

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 on 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, by the way)

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.

This is a fictional, short story, taster, approximately 12,500 words long, and, probably, taking around an hour to read. It just about, stands alone, as a short story and you can leave it there. Or follow it through, to its conclusion, and find out how Simone adjusts to life, on Epicea. (Go on. You know you want to!!!)

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

The 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 what to expect and 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. Probably!

However, for nothing, (or for very little money), you may want to sample the story, first. If so, then please buy this short 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 another 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, taken, 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 bonce 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 bonce, 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!

To be continued . . . . . . .

The full story contains approximately four times as many words and many more dressing, and bondage, scenarios. If you have enjoyed this short, sampler, please purchase the full story “ALIEN Mind-Binding Experience; Book 1 – Enslaved New World” from the Kindle Store.

Happy reading, and thank you, Paulette x
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