my face, they took the lengths, of rolls 8, and 9, up and around my head, and then, around, and around, my disappearing, face, filling in the gaps, and slowly covering every bit of golden hair, and every millimetre, of flushed face, as the strange black projectile, emitting from my lips, slowly became, my only connection, to the outside world.

And, for the past 10 minutes, of this extreme binding, a soundtrack, of female chanting, and strange sounds, had enlivened the procedure, as the ancient chants of long dead, Egyptian priests, echoed around the semi-lit, chamber.

And then, that moment I remember, so well, from my film, came to realization, where the very, last, length of narrower bandage, crossed, three times, over my eyes, and under my head, forcing me to shut them, and sealing them off, as my last hope of redemption, from this dreadful fate, faded.

I managed one last look, at my pitiful mummified body, before the sight was extinguished by the first of those ultimate, layers, of bandage, and then darkened by the succeeding two, layers, ensuring my entire body, was now, utterly encased.

I must have presented, even to these practised experts, a very strange sight, as just the couple of inches of black plastic breathing tube, emerged from the top half of the tight, grey, bundle, and the purple-red, cock and ball, stood erect of its bed of grey bindings, like a peculiar, statue of liberty, reaching, and pointing, to the sky.

And all I could hear now, was the sound of priestly, chanting, as my two attendant, priestesses, cleared, what was left, of their wares, away, and the High Priestess, lolled back on her seat, to enjoy the strange view, I presented, laid out, on my sacrificial altar.

I must have lain like that, for maybe an hour. More? I really don’t know. I knew I was highly aroused and I knew that my penis was struggling, to cope with the ultra-tight strictures, around it, unable to issue, any material, sign, of my high arousal, due to the tightness of the bindings, crushing my balls and pressing, at the base of my penile shaft, stopping any flow, of any liquid, back or forth, up the swollen member.

And then I was conscious of movement, though I could see nothing, my eyes tight shut, under their bandaging.

I felt the upturned funnel arrangement, brought down to my erection and I felt it slot over the top. I felt some suction applied, as hands fumbled to ensure it fitted, and sealed to my penis, without danger of leakage. And then I felt the sense of relief as the strapping was eased from my balls, first, and then from around my scrotum and, finally, joy of joys, from around my penis, itself. And then the suction from the apparatus above me, gathered pace and intensified, and I wanted to scream but could not, as, within mere moments, I erupted in a glorious show of male fortitude and virility, as the passage of my valuable seed, was unblocked, and my glorious milk, flowed freely, to be taken away, and stored, in their precious vaults.

Chapter SEVEN

My Public Shaming

“The prisoner is charged with numerous acts of gross misconduct, of drunken and inappropriate behaviour, in a public place, of dressing in a fashion, unbecoming of a civilized female, of lewd practices of displaying, and selling her body, for sexual gratification, against the strict laws of the City of Epicea, and of general unprincipled, and unsocial, attitude, towards the law of our land. Does the prisoner have anything to say, before the sentence, of this Court, is passed?”

I struggled to get any word out, beyond the harsh, leather, panel gag, forced to my mouth. Under the panel of stiffened leather, pressing to my face, my lips bit onto the hard, small, rubber ball, attached to the back of the panel. I would have made a comment, and I’d have professed my innocence. But the question was rhetorical. Of course, I could not make any comment.

I pleaded with my eyes, for the judge to be lenient, as my two guards held fast to my arms, one at either side, and I raised my handcuffed wrists, in a show of contrition.

“Very well. The prisoner has chosen to remain silent. It is, therefore, the sentence of this court, that the prisoner be taken from here, to the city’s public square. There she is to be displayed, for all the citizens of Epicea, to see her shame, and the disgrace she has brought upon this great city. She shall be pilloried, each day, (I hoped that was an Earth day!) for an entire week, dressed as she is now, in the fashion of her irreputable profession. Each night, (Surely, not an Epicaean night?) she is to be taken down from her place at the public pillory, and she is to be brought back here, to the chambers below, where she is to be incarcerated, in total, solitary confinement, in a cell fitted for that purpose, where she shall receive one meagre meal, per day, and then be denied any other contact, and be restricted, in such a way, as to deny her all sense of being. And this punishment shall continue for a period of one whole week (I wondered if that was an Earth week?), or until such time as she does fully, and wholly, apologise, to the people of Epicea, to atone for her sins, against the citizens of our great nation. Take her away!”

Once more I raised my arms, my cuffed hands before me, joined in prayer, as I beseeched the court to have mercy. But none was to be shown, to me.

My two female, guards, dressed in the Epicaean blue, leather uniforms, both jackets and trousers, as well as the leather, caps, emblazoned with the symbol of Epicea, upon their fair heads, of their secret police force, took a firmer grasp of my arms and forced my clasped hands down, to my lap, as the Judge rose, and the usher held the door open for her to exit.

“And may our Epicaean gods, have mercy, on you, you cheap, sinful, harlot!” she uttered, as she turned to face me one last time, before sweeping from the room, her long, legal gowns, flowing behind her.

My leather-suited, and booted, female guards, swiftly turned me, on my high, boot, heels, and marched me the few feet, to the symbolic pillory, behind me, waiting, like a steely demon, to accept, and embrace, its victim.

The star had transformed, at much the same time that my glamorous Hollywood inspired persona, had changed, from 1930s glamour, to one of a lady of ill-repute, a lady of the night, a misguided and wanton hussy, as the Court had heard, that now needed to be punished.

This was the latest, of the fanciful, scenarios, dreamed up, both for my entertainment, but, also, I suspect, for the pleasure of the very imaginative staff of this bizarre establishment.

I looked to my feet, as they marched me, a firm grip under each gloved arm, to the back of my cell, or, THE PUBLIC SQUARE, as they now described it.

The high, high, boots, of a shiny, black, leather, decorated with a central, lacing down their entire, and extreme, front, length, that pulled each boot into each slender, pale, white leg, were difficult to walk in, and I was glad of the support, from my uniformed, escort. The pointed toes, of each boot, were decorated with a pattern of shiny, glinting metal spikes, little peaked studs, that stood just a mere 3 or 4 millimetres, in height. The rear heel of the leather boot was furnished the same way. And a row of the same, tiny, provocative, silvery, metal spikes, ran up each outer length of the thigh high, boots. They looked very sexy, but also, very erotic and not, perhaps, the thing a lady should wear, in public.

The pretty, micro-leather skirt, that flopped a mere 8 inches of so, from my waist, to meet the top of the highly sexualised boots, did little to hide my erect penis. The head of it peeked out, like a mouse at its hole, from under the hem of the ultra-short skirt.

My upper body was restricted and constrained within the confines, of a fanciful, black leather corset, decorated in the same, sensual way, with breast cups, repeating the pattern of metal points, to emphasise my oversized, female breasts, that the leather cups, struggled to accommodate.

I liked the touch of the little she-devil, wielding a long red whip, tattooed on the top of my left, breast, with the words, “Let’s Get Naughty” written, in black tattooist’s ink, beneath, the red and black, voluptuous figure. I smiled, inwardly, under that nasty gag, at the amount of detail these sweet, welcoming, Epicaeans, went to, to embrace our Earth culture.

The corset had been attached to me, so tightly, that my waist disappeared, from my downward view, entirely obscured by the majestic peaks of womanly flesh, with which I’d been endowed. The bottom hem, of the tight corset, flared again, at my hips, as it passed just over the two-inch wide, waistband, of the matching skirt. The skirt itself, flared out, in little pleated ruffles, to dance above the dizzying boots.

Up each arm, I wore epic, leather gloves, decorated again with a band of the ubiquitous, metal, mini-peaks, of silver studs, around the high tops of each glove, so that I felt the pointed metal rivets, press to my underarm, as my cuffed hands were held down. And a line of the same silvery decorations, ran down the outside of each magnificent column of gloving, leather.

Around my neck, I wore a broad collar, once more in the black leather, the same as the rest of my livery, and, furnished with the same, pointy studs. And over my eyes, I wore a pretty little, studded, leather, cat mask, to add an air of devilish, mystery, to the whole, erotic package.

This was my “Lady of the Night” outfit, the kind people of Epicea had generously donated me. It had all taken minutes to furnish me with this most erotic, and stunning of provocative, outfits. And, in return for the very elaborate, court-room set-up, to which I had been treated, I now knew it was my turn, once again, to attempt, to repay their kindnesses.

The complete rest, that I had so enjoyed, spreadeagled in my wonderful, yellow, high-gloss, satin, 30s bombshell, gown, had refreshed me and revitalised every part of me. And, although it had only been a few hours since my previous gifting period, I felt certain that, with the help of their exotic drug cocktail, and the enforced resting period, that I could rise, once more, to the occasion, and come up with the goods!

I surveyed the public pillory, at which I was to serve my punishment, for such unladylike behaviour. Apparently, I had been found guilty of consorting, and colluding with the lowly, Epicaean men, engaging in sexual frolics, that were reserved for the higher echelons, of womanhood. I had, in the Court’s words, “constantly, and persistently, sought to undermine the country’s strict rules and laws on sexual adventurism”. At least, that was what I had listened to, in my mock appearance before the merciless, High Court, mock female judge, who had read the exhaustive list of fabricated, charges, to me.

And now, my pillory, for public display, attired in all the garments of my sexual, lewdness, awaited.

The star-shape, no longer existed. It had transformed into one long sturdy, vertical pole, that floated just a fraction, above the shiny floor of my harvesting cell. Around 4 feet, or so, up the length of the shining totem, two short arms, projected out, to form a short-armed, cross. Each arm was only around 8 inches in length, so I knew I wasn’t to be presented in a classic, crucifixional, pose. That was a relief. Above the twin projections, the pole flattened, into an oval, and curved slightly, and I correctly guessed this was to be the resting place, for my head. I blinked through the peep-holes of my sassy, leather, cat mask, and I bit again to the rubber ball between my teeth.

By now, my escort and I had promenaded the short distance from the judge’s “high throne”, to the so-called, Public Square, and my uniformed guards, without a word, or any ceremony, turned me to face the public rabble, that was supposed to witness my shameful display.

I was backed up to the pole and, this time, like the last, the binding I was to face, was to be done by hand. I much preferred this to the robotic bindings I’d experienced previously, and I reassured myself, by licking at my comforting ball-gag, that, just as before, no real harm would come to me.

My strange, metallic, modernistic hand-cuffs, were removed by keying in the correct digits, that released the two locking half circles, connected to the central, solid, square, metallic keypad, and my gloved arms were released. One of my guards, hooked the futuristic cuffs, to the belt that she wore, around the leather, military-style tunic, that formed the top half of her police uniform. And, from the same belt, I watched, as she took a short coil of red rope, the first of many such coils, that hung, threateningly, around the utility belt.

Her companion guard, took another, bulkier, bundle, of the same coloured cord, from her belt, as they both clicked their leather-booted feet together, and the sight of them, stood in their leather jodhpurs, with bulging leathered thighs, like those worn by horse-riders, put me in mind of the dreaded, booted, and cruel, Nazi-stasi, the Gestapo, of the 2nd World War. I gulped, as it all seemed so real, and they went through what appeared to be, a well-rehearsed, ritual, to make my punishment, seem actual.

My prostituted body, in its erotic attire, was forced back to the shining pole, where I was to spend the next, heaven knows, how many Earth hours. At the same time, the guard to my right, knelt down to deal with my thigh-booted legs, as the guard to my left, took my arms, from behind, the post, and forced one, either side, and over the two short projections, that formed the cross-bar, to the otherwise straight, uninterrupted, pole, of shining steel.

I felt the cords, bite into the leather boots, protecting my ankles and I heard the annoyance of the guard below me, as she forced my legs, even closer to the post, than was comfortable. Then, several turns of the red cord, that showed so well, against the black gloss, and the silver accoutrements, of my boots, secured my twin feet, both tight together, and tight to the pillory to which I was pressed.

I was, now, pre-occupied with what was happening above, and I barely noticed as my lower tormentor, took another length of rope and began to bind my legs, just as tightly, at a place, just scant inches, below the leather, covering my knees.

My assailant above, had now located each, gloved, arm, over each short cross-spar, and the cold metal, both knocked against the rows of tiny studs, at each glove-top, but also, pressed into my flesh, at the very tops of my arms, as the smooth, circular bars, wrapped themselves, into my arm-pits. I was virtually suspended, by this very simple cross-bar, arrangement, as the guard began to bind my wrists, tight together, behind the metal work, taking my weight.

I winced, as the tightness if my bonds, pinched at my flesh, beneath the protective covering of fine, leather, glove, and I was grateful, for the meagre protection, from the biting cord, that they provided, and glad, that I had been dressed in them.

Once my wrists had been tightly secured behind, and now my legs bound to the post, at ankle and below the knee, my two punishers could relax, a little, knowing I was their helpless, little play-thing, their toy, so completely at their mercy, and unable to prevent them from relishing the rest of the tying, they intended to do.

And relish it, they did.

The one, below, stood back up, and took a step back, to watch, as the one to my rear, now took a second length of cord and proceeded to bind my joined wrists, slightly raised, up the back of the pole, by taking the long cord around and around the original binding, and then taking the ends up, to the short cross spars, over which my arms draped. This had the effect of forcing my substantial, over-inflated, bust, out, as my body was forced closer to the metal, and my elbows bent out, behind me, forming a near right-angle, in that gloved joint, behind the pole. It was uncomfortable, and I made the discomfort I felt, known, by squealing, and “garrumphing”, and moaning, and groaning, loudly, into my panel gag.

This only served to spur on my tormentors, to greater things, and now it seemed to develop into a competition, to see who could bind me with the most extreme lengths, of the red cord, that seemed to be, in endless supply.

Now, “she who must be obeyed” and who had bound my feet, resumed duties and pinned the black leather boots, I wore so prettily, back and rigid, to the upright pole, whilst the aggressor behind me, finished off knotting the wrist rope to the cross-bars, and I felt a second rope bring my elbows together, but away from the metal, forcing another squeal of pain, from my lips, as the force on them seemed unbearable. These too, were then roped, back and forth, first to each other, and then, to the pole, and up to the spars. Now, my upper body was free, but my arms were inescapably bound in three , or even four, ropes that fastened them to the smooth post, and to the rounded, cross-bar, from which my body hung.

It was now, her turn to watch, her companion, as my rear-guard, ceased her binding duties, to stop and enjoy the spectacle of my upper legs, being forced to the harsh, ungiving, stanchion, as Guard #1, pressed the black leather, of my boots, that I had worn so prettily, to constrict the twin legs, together, and upright, and rigid, to the cold, steel, using two, long pieces of cord to encircle them, in two places.

As she finished off, knotting the last of these, that highest rope, around the very peaks of my high boots, acted like a tightrope-wire, on which my erect penis, was balanced, pushing the tiny, frilled, leather skirt, out from my body, at the front, where the multiple leg-ropings, pressed it back to the steel, forming a little comforting padding, between me, and my harsh, pillory.

Bottom half done, to their obvious, dual, satisfaction, the two unflinching guards, committed to getting my corseted upper body, anchored to its berth,  just as firmly, as my legs below, and my arms and wrists and elbows, behind.

To ensure this, they worked together now, taking first one extra-long rope, still in the vibrant red, that contrasted so well, with the black and silver of my leathery, costume, and they found the centre of this, and passed this, around the back of my pole, and then crossed the ends, and passed each one, back over each shoulder, at the front, under the arm-pits, to join the other ropes there, that were keeping my arms, still and fixed, and then back over the shoulders, to criss-cross the ropes at the front and then pass them to the back, once more.

By working in practised, tandem, they passed this upper cord, four times around the post and back to the front, until I could look down, a little spittle and drool, now spilling from my gagged lips, as I counted the four, distinct, little crossings of rope, that took it from my collared, neck, level, and down, to my waist.

Uncertain, apparently, that the multitude of rope that now caressed my body and distorted my beautiful, long, gloves, my gloriously, high, boots, and my deliciously, tight, leather corset, was sufficient, to hold me, the pair took one, more long rope, from their armoury. They carefully, weighed up the centre point, again, and, beginning, this time, at the front, at my collar, the two heartless bitches, passed the ends, between themselves, from the one stationed at the front, to their compatriot, at the rear, where the ends were crossed, behind me and behind my companion pillar.

And as the rope passed back, and forth, and each turn of the rope ends, and each crossing of the red cord, pressed me further, and further, back, and closer, and closer, to the post, until it was, as if I had been welded to it, with a welding iron, I resigned myself to this, most excessive of punishments. I wanted to cry, at my utter shame, but I was also highly excited, at the silent and cruel, but superbly efficient, treatment, I was receiving, at the hands of my two impassioned, torturers.

I was aware that small dollops of drool, were dropping from my gagged lips, as each successive, rope, held me and crushed me, tighter, and the leather I wore, pressed closer and closer to my naked body, beneath. And even this thrilled me, as my punishers laughed, as the drool, formed a little, wet, puddle, below the conjoined toes, of my exquisitely, booted, feet.

And then they took the time to savour the moment of triumph, as they tied the last, expert, knot, in the last, extreme length of binding rope, and stood back to admire the neat, pattern of criss-crossed, ropes, that covered my upper body, in perfectly executed, diamond shapes, of red cord.

They whispered something to each other. And then both disappeared from my sight line, as they sank down. They must have decided to repeat the criss-crossing, down below, as I felt further cord, bite into my leather-encased legs, and I was aware of the joyous laughter, as each worked, in unison, to ensure this last leg binding was the tightest, of them all.

The only part of me, that retained any degree of, movement, now, was the swollen penis, perched, like a bird, sitting on a wire, as it hung off the top thigh rope, and I could also, just move my masked and gagged head, that was now pressed back to the scooped shell of metal, that neatly contoured my dark hair, and my mischievous, little, cat mask.

So, I was both surprised, and disconcerted, when the pair re-appeared at my front, having completed the more-detailed, leg tying.

They reached up to remove the panel gag, from my mouth, one holding my head, forward of the recessed steel, “head-rest, whilst the other, unbuckled the hefty leather strap, from behind my head.

It was a relief, but one that was to be only short-lived. Whilst sucking in great lungfuls of air, to try and feed my feverish, overloaded, brain, and calm my fast-pumping heart, I relaxed, slightly, at the thought I’d, at the very least, be able to see and respond, and I licked my dried lips.

But, as soon as the one panel of leather had been removed, and almost before I’d had time to enjoy the relative freedom, I saw the harsh, leather head covering, raised, slowly, and  paused, deliberately, before my eyes, as my two, leering persecutors, prepared to replace the mouth gagging panel, with something far more severe, and much more, frightening.

I pleaded for mercy, as the hood of black, leather, descended over my hair, and down over the cute cat mask they’d left, in situ, and down and down, to force its way, over the resisting mask of leather, over my nose, over my lips, and downward, further, to cup my chin, in the formed pocket of leather, as the collar passed down my neck, obscuring the studded collar I still wore, and even covering the fraction of red rope, that held my neck back to the pole.

I found breathing easy, to my utter relief, as the nose of the hood, opened into a small V, beneath my nostrils, and the mouth formed a sizeable oval, at the lips, allowing my black, gloss-painted, lips, to press out from the black, wealth, of soft leather, surrounding them. Although I could not see, at least the lower half of my face was left, relatively, unscathed.

As one blondie, adjusted the position of the hood, from the front, the other, secured it, at the rear, pulling down the long zip, that ran from the crown of the head, and down to the base of the long, neck collar. She was, at least, careful to push all my dark mass of female hair, into the inner folds of the mask, as she drew the zip, down, taking her time to register my moans of pleasure, and despair, as my head was encased, within the soft, and erotic, material.

As the zip, finally reached its terminal point, well down my slender neck, they brought the integral collar strap around my throat and buckled it, in the back, pressing the leather, hooding, even closer to my head. I felt the discomfort, as the collar of the hood, pressed to my sexy, studded, under-collar, and that, in turn, gripped, closer, to my throat.

Now, a second, harsh strap, went over my padded, eye-section, and, as one guard, struggled to close that behind my pushed forward, head, I felt the little cat mask, pressed into my eye-sockets, as erotic, leather, pressed, to erotic, leather.

And then I squealed, both in surprise, and in dismay, as a final measure of severe restraint, went into my lips and over my mouth and up to, my covered, nose.

They had forced a replacement gag, with a bulbous, male phallus, in rubber, attached to a formed panel of leather, that fitted exactly, and precisely, as though made for me, (which, of course, it was!!), to cover the pouting, black-glossed, lips, and to cover my nose, as well as filling my mouth to bulging point, where my cheeks pressed out to meet the encasing leather, pressing back, at them.

I felt the twin rubber, appendages, insert up each nostril, as they located the breathing tubes, and ensured that the rubber, penis-gag, had been taken into my oral orifice, as deeply as the shaped rubber, would allow. And then, one held it, in place, checking the airways were clear and the lips were gripping the base of the fake, penile shaft, whilst the other, pulled it extra tight behind, and buckled it, immovably, to my poor, encased head.

As a final, show of sheer cruelty, the pair took a last length of red cord, and passed the looped end, through the medium-sized, metal ring, projecting from the top of my strict punishment hood, and looped the loose, ends, through it, before pulling back to form a firm knot, through the ring. Then they tied the ends of that, final, cursed, cord, both back to the pole, above the recessed head-rest, which my covered head, was now forced back into, and then down, to the same cross-spars, that held both wrists, and elbow, elevated, at, and above, the small of my back.

I moaned into the, unforgiving, rubber penis, forcing my teeth apart, and my cheeks to bulge out, as much as the hooding, permitted. I wrestled to break free from my bonds. I tested the restraints at my feet and my knees and my thighs. And, all the time, I was aware of the enormous erection, I had sustained throughout this long, and torturous, punishment, as it knocked against my thigh high, boot tops, and against the cord, securing them, as my pretty, leather skirt, knocked against it, but did little to disguise the super-heightened, sexual arousal, I was feeling.

I could not move an inch, of my bound form. I could not see. I could barely hear, I could only taste the rubber of the male projectile, filling my mouth, and I could smell the exciting aroma of my soft leather hood, and my lush, leather, clothing. I was secured beyond all reasonable, necessity. And the thrill of it, was overwhelming.

And then I heard the voice. It was the familiar voice of the female judge, that had sentenced me.

“Good citizens of Epicea, let it be known that a visitor to our beautiful planet, has usurped the laws of our people. She has entertained men, in a way, forbidden to the common females, of this land. She has been sentenced to be punished, severely, for her crimes against our civilization. All good women of Epicea, you are invited to witness the shame, to be experienced, repeatedly, over the next, full, Epicaean day, as Simone Spencer, the young lady in question, serves her sentence, in the main city square. She will remain there, at her pillory, for the next 4 units of time. Then she will be removed to a secure, sensory deprivation area, for sustenance and quiet time, to contemplate her sins. After four more, of our time units, she will be returned to the pillory, she now occupies. This fitting, punishment, shall be repeated, every four timer units, until a total of 56, full, time units have expired. Please, pay your respects, to our guest, in any way you feel her crimes, deserve. Although her strict bonds must not be interfered with, no other handling, of the young lady, is ruled out. We hope you will make her time, under sentence, an interesting one.”

And the voice faded, as I contemplated and digested, fully, what had just been said.

And then I was aware of the sounds of a small group of people, of jeering and laughter, as though a crowd had already assembled. And my utter shame, was complete, as I heard voices, raised in jollity, near to me, and then I felt hands, play at my erection, and stroke at my leather, body covering, whilst not interfering with the skilled, multitude of knots, that held me fixed, so rigidly, to my pillory of disgrace.

I could not pull away. I could not react. All I could do was imagine the scores of visitors, that would come to admire, come to mock, and come to play, with my bound female body, over these next hours.

And I gritted my teeth, around my rubber, oral penis, as fingers tickled at the real penis below, and hands stroked at my clothes, and my booted legs, and pushed at the hood encasing my feminine face, and pushing at the strict mouth harness and its strapping, to which my rubber penis gag was attached, forcing that further to my face.

And I remained there, for, what seemed like more than a whole, Earth day, bathed in my shame, and my sex aroused, but never, ever, allowed to bear the fruits, and give the gift, which I thought, was the whole point, of this elaborate exercise.

I was confused. Utterly. For hours, female hands, played, at my body, teased at my super-erect cock, pinched at my bound form, and giggled at my sheer helplessness. But, not once, did I come. Not even, so much as a leak. And yet, I knew I was utterly aroused, beyond measure, at the severity of my restraints, and the eroticism, of my clothing. I was loving it. Even the mocking attention, excited me, to think numerous Epicaean women, were sufficiently impressed by my half-female, half-male, body.

And then, after what seemed hours, of my bound enslavement, I felt my body, relax, I felt my bonds shift, and I felt my body lifted, but, somehow, still encircled by the multitude of red ropes that had so expertly been applied. I was aware of a change of position, in my arms, at the back, as I felt the elbow joint, bent unnaturally, for so long, straighten, and then another change, as though my wrists, and elbows, were now tied, directly straight, and down to the pole behind me. I felt an easing under my gloved arms, as the spar over which my arms had draped, now seemed to soften, then disappear, and the pressure, under each arm, eased.

And then I felt myself, trajected, ever so slowly, as though flying, horizontally, and then I experienced, a soft lending, a few seconds later, which heralded the arrival, of my still, severely bound form, upon my padded, bondage bed.

Now, with my arms straight, but still behind me. And the rest of my body, still wrapped in many, many, metres of the tight cord, I felt more cords going around me and forcing me back to the padding beneath. “At least,” I thought, to myself, “This is more comfortable a position. Perhaps I’ve served four units of time, and this is the four units, where I contemplate my sins, in solitary, servitude?”

Certainly, there were no voices, to be detected. There were no hands upon me. The pinching and slapping and teasing, at my body parts, had ceased. And a strange feeling of calm descended over me, as I succumbed to yet more miles of rope, which were securing my, already bound, form, to the bed I would occupy for the next hours.

This secondary binding proceeded for another several minutes, until I felt there must not be an inch of my body, or a fraction of my leather clothing, not crushed, and flattened, by the innumerable, ropes, holding me.

And then silence. Not a sound could be heard. Not a movement sensed. Not a voice. A touch. A smell, beyond the strong odour, of the leather which I was cased in.

And then I felt something, silently, attach itself, to my penis, and my mind concentrated all its confused attention, there. It was clear that my erection had still not receded and now, I felt something soft, cling to it, and embrace it, as my brain tried to interpret the mixed, signals.

I would later, discover, the “thing” was a rubber sheath, a milking cup, suspended from the ceiling above, and another, diabolical, way of milking, the most of my sexual fluid, from me, that could be garnered.

It wrapped itself around the impressive, stiff, male rod, and clung to it, just as tightly as my cheek-bulging gag, pressed to my cheeks, and just as intensely, as my body-circling ropes, pressured my body. And then I felt a soothing, gentle, pulsation. A ripple of movement, from the gripped base of the shaft, that fluttered up the length of my manhood, and tickled it, like a soft touch of butterfly wings, against a super-sensitive, baby-soft, face.

And then the ripple started, again at the base, of my aching shaft, and rose all the way up it, in little fluttering, starts, and stops.

And again. And again. And again. The ripple rose up my erect shaft. And, almost imperceptibly, each successive, flutter, of butterfly wings, was just a tiny bit more, tactile, than the last. And, over the next 10, or 15, glorious minutes, my mind went into sensual, over-drive, as I thrilled at the seductive and subtle, tickling, of my fancy!

I knew it was inevitable that I would, soon, offer up another, sizeable, donation, of my sacred sperm, but they, my hosts, seemed in no hurry to accept the gift. Instead, the ripples just washed over me, like tiny waves, washing over the feet of a paddling infant, sufficient to thrill, not enough, to force any energetic moves, or to bring me to climax.

And so, I smirked, and smiled, inwardly, as I enjoyed this tender, phase, of my “punishment” even more than the strict binding, and public humiliation, I had suffered, so thrillingly.

I vowed, that if this was the way, my sins were to be admonished, that I would have to work, very hard, at being a very naughty, young, girl.

And who says “Crime doesn’t pay”?

Inevitably, the pay off, did come, ultimately. And it was the ultimate, of all pleasurable feelings, as I finally climaxed, in sensational fashion.

I would have screamed, so that all my fellow in-mates, could have got some measure of the excitement, I felt, as my penis finally succumbed, to the constant teasing, and gave forth, a mighty eruption, of white, liquid, gold, to be drawn off by the intimate, milking, maid, to which I had given my all. Sadly, my cloying hood, and my gagging, mouthpiece, prevented me sharing my thoughts, with the other guests. All I could do, was hope they were enjoying their abduction, even half as much as me.

I’ll never know. I would never meet another guest. So, I’m content, to believe I was receiving special treatment, because I was such a “special girl”, as my inner voice had told me, so many times.

And then it told me so, AGAIN!

“There. That’s very generous, of you, Simone. You are such a special girl, Simone. Thank you. Now, we must feed you and then secure you, to serve out the rest of your punishment. Please be patient whilst the feature in your mouth is replaced. We shall do this as quickly and as painlessly, as possible. And then we shall leave you in peace, to enjoy the remainder of your sentence!”

I felt another, weird, sensation, as the penis in my mouth, secured by hand and strapped tight, now seemed to merely fade away, into insignificance, without any sign of human intervention. I felt the bulbous gag, deflate, and disappear, and I groaned in the slight interlude afforded me, before the new, rubber intrusion, began to fill my mouth, in substitute, for the one just magicked away.

This was less intrusive, than before, but still maintained an unreasonable presence, in between my lips. I felt the small rubber breathing tubes, reduce from my nasal passages and then these, too, were replaced, with more substantial, weighty, rubbery tubes, that now seemed to be suspended, from above, and I realised I was being connected to some, sophisticated kind of breathing and feeding apparatus, whilst I slept off the effects of my sustained period, at the pillory.

And then I felt an inrush of fresh, oxygenated air, both to mouth, and to nose, and I sucked at the feeding tube, that delivered a meagre portion, of the liquidised, concoctions, I was getting accustomed to being fed.

And that is the last I remember, as I felt additional bindings, go across my untroubled, brow, to hold my hooded head back to my padded base, and my brain, flickered off, and into standby mode, as I drifted into a drug-induced stupor, to re-set all my emotional dials, and re-configure all my inner thoughts, and to anticipate my next, well-deserved, and thoroughly, blissful, punishment!

Chapter EIGHT

My Punishment and Public Humiliation Continues

I don’t know how long I slept. Was it sleep or was it an induced coma? Whatever! I was awoken from my untroubled, slumbers, and hauled from the bed. My innumerable bonds were gone. The hateful hood was gone. And, as I stood before the same female judge, her dressed in the exact same flowing robes, of office, and sitting on the exact same, metal “throne”, reciting the exact same charges, I had an overwhelming sense of “DEJA VU”, as I struggled to cope with the exact same cuffs, linking my gloved hands, before me.

“The prisoner is charged with numerous acts of gross misconduct, of drunken and inappropriate behaviour, in a public place, of dressing in a fashion, unbecoming of a civilized female member of Epicaean society, of lewd practices of displaying, and selling her body, for sexual gratification, against the strict laws of the City of Epicea, and of general unprincipled, and unsocial, attitude, towards the law of our land. Does the prisoner have anything to say, before the sentence, of this Court, is passed?”

I struggled to get any word out, beyond the harsh, gag, forced to my mouth.

Ah! And there I detected a difference!

This was not the same panel of stiffened leather, pressing to my face. My lips were not biting onto the same, hard, small, rubber ball, attached to the back of the panel. I had a covered ring, of metal, I think it was metal, forced between my teeth. The red coating, I bit onto gave some flexibility, but the ring under it, was unyielding. What was it, I tasted? Rubber? Leather? Layered, over a metal ring? All I knew was that the ring had been forced behind my upper and lower sets of teeth, and held my mouth open, wide, and it reduced me to making, not proper vocalizations, but ridiculous, baby-like, gabble, that emitted from my open jaws, like a series of gurgles. I would have made a comment, and I’d have professed my innocence, to any, and all, crimes. But the question was rhetorical. Of course, I could not make any, coherent, comment. All I could say, was, “Gy gan’t goggibgly, ge guilgy, gorr gonour. Glees go gercy goo geee!”

As the unintelligible ramblings emitted from my ring-gagged, lips (Try saying that . . . . . when you can’t speak, properly! Gy ging-gagged giks) I pleaded with my eyes, for the judge to be lenient, as my two guards held fast to my arms, one at either side, and I raised my handcuffed wrists, in a show of prayer, for contrition.

“Very well. The prisoner has chosen to remain silent. It is, therefore, the sentence of this court, that the prisoner be taken from here, to the city’s public square. There, she is to be displayed, for all the citizens of Epicea, to see her shame, and the disgrace she has brought upon this great city, and our proud nation. She shall be pilloried, each day, (I hoped that was an Earth day!) for an entire week, dressed as she is now, in the fashion of her irreputable profession. Each night, (Surely, not an Epicaean night?) she is to be taken down from her place at the public pillory, and she is to be brought back here, to the chambers below, where she is to be incarcerated, in total, solitary confinement, in a cell fitted for that purpose, where she shall receive one meagre meal, per day, and then be denied any other contact, and be restricted, in such a way, as to deny her all sense of being. And this punishment shall continue for a period of one whole week (I wondered if that was an Earth week?), or until such time as she does fully, and wholly, apologise, to the people of Epicea, to atone for her sins, against the citizens of our great nation. Take her away!”

Once more I raised my arms, my cuffed hands before me, clasped, as though, in prayer, as I beseeched the court to have mercy. But none was to be granted, me.

My two female, guards, dressed in their Epicaean blue, leather uniforms, both jackets and trousers, as well as the leather, caps, emblazoned with the symbol of Epicea, upon their fair heads, took a firmer grasp of my arms and forced my clasped hands down, to my lap, as the Judge rose, and the usher held the door open, for her to make her sweeping exit.

It was like Ground Hog Day. The exact same scenario, but with subtle differences. And even, some less subtle ones. My outfit was almost similar to yesterday’s, or, should I say, “the last time’s”.

It’s impossible, to speak in terms of, days, and nights, when their one day lasts nearly 10 times as long as one of our Earth days. But whatever period of time had passed, now I was experiencing the exact same scenario, but my clothing had changed.

I gazed down my body to see the same height of leather boot, ascend into my crotch. But these were different! These boots were not the sheer black, and studded boots, I wore, before. They were a bright, red. Where the black had been decorated with a long, black, waxed-cotton, lace, running the entire length of the boot, up the front, these were laced with a long, thin, length of red, satin ribbon, that criss-crossed its way up the leg, but ended in a fussy, fanciful, sissy, red, satin, bow, high up at my crotch.

Instead of the silvery studs, of spiked, metal, decorating the toe and heel, of each black boot, a cluster of sparkly diamante, jewels, festooned the toes, and a whole, wondrous, galaxy, of the little starlight, diamante gems, climbed up the legs of each boot, breaking up the mass of red leather, with their twinkly, diamond-like, sparkle, as I shuffled my legs, and they caught the light.

My corset, no longer, black, but now the red leather, of the rest of my ensemble, was similarly decorated with each, generously, sized, breast cup, festooned in diamante décor, and the main body of the tight corset, lit up with the sparkle of a thousand stars, glowing and twinkling as we passed under the overhead lights.

My sexy, leather skirt, which, in truth, was more accurately described, as like a broad, red, leather, belt, than a skirt, was not ruffled, like the black of the previous “time”, but, rather a tight, short, micro-mini-skirt, clinging to my hips, and also festooned in sparkly, jewel-like, elements.

And the exceedingly high gloves, in matching, red leather, were now fingerless, and my red-painted, feline-like, claws, of dangerously, pointed, finger-nails, extended from their prematurely, shortened, leather, finger, casements, to show, each one decorated with a touch of more silver glitter, to match the host of fake diamonds, rising up my arms.

This time, I wore no cute mask, no cat eyes, just this awful ring gag, a fanciful affair, secured with diamante encrusted straps, that circled my head, and buckled tight, in the back.

My jaws were already aching from being forced, so wide, apart, and I did not attempt to gurgle any further, objections, but I gasped as I saw the transformation, from the pole and short crossbar, which I had adorned yesterday, to the structure of this “days” pillory, that I was destined, to occupy.

It could best be described, as a vertical Y shape, one broad, flat, vertical leg, at the base, spreading to two less wide, struts, rising towards the ceiling, and spreading out, like the two branches, of a sparsely-wooded, tree. In the centre, behind these two “branches, there rose, a shorter, less conspicuous, vertical strut, which supported a concave, shell-like, oval of metal, above it, much like the head-support, that had framed my pretty cat-face, from yesterday, but with slight differences which would become apparent, once I occupied it.

I quickly assessed that the Y design, would accommodate both my legs, in the vertical line, and my spread arms, would extend out to the two branches. At least, that’s the best, I hoped for. I really would not look forward to being suspended upside down! In any case, I guessed the short, vertical point, in the centre of the V, would act as a support, for my neck. And the shell-like, metal oval, above that, would neatly fit my head, as it had previously.

Beside the free-standing, floating Y, there was a large, black, leather, bag, whose top had split open and which was displaying, glinting arcs, of metal. It was all too much to take in, as I was quickly, marched toward it, in my upmarket, dazzling, red leather, and mock diamond, encrusted, woman-of-ill-repute, boots, and turned to face back, into the main body of the room.

I felt a tremor of excitement, pass through my leathered, and be-jewelled, body, as they positioned me before the strange cross. But, as excited as I was about the imminent experience, I have to admit to some, slight, trepidation, when I understood, fully, how I was to be publicly displayed.

As they pushed me back to the shining, steely, Y, one of the two vixens, the same vicious witches, that had bound me so elaborately the previous time, bent to the bag and deliberately spilled some of the contents, to tease me, and frighten me, as they clanged, and clashed, and several of the arcs of soft metal, fell to the floor.

She then, calmly, selected the longest, and broadest, of these, and, at the same time, she picked up two, strange, looking implements, appearing like ray-guns, and more suited to a Star Wars movie, or to the old, Flash Gordon serial, than to anything I was accustomed to. They were some futuristic kind of screw-driver, I was to discover, as the arc of silvery, flexible metal was brought up, and one of the two tools, was handed to her accomplice.

Then as strong hands, pushed me back to the metal, Y, and centred me, against the cold, metal, invisible screws, somehow ejected from the tools they bore, and screwed the broad arc of flexed, metal, at my waist, pinning me, at the very point where my jewel-encrusted corset, met my skimpy, red, leather, jewel-encrusted, mini-skirt.

I gasped, as the force pressed against me, and the metal arched, and flexed, to contour, precisely around my waist, and hold me fast, to the centre of the metallic cross.

As I watched, in wonderment, my torment, began. The first of the guards selected a second, much shorter, arc of the same metal, from the small pile spilled at my feet, and the pair, bent to secure, this one arc of metal, over both my two booted ankles, and back to the rigid structure, behind, with a swift, and, almost soundless, operation of their “super, sonic screwdrivers”.

At this point, my hands were still cuffed, before me, and they left them that way, hanging low, to clutch at the metal now encircling my waist, as they stepped back, and I panicked as my Y-shaped cross, now, effortlessly, floated backward, and descending, into a slanted position, my feet raised up at the front the two arms of the Y, dipped to a manageable level, above my lowering head, as my body, simply supported at the two points they had already fixed, was taken back, and down, with the bizarre, soundless, movement, of the Y structure.

Now, they keyed in the digits to my cuffs and these slipped off my jewel-encrusted arms, as one guard stowed the cuffs away, on their leather belt, and the other, selected two more, short arcs of the softer, flexible, metal.

She handed one to her confederate and then each, of them, took a gloved arm, and, standing either side of me, raised the arm to lie flat along the two, flattened, silvery branches, of my metal tree.

Once positioned, to lie in exact symmetry, the wrist was soon fixed to the metal below it, by a quick, double action, screwing, that bolted the arc of metal, over the leather-gloved wrist.

I marvelled at the simplicity, but effectiveness, as I tested the strength of the four arcs, now holding me, and discovered they were a formidable enemy. Each gripped me, so tight at wrists, at my paired ankles, and at my slender, waspish, girlish, waist, that I was firmly bolted to the structure, in seconds.

Of course, this was only to be the start of my punishment. And I gazed down at the number of metal strips, as more were spilled from their carrier, and estimated how many there were. Another 10? Maybe 12? Maybe more. And amongst them, I caught the glint of a more solid piece of metal-work, and another, and I tried to figure out, where these pieces, fitted in the jigsaw puzzle, of my installation, before my mind was brought back to the curious, process, unravelling, before me.

Now, I was held, there was time for them to precisely sort, each new arc of metal binding, to apply to those already used on me.

The next pair of bands, were screwed below the elbow joint, forcing my red-gloved limbs, to the flatter, supporting, surface. Two more went above the elbow joint, rendering each arm, which was already stretched to the limit, now completely immobile. And a final pair,  the longest of these three, shorter, pairs, fitted neatly over the upper arms, nestling in, under my armpits, and under the extremities of each glove,  pressing the leather of my red gloves, which still looked adorable, decorated, as they were, with the flashings of silverwork, up their extreme length, ever closer to the steel Y-shaped, pillory.

Once that operation was finished, I was aware of more movement, and the Y tilted back to its original position, taking my securely, bolted, body, back to the vertical, with it.

We hovered there, for just a few moments, before the two restraint experts, selected their next piece of ironmongery, and approached me, holding it, reverently before them, as if it was some sacred object, to be accorded the appropriate reverence, given its obvious importance, in the rites of this ritual sacrifice

I tried, desperately, to see what it was, but my waistband forcing me tight to the cross, prevented me, from getting anything like a good view. The look of sheer delight on the faces of my two tormentors, told me it was some devilish, form of torture, that they sensed I might not enjoy. Or, perhaps, that I may!

I gave up trying to make sense of it, as they disappeared, down, below my waist level, out of my line of sight, and started to fiddle at my feet.

And then I realised that my bolted ankles had been released, from that initial band, they had bolted there, and, with my supporting frame now at floor level again, I was able to open my booted legs, and stand, free of the fastening arc, that had held me.

I groaned, into my muffling, distorting, mouth ring, as I felt their gloved hands, explore the area, under my sexy skirt, and directly above my erotic boot tops. But I gasped more as I realised what they were doing!

Whatever the sacred object had been, it was now being manipulated, to fit to my crotch, and completely cover the small area of bare flesh, that displayed between my lifted, narrow band, of leather skirting, and my high peaking, boots. It must have been in two parts, because I felt two un-nerving things, happen, at much the same time.

I felt my erect penis, being manipulated, to fit into, some kind of cold, metal tunnel, at the same time that I felt something, of a similar dimension, being pushed upward, and forced to gain access, to my rectum.

I squealed, an incoherent gabble of gobbledygook, from my ring-gagged mouth, as the blunt ended instrument, at my rectum, slowly forged its way upward, and the tunnel-shaped length of cold metal, at my penis, forced its way down my shaft, completely trapping the full length of my magnificent erection, within its tight confines, until I was aware we had reached the end of that, specific, tunnel, and there was, indeed, light there. The very engorged, head, of my penile shaft, popped out the end, like a ferret’s nose, peeking out, as it emerges from its underground tunnel-works.

By now, the cold, harsh intruder within me, was proving quite large, and tricky, to accommodate, as my penis struggled to cope with the pressure from the solid, heavy, metal, sides, of its new casing.

And then they seemed satisfied that both internal, missile, and exterior, container, had completed their mission impossible, and the two hinged sections, of the weird contraption, were lowered into one coherent, structure,

Now, my penis projected straight out, ahead of me, any of its former, flag-waving behaviour, now ceased, as it projected, straight and firm, within its metal jacket. Of course, I was unable to witness it, but I was aware of its positioning, as I was aware of the same casing, now enclosing my testicles. And, as that metal-encased, projectile, pointed straight out, so the metalwork within me, pointed straight up, and I squirmed at the weird sensation of them working, in unison, to provide a kind of advanced, high-tech, chastity belt.

I could now feel the metal, which, thankfully, had warmed slightly, from its first contact, surrounding my entire crotch area. I could easily feel the discomfort of the torpedo, forced up my anus, and I wondered how strange a metal-coated penis, must look, forcing up the folds of my super-short, kinky skirt, and pointing out, like a giant sundial, from the girth of metal, now hiding, the last visible inches, of my whitened flesh.

I was lingering on these thoughts, as I felt the metal structure tighten to my loins, and realised that, having secured the position, they wanted, they were now bolting this futuristic “cod-piece” over my entire genital, and anal, area, and screwing it back to the rigid metal Y, which was now feeling less like a pleasant home, for the next few hours, and more like a monstrous, instrument of torture, a gleaming metal rack, to which I was riveted.

There must have been a succession of areas, of this complex contraption, that needed fastening tight, as I could only look down on their golden-haired, tresses, as the pair concentrated on their job and fastened my nether regions, in a most disconcerting fashion, as the torpedo jiggled within and the metal case, jaggled, without.

Eventually, though, the job was completed, and I cannot describe the utter, finality, of the finished installation.

I groaned at the massive, intruder, gnawing at my insides, and I groaned at the irritation of the tight, tubular, fastening, encroaching around my cock. But, more than either of these, was the feeling that my entire, most private part of my body, had now been man-handled, encased and bolted, so that I felt the edges of metal stricture, pressing to my loins, I felt the edge of the penile casing, rubbing at my shaft’s head. And I felt utter despair, that this was how I was destined to spend the next hours, of my pitiful, public, pilloried, display.

Seemingly, they were oblivious to my sheer horror, at the grotesque way I had been abused and restrained. They actually seemed quite pleased with themselves, and delighted at the result, of their endeavours, as they now bought my booted legs, back, together, in perfect line, and re-fitted the original ankle binding, screwing the re-located arc of flexing metal, to hold my feet, once more to the very base of the Y.

From that point, in time, it took them mere seconds to screw each of the next three, metal arcs, up the entire length of my twinned limbs, until my legs were held, up their full, red-booted, length, by four, tight, metal fastenings, riveted to the solid steel, behind.

Two sizeable bands of metal, were soon fitted to secure me, at my bustline, one below the magnificent globes that were attempting to burst out, from my diamante-festooned cups, and one above, trapping, and distorting the wondrous boobs into rugby-shaped balls, rather than conventional, breasts, and ensuring they stayed put.

I saw the glint of silver as they raised the broad neck-piece, to under my chin, and I moaned, again, as they forced my head back to the shell behind me, as they bolted the broad collar to the low-rise, elevation, set above the centre of the V in my cross. The flexed band of metal, descended in a V, shape, itself, to fill in the gap between my proudly, erect head, and the upper band, keeping my heaving bosom, in order.

Now, I felt the Y tilt again to its former lower position, as the pair were reaching the dramatic climax of today’s engaging, performance. This final scene of their short, drama, was, clearly an operation that required them to be in full control and so they both hovered over my lowered head, now, as it came back down to their chest level.

And then I saw the other half of the metallic, walnut-shell, shaped, open, concave feature, being slowly lowered to my face, and I opened my eyes wide, in terror, as I wrestled to avert my face from the impending mask of silver, that would soon surround my features, engulfing them, in total, dreadful, enclosure.

But it was hopeless. I could not move my head an inch. My neck had been rendered immobile. The wide, metal, posture collar, bolted to the rigid steel, kept my head, fixed, firmly, in the one position, and I could only expel a squeal of incredulity, as I saw the rounded, metal prong, set in the lower half of the inside of the half-shell, as it was carefully centred, on to my open jaws, held thus by the large, ring-gag, as the iron mask, made its slow and precise, way, over my face.

As the tubular, metal flange, lined up with the sizeable hole, in the centre of my gag, I saw the light, gradually extinguish, in a diminishing, halo, around the edges, as the two halves of precisely, paired, metal, pressed together, fitting flush, at the edges, and the front covering was screwed, silently, to the rigid back piece, forming an immovable, perfectly contoured, hood of metal, around my entire head.

I now felt something press to the mouth of my new iron mask, and held my breath, as I felt more pressure applied. And then I panicked as the metal tube, this inner side of my ring gag, widened, and the tube, that had seemed solid, was split into four, smooth pieces, that swelled out, like a flower, opening out its petals, to soak in the sunlight, to press my tongue down, to the floor of my mouth, below, and to bulge out my cheeks, to the two sides.

I held my breath for those seconds, as I assessed the sensations, assaulting my feminised body, and face. But now, I tried breathing, as the internal swelling ceased and I was relieved, to find that there must have been almost imperceptible, little perforations, set into the lower half of the fearsome hood, which, although unseen, must have been designed to allow easy breathing, from the nose. And then, I discovered, the opened out jaws of the tube in my mouth must have had direct access to the outer atmosphere, as I was easily able to suck in great, refreshing, lungfuls of the conditioned, room’s, fresh air, by either route.

And then I felt the metal cross, right itself, back to the vertical, again, as my head containment was complete.

But the cold, clammy, metal, of the fearful, hood, fitted, so close, to my every facial contour, that my eyes were blinded, my speech, entirely disabled, and my hearing, completely muffled, by the tight, metal, enclosure. And my head was held, up and rigid, by the combination of the hood, screwed back to its twin half, and the metal posture collar, both, working in tandem, and pushing me back to my pillory.

I felt a little more tinkering with my metal accoutrements, around my legs, and my genital area, and then I had to assume my bondage was complete, as I sensed the two skilled display team, step back, and I heard the familiar announcement, in my head, encased within its metal sarcophagus.

The familiar voice, proclaimed me guilty of my numerous crimes and invited the good citizens to celebrate my public display of contrition. And, this time, they were warned that all touching of my displayed form, were prohibited. And soon, within my head, I heard the laughter, and the mockery, begin, as the small crowds of interested spectators, started to gather, to watch and to jeer.

And then a strange occurrence, took place, as my hours of torturous, exhibitionism, began. I felt the structure I was bolted to, begin to move. Where I had rotated, the previous time, in an oblique kind of circle, part tilted back, this time, my Y, began to rotate, by small degrees, as though like the hands, of a ticking clock. And with each movement of the human clock, my hooded, encased, head, swept down, minute, by minute.

By 6 minutes, I had now reversed position and I felt my feet, way up above me, as my metallic head, swept down, to the floor.

Now, it began its journey upward, again. After one more minute, I pointed to an imaginary 7, on my clock face. Another agonising minute passed, and my strange metal face, pointed to the 8, and so, on, and so on, until after 12 full earth minutes of gradual rotation, I was upright again, my feet pointing directly down to 6 o’clock, my cased head, pointing directly to 12 o’clock.

And then I felt a sudden, and disturbing jolt, through my body, and down the length of my erect penis, as the casing around the engorged shaft, as well as the uncomfortable torpedo, up my anus, delivered a short, sudden, and small, but significant, electric shock, to my body.

I squealed, more in surprise, at the unexpected jolt of electric pulse, than in any real pain. In fact, had I been warned, I might have found the electric stimulation, quite pleasurable. But there was no warning, and the suddenness, and surprise forced the expulsion of air from my lungs, as I screeched, unintelligibly, into my metal covering.

The shock lasted mere seconds, and then my clock rotation continued, and my head dropped to point to 1 o’clock, 2 o’clock, and onward, until I was suspended, once more, upside down, after 6 minutes, and back to the upright, vertical, after 12 minutes.

And then a longer jolt of pulsating electro-stimulation, emitted another shrill gasp and groan, from my filled mouth, as this less unexpected, pulsation, seemed to last longer.

And so I continued on my slow, merry-go-round, as minute, after minute, my body swept around, the crowd, in my head, jeered and mocked, and all went silent, as they waited for my reaction, each time my metal head pointed to 12 o’clock, and each time  the delivered electric shock, to both penis, and anus, lasted, and lingered, longer.

I estimated I circled my clock-face at least 12 times. More than 2 hours, in total. And at each new circumvention, I experienced a stronger, and a longer, shock, to my system. It was never enough to hurt. But it was certainly enough to keep my mind, centrally focussed, on my plight, and on my position, on the clock face!

And, it was certainly enough, for me, and the jeering hordes of my female spectators, that filled my head, with the sounds of their joyous laughter, to hold our collective breath, as my head reached 12 and the next shocking electro-stimulation, forced my bolted body, to tremor, and a strange hissing noise, to explode from the metal shell, enclosing my head, as I quickly expelled the lungful of air I’d saved, as the shock, forced it from my lungs. 

And then, the movement stopped. My imagined crowds, of onlookers, were encouraged to disperse, as the show was over, for today. There was a promise of more to follow, tomorrow, as they went their ways. And I rested, suspended upon my giant cross, as the inevitable conclusion to my hours of torment, now drew near.

I felt the hose attach, once more to my rigid penis, and then I felt the metal casing around it, fall away, to be substituted by the rubber funnel,  enclosure, that now fitted securely to the shaft. And then I felt the flange, in my mouth, close up, back into its tight bud. And then I felt it release from my lips, and I relaxed, at the added comfort this gave me.

And then I sensed a movement, within, And I felt the metallic missile, within me, start to rotate and vibrate and probe, at one and the same, time, as this sent a different kind of stimulation through my body, that excited and aroused, in a way that the electro-shock, had stimulated and surprised, and energised me!

And, as the combination of suction at my penis head, and of probing at my prostate gland, continued, unabated, it took precious little time, for the inevitable, to occur. And I almost thought I heard the applause, and sensed the standing ovation, I was being given, as my whole, award-winning performance, culminated in another healthy donation, to their growing banking stock, of my personal treasure.

Chapter NINE

A Little, Daily, Light, Exercise is Required

That last experience was not one I wished to repeat. And yet, once again, there was a certain familiarity, about the whole scenario, that put me in mind of the innumerable bondage scenes, I had seen depicted, on the, mainly, American, video sites, that I had trawled, back on earth, to feed my burgeoning, obsession.

I am certain I had seen almost the exact same, metal mask, screwed and bolted, over the face of a pretty, helpless, young maiden, who was attached to a bizarrely, Y-shaped, cross, much the same as the one I had occupied.

Anyway, the experience was past, and I had survived, and, as my good mom, always, used to tell me, “What doesn’t kill you, makes you stronger.” And, in a funny, masochistic way, I’d enjoyed it. But I’m sure I’d preferred watching it happen to some other, poor, maiden!

My reward, for the frightening experience of being held in steel bondage, was a really, good, feed, and the best sleep, I had enjoyed, to this point, since my weird, adventure had begun. I was also spared the fourth of the regular briefings, telling me the potted history of the planet and its people, that had droned into my head, and drilled into my brain, after each of the three, previous, “milking sessions”.

Instead, this time, the hateful, metal hood, had been unscrewed, and discarded, and I was transported back to the floating bed, by the same unseen, force, and I found myself, spread on the bed, the exact same way I had been displayed on the cross, my arms up and above my head, to either side, my legs paired together, below. But instead of the usual, obtrusive, mouth-gag, usually substituted, for any I wore for my milking experience, this time I was fed and hydrated, by a far more subtle, and comfortable, tube system, that I was allowed to suck on, slowly, deliberately, and at my leisure.

Then, those pipes had been, gently extracted, and taken away, and replaced by a kind of metal skull-cap, that attached, lightly, to the top of my head, and was connected, by a myriad of electronic wiring, that disappeared into the roof space, above, and was routed off, to some master, bio-tech, computer.

The soft voice re-assured me that my four milkings, “for today”, were over and that I was entitled to, and, indeed, I had “earned”, a proper sleep. And, she informed me, my bio-metric measures would be taken, as I slept, to ensure, that I was in good health, and all my vital signs, were as they should be.

“You have done well, Simone,” the voice complimented me, “We are very pleased and the first full Earth Day, of your time here, is now terminated. Sleep well and rest assured your good health is paramount to us, and is being constantly, monitored.”

As it turned out, I’d later find they were trying to replicate, as closely as they could reconcile, to their own time frame, a full day and night, in Earth terms. In fact, they missed the mark by around three hours, meaning my reconstructed “day”, here, was 27 hours long. Each of the dressing sessions, and the ensuing, bondage and milking sessions, had taken a prolonged, time, anywhere between an hour and a half and two hours, plus. Each relaxation period, including administration of the drug-laced, sustenance, that kept my “pecker” up, after each of those first three experiences, had been another couple of hours, sometimes, nearer to three hours, including my three, brief, introductory, lessons, on Epicaean tradition.

And now, after those last, severe, two hours, or so, at my cross, I was to indulge in a full 10 hours of down-time, to refresh and to relax me.

I would later, discover, that each of my “days” spent in this centre, was to be split into five, and sometimes, even six, sessions. A lot to cram into a 27 hour-day!

The first session of each, new day, was to be a regular, exercise period. My first would take place, this “morning”. And those outdoor, exercise, sessions, would be followed by a thorough, daily, repeat, of the inner purging, in the first of the two chambers, in my cell. This, in turn, would be followed by the regenerating, dry air, shower, in the second chamber, and all this succeeded by the first, of four, or five, dressing and milking sessions, of the “day”.

After that, I’d be laid to rest, in my weird bed, whilst receiving hydration, a spartan amount of their precious, over-chemicalised, and rather foul-tasting, water-supply, and some meagre portion of liquid sustenance, via whatever mouth-piece, had been substituted, for the gagging I had suffered during my sperm-donation, process.

Then I would be treated to a 15 minute episode of the Epicaean Culture Radio Show, compliments of my inner voice, before I slipped into the short, two hour, or so, sleep, induced by whatever drugs had been administered with my refreshments.

Also, I was being fed a constant trickle of some powerful aphrodisiac, drug, in the same food source, that meant I retained at least a semi-erect penis, at all times, and one that was primed to react, impressively, each time a suitable bondage, and/or, dressing stimulus, was provided.

It was this sustained, staying power, that impressed me most, and I was learning to admire my well-behaved, penis, as much as I loved the clothing and stringent bondage, inflicted upon my body.

And now, after my first four, proper, milking sessions, I was rewarded with a royal feast, of the same, rather bland, liquid food, to be enjoyed at a more leisurely pace, as I lay, bolted to my bed, by my series of metal arcs.

Only, this time, the boring, commentary, which was imprinting itself, almost unwittingly, upon my cerebral matter, would be omitted, as I fell into a deep, deep, induced coma, of a sleep, and recharged my inner batteries.

Meanwhile, my hosts, read all my bodily indicators, as I enjoyed a full 9 earth hours, of sleep. I suspect they were also monitoring me, to see if they could increase the proposed milkings, to the five, or even, a possible six, a day, as had been threatened, in my initial introduction, to this phase of my new life.

Anyway, I awoke to another, entirely novel, situation. And I think I caught my guards, off-guard, as I woke, in darkness, and certainly, slightly sooner than had been anticipated, from my imposed slumber.

Whereas before, each time I awoke, my bonds and my face covering had been already removed, as if by an invisible, magical, hand, I was aware that, this “morning” after my prolonged sleep, I awoke to a chamber, still in complete, “night-time”, darkness, and I was still glued, tight, to my cot. The cell was eerie, and I could see nothing, bar the little glow from the metallic monster, drowsing in the corner. It was an un-nerving, feeling.

And, as I lay there, with time to reflect on all that I could remember, since that fateful night, back in my apartment, the light in the cell, slowly, slowly, began to brighten, almost imperceptibly, as an artificial sunrise, was created, by the gradual brightening, from the cell-floor, upwards, around the whole area.

It happened so realistically, like a great red, sun, rising at home, that a neighbourly, cock-crowing, as well as some, early morning, bird-song, would not have seemed out of place!

But, of course, there was no crowing, of cockerels, or singing, of sparrows. Just a gradual, relaxed, awakening, that was designed to rouse me, slowly, and gently, from my hard-earned, additional, slumbers.

And, as the first light, began to creep up the walls of my chamber, like the golden rays of morning, sunlight, spreading across a cornfield, the metal arcs, that had bound me, dropped away, and utterly vanished, one, by one, leaving my red-leather attired, body, to stretch and adjust, to its temporary freedom.

The cone-shaped headgear, reading, and calibrating, my body signals, and, I suspect, my thoughts, also, had gone, and I was free to luxuriate and enjoy the blossoming of my new day, as the clever lighting, took a full hour, to become, the equivalent, of total “daylight”.

“Good morning, Simone,” the voice, eventually, welcomed me, seemingly unaware that I’d lain there, awake, for more than 90 earth minutes, “And we are pleased that you have enjoyed a good, sound sleep. Now, are you ready for the rigours of this new day?”

“Will it be like yesterday?” I asked, fearful of a repeat of the iron mask, incident, but not really expecting a response.

“Each day, here, will follow a similar pattern,” the voice replied, helpfully. “You did well yesterday, and we are happy to consider, increasing the gifting of your sperm, to up to 5 times, today. But we shall confirm that later. First, as will become your routine, each new day, it is important that you get some exercise, to remain fit and healthy. And then you must be cleansed, your body refreshed, and you are to be re-shrouded in Sensateen, to continue with the formal activities of the day. Please stand, now, at the foot of your bed.”

I was grateful, actually, to stand on my own two feet, and I marvelled, as this second day, of this thrilling adventure, began with another strange, re-dressing.

I stroked, fondly, at the pretty red and diamante, rhinestone, corset, and skirt, I wore, and I admired the high boots, but, almost as I was re-acquainting myself to them, and enjoying the sight of them, adorning my feminised body, the same weird sensation I had experienced 5 or 6 times, now, began, all over, again.

I watched, as my high, red and diamante boots, diminished.

I gasped, as the vivid red was replaced by a rather bland, rather, non-interesting, and non-erotic, white. Or, so it seemed!

And I almost laughed, out loud, as the red corset, too, disappeared, to be replaced, but with a slight time lapse, by a body covering, that resembled a white leotard.

I laughed, because the top of my corset, receded down, my body, displaying my full, pert, girly, breasts, to all the world. If there was anyone, around, to witness it? This was the first time, I’d actually caught a full look, at them, and seeing the firm, dual, female, pendants, hanging there, in contrast to the stark “bollock”, nakedness, of my male parts, below, which were revealed as the tiny red skirt, also diminished, brought an involuntary smile, to my face.

But, almost as quickly as I’d glimpsed them, the breasts disappeared from my view, again, encased in the cling of the latex rubber covering, that replaced the red, patent leather.

I was being dressed in a white, latex, body-suit. The top, like a sleeveless leotard, had broad shoulder straps, that fell to a low, neckline, above the recently revealed, and highly, revered, breasts, that pushed at the rubber now constricting them, as the latex covering descended down my body.

It stopped short of my crotch, and separated off, into six, latex, drooping suspenders, that fell, three each, down either thigh. And then, from these suspenders, white, latex, stockings, attached themselves, to my bare flesh, and gradually followed the rapidly, receding, red leather, thigh boots, down my legs.

Soon, each pale leg, was encased in a brilliant white, latex stocking, that attached to my upper body covering by the six, latex suspenders, that held the two halves of my body suit, together. And, between the white of my enclosed legs, and the white of my, constricted upper body, pressing to the stretchy rubber coating, there was a small, but significant, bare oasis, of pale flesh, where my hairless, scrotum, and my already, erected, cock, sat in the middle of the barren-ness, that was my crotch.

But, these, too, were soon to be covered, and I squealed, as I felt something familiar, happening below.

I felt the hard nose, of some mischievous little critter, start to prod at my rectum. I knew, immediately, that another invasion, down there, was about to recur, and I tried to bring my slightly spread legs, together, to combat any such intervention. But it was useless, I was too late. In any case, I found myself rooted, as I’d experienced before, and the invasive being, was not to be deterred from its Mission Possible.

As I wriggled, and writhed, my white-suited, body, the uninvited guest, wriggled and writhed its way, into my affections, as the warming bulb of rubber, wended its way, upward, and inward.

I dared to look what was happening, as I felt a pressure upon my erect penis, too. As I looked downward, beyond the limits of my latex “leotard”, and to the space between my neat suspenders, I realised a stiffer, rubber casing, was forming itself, like a pair of chastity panties, around my entire groin area.

As well as the intrusion, to my most private, inner sanctum, a stiff, latex sheath, was growing, and pressing, around my testicles, and then extending along the length of my penis’s shaft. And, clearly, attached to the inside of these stiff, panties, a bulbous dildo, was making its slow, and expanding journey, up my anus.

Soon, I felt the stiff rubber, of my new chastity pants, clinging to my rounded buttocks, and connecting back to itself, below my waistline, to form a complete sheath of rubber enclosing all my male tackle. And now, my sheathed penis, was projecting straight upward, and pointing, directly, at my amazed eyes, as though, like a gun, pointed to my head, as three, strong, rubber straps, connected the waving appendage, and held it, still, and back, to the main, rubber, panties. The three straps, crossed the shaft, at the very base, above my scrotum casing, in the centre, and at a point, just an inch below the head of my rather magnificent, rod, of reddened flesh, and muscle, and then, they connected back to the rubber pants by some unseen fasteners, holding the penis, so its bloated head, almost touched my belly button.  And as well as holding my penis rigid, to my crotch, the pants were doing a pretty, darned good, job, of holding my inner guest, dildo, comfortably lodged into place, where it had made itself, at home.

The bulb, inside me, was not as big as others I had suffered, and certainly not as big as that which would, soon, be used to purge me. It was nestled, reasonably comfortably, inside, and I felt okay about it. I could live with it! Well, did I have a choice?

But I felt less easy at what was happening around my neck, and face.

Another, stiffer, rubber casing, now seemed to be taking on a life of its own, around my neck. A firm collar, of rubber, was encircling my neck and clawing its way, up my chin, to push my chin into an unnatural, upward, slant, forcing my whole head backward, and my eyes, to the lowest part of the ceiling, above.

It was like a posture collar I had already experienced, but this collar, was in the same, white, latex, as all my other attire, and it grew, and expanded, up my lower face, until it cupped my chin, in a solid formed, goblet, of rubber, that extended down my front, to form a V shape and fill in the bare space, above my covered breasts.

I gasped, as I felt my head pressed up and back, and I now lost sight of my own state, as I looked up towards the furthest corned of the room, everything below that sight-line, now extinguished, from my view.

I was aware of the footwear, beginning to enclose my toes and then grow up each foot, and ultimately, up each ankle. Sadly, I could not watch, the erotic display, as the startling, white, latex, ankle boots, literally grew, to each leg.

These, sissy, boots, were only to ankle length, but had the most extravagant heel, I had been forced to wear. It must have stood 5, or more, inches tall, like a stiletto knife blade, at each heel. This forced each latex-stockinged, foot, down, at a ridiculous angle, almost vertical, to the floor. Fortunately, each stiletto-heeled, boot, also had a moderate, platform sole, but, certainly, less than an inch, in height, that compensated, to a degree, for the height of heel, I had to master.

I was certain that I was to topple forward, from the sheer elevation, forced upon me, and I attempted to throw out my arms, to try and steady myself. But my arms refused to be thrown out! Nor did I take the tumble, I fully anticipated.

Strange forces, were at work, constantly, on my body, it seemed, and I jiggled, a little, to adapt to the height of my heels, but I remained firmly rooted, where I had been posed.

And, meanwhile, the narrow, laces, like ribbons of white latex, began to thread themselves, through each metal eyelet, that ran up either side of the central tongue of rubber, that concealed the gap between the two front halves of each boot, and, eventually, the laces tied themselves off, if a fancy, feminine, white, latex bow, at the pinnacle of each, calf-high, boot.

And so, my latex enclosed legs, were now fitted with an unwieldy pair of latex boots, that, somehow, I was going to be expected to walk in! I really did not envisage how!

I opened my mouth, to utter my complaint, to the wardrobe mistress, to only find that my lips, already been sealed. My attention to balancing had distracted me, from what was happening above, and I hadn’t felt the rubber hooding, that now covered my face, filled my mouth, and was about to engulf my eyes.

I was helpless to prevent it, as my useless arms, flopped by my side, and the latex, slowly encased my entire, flushed, face, leaving my dark red hair, that flowed down either side of the hooded features, free.

As the last of the rubber casing covered my eyes, I realised that small perforations, in the mask, at each eye, permitted a very weird perception of the outside world. I was not entirely blinded, which was a relief, but opaque, white, rubber goggles, much like swim goggles were now, forming over the top of the latex mask, attaching to it by way of a continuous strap of white rubber extending around my startling, red, head, of hair.

And thus, ultimately, I was, indeed, blinded. I wondered what the point of the perforations was, if they were to be covered, with the strange, blinding, goggles, in any case.

“Patience, Simone!” I almost heard the voice say. “All shall become clear!”

Now I felt the fingers of my twin hands immobilize, as stiffened, flat, paddle-like, mitts, of rubber, extended from the wrists, down, until each hand and all fingers, and thumbs, were enclosed within the stiffened confines of the bondage mittens. I tried to move my fingers, but found the resistance of the stiffened rubber, held each, flat out, like an oval bat, unable to respond to my instructions.

And then the arms were taken behind me, and I felt some kind of binding, join the two paddles, palms flat together, as though in a downward, backward, prayer. And my bondage and dressing seemed, almost, complete.

I say, almost, because now, I felt the sensation of a rubber arm-binder, like a deep, V-shaped, sack, of stiffer rubber, bring my conjoined arms even closer together, as my elbows were forced in, by the tightening bag, developing, and extending, up the two arms, and holding them, tight, to my back, as well as, together.

Of course, I couldn’t see it, my goggles prevented it, but like the entire rest of my rubber encasement, the armbinder, was pure white and pure tight, as it did the job of keeping both arms constrained, to an ultimate, degree, behind me.

Did I say this change of outfit was non-interesting? And non-erotic? I wish to withdraw that earlier statement. I was now coming to an entirely, different, conclusion!

I tried to shake my head, to loosen my blinding goggles, as I felt an odd weight, pull at the base, of the rubber, arm-glove. And I felt something tighten around each ankle at a point immediately where my cute, white, latex, boots, culminated in their fancy, fussy, latex bows.

A chain of silvery, almost white metal, was descending to the floor, from the silvered ring, at the end of my arm-binder, to join the very short chain, that joined my two legs together, above the calf, and joined to the tight, sturdy, leg cuffs, that encircled each limb.

I was bound and chained, like a high risk, prisoner, in leg cuffs, that would impede my walking, and, with my arms, entombed, behind me, the prospect of me moving anywhere, fast, seemed, unlikely.

Then I felt the harness, that must have descended from the intricate works above, brush my face, and shoulders, as it lowered, to attach itself, not only to my underarms, and upper torso, but, also, to my stiffened, posture, collar, that already forced my head, skyward.

I struggled to comprehend what was happening, as rubbery, stretchy, tethers, joined to some kind of mechanised transporter, above, me, encircled my upper body, and attached themselves to me, as they held my rigid neck, and my hooded head, straight, and forward, and lifted, in proud pose.

I wanted to scream, in protest at my treatment, but my mouth was plugged, with some kind of rubber bulb, that filled the void, under my mask, and was held there by the force of the chin cup, of my stiffened collar, pressing my lower jaw, upward.

I speculated that the bulbous gag, and the forgotten bulb, up my anus, too, were probably, both, the same, brilliant white, as everything else, I wore. I would never know!

And now, my bondage really was complete, and I heard a low drone, as my freshly-attached, body-harness, from above, slowly came to life and moved along its trackway, in the ceiling, to propel me forward, as I, too, regained the motion in my limbs, and joined it, on its spectacular, first, outing.

As I moved forward, I felt the pressure on each leg, as the ungainly height of each, boot heel, made every, tiny, mincing, step, tricky. And I soon found that the metal chains joining my two booted ankles to my bound and bagged, arms, meant that each step I could take, had to be limited to the 5 or 6 inches of movement, allowed me, by my rubber and steel, fetters.

I took the first, two, hesitant, steps, and congratulated myself on successfully, moving a full 8 inches, or so, from my starting grid. But there was no time to indulge myself, as I realised the mechanical harness, half supporting, and half carrying, me, was not in the mood to join in my celebrations and persisted on moving forward, at the same, slow, unstoppable, pace.

I was nearly dragged the next 8 inches, of floor, as I relied on the harness to take my body weight, as I tried to get my legs, and body, and immobilised arms, to balance on the high pinnacles, of stiletto. I managed the next steps, and then stumbled and got dragged again. And so, we proceeded, admittedly, at no more than a snail’s pace, as I battled to cope with the extreme limitations, put upon me.

And, as we neared the far wall, of my cell, the one with the blackened, smoked glass, opaque, screen, two things occurred.

Slowly, the dark, glass screen, slid open, and, at the same time, the goggles on my outer hooding, flipped open like two blinkers, one out to the left, one to the right, allowing me, just a modicum, of sight, straight ahead of me, through the tiny holes in my hooding, as the bright, artificial, outdoor, sunlight, hit me, like a wall of deafening sound.

At this point, I was just at the threshold of the doorway, to the outer recreation area, though I suspected, this was not going to be a walk in the park!

Opposite me, across a large circular, area of common ground, I could just see another figure, dressed exactly as myself, in head-to-toe, white, also stepping out, in their moving harness.

As I caught a fleeting glimpse of the strange white figure, my twin, our disabled eyes must have met, briefly, and I could see that my twin partner, was experiencing the exact same lack of control, over their deportment, as I was.

We both, virtually, fell out of our doorways, as the harnesses, once again, took the main weight of our latex-covered, bodies, and we were dragged out, onto our exercise track.

At this point, my harness switched direction and turned a sharp right, just as my companion’s, must have done the same, tricky manoeuvre. And we both set off to walk, an anti-clockwise circuit, around the outside track, of the large, circular stadium, guided by our robotic transporter.

I was forced to look more upward, than forward, by the strain on my neck and head, and I observed the blue, almost cloudless sky, above. It looked so real, and yet you could see, from the curvature of the dome roof, covering our walkway, that it was falsely projected onto the surface above. As the clouds moved across the dome, and disappeared off the edges, they distorted slightly, with the dip, and curvature, of the giant screen, they were illuminating.

I never saw my fellow traveller, again, this day. Our eyes were fixed to face forward, and he moved, at the same, slow, dramatic, pace, as I did, and so, was always half a circuit behind me, and diametrically, opposite. But I would meet him, each “morning” at the same, precise time, and in the same precise, fashion, throughout my entire stay here. And, despite never speaking to him, or ever meeting under less stringent conditions, I think we formed a kind of strange, bond. It was gratifying to know that someone else was experiencing exactly the same, stringent, treatment, as me. And I took comfort knowing I was not alone.

And, I was to discover, all 24 of us, guesting in this section of the vast reproductive plant, were paired, and timed, to go out, each day, for their regular exercise. And during the hour-long exercise session, which is what we both faced, not one guest, on one side of the complex, would ever meet another, from the opposite side, unless, like me, they were destined to spend, an allocation, of time, in the Pleasure Dome. And, even there, our times together, would be under highly controlled, conditions.

And so, I stumbled along, certain that my opposite number, being dragged along, at the exact same pace, on the exact same track, wearing the exact same blinkered goggles, that made any peripheral vision, impossible, was having the same problems, walking in his ultra-high, heels, as I was.

I measured the distance, very roughly, from my exit doorway, to the opposing, open doorway. It must have been, I guessed, around 200m, maybe less than that, if I compared it, to half a standard, running track. So, I’d say 150m. And that took me around 400 of my tiny steps and a good ten to fifteen minutes.

I struggled on, each mincing step, taking a good deal of concentration and effort, to remain upright, and, more than half the time, fearing I would take a topple. And, when I did, the harness would carry on, regardless, on its relentless mission to teach me to walk in tall heels.

Another ten minutes passed, and I noted, as I drew close, that I was about to reach my still open doorway. I guessed my companion was also feeling the relief, as he approached his. We must both, have laboured now, for a good 20, maybe 25, minutes, and I was hoping one lap was all that was required, for this first, superhuman, effort.

But my open doorway, came, and it went! And I realised at least one more lap would be required, before any let-up, from this hellish exercise.

And then, almost imperceptibly, the harness I wore, moved ahead of me, faster than before. The pace had increased. Only by a little, but sufficiently to put me almost back to square one, as I panicked and quickened my step, to attempt to keep up. The next half lap, certainly went quicker, maybe shaving a fifth of the time, off my previous, personal, best. I wondered how many more steps, I’d done, to get this far. I’d lost count after my approximation at 400, and that was an eon ago!

And, as the minutes ticked by, in my head, I felt the ache in my front calf muscles, at the strain put on my downward pointed feet. Surely, this time, as I neared the inviting doorway, to my cell, there would be some, respite?

But again, the doorway, came and went. So, tantalisingly near, and yet, so far!

And, again, I noted the gradual speed up, of my transporter, as the pace quickened, a second time.

What I hadn’t spotted, was that I was actually stumbling and playing, catch-up, far less, now, on this third circuit, than I had on my first, or second. My focus was all on staying upright, and on keeping up. And, somehow, miraculously, it was working. The lesson, hard as it was, was a masterclass in feminine deportment.

I virtually sailed past the opposite cell, covering the distance that had taken more than ten minutes, at first attempt, in around 8 minutes, on this lap. And I was, noticeably, more confident, and less prone to gaffs, now counting only 3, slight mis-footings, for the 150, or so, metres, traversed.

Another, 8 minutes, brought me, full circle, and back to home base, and, by now, I felt on the edge of despair, and was fit to fall. No way could any merciful being, alien or otherwise, allow this torture to proceed beyond the 45 or 50 minutes, we’d plodded on. Surely?

But I was wrong. The doorway came. The sanctuary of my secure home, meaning more to me now, than ever, passed me by. And I set off, at a speedier pace, as the machine above geared up one notch, and I proceeded, on my fourth lap.

I groaned into my rubber-stuffed, mouth, as the realization hit me. Now, I really did start to make fundamental errors, and miss steps, as sheer exhaustion, began to play its part.

But that final lap, despite a few tumbles and the ensuing, corrective jerks, from my understanding, supporter, took less than 10 minutes. And the relief was palpable, as we finally, ground to a halt, before my beloved chapel of rest, and the harness and mechanism, took a sharp right turn, to face me to my open doorway, and then we took the last, few, painful, steps, as we re-entered paradise.

As we halted, where it had all begun, at the foot of my bed, I took a moment, to catch my breath and reassure myself, that both feet and legs, still functioned, as the muscular pain, from my travails, rose up each limb.

And then I was aware of the temperature cooling, as my latex body-suit, started to peel away, to be replaced, with the long-forgotten, red, Sensateen robe, that I had been awarded, 27 or 28 hours, previously.

The lovely, sissy boots were gone, and my feet were bare, and showing no signs of bruising or bleeding, following their maltreatment. The strange, blinker goggles, and hooding and mouth-filling went, along with the stiff posture collar, and all the harness, apart from two gentle grips, that held me, under my now, red-robed, arms.

And then I was lifted, bodily, towards the first of the two transparent chambers, the one where the robotic plungers were all set to purge my bowels, of any accumulated, waste products.

And I realised, that this, in a teacup, was my whole existence, for the next 6 “days”. And I looked forward to it, with some trepidation, and dread, as the transparent, semi-circle, halves, of my cleaning, chamber, closed on me, my feet were spread to the floor, and anchored there, my arms were raised to shed myself of the old Sensateen robe, before they, too, were fixed apart, and the robotic arms, reared their ugly heads, from the floor, between my feet, as they prepared to enter me, and surround me, and abuse my body, as they purged me of my “sins” and prepared me for my next 27 hours, of  forced, milking.

This was going to be a very, arduous, week. And I wondered what trials and tribulations, lay ahead, before I would see the light, at the end of this long, long, tunnel!

Chapter TEN

My Transfer to the Pleasure Dome

My seventh, full sleep, came and went, and I was, again, awake early. This morning, it was because I knew I was to enjoy a change of scenery. Of course, I had no idea what awaited me, at the Pleasure Dome, I was to be taken to, but it was a change. And, as my dear old mom, always used to tell me, “A change, is as good as a rest!”

And, boy-o-boy, or perhaps, girl-o-girl, was I ready, for that rest!

I counted my days, by the number of times my attire was altered, by the number of creative ways, I was restrained, and by the volume of successful milkings, that I managed to gift, to the “Great Epicaean Nation”, as I was constantly reminded, they were, by my thrice daily “history briefings”.

After the second, and third, day, where they forced me to deliver five, and then six, donations, I think even they realised they were expecting too much, of poor, little Simone, and we reverted to the initial four.

So, over the course of the 7, artificially-created, Earth days, they received 31 generous, hordes, of my personal treasure, and, even now, after some genetic modification, so that my male seed, matched the genetic make-up of their own, female, seed, I was assured that the first recipients, were already, happy benefactors, of my generosity.

I also suffered 6, successive “exercise” sessions, each more arduous than the last. That first experience, on Day 2, was bad and, to be honest, the worst. No future session lived up to that first one, for the sheer strain, put upon feet, and body. But each day, they piled on the pressure, to keep me, and my fellow traveller, on our toes. On Day 3, the height of heel was increased by a half inch, from the previous day, and the route by an additional lap.

By Day 6, my compatriot, and I, were up to a full, and awesome, 6 inch heel, a diminished platform sole, and 7 laps, all done at the 8 minute, per lap, rate, we had achieved on our fourth circuit, of Day 2.

I can’t speak for my rarely-glanced, friend, but, after 6 testing sessions, I was pretty competent at walking in heels, NOW! And the regular three, and four, and even five, inches, we’d be expected to wear, in the Pleasure Dome, would be no handicap. As my dear old mom used to tell me, “Practise makes . . . .” Well, maybe NOT PERFECT. Not yet! But I was getting there. And it felt incredibly sexy, to strut my stuff, in high, high, heels, whilst my pert buttocks, and my firm breasts, swayed, both before, and after me!

But today, was to be different.

I was on my way to a different kind of dome. I was going to the Pleasure Dome, and the thought of it, both thrilled, and frightened.

I felt, I knew just about everything I needed to know, about Epicea, and its good, womenfolk. I’d suffered around 20 of their documentary series, one after each, but the final, milking session, of each, strenuous day. But they had not told me anything I wanted to know about their Pleasure Dome.

I had gathered that only a very few of their own men-folk, made the privileged position of being employed, there. And the rest of the transient staff, was made up of a specially selected few, of the lucky, earthling, humans, who were picked just to work there, or those, like me, that had the best, (or was it the worst?) of both worlds!

I knew we were there to serve and entertain those Epicaean females, in wealthy enough, jobs, to afford us, or those in high positions, of power, that had no need to work and therefore, needed entertaining, to fill their void lives. But, not once, had my inner voice, revealed to me, exactly what our function was.

Oh! But I did know, we didn’t get paid! Although the clients, paid for our services, we saw none of the benefit. I guess, we got full bed and board, and lodging. And a work uniform! What else does a girl need?

But I knew I needed a rest from the constant, and wearing, harvesting process. And I was excited, because I heard the clothes were even more exotic than those I’d experienced in the past week . . . . . and I’d already worn some gloriously, sissy, creations!

And so, it was with some excitement, that I watched my sassy, royal blue, satin gown, of the previous day’s final harvest session, gradually disappear, this final 8th day, as it was replaced by the full green of the latest Sensateen robe, I had been furnished with, the previous morn. And then that was whipped from me, and it was with a renewed, enthusiasm, that I faced my last inner purging of the week, and my last air-shower, before we got to, what was for me, the “Main Event”, and I discovered my dress code for the day, and my mode of transport, from this place of science, to the centre of Epicaean culture.

The purging was as uncomfortable as usual, though I was getting more accustomed to it. And the feeling after it, of complete emptiness, was, actually, quite pleasant. But the air shower was my favourite treat. Just like the jacuzzi effect, I’ve described, I always emerged, from my dry clean, utterly refreshed, totally re-energised, and ready to face the rigours of a new day.

And so, I stood there, patiently, as the air currents cleansed my outer shell, and re-juvenated my coating of bodily Sensateen, ready to deliver my new gown and shaking, with some anticipation, at what my outfit may be.

And then the glorious, full-length, purple, Sensateen gown, descended over my released arms, and floated down my body, feeling gloriously, light, and silkier, than ever. It floated me like a thousand fluttering butterflies, covering my body, in their gossamer wings, and tickling at my newly sensitized skin.

And then I was invaded by my inner voice, that informed me, “This is a special robe, of Sensateen, for you today, Simone, as it is a special day. This is a new advance, and a modification of the material, so that its effects will last the full week, you are away from us. Even now, we are working on an even more sensitive material, that may last several weeks, but this will easily endure for your full time, at the Pleasure Dome. The regimen there is quite different, in many ways, to your time here. I cannot tell you more, as you will be briefed, upon arrival, with your fellow invitees. However, this is the only robe of Sensateen you shall possess, for your time there. Enjoy!”

And so, sporting my fabulous new purple robe, I exited my showering chamber, in excited anticipation of what the day would bring.

And I was not to be disappointed.

Almost as soon as I stood in the usual spot, at the foot of my hovering bed, I felt the gown I wore, begin to transform and alter, both in weight, and in form.

The purple, satin silky, material, rose up my legs, as the same time that my feet became encased in the beginnings of the wondrous, purple, leather boots, that began to take shape, up my legs.

At the same time, I felt the sleeves, of my new gown, receding and felt my arms, slowly enveloped in the softest, of soft, leather, as the glorious, silky, smooth, purple gloves, grew up my arms, to match the exquisite boots, below.

As the boots, ascended up, and over, my knees, hugging each, in their silken embrace, I saw a strange leather thong, begin to encircle my now exposed hips.

At the same time, the feel of my shrinking dress transformed and I felt the high, frilled, satin collar, tease at my neck, as I watched fascinated, at the leather thonging, down below, wrapping itself around my ball sac, and then, literally, growing, like a clinging ivy, out along the shaft of my semi-erect, cock.

As this was happening, the dress was slowly taking shape, as a lighter purple, almost a dark lilac, but a lesser shade, of purple, than my gloves or boots, enclosed my body, in the grip of the tight satin bodice, and the flared, pretty, satin skirt, that descended from the high waistline, immediately under the firm breasts, I had now enjoyed, carrying, for a full 7 days. The waistline, or, rather, the lower bustline, was pulled in by a broad, darker purple, sash ribbon, that encircled my body and tied in a huge, sissy bow, at the back.

And, meanwhile, my penis, now wrapped up in its tight leather thong, was being taken back, to stand erect, at my crotch, the swollen head, pointing directly upward, to my hidden belly button, the way it had been secured, each morning, for my walking sessions.

And now, a very pale lilac, net underskirt, was forming, just inches above where my delightfully high, purple boots ended, and beginning to hide the restrained penis, under three layers of net and light satin, petticoats. These dipped below the short hem of my heavier satin, frock, and so gave a nice, fussy, frilled, hemline to my beautiful, girly, outfit. It put me in mind of a very ornate, little girl’s Church Holy Communion frock, all ribbons and bows, and so, so, sleek and smooth and, well, so sexy. At least, for a male adult, to find herself wearing!

Perhaps this was my “Christening frock” for my introduction to the Pleasure Dome. At least, that was the way I was going to view it.

I loved it, and, as the last little touches were put to the ruffled ends of the little satin and lace, cap sleeves, that descended just far enough, down my shoulders, to meet the extremes of the wonderfully, silken leather, gloves, I shuddered with the thrill of wearing such a sissified dress.

By now, the boots had formed, completely and now encased each leg, right up, to my crotch, and under the pale lilac underskirts, in their silken, leathery, grip. These boots, unlike many I’d worn, were not decorated in any way, and did not, even, appear to have any zip, or other fastening. They were simple, unadorned, plain, soft, smooth, columns of leather, that gripped each leg, and glinted in the light and lit up my face, with a self-satisfied, smile. And they were all the sexier, for being so plain, and yet so tight, as they cloyed at my flesh.

I would forgive my “bosses” for tying up my penis so uncomfortably, on this occasion, now they had gifted me with such a beautiful frock! It was simply, the most feminine thing, I’d ever worn, thus far, and I felt aroused just running my bare fingers, that protruded from the ends of my lush, fingerless gloves, down the tight satin bodice, and pushing down the short length of flared skirt, that refused to be pushed down, as the net and satin petticoats, forced it back up, like a springy, ballerina’s tutu.

And then I realised my hair, had also changed, growing both longer, as well as, darker, as the previously blonde locks, now turned  a deep purple to match both the boots and gloves, as well as the long, beautifully manicured, deep purple, gloss-painted, nails, that had formed, on each hand.

And, as I felt the paint applied to my pouting lips, to turn them to the same shade of purple, I felt the long swirl of hair, that almost descended to my high waist, taken up, and scraped from my face, to be put into an exotic, tower of bunched hair, held by a twisted, satin ribbon, that ended in a large, purple, satin, bow, and then, above this tower, the rest of my long locks, fell  into a loose, hanging, pony tail, that drooped down my back, and swished, from side to side, as I turned my head, to try and catch a glimpse of it.

And then, I was done. A vision of sheer, erotic, beauty, dressed , from head, to toe, in a heady, mix of, pale purple, lilac and deep purple, hair, and satin, leather boots, and leather gloves, and carefully applied, and perfectly executed, make-up.

“Well, Simone, you look a picture. Really stunning. And soon your escort will be there to take you to the transport, which will carry you, to your new home. Have fun. And we look forward to welcoming you back, to our Reproduction Centre, in a day’s time.”

And that, by the way, was going to be, a long, long, Epicaean Day, some 190 hours ahead of me!

My “escort” turned out to be the same two guards that had attended me, at different times, all through my strenuous week. The same two, that played at being Egyptian Priestesses, the same two that were my Epicaean Secret Police, and the same two that had ritually sacrificed me, upon an ever-changing, altar, several times, during our days, together. And, like every other time, our paths had crossed, they spoke not a single word.

In fact, I wasn’t even sure they were the same two females, each time. Perhaps, they were different aliens, taking the exact same, human form?

I’d never know, because they were so intent on doing their job, professionally, that this humourless façade, they both presented, would never be dropped.

And today was no different. As one took my gloved hands, in front of me, and secured them with the familiar, digital, handcuffs, the other was forcing a large, purple, ball of rubber, in between my purple lips. And when that had silenced any objections, that I may have wished to voice, she secured a purple, leather, blindfold, over my eyes, that dropped to meet the ball in my mouth, as my pert nose popped out of the little triangular, cut-out, in the purple leather, that ensured the blindfold stayed neatly, in place, over my blinded eyes.

And we were off, to my transporter. Wherever that lay, and whatever form, that took.

We walked for around 5 minutes, my boot heels click-clacking, in time to theirs, on the hard floor, beneath my booted legs. I walked perfectly well in what I assessed to be around three inches of boot heel. No problem!

My training sessions had stood me in good stead!

And so, we clicked clacked, our way, merrily, down the corridors, the sound echoing off the walls, one escort, at either side, guiding me, until we reached, some kind of, underground, station.

I only know this later, as I was not allowed to see what was happening, or where we were, or, indeed, where I was going.

But we arrived at an underground platform, where a single track, or a steely, monorail, carried transporters, of different shapes and sizes, along the solo rail, that, once out of the station, split off to several different key areas.

And, waiting to take me to the ball, was Cinderella’s carriage!

In fact, I was lifted bodily, to sit aside a very futuristic, sort of motor-bike.

I was to see and experience this form of transport several times, But today, was to be the first, and I can only describe it, in the knowledge of what I have since witnessed.

It was a sleek, squared off version of a bike, but with no obvious workings. Its shell, was made of a gleaming, glinting metal, that sat astride, the single track, and pointed off to a tunnel, in the near distance. Once beyond there, the track split 8 different ways, with four tracks, designated, for outward traffic, and four tracks, to accommodate the inward-coming, traffic.

My coach was headed to the Pleasure Dome, around 40 minutes travelling time away, and I was to spend it, blinded and secured to my bike.

I was lifted up and a booted leg, taken over the padded central seat, and pressed back to the high back rest, that also, provided a generous level of padded comfort.

So, I now sat astride my “horse”, for it was like a beautifully, engineered, silver horse, with black, leather saddle, that I now rode. I had one booted leg, dangling either side of my shining steed. And my cuffed hands, out in front feeling for any kind of hold.

Now, the harness, like an elaborate, car, seat-belt, was brought over each satin-clad shoulder and little padded bits, nestled into each capped sleeve, to ensure that the Princess aboard, was held firmly, but comfortably. Then a central lap-strap, was brought around, from either side, and a central strap, between my spread legs, came up the middle. And there, all of the 4 other restraints, met the large, sturdy, groin strap, between my legs, and pressing to my trapped penis, where they clicked, securely into a substantial, pentagonal, metal buckle, that held all the other straps, in a bundle, at my lap.

I heard them click in, each restraint, and then adjust them so they held me, back, firm and fixed, to the high, padded, back-rest.

And then I heard the faint keying in of the security code, at my wrists, as the digital cuffs were released, and I groped, again, for something to hold on to.

But I felt each gloved arm, guided down a short tube, and, at the end of each separated, tube, my bare finger-ends, felt a set of narrow handle-bars, and I knew to grip these, just like the handles of a bicycle.

And then the tubes, that my arms had been threaded down, tightened and constricted, gripping the soft leather of my gloves, firm, as they shrank in size, to grasp each leather-coated, forearm, in a new kind of bondage restraint.

At this point, and in unison with the arm threading, I was aware that my back rest, had now tilted forward, so I was arched forward and gripping to my handle grips, like a racing cyclist, leaning in, to her bike, to form the least wind resistance. But my position was forced upon me by the forward tilt of my back-rest, and I had no choice, but to assume, that crouched forward, position.

It was a weird position for me to adopt, dressed in such feminine, satin and lace, finery, and now the position became even more, unladylike, as they dealt with each of my high-booted, legs.

Somewhere below, and slightly to the rear of my seat, were two open toed, foot rests, resembling the sporty pedals, of a racing bike, that you slot the points of your feet, into, in order to give you some traction, to pedal.

Only these were of the same, glinting, silvery metal, as the rest of my stallion, and they were deep enough to slot each foot, virtually fully, into.

So they worked either side of me, to get each booted toe, and then most of the foot, into place, before I felt more metal close around my taken back legs, and then tighten, to enclose the legs, fully, from knee , down to ankle, and then from, ball of foot, to toe.

With my head forward, and my hands gripped to the narrow bars, at the ends of the constricting arm tunnels, and my body harnessed to the slanted forward, seat, and now my legs, splayed back, either side, and held adequately, in their leg, and foot, holders, I felt like I was about to do 100 laps of the Superbike, World Championship challenge. And the prospect of travelling like this, unseeing, and gagged, and completely secured, to my “space-age horse” both frightened, me, and sent the most exhilarating tremor of utter excitement, through me.

The final act of my kind, attentive, unspeaking, railway staff, was to press a button, which activated a clear plastic bubble, that rose around me, like the cockpit of a fighter jet, so that I was completely enclosed within my metal “horse”, and the race could begin.

And we set off, at a fair lick, I can tell you.

The silver steed, galloped, silently out of its, starting gate, and down the first straight, as though a jet-propelled, drag car, had been released. Of course, protected as I was, in my bubble, I didn’t feel the rush of air, as we entered the tunnel. Nor did my world turn from light, to dark. My world was already dark! But I felt the speed and in my crouched position, I visualised myself, atop a missile, shot, from its cannon, and now racing to its target. And it really took my breath away.

Admittedly, after that first, terrifying, impetus, the pace slowed a little and I was able to enjoy the ride, as if the only one, to be riding a scary theme-park, rollercoaster ride, for the first time. My mount coped admirably, with the bends and curves and, occasional, ups and downs, of the long route, and, after an initial rush of adrenalin, I settled to my confined position, determined to enjoy the experience and to try and smile for that hidden camera, THAT ALWAYS TAKES YOUR PICTURE, AT THE END OF THE STEEPEST DROP!

I was almost disappointed, some 40 minutes later, when my solo journey, came to an end. I’d been able to let my mind float and stray, as the amazing carrier, did all the work for me. And I spent the time reflecting on the unbelievable week I’d just experienced, as well as wondering what pleasures, as well as terrors, the week, ahead, might hold, for me.

I was aware of sounds and lights, and movements, as my super-bike, finally ground to a noiseless, halt. And then I sensed the bubble around me, fade away, and my arms and legs, were released of the pressure, forced on them, from the tight grip of the metal tubular strictures, surrounding them, and my seat tilted back, to the upright position. And then I felt strong arms, but, I speculated, female arms, as they eased at the harness that had held me to the padded saddle of my trusty steed, and I was free, to be lifted clear, and find my feet, on “terra firma”, once more.

And then I was led off, and I heard a voice, to one side, saying something across me, but in a language I could not translate. But the voice sounded kindly, and not strident. And whatever was said, sounded soft-ish, and gentle, and almost like a compliment, as I sensed, one female, Epicaean warden, told the other, female, Epicaean warden, “Well we’ve got a pretty one here!”

Although, with my face half covered, by the blinding, panel of soft, purple leather, and my cheeks bulged into unusual shape by my large purple, rubber, ball-gag, I’m not sure how she came to that conclusion.

And then I must have entered a large room. The feel of a softer surface under my feet, and the change in echoing sounds, made me speculate, we were in a smaller, tighter, furnished place. And I felt myself eased into a seat, and my free arms, taken to the two arm-rests, where soft , straps, of a flexible, nature, so I took them to be made of a kind of silicon, rubber, were fitted to the arms and now circumvented my twin gloved wrists, and pressed my slender arms to the padded surface of each arm-rest.

And then my booted legs, were spread slightly, and one received two straps, at ankle and below the knee, before the other, received two more, of the same, soft, rubbery straps, that held my arms.

I felt a soft band of the same material, go across my neck, pressing my high, satin, and lace, ruffled collar, to my throat, as it held me, fast to the raised back of my seat.

And then the blindfold was removed from my eyes, placed over the back of the high rest, behind me, and my two, unseen, benefactors, slowly melted away, into the semi-darkness.

I blinked and looked around, the soft lighting of my new surrounds, allowing me to adjust easily, to the low level of illumination, and I realised I was in a room, with around 10 or 12 , of these same, high-backed chairs, all in front of me. Each one had its own, winged, high back, rest, making it impossible to see if each was occupied, but I sensed they were, mostly, and this was confirmed, as I heard movement, and saw the shadowy figures, remove a blindfold from some similar, captive, to my right, and place it over the back of the seat.

And then, the lights dimmed, even further, and I strained to look around me, but the neck collar, pressing me gently back to my seat, prevented any more games of I-Spy.

There was moment of expectant hush, before a huge screen lit up, immediately in front, and above, of the rows of high chairs, and a benign face of quite an elderly, and wise-looking, old bird, flickered into life, on the screen, before its captive audience, and a soft, and pleasant, voice, spoke, from the smiling lips;

“Welcome to the Pleasure Dome. Allow me to be the first to greet you. And I want to say welcome to those from the distant, planet, called Earth, that join us here, today, as well as the few specimens, we welcome from Planet Hydrachna. I hope you all had a pleasant journey, reaching us today, from your various departure points, around our little Queendom. And now that we have you all assembled, let me formally welcome you, and tell you a little about our facility here, and the very important role, you are all about to play, in contributing to the entertainment, and the comfort, and pleasure, of the ladies of Epicea. We hope you will enjoy your time here, with us, as much as are going to take our enjoyment, from you . . . . . . . . . . .”

And I relaxed into my seat, as I already was beginning to feel, really quite comfortable, and quite, at home!

THE END   . . . . . . . . . . . . . . for now!

Thank you for reading, and enjoying, my stories. I appreciate your interest.

Love, Paulette xx

Special treat !!!!! :- a free sample from Book 2 “Welcome to the Pleasure Dome”, available on Kindle, from January 2021. And a further sample, from Book 3, “Homeward BOUND?” which will be published in March 2021.

A sneaky peek, at Book 2 – Welcome to the Pleasure Dome

Extract from the Chapter “Pageant and Parade”

We were instructed to raise our arms, as though caught, in the midst of a bank hold-up, and a long, metal contraption was brought up to our head level, and we were carefully guided into the waiting, oval receptacles, that held my left arm at shoulder level, and then my head, in another circle of metal, within the hinged yoke, and then both Chantelle’s, left wrist, and my right wrist, within one figure of eight, loop, and Chantelle’s neck, and her right arm, in the final two ovals. Once it was all lined up, and precisely adjusted, to accommodate two necks and four wrists, the two lengths of hinged metal were closed together, locked tight, and our raised arms, and our stretched necks, were captured, within the closed metalwork. The hinged pieces quickly locked, together, with a forbidding, loud, click and clank, of metal, joining metal, and the end was locked off with some kind of digital locking device. And there we stood, shoulder to shoulder, right wrist, linked to left wrist, our heads locked within the weird contraption, and facing away from the strange chair, and its two long, carrying handles, behind us.

Whilst turned obliquely to the chair, I could see another pair of identical, white, latex-covered, twins, were being yoked, at the farther end of the sedan chair. It was clear that the four of us, were to carry, whoever, or whatever, was to be seated upon the chair itself. And from the look of all the integral straps, of black, leather, or heavy latex, dangling from the chair, at just about every point, it was clear that the occupant, of the “hot-seat”, was not, exactly, in for a comfortable, and stress-free, ride, either.

Now they began to link our lower bodies together, having ensured that we could do nothing but work co-operatively, at the top half.

My right leg, was cuffed, at the ankle and below the knee, and at the thigh, at the same time as identical cuffs were installed on Chantelle’s left leg. And then we were obliged to push our latex-booted, feet, together, and each of my cuffs, was linked with a short, connecting hasp, to the corresponding cuff on Chantelle’s side. We were being prepared for a 3-legged race! The one single-most, event, I hated at the old school-sports day, we had to endure, annually, when I was a youngster.

As soon as all three pairs of cuffs were linked together, it was clear that we could only walk if we acted, absolutely, in unison. And, very kindly, our attendants allowed us a very brief, practice, around the sedan chair, at the same time as our rear-guard, pair, were also putting their bound legs and yoked, necks and arms, to the same test.

Satisfied that, with some difficulty, we’d manage to stay upright, the two attendants now ensured our yoked arms were connected down to our free legs, with another length of chain. So, my left wrist, was chained down to my left ankle and Chantelle’s two, right limbs, were similarly connected, wrist to ankle.

And, finally, we were both fitted with a joined waist belt, that meant our hips needed to synchronise, as well as the rest of our bodies. And, to the two, weight-bearing, fastenings, set upon the outside of this, peculiar, heavy belt, was to be connected the two carrying spars, of the metal chair installation, that stood there, looking ominously, uninviting, as it waited to be claimed by its unfortunate victim.

By now, all our preparations were reaching a conclusion and then, as I looked around the scene, in our little, private corner, to see the 24 of us, all dressed, in the same, startling white, latex, rubber, and split into 6 groups of four bearers, each gathered around one of the six strange metallic, chairs, I saw the poor, six, rubber encased, she-males, that were to grace, each, of the six metal bondage seats.

They were being carefully led to our area, just about able to walk under the heavy rubber, head-to-toe, encasement, each had been forced into. The poor creature, completely shrouded in her red rubber, was led to our chair, whilst each of the others, in blue, green, yellow, purple, and bright pink, rubber, were guided to one of the other chairs.

And, for a sneak preview of the adventures waiting for poor, Simone, in the third book, “Homeward BOUND?”

Look below :-

Extract from the Chapter “Tongue and Groove”

Then I felt her strong hands, slowly raise my upper body, as she pushed some kind, of cushioning, under my torso, to protect me from the harsh flooring. I was grateful for the protection but still, utterly, worried, for the state of my exotic, clothing. I had learned to love my wedding dress and was concerned at the way it must be bunched up, around my knees, unable to stretch beyond the short post, to which my legs were now bound!

I then felt my left arm taken back and up, and my gloved hand touched the metal cross-spar, of the short pole, to which it was soon fastened, in a temporary fashion, as the left side of my body, bolstered by the cushioning beneath, was raised off the floor.

Then she attended to my right arm and took far more time over this, ensuring that the rope binding it to the horizontal bar, of the short, T-shaped, post, was pulled up, as taut and as close as was possible.

Now, my right-hand, side, was well clear of the floor and I was at a strange, twisted angle, my left side, lower, and relying on the cushion under it to support it.

After a few minutes, she must have been satisfied that she had my right arm, at the elbow, and wrist, tied as close to the metal cross-bar, as was feasible and so, she returned to the temporary binding at my left side and released that, just long enough, to haul at it and bring my body level, and my upper torso, now raised off the floor and at a roughly 45 degree angle, my hooded head, dropped down, as I struggled to cope with the strain now forced upon my two arms.

When she had secured the left arm, at the elbow and at the wrist, so that my two hands touched, as though my arms were meeting, across the length of metal cross-bar, she went over the two hands and wrists and elbows with more of the biting rope, to ensure that both were full bound along their entire, lower length.

Now, she paused to push the cushioning even further under my raised body, until I could just about get my knees, over the edge of the padding and protect them, as my body arched up, from the awkward, kneeling position, I now adopted.

I was in, some kind, of extreme, hogtie, with my ankles raised behind me and roped to whatever the contraption was, and my twin arms, taken back, till they too, were secured, tight, to the same bar and almost, met my feet, arching back towards my head.

“There, pretty, little one!” I heard, as she came back to the front of me, “I like to do my own tying whenever possible. I feel it’s necessary to bring us closer, sensually! Now, be patient, I just have to see to that pretty, leather-cased, head, of yours, and we can begin!”

Begin WHAT! I was tempted to ask the question but was too afraid of suffering another gagging, and so I held my tongue!

I felt the web of strapping going around my head, over the leather-covered crown, and under the chin. It must have been an elaborate web of leather, I would later discover it was white, as my hood, and as my ropes and my gown.

She wrestled with the several linking points, in the head harness, before each had been appropriately tightened and my hood of leather was now, forced closer to my face still, by the harness, that criss-crossed, my hooded features and tightened it all, in its intricate web, and held it fast.

I didn’t know it, but at the very crown of the head, and at the rear of the neck, where all the myriad straps, somehow connected up, were two, large, shining, rings, of metal. It was by these, that she intended raising my head, so that it formed a neat arch, in line with the rest of my body.

I squealed as she yanked, gently at first, and then with more urgency, at the rope she had threaded through the top ring, and then which had been taken around the T-post, just below the join where the horizontal bar, met the vertical.

I squealed again, as the head was forced back and up, lifting me well clear of the pad below, until only my knees were left touching the scant protective, covering.

When she was satisfied that my head was raised sufficiently, she must have taken it around the vertical post, a couple of times before feeding it back to the ring at my harnessed neck. Again, she carefully threaded the end through this, and then pulled it back once more to the T-bar.

She managed to raise my head another few inches, before she was satisfied, that my face now pointed forward, and up, and she had attained the position she desired. Swiftly, she tied the pure, white, silken, rope, off to the bar and then took a well-deserved rest.

I heard her pull up some kind of seat, and perch herself, directly in front of me.

“There! My darling, sissy, bride, looks a picture. I hope she’s comfortable!” she gloated.

I wasn’t. Not at all! But I mumbled something, as my mouth was about the only thing I could operate.

“I promised you, you would be allowed to lick my boots, didn’t I?” she mocked.

Now it made sense! I moaned as the pressure on my legs, on my arms and on my raised head, began to tell upon my poor, wracked, body.

“Shall I tell you what I’m wearing, my pretty wife?” she purred, clearly arousing herself, as much as this whole adventure, was arousing me. “I’ve got a pair of powder blue boots on, with possibly the highest heels, you’ve seen. Here feel!”

I felt her leg raise towards my open mouth, and then I felt the heel of her boot, play at my lips, as I spilled a glob of drool, onto the floor, below.

“Haha! Simone likes that, doesn’t she?” she laughed.

I wanted to tell her, “Yes!”, but the long, pointed, boot heel, was filling my mouth and circling around the open orifice and gently touching at my eager tongue. She was going delicately, at this point, but I knew her excitement was growing, just as certainly as mine.

And then she withdrew! And I felt a frustration, just as we were becoming acquainted.

“And the boots stretch so far up my legs, they almost touch the hem of the tiny, little, blue, leather, corset dress, I’m wearing. Would Simone like to lick them all the way up, into my little wet, cave?”

Would I? I think she was already reading my mind.

Enjoy reading the full trilogy, when available. Paulette x
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