
        
            
                
            
        

    
House of Gord BD-018 - Denizen - Corporate Acquisition

 

 

 

DENIZEN:

CORPORATE ACUISIION

by

Adam Storm

 

 

A GENUINE HOUSE Of GORD PUBLICATION

This work is Copyright © 1996 by HG Publications. All rights are reserved worldwide.

No part of the work may be reproduced, transmitted, stored in a retrieval system or translated into any language, in any form or by an means, without the prior written consent of HG Publications.

Denizen: Corporate Acquisition is a work of fiction (in case any one had any doubts) and all characters, events, places and philosophies express have no relation whatsoever to real people, the real world, or even reality. This is an entertainment of the mind!

 

First Edition January, 1996

Second Printing January, 1997

ISBN 1900058 189

Printed in Canada and UK for the publishers

 

 

DENIZEN:

CORPORATE ACJUISITION

 




Chapter 1 JOB OPPORTUNITY

The end of another tiring, boring, unimaginably dullday. Atleast it was more or less over.

On the Tube home, Jane Fenton set to wondering - not for the first time - what had gone wrong with her still young life.

Marketing had appeared to be a great prospect when Jane applied for University. She had still thought so when she graduated with honours from her Media Studies course. Moulding the nation’s desires; that seemed full of excitement. The agency she worked for had shown her what was possible during the induction course. One of the videos followed a young woman who headed up a car sales launch. It seemed wonderful; exotic locations, great people, famous names...

But the reality was not exotic at all. Instead, it was the Ogden'’s Pet Foods Account. After several months with the agency she was still just a junior assistant, not much better than tea maker. About once a week she was asked to contribute to discussions on the paper wrapper design for tins of Ogden’s Creamy Rabbit Chunks - if she was lucky. Her sole concrete contribution to the project so far had been to alter the background shade of thewrapper fromdark green tolight green. After eight weeks of argument, and two dozen memos! She knew about the memos; that was her responsibility. Not writing them, of course, just filing them.

It was not that she was short of ideas. Even for pet food marketing. But there were so many people on the project, so many egos, that her voice, being the most junior, was lost in the clamour. Her only excitement, if itcould be called that, was one she could do without. This was avoiding the office Lotharios - for Jane was very attractive. A great deal more attractive than Ogden’s Creamy Rabbit Chunks!

She had long blonde hair, a straight nose and high cheeks. Quite a sophisticated, rather snobbish look that she could not help but project, a kind of Vogue attractiveness rather than cute or pretty. Jane was not tall - and not short either - nor was she thin. So, despite the face, she would never be a supermodel and in any case she had no great wish to be in front of a camera, or strutting up and down some catwalk, nor in any other way be a front woman, on display for her looks.

But there was no denying Jane’s visual attributes. Voluptuous without the merest hint of fat - broad hips, an ample but quite firm bosom; the body was somewhat at odds with the refined face. The snobbish look often got her into trouble. People thought her stand-offish, never having spoken to her. But in conversation Jane was warm and - given asubject sheliked - voluble and enthusiastic. No, Jane was not snobbish atall, nor especially refined or upper class; certainly not upper class! In particular, thought Jane ruefully, in the money department!

It was a mix of looks and personality that did not quite fit into any obvious category. Jane liked simple things; curling up on the sofa with anice romantic novel, perhaps, or some thought-provoking film on the television. Not an intellectual, but certainly not a bimbo. Upper class head, snobbish look, bimbo’s body; Jane was a real puzzle to others!

And that made her life difficult. Most people liked simple decisions, simple, obvious categories to put you in.

Earl’s Court Station flashed past. A way te go yet. Jane sighed. At least her look made sure she was not often bothered by chat-up merchants on the Tube, which was just the way she liked it. ‘Boys’ were still something of a mystery to her. Oh yes, she had been through the teenage fumblings, and a more serious fling or two at University. But they had left her unsatisfied and rather disappointed and that in turn had led to almost total chastity nowadays. The effort of fending off the office males meant she had no appetite for seeking real relationships.

Instead she made do with fiction; the idealised romances of women's magazines and softbacks.

With a certain resignation, Jane opened her bag and took out, not Princess Goldenhair, an historical romance she was halfway through, but Marketing Trade Opportunities, the magazine they circulated amongst the staff. Woe betide anyone caught reading it in the office though; for MTO was a jobfinder mag. If you were seen flipping through its pages, you had better apply for a few of the jobs on offer in it, as it was taken as a sign that you were not happy in the agency. A situation that soon changed to the agency not being happy with you!

Jane could not afford to be without the job. That was what was so frustrating. She had no other money. Then, her gaze travelling downwards, she saw the advert that would change her life...

The boxed ad was all text, the layout quite simple. Yet it was designed to attract the right person. Jane knew enough about advertising to know that much. Despite herself, she read the thing through twice more. Something sparked her interest, something told her this was worth checking out. But quietly, outside work hours...

When she got home, she took off her coat and put the kettle on. A cup of coffee destined never to be made, such was the lure of the ad. She noticed the telephone number given was a freephone one, and abroad.

Someone with money to burn! It was also a twenty four hour line, and stressed the fact that all inquiries would be treated in the strictest confidence.

Jane made her mind up. She dialled the number, trying not to think too much about it. If she considered it carefully, she would argue herself out of it, and then regret it ever after.

The line rang four times. She was on the point of putting it down, when a click sounded. A very cultured, female voice spoke, in English.

“Thank you for calling. Connection will take a moment. Please hold.“

Itwassoclear, so well spoken, that it took Jane a second or two to realise it was a recorded message. It was far better than any answering device she had heard before!

SPECIAL PROJECTS

PERSONAL ASSISTANT

Fabulous opportunity for young aspiring female students, graduates, businesswomen to join major multinational company with worldwide operating sites, diverse interests especially in the areas of modern media/communications, tourism, finance, marketing, and high technology manufacturing.

Our client requires to recruit many more females at this time to achieve target mixes, and firmly believes female staff members represent best value assets to company future.

Remuneration is lavish for suitable successful applicants; all living, travel and medical expenses are inclusive, and not counted against salary. Salary payment is by fixed term drafts to a financial institution and country of your choice, payable six months in advance; this is tax-free if deposited offshore.

Currently, vacancies are on offer at overseas headquarters (exotic location you will not want to leave) in innovative, challenging positions that will test your abilities to the utmost. Vacancies include positions in ‘special projects’ teams, under personal direction of company founder. Your chance to gain experience right at the heart of a major multinational company! Initial contracts are two year fo reign service terms that may be extended if you fit our requirements.

Due to special nature of positions on offer, it is not possible to detail these in this advertisement. No specific qualifications are required; more important are all round personality, ability to learn, to work with others, plus such attributes as loyalty, presentability, fitness, intelligence etc. Special training will be given in various aspects depending on position occupied.

Initial screening interviews held in a locality near you. Details of the company and positions on offer will be given at this time. Final short-list candidates will be asked to attend longer interviews at our UK headquarters, for which all travel and accommodation will be provided; those chosen for shortlisting will be asked to attend health and other checkup procedures necessary for foreign service postings at our expense.

Initial inquiries for further information may be made via our 24 Hour Freephone Information Line (see below).

To apply, please send CV and recent photo, plus a short letter outlining your reasons for considering this opportunity, and an idea of what you can bring to our client. Send care of MTO Editor, Box 4566 (For address see editorial page).

There were two or three more clicks, then the line tone altered. A slight hiss and modulation told of an active line, and long distance.

“May I help you?” The voice sounded just like the one in the message.

“Ah, yes, it was about the advert in MTO... er... mean M-Marketing Trade...” Jane was nervous. It seemed silly to say such gauche things to a cultured voice like that. Probably a princess or a countess or something, at the very least!

“...Opportunities. Of last month.” The woman finished for her. She was obviously used to dealing with nervous inquiries, and seemed to know the caller was from Britain. Of course, telephone technology being what it is, the woman would have a display showing the caller’s number, and perhaps who owned the line!

“Do you wish more details? I can answer any initial questions you may have, It really is a splendid opportunity for a young woman, I can assure you.“

Jane recognised the soft sell. Of course, being in the business - even if still wet behind the ears - she knew about sales. No extravagant claims were made by the voice on the phone. The woman answered Jane’s queries in a straightforward manner, without pushing it. Jane recognised the ploy, if it could be termed that. This was a quality product on offer, and the woman had confidence in it. The seller had no need to falsify things, make it seem better than it was. Take it or leave it, make your own mind up. One of the most flattering sales pitches of all, for it said to the customer - If you think you are intelligent, cultured, wise, then accept. Ifyou refuse this, you are obviously unworthy of us. A very hard pitch to resist, and Jane, despite her training, fell for it. She was just worldly enough to know the pitch was being made, but not to resist it. A little knowledge is dangerous, because it makes you think you know more.

Jane put the phone down. Go for it, she thought! She reboiled the kettle, first pouring out the old water and refilling with fresh, as her late mother had once told her that overboiled water did not taste nice. Thus Jane still reboiled the stuff, despite the fact that water in London was anything but fresh as it had been through several uses and several treatment plants on its way down the Thames. Anyway, Jane made her coffee. Then, curled up on her sofa, she took up a scratch pad and set towork drafting herletter of application. She already had a typewritten CV from the time she had applied for her current job; all it needed was updating.

An hour later, with her coffee only half-drunk, she wrote out a neat version of her letter on a sheet of her best writing paper. Last of all she found a passport photo to put in with the rest of it. She put her coat on, and rushed out to mail the application, even though the last post had gone. Jane knew that if she did not, and sat on the thing until tomorrow morning, she might have second thoughts. But now she was committed, and felt wonderful - though nervous - about it.

Over the next few days, Jane trembled every time she heard the letter box open. The first post came about a quarter of an hour before she left for work. But there were just the usual things; bills, circulars, an occasional letter from friends. Nothing from relatives; her mother had died several years ago, and her father had remarried a much younger woman, and moved out west, towards Bristol. She did not like her stepmother, and had not been in touch with her father for over two years now, beyond Christmas and birthday cards. There were no other close relatives.

It came, finally. Second post. This meant that Jane only saw it when she got in from work; putting the key in her door got her trembling too, for what might be on the mat waiting? This time, there it was, emblazoned with the MTO logo and name, and her hand shook so much she could hardly open the envelope!

Yes! She had been accepted! An interview in a week’s time, at an office out in Twickenham. Still no mention of who the major multinational company was, but it did not surprise Jane too much. Those sort of people were very security conscious, especially about recruitment.

They would, the letter said, tell her when she arrived. In fact, the interview - the letter called it initial screening, and that she had been selected for the preliminary short-list - would take some time; a couple of hours. This was rather longer than her previous experience. Then, reading further, she smiled; apparently what she thought of as an interview was termed, in corporate jargon, an interactive multimedia briefing and dialogue opportunity! Jane had never been to a live one of those, though naturally her University course had covered such things.

She was too junior to be asked to contribute to structuring one in her agency.

Finally, having read the letter several times, Jane suddenly thought about clothes. Such an opportunity would need her to look her very best. What would she wear?

It took two days to decide, and another two to wait for the weekend in order to buy what she wanted. At least it gobbled up most of the time until the interview...




Chapter 2 JOB OFFER

“Watch and listen to the multimedia presentation, Miss Fenton. It will provide the background.“

That had been the last thing Mr Hughes had said. He had sat back, flipping a switch on the console beside his desk, and let Jane be, in silence, with her own thoughts. Atleast for a moment or two, when the video screen on the side wall sprang into life.

Mr Hughes was very competent, Jane thought. Very helpful, considerate, making this preliminary interview more like a cosy chat, as if she wereinanespecially friendly travel agency perhaps, to discuss holiday arrangements. She was sure he was extracting considerably more information about her than he seemed to, but of course that was his job.

Besides, it was all going very well. Itappeared that she was going to get on the short list. Denizen International! Wow! A really, I mean really, big company. In media and stuff like that!

She came towith a start. Themultimedia thing! A video and soundtrack really. Multimedia was a fancy name for it. But whatever, it explained about Denizen International, and the place where they had set up their main office. It sounded very daring, very nineties, to be into the old Soviet Empire. Tartarstan, was it? Tar-something-stan, anyway.

She really must pay attention! She had watched the first several minutes avidly, but inevitably the idea of the job distracted her. She must have missed a bit, since the picture was quite different to the one she last remembered seeing. And there might be questions...

The beautiful pictures, the facts and figures expounded by the video continued. She paid attention.

“Tarikhstan was a state within the old Soviet Union until the recent break-up. Itis situated east of the Caspian Sea; not large in comparison to Russia, the Ukraine, Kazakhstan or other Post-Soviet republics, but large enough to take the area of Britain several times over. Being mostly empty, it has attracted little world attention.“

“Ralph Denizen became interested in Tarikhstan shortly after the Romanian coup. He saw which way the wind was blowing in the Soviet Empire, and determined to getin on the ground floor. Naturally, he has interests in many other former Soviet countries, but has an especial interest in Tarikhstan.“

There was a pause in the commentary, and the camera made a slow pan across a wide expanse of flat land with blue soaring peaks in the far distance. Jane restrained a giggle. The pause was certainly intended to give watchers the opportunity to praise Denizen’s far-sighted business acumen. But then, why should she not praise him? He was extremely successful, and worth a great deal more than she was. The scene shifted to a shiny, new industrial complex, all polished pipes and tinted glass.

“Denizen International have supported the new state with large quantities of money and expertise; the latter primarily in communications, tourism and industry.“

“In return for his investment, Denizen was allowed to purchase from the statea defunct Soviet Weapons Testing Complex, known as Kapkur, provided that certain environmental problems related to decaying weapons and chemical dumps were dealt with at his expense. The Tarikhstan government had no use for the place, but it was ideal - after conversion - for Ralph Denizen’s purposes. The ground area consists of many thousands of acres, going well beyond the actual building complex. There is within the complex a veritable warren of underground rooms and passages besides the overground facilities, though not all of this, as may be imagined, is in use.“

There were shots of courtyards with cool fountains, exotic birds freely wandering amongst the greenery.

“Kapkur has been turned into Ralph Denizen’s home. A very extensive one. Not a home as most would understand the idea, but suited to Ralph Denizen'’s particular needs. He works from there, also; foraman who numbers an array of communications satellites amongst his many areas of business, he may live wherever he wishes and still control every detail of his interests.“

“Ralph Denizen considers Kapkur his house, and all who liveand work there are in effect his household. You will become part of that household, performing special duties that only you - and others like you - are capable of. You will be appreciated, cared for. Freed of all the mundane chores and red tape that modern society inflicts on you. No more concerns about shopping for the weekly groceries! No more worries over such things as Income Tax, insurance, gas or electricity or telephone bills!“

“Instead, excitement, pleasure, stimulation of the senses, a variety of occupations - all will be yours. Work and play will become one!“

Many thousands of miles away from Britain, in that self-same Kapkur, Ralph Denizen waited patiently as his control system patched links together. The wait was rather longer than usual for satellite relays, as overlaid on the normal channel confirmations were his own special security scramble systems. Each leg of the relay had its own unique cipher method and network, and each needed to be checked. Checked for eavesdroppers, piggyback signals, hacker activity, and so on. Ralph Denizen was nota man who took chances, when they could be avoided by care and ingenuity.

He had noreal need to watch the interviews in real time. Naturally, the interviews were taped, by several hidden cameras. He could have had the videos compressed and encrypted and squirted in blips downline, for his later perusal. No need for personal supervision. Besides, the people doing the interviews were highly skilled, and trusted to produce the goods. Ralph, though, liked the ‘hands on approach. Even if he could not be there, he could watch, and if anything specific came up that he felt the need to comment on - well, the link was two way.

There was also on this occasion another reason. He had just promoted a fellow from his staff, a promising young Australian called Talbot, to goand set up anew recruitmentoperation in the Antipodes. He felt that his household was under-represented with recruits from that area. It was time to redress the balance, as he knew there was a good pool of high quality material there waiting to be tapped. And South Africa; he ought to consider another operation there. That area too was opening up...

But this was strategy, for the future. For now, forget it; the feed from Britain had just come through. He wanted the new recruitment operative to see how one of his best teams did things. The nitty gritty. No amount of training compared to watching the best at their task.

Ah; just coming to the end of the presentation on Kapkur. Timed it just right.

Ralph was proud of the Kapkur stuff. Apart from being proud of Kapkur itself, which went without saying. A masterstroke to getin on Tarikhstan’s ground floor. He had his eye on Kapkur right from day one. It fitted every requirement.

He watched the last few moments of the presentation. Designed to show how exotic, how beautiful, how wonderful it was as a work and living location.

Yes, he was very proud of the presentation. It managed to hit right at the emotions, and seemed so full of substance.

Yet - as he well knew - it said absolutely bugger-all about the place, or the recruit’s place in things. Like a holiday brochure. The job, the money, the picture of the place; all designed simply to get the right type of female to apply, and keep her interest up to the point where it no longer mattered. A point he made forcefully to his soon-to-be new man in Australia.

“Key moments, Talbot; key targets, key obstacles to avoid, to overcome.

Hitthese keys, and everything else follows along docilely, like on aleash...“

Denizen grinned at Talbot, to show he was using an analogy that both would understand the relevance of.

“Always keep the keys in your mind, keep ‘em up front! Remember, this is a process, and the process works. Not too fast, nor too slow.

You'll get the feel for it in time. I'll be sending you to work with the British team you are seeing in action now; not all Poms are useless whingers, so learn from them!“

Denizen himself, as Talbot well knew, was a Pom. And far from useless.

It was just barbed humour.

“As for the girls; each of them is different, so vary the script a little.

Some of them are in marketing, ad types themselves, they spot some of the stuff we use. But they know we all use it, so they let it go, mostly.

Ifanything, they seem to believe it, or atleast accept it, more than most!

Butifitlooksbad, abort. It might surprise you, but often they come back later anyway - say sixty percent! The bait is too strong for them to resist.“

Talbot Laidlaw was fit and ruggedly handsome. He was a West Australian, but would not look out of place as a lifeguard at Surfer’s Paradise. He was not as young as he looked, though; already ten years in Denizen’s service. He sat quietly, watching the screen, listening to Denizen’s comments. He was here to learn. He was also rather too nervous to speak in the great man’s presence.

“Now, while this girl has thebrightlights at the front of her thoughts...“

Denizen paused, let the picture and sound from England take over. It did notoccur to Talbot - though it was in Denizen’s mind - that precisely the same persuasive techniques was being used on Talbot Laidlaw as on Jane Fenton. It was only the details, content and of course the aims that were quite different...

The interviewer (Garstang - though he will be using some other name of course - our top man over there; brilliant at this, Denizen said in an aside) let the after effects of the video work on the candidate for a moment longer, then spoke.

“Jane, I am sure you want time to think about what you have seen. We, for our part as L hinted earlier, are convinced you are Denizen material; that is, top quality! I can say straight away, here and now, that we would like to invite you to the full interview at our British headquarters up in Yorkshire. All expenses paid, of course. Inabouta month’s time.“

“Regarding that,” said Garstang, hurrying on whilst Jane was distracted by his last words, “There are a couple of bits of paperwork to sign; one is just a simple statement that we have offered you a place on our final short-list, and an interview, all expenses paid. Not that you have to come, of course! But it squares away our end of things, lets us make out the chitty so to speak. Then thereis an advance acceptance for the type of contract we would offer. Nothing binding, but it says that if you accept the job offer - assuming we make one, eh? - if we do, and you accept it, then you agree to the terms; a two year foreign posting at the relevant salary. We have to get this done now, as you will understand that going abroad is not just a matter of packing a toothbrush and hopping on a plane! Well, it is nearly that simple for you, but we need to make various arrangements, not least to get your advance salary organised! That’s it, sign there.... and there.“

Jane, of course, read briefly through the documents. They seemed okay, not committing her to anything.

(Naturally, said Denizen, the documents are exactly what they seem to be. No point taking chances. The first one is simply padding, to help the story along. The second one is genuine. What harm is there for her in saying she agrees to a two year contract that has not even been offered yet, nor accepted by her? The reasons are plausible. But that document is the foundation of ourimminent hold on her, should we ever need any legal basis for it.)

“As for the money; the starting salary, I will remind you, is one thousand pounds sterling, per week. In two years that makes one hundred and four thousand pounds. Free and clear with a quarter of it up front, to start earning interest at once. You don’t have to spend a penny of it during your contract! No deductions, tax free! All living expenses and so forth borne by Denizen.“

“Well then, Jane, | hope we will see you again soon. You will receive the formal invitation to the interview in a few days. Thank you.“

The man Garstang got up, and reached a hand across the table as if to shake Jane’s hand (Talbot had relaxed too. Wait, said Denizen; this is not the end) then withdrew it, putting it up to his forehead. The girl had risen also, but now hovered, uncertain.

“Stupid me! I quite forgot to mention the dresses! Please, sit down again for a moment, Jane. You realise that in such a long term foreign posting, the staff need to attend various functions, social and business - often highly important to the company. They need to represent the company in a very real sense of the word. It is thus essential that you have the right bearing, give the right Denizen ‘look’.“

(Notice the language, Talbot. Now he has made the offer, madeitsound a formality, emphasised again the money, now he talks as if she was already part of my company. As indeed she is, thou gh she does not yet know it...)

“Weask all our prospective employees to try on typical evening wear, and pose for a photograph. In part, I admit, it helps us decide in marginal cases. Though I can see this will not be a problem in your case; I am sure you will look marvellous in a properly designed evening outfit! But it is policy, as I say.“

“Naturally, as Iam sure you appreciate, it is best to do this now, rather than during the more highly charged atmosphere of a full interview.

You should understand that our little chat today is finished, but we have a selection of dresses and so on next door - quite good ones, I understand, real fashion stuff; not my cup of tea, haute couture! Might I ask if you could go through, pick out something you like, plus whatever accessories you think suit it, and change into it for the photograph? The rooms are private, of course, as you will see. When youaredone, will you gointo thenextroomalong, marked ‘Studio’ and ring the bell you will find in there? The photographer will see to you, then you can change back into your clothes - which are very nice, Jane, justthe sortof thing one would expecta young businesswoman to wear -and that is that, eh? Once again, thank you for coming, and I hope to see you in due course.“

“Oh, er yes, I think so. Thank you. The dresses, mean. Oh, and to see you again.” Jane blushed a little. It was all rather exciting. And confusing,.

This time Garstang really did shake her hand.

(Now, said Denizen, the girl probably knows the photo is not just a photo. She probably knows that afterthoughts at interviews are most often not afterthoughts at all. She will assume, correctly, itis more than that, but thinks along the lines of dress sense; pick the right clothes, what will they want to see me in? Add to that all the stuff we have pumped at her in the video, plus the money, everything churning around inside her. Besides, what pretty girl could resist the idea of trying on some really expensive high fashion outfits? No room for the real reasons for the idea of a photo to occur to her. No reason she should suspect. I think you will like this part of the process.)

The girl left the room. Another camera followed her route to the changing room. Jane was careful enough to see that the door next to her destination was indeed marked ‘Studio’. She backtracked and went into the room with the dresses. And there were real dresses there. Real haute couture, from many world-famous houses. Two full racks of them, all evening wear, all low cut, backless.

All therefore requiring the wearer to shrug out of her own clothes, and almost all of her underwear except for her panties - though it was not unknown for an applicant to get even these off, so as not to spoil the lines. Some girls even had none on to begin with... But Jane was not one of those. She had dressed sensibly, as befitted her personality.

There was abolton the inside of the door. Jane snicked it closed. For her own peace of mind, of course. Then she hurriedly threw off her outer clothes and rummaged amongst the dresses. She noticed on a side table various boxes, which proved to contain jewellery, gloves, other accessories.

There were even small evening purses, decorated with gems and goldwork.

(Naturally, there were cameras in this room. The watchers, in the same building and far away in Kapkur, sat forward as Jane picked outa dress and began to undo her bra, kick off her shoes...)

By now, Jane had no thought for the process of undressing, being so wrapped up in the ecstasy of choosing from the best collection of clothes she had ever seen. The room was indeed private. There was no window, not even a small one in the door.

The bra was soon off and draped across a chair, her shoes kicked away.

She stood in just her stockings and panties, and wondered if she had time to try two or three of the dresses on. At least her stockings were proper ones, with a suspender belt. Thank heavens she had decided to wear them! Not that her normal self-supporting ones would go amiss, but it did not seem right to settle for half measures even under such clothes, out of sight. Some dresses had slits, and a glimpse of her fancy stocking tops might peep out.

But what wonderful clothes they were! Actual catwalk dresses, or similar display examples, with just a simple label in them to say who had designed them. A who's who of high fashion.

No sizes or anything, though. She hoped one at least would fit her.

Supermodels were so tall. She wondered who might have worn this dress, for example, a superb number in variousblues, subtle colour and texture contrasts. She held it up in front of her, turning towards the large full-length mirror on the wall opposite the door.




Chapter 3 JOB ACCEPTANCE

Jane frowned. That was odd. The mirror seemed to have moved outwards somehow. The far end of it had turned towards her...

(Denizen, who knew what to look for, had spotted the movement moments earlier than Jane. “Ahah; Action! he said; Right on the dot too!”)

Jane had time for just one high-pitched shriek, and simultaneously, instinctively pulled the dress up higher in front of her to cover herself more, before the three men got hold of her.

They came from behind and around the mirror, from the chamber that was concealed there. Each man carried his allotted quota of restraint equipment; in fact, between them the men had two full sets, in case items were dropped in the struggle. They were well prepared, well trained.

They used industrial plastic fasteners, of the ‘ratchet-pull tight to secure’ style. Once fitted, they could not be removed, even by the captor, except by cutting through with the aid of a knife or the special cutters Denizen acquisitions’ staff were equipped with, at the appropriate release place on the fastener. The basic design had been beefed up, modified through experience. They were all in a high strength polypropylene, steel wire reinforced where necessary, and produced in one of Denizen’s own factories.

Jane was pushed to the ground. The dress wasignored, solong as itdid not getin the way; Jane could hold on to it as long as she wanted. In fact, it went quickly. There was too much else happening and it was no longer performing any kind of concealment function, by the time she dropped her grasp of it.

Twomen held the girl down and in position while the other one put the fixings on her. They worked fast, as the longer it took, the more the shock would wear off and the harder Jane would struggle. She was forced onto her stomach, her arms pulled back behind her.

The wrist and elbow fastenings went on first. It was a simple matter of teamwork; one man keeping her body down and more or less still; another holding her wrists together, and the ‘fixer’ feeding the ready loop over her hands, then just holding the static end with one hand and pulling tight through the ratchet with the other. That was that, no more free hands, Then a bigger loop, forced up to her elbows, zip, the same result. Except for a loud scream from Jane, as her elbows were forced together. Her round breasts were pushed out by the rearward pressure on her shoulders, jutting proudly - or at least they would be were they not currently squashed under her.

Zip, another loop around her ankles. Good of her to remove her shoes, but they always did of course. No way a girl would try to step into an expensive dress with high heels on. Zip again, another bigger loop around her knees.

Time for the gag. Also plastic, with a high density impact prod in the middle that included a metal bar reinforcement in its centre. The prod came with teeth slots top and bottom just behind the front plate. In fact, the gag was more a combination head harness for it had attached chin and head straps. The main body of it was a one piece moulding, flexible around the thinner side tabs, with the straps metal-riveted in place.

One of the men idly wondered if the factory workers knew what it was they were making parts for. The final assembly was done here, by the capture teams. That way, the men could check, and trust, the equipment.

Fitting the gag needed all three of them. One to hold her in place, another to force her mouth open, thelast to pop the prod home. The gag might prove easy to put on, or hard. Whatever the case, it was going on sooner or later, of course, but one never knew what each girl would do to resist. Jane resisted quite well. She managed to resist the open wide request - surprisingly, some girls did not, and meekly opened up. She managed to resist the fingers pressing either side of her jaw; even managed to bite the hand that was trying to force-feed her with plastic.

Oh well. The strong arm stuff then.

Jane did not, could not, resist the careful jab of a hand into her solar plexus, another hand pinching shut her nose. As she gasped for air, the prod went in her open mouth. Zip. The ratchet tightened behind her head. Heave, the double face straps were pulled up on top of her head, then the side straps. Zip-zip. Then the rear strap. Zip. Last, the chin strap. ZIP! The man with the bitten finger zipped that one, very tight.

(Notice something, Talbot? Apart from the efficiency, and so on. And apart from the girl’s body, Talbot! What do you hear from the men?

Nothing. Silence. No words necessary. The team know exactly what to do, watched others, practiced it long before they were letat it for real...)

The girl was basically secure now. One of the men picked up her shoes, looked inside one of them. The girl had bought new ones for the interview; they usually did. It made it easy to see the shoe size. He took the shoes with him, back behind the mirror.

(The ‘Big ThreeS's' in captures, Talbot; Speed, Simplicity, Security. Gag and immobilisers. Nothing fancy, but get them on quickly. Then the fun can start if that is what is required - though with our teams, it is not.

Moreimportantly, the extras, the icing on the cake in capture terms, can now be added.)

One other man had gone out too. He returned with a pole about four feetlong, a collar, a waist belt and various spacers. He laid the poleand other stuff down beside the girl, and with the help of the man who had remained with Jane (Never leave your new capture alone, Talbot, said Denizen; Never! Until she is out of there, safe and fixed to something immovable! You never know what might happen, so be prepared. One hundred and twenty percent security at all times...), fitted the plastic collar around her neck. The collar was shaped, deeper at the centre of the front and rear, designed to keep the head more or less still. It also had a fitting sticking out at the rear, just at the nape of the neck; the top of the pole was slotted into this fitting. A ring on the end of the pole stuck through the top of the fitting; the man put a metal padlock through it.

Heworked downwards. A hefty, long metal spacer / fixing hook snagged the elbow loop from the inside; a collar on the hook was forced up against the elbow loop, to close the hook. Then the spacer was fitted around the pole, snapping closed but as yet free to move up or down around the pole’s circumference.

Next came the waist belt; the basis was a simple leather belt, but with a number of special features and fittings. It locked in place via a large square locking plate at the centre front; the plate was well finished but more complex than needed for a simple waist lock. Other things could fasten to it. A similar locking plate occupied the centre back, though instead of the beltend locksithad a mounting which included a spacer sticking out. This spacer telescoped, and was pulled out to suit the pole, locking at the required distance. A band on the end of the spacer fitted around the pole.

Jane’s knee tie was treated like her elbows, then her wrist fixing also.

Everything was secured to the pole.

In the meantime, one of the men had produced a cloth-like object from a pocket. This was a black, double-thickness Spandex hood. Between fitting the spacers, he and another man forced this down over Jane’s head, securing it at the neck with two built-in cords, to rings on the collar fitted to her earlier. Once fitted, it could be seen that there were two small metal grommet-edged holes at about the point where Jane’s nostrils were. It would not do to suffocate the new recruit.

The last of the spacers to be fitted was to Jane’s ankles. It was similar to the collar fitting in that it accepted the other end of the pole. The pole was just the right length. Of course, they had known her height beforehand, one of many details about her that had been checked up on.

Close to the base of the pole, between knee and ankle, was a kind of ‘growth’, a metal casing the pole went into and out of, about six inches long and as much in diameter. On the surface of the casing was a hole.

The man that had taken Jane’s shoes out of the changing room had come back with more equipment. He fitted a small socket key - something like the ‘bits’ you get in a socket/ratchet set - into the hole in the casing, and then a larger lever into that, and began to move the lever back and forth. It was indeed a ratchet. The pole began to get longer. Jane was being stretched to her full height.In fact, tojustbeyond her full height...

Another man picked up the main item that the ratcheteer had brought in. In place of her shoes, Jane was to wear a specialised replacement.

They looked - and were - a torturer’s idea of what very high heeled openwork strap shoes might look like, if someone stupid enough could be found to wear them. Or someone helpless to prevent them being fitted to her, of course.

It was a one piece item, rather than separate shoes. At the toes and the balls of her feet there was a small flat plate, with raised studs with sharpened tips on them. The victim’s feet would rest on these. In fact, her whole weight would.

The man took out a short pocket knife, and grabbed one of Jane's feet.

Nothing too vicious was going to occur, though; he slit her stocking, justbelow the ankle fastening, all the way around, and pulled the thing off her foot. Then he did the same with the other foot. The rest of her stockings, suspenders and her panties were still on her.

At the front of the foot restrainer, in the middle, were two big toe clips.

The man secured and locked Jane’s big toes in these. Another bar fitted over the top of the other toes to each side of these clips. These were also locked in place.

The middle section of the contraption bent upwards at an extreme angle. It consisted of several bars, vertically on edge. The middle of each foot rested on these. Two straps in the middle of the secti on, between the feet, went up and outwards to secure each foot down onto the bars. They buckled and locked shut.

The top end of the frame had straps that went around the back of each heel, just below the ankle fixing. This section had no base to it. Instead, a flat bar rested on the floor - or would when Jane was stood upright.

Ithad a series of long thin prongs pointing upwards, ending just below the soles of Jane’s feet. This bar and the prongs were not directly connected to the heel strap, or the middle grid; only to the front baseplate.

The men stood up. Securement of the new recruit was complete. There was a collective sigh of relief for a job done well.




Chapter 4 INDUCTION

The men tidied up, picking up Jane’s clothes, assorted bits of equipment no longer needed, or surplus to requirements. These were taken back behind the mirror.

In a moment more, so was Jane. The men took up the pole rather than her, so she was carried bottom upwards, suspended.

Jane, of course, understood little of the short journey. She understood little of what was going on at all. It had been so quick, so unexpected, so strange.

Just beyond the mirror was the chamber where the capture equipment and other items were stored; they passed through that, through a security door to a short corridor, at the end of it branching off to enter alarge goods lift. They went down on the lift (Jane could atleast feel the sensation of the lift starting, and dropping down a floor or two).

Outside the lift, a long service corridor stretched away. The ceiling and walls had the usual assortment of pipes and wires fitted to raw blockwork. Halfway along this corridor, they stopped and unlocked an anonymous door. It opened to reveal a more or less empty storeroom, but immediately one of the men operated a remote control zapper to unlock a secret entrance disguised as shelving. Behind it was a small landing; to one sidea flight of stairs down, to the other a dark hole, with a hoist mechanism dangling over it. Complications; levels, doors, security checks. All were designed tomake itimpossible for anyone not cleared to get into the real workings of the complex.

Jane’s pole was soon fitted to the hoist. One man pressed a buzzer beside the hole, and stayed there whilst the other two went back out of the storeroom, towards “topside’ again. The man who stayed behind felt Jane’s breasts once the other men had disappeared, pulling at the nipples. It was actually the first overt contact anyone had made to her lovely body, and strictly speaking was against regulations. But it happened.

The man did not dare do too much to disturb Jane’s panties, except to run a hand down her stomach, dipping briefly under the gusset. Then the whine of the hoist sounded; it began to move, slowly. The man smoothed her panties back into shape. Then he too went back to help clear up ready for the next ‘interview’.

At the bottom of the hoist, others unhooked Jane from it, but only to transfer her to a horizontal form of the same transport. This time the pole was fixed and locked to an adaptor truck shoe that would allow her to be moved about the system either by pulling on a hand leash or in certain places, motorised mules. Itwould also allow her to be parked on spurs off the main system.

There was more noise down here, but still no spoken words. Just mechanical noises, close by, and distant; echoing clangs, grinding sounds, thumps and motor noises. Jane, of course, had little idea of what was happening around her, being hooded. Strictly speaking, the hood was not necessary; gagged and bound, Jane could not escape, nor influence what was done to her. But it helped control her, to limit her sightand sound as well - thehood cut out much of her hearing too -and was more effective atintroducing her to her new status - transportable, captive object. Besides, there was no need for her to see anything.

Though she could not escape, and later describe what she had seen, why take chances that were easily avoided? Such thoroughness fitted with Denizen'’s philosophy.

The linear hoist stopped. Clangs and jerks denoted a change in her situation; she was shunted onto a side rail. A simple twist of a lever on the shoe locked the ensemble firmly in place. There she stayed for some time, hanging from the pole, to reflect on events.

When she moved her feet, there seemed to be sharp twinges on her soles. Thus, she tried to keep her feet still. For the rest of her body, that was quite easy, as she was bound and stretched to the point that hardly any movement was possible. Only her hands and fingers could move, plus her head which could still turn, nod and shake within the hood.

But that was about it.

(Denizen and Talbot had picked up her progress after she had been transferred to the sub-basement area. It was all quite familiar to them - even to Talbot - in general terms. Similar transit systems existed elsewhere in the Denizen Empire, especially at Kapkur. It was a quick, convenient and secure method of moving female slaves around. Of course, the Kapkur system was much more sophisticated than the basic needsof the British processing area; but that is getting ahead of our story...

Suffice to say that Denizen was intent on pointing out details of the induction process. He tried to let Talbot see how the system worked, and how the girls might be feeling during the various stages.

Jane was going to be parked up for several hours. Therefore, Denizen switched the view back upstairs. They had time to have a chat with Garstang as to how things were going, and particularly how things had worked out with Jane Fenton. Talbot was encouraged to ask a few questions of his own.)

Meanwhile, the capture team had gone back to the changing room and were in the process of a final tidying up, prior to a well-earned break.

Coffee and bagels, perhaps, or whatever else they wanted as a snack.

In about an hour the next girl, Julie Armitage, would arrive for interview. Jane had been the first of the day.

They liked to keep plenty of time between the girls, in case of difficulties.

Girls often turned up early for their appointments, so eager were they to fallinto Denizen’s hands! But the reception area was well away from the interview room, and the neighbouring appointment with destiny.

Usually they processed four females a day, and around twelve - three day’s worth - in each batch. Naturally, on occasions, a girl might not turn up for her interview for a variety of (perfectly innocent) reasons.

Hence there were not always a full dozen for dispatch. One never knew exactly, until the time.

Of course, only girls already determined upon as Denizen slaves were invited to these interviews. The idea of initial screening interviews and the later full interviews was a sham. Denizen’s organisation had numerous contacts and methods of getting all the personal and medical detail necessary on his victims, prior todeciding. All that was necessary was for the girls to apply, and by so doing provide all the essential starting information in their application forms and CVs and references; this was more than enough for Denizen’s investigating operatives to go on. Garstang and his assistants knew what Denizen wanted; they weeded out the no-hopers well before this stage, but even so, very occasionally a girl that had seemed ideal material might turn out to be unsuitable at the last minute. But such rejections were rare. If the physical specimen was suitable, then there was little problem. Attitudes could be changed, would be changed, during training.

Naturally, many girls could notbe made to disappear just like that. One must be realistic, or security would be compromised. Some girls were very, very tempting, but had to be rejected on account of that type of possible problem.

(Denizen dismissed Talbot and got on with other business. He would re-establish the sat-link later, perhaps, if he had time. There was a particular girl due for interview this afternoon, and Denizen had high hopes of her; Lorraine Dempster - long-legged, blonde, very trim and fit. Not so well developed up top asa girl like Jane, but he liked variety.

Whatever size and shape, he had tasks that would suit them...

They were all valuable and valued additions to his organisation. He would not turn away any girl who survived the initial screening and selection procedures, the in depth background search, medical records checks and so on that preceded thembeing offered this interview. Only good quality material made it this far!)

Julie Armitage was a short, bl.lbbly blonde girl who was mrrent]y employed as a waitress in an exclusive restaurant. It was only a temporary job, of course; Julie knew she was destined for much better things. She was doing various business courses to add to her degree in Economics - a subject that seemed totally at odds with her looks and personality. Many students and lecturers at the University had remarked on it - and attempted to persuade Julie to indulge in more interesting extra-curricular activities. Attempts that Julie had, laughingly, resisted. She had the knack of refusing without hurting the recipient.

It was in the University Library that Julie had, as usual, skimmed through the job adverts in one or two business magazines, and thereby discovered the Denizen opportunity. Denizen placed such ads in several business, retail and professional journals, though not all at once. The current crop of recruits were all from responses to about five different placements.

As with Jane’s version of the advertisement, and indeed all the others, the actual employer was not stated. They were very similar, though the wording was changed a little to suit the audience of the particular magazine.

Julie was very anxious, but enthusiastic about the job. Anxious, because she wanted to getit. Shebelieved one must go for whatever it was that one currently pursued - alive for the moment attitude that ensured she was noticed. Garstang thought she would have made a shortlist anyway, with this infectious combination of nervous tension and intense desire to succeed and impress. Of course, Julie was already hired. It was just that she did not know this as yet - nor the true terms and conditions of her employment...

After the interview, Julie had great difficulty with the evening dresses.

Being short, most of the gowns did not fit her for length; supermodels being, on average, over a foot taller than Julie was. This left just a few rather daring cocktail dresses, but Julie was determined to find something.

Instead, of course, something - or someone - found her, while she was holding up two different dresses, about to turn to the mirror and compare them and try to decide...

A moment later, and her choice was academic. Her destiny, too, had taken a new course. Though she would find that her new job would most likely entail a certain amount of waitressing, so the temporary post she had occupied would come in useful. Even though any time spent as a waitress in Denizen’s employ would be in rather different circumstances than before...

But for now she was resting and had nojob atall, no tasks or chores. She had the leisure to think about events immediately past, to have regrets, to wish matters were different, and to speculate on what the future, both long and short term, might hold. For now Julie was stretched and secured to a portable post, just like Jane.

After lunch Chloe Greene arrived. Different again from both Julie and Jane, Chloe’s was perhaps the nearest of all four of today’s interviewees to the supermodel body type. Very tall, slim, Chloe was in fact very nervous about this appointment, and though she tried hard to appear languid and cool, Garstang soon realised how skittish she was. Her anxiety was quite different to that of Julie Armitage, who was anxious to succeed. Chloe was just anxious about everything, and suppressing her nervous tension just made things worse. It was a case of hoping she could last through the interview - and this was just the preliminary screening, she thought!

Garstang had to handle her very carefully. Not that Chloe suspected anything untoward, but being so highly strung she was rather unpredictable.

From experience, Garstang knew such girls were capable of walking out even if things were going okay. From Garstang’s point of * view, the interview itself was unimportant, of course - but he had to get her into the dressing room in order for her to be processed. It was perhaps ironic that the designer dresses were made for bodies just like Chloe’s - and she was the most likely of all today’s applicants not to make it that far!

But Garstang’s handling of the girl turned out to be perfect. The video recordings of the session would later form part of Denizen'’s training course for new recruiters such as Talbot - though Talbot and Denizen were not watching live in Chloe’s case.

Once the ordeal of the interview was over, Chloe took to the dresses like a duck to water and she relaxed much more than the others did - a delayed reaction to earlier stress. They even held upsending in the men to collect her, because she was posing so unselfconsciously in different dresses, imagining herself a supermodel on the catwalk.

But Chloe’s freedom was short lived, naturally. There were timings to keep to, another girl due soon. She made a great deal of fuss, and for a few moments the men had alot of difficulty with her long arms and legs thrashing about, until the pole was in place. Her stress levels were quite high again...

That left Lorraine Dempster. Denizen had re-established the satellite linkage to watch her arrival and interview.

The interview itself went very well. She seemed quite eager to leave Britain for more exotic climes, and seemed happy with the job description.

But Denizen noted something about her attitude and manner that suggested she thought the real job to be somewhat different. He was sure she could not guess the truth, but the way she took in and responded to the video and certain questions she asked about Denizen personally, made him sure she expected to become a particular kind of personal assistant. A very intimate one. And she was determined to bring it about, whatever her actual post in the organisation!

Denizen was flattered. In ordinary circumstances, he might have been willing to go along with it, for Lorraine was a very attractive girl.

Naturally, there were power groupies around - females attracted to men with power and money. It seemed that Lorraine was not quite in that category; instead she had seen through the advertising hype to what she thought to be the real reason for Denizen’s need of female company out at Kapkur. Of course, she was quite wrong in detail.

Lorraine hoped to exert some control, gain some large reward for her efforts. That was out of the question, naturally. Lorraine would go to Kapkur, like all the others, as a totally controlled slave.

However, it remained to be seen just how Lorraine’s character might react to slavery. Though she did not know it, she was halfway to being a perfect Kapkur slavegirl. She had implanted in her own mind ideas of service to Denizen. No matter her that her long term intentions were quite different to Denizen’s. That was the other part of the recipe.

Lorraine was self-willed, selfish, strong, knew what she wanted. That would make her fight hard against the control, the bondage and the training, the loss of freedom. Denizen looked forward to the battle!

But Lorraine still had the capacity to delight and surprise him further.

The interview was over; she was in the dressing room now. She had closed and locked the door, then looked around the room quite carefully - including the ceiling. It wasn’t possible to spot the opening mirror door; the opening was hidden behind the mirror frame. But she might have spotted a camera or two...

She looked up at the light fixture. Sure enough, he had a camera there.

“You watching, Denizen?” said Lorraine to the empty room. “I don’t know for sure, do I? If not, then maybe I'll get put in a funny farm! But I think you are, somehow. Call it female intuition! Maybe recorded, maybe you'll see this later, but I'll bet you're watching. So enjoy the show...“

Then Lorraine took off her clothes. Not just casually, like any woman would to change from one outfittoanother. Lorraine stripped. No music of course, but she wiggled, and joggled, and teased, and performed, showing off her trim, fit body.

Denizen watched, amused. He had relaxed by now. The bitch! She had guessed right in a way. He was watching, true. He was interested, certainly. But not exactly as Lorraine thought. Not at all. He wanted her, but not in the way she imagined. He would have her under his own terms. He patched through a message to the capture team. Don’t move in yet. Wait for his signal. The team would not mind. They could see the same A/V feeds he could; in fact they had a better view, since they could see all the camera outputs together on a screen bank. They would have watched Lorraine’s strip in a kind of visual stereo.

He soon discovered that Lorraine had stockings and suspenders on, but no bra or panties. She had not taken them off in the changing room, for she had not worn any to the interview. Obviously a girl of some daring and sensual promise. He had already come across certain information as to her sexual appetite during the research phase, and had a hunch this one was hot...

In fact, he did not know if she was blonde below, for Lorraine was shaven, too. What girl shaved her pubes if not for some man, or sensual purposes of her own?

Lorraine kept up her performance. Being trim and relatively tall, most of the gowns fitted her. She tried on several, and sexily peeled out of them again. Then she began to experiment, keeping up a running commentary.

“What about this arrangement, Denizen? Like it?” She wore a backless gown - but reversed, back to front. Her breasts hung out, exposed.

“Didn’t the ancient Minoans or the Cretans dress like this?“

A moment more and she was shimmying out of it, and had picked out amuchshorter cocktail dress. She stood, nude but for her stockings and sussies, the dress hitched nonchalantly from one finger, and slung over a shoulder. “Okay, fun'’s over, Denizen! I'll slip into this, and go for your photocall. Hope you enjoyed it!“

“Go! Now!” said Denizen. And they did, instantly. The mirror swung outwards, and Lorraine half-turned, a look of complete surprise on her face. Shocked, or just stunned, she offered almost no resistance.

Denizen was very, very happy. Events had gone well. Miss Dempster had genuinely surprised and entertained him, and made him think. It amused him nicely. He, now, in turn had surprised her - far more thoroughly! He would get his way, of course. He always did with the slaves. She would amuse him much more in future. He thought she would not, on the whole, find it quite so much fun.




Chapter 5 MORE INDUCTION

It is now some hours later, and all four of today’s ‘recruits’ are safely in storage; each one bound, gagged, hooded, suspended on a pole which in turn is attached via a truck shoe to their individual storage spurs.

These are situated in small bays off the main chamber, separated by baffle walls. Each girl is more or less alone except for vague work sounds muffled by the hood. Even if they groaned, it was unlikely one would hear another. Each only wore whatever they had on when captured; in three cases, Jane being an example, they wore panties and stockings. One other girl besides Jane had come in smart stockings and suspenders, another in self-supporting stockings. Plus, of course, the bare, shaven Miss Dempster. It was noteworthy that no girl had worn tights to their interview.

Garstang had gone off duty, his work for the day complete. Matters were now in the charge of Larryat, the Chief Processing Supervisor.

Not that he had much direct contact with the girls, at least as yet. Until one came to specific procedures requiring human intervention, all was done by remotely controlled, automated systems from his central operating console.

Jane felt and heard activity begin around her. First there was a thrumming noise, transmitted through the overhead rail. Then, a sudden thump and a small but definite jerk and movementalong the rail, as the mule car switched to her storage spur and connected up to the adaptor truck (though she could not tell what the noises and bumps meant, being blindfolded). A moment of stillness and silence, ended by a click and thump as thenow connected and energised suspension shoe on her securement was unlocked from the spur rail. Then a rising whine as the mule powered up again and backed out, dragging Jane with it. She felt herself being moved, though it was a smooth journey and only when the truck jogged over a junction or rounded a curve did she feel much.

The journey however was not too long; about five minutes. The mule deposited the truck in its assigned place. The fixing shoe once more locked to the rail - by remote control - the mule unhooked and backed out.

There was another long wait as Jane hung silently from her pole, unaltered in her condition from the moment she had been put on the hoist. No-one had touched her since.

Larryat directed the mule to the next storage spur, and repeated the process of moving a living but tightly restrained bundle elsewhere. In fact, all four girls were moved to positions quite close to each other - though they had absolutely no notion that anyone else was nearby.

Their new temporary homes were four of what Larryat called Induction Bays.

Consider a small room with no furnishings except for a bit of rail - at present an overhead rail - that had been accessed via a now closed and locked doorway. The girl faces downwards, head first into the room.

There is one other, normal-sized door, in the wall at her ‘foot end’, and other than this, only one more item; a large television screen, without obvious controls, on the wall at her ‘head end’. Everything - walls, floor, ceiling, fittings, television casing - is matt black. There is no light.

Suddenly, a small hatch in the ceiling opens. Out of this comes a long metal arm, directed by Larryat who is still in the control room but can clearly see in the gloom thanks to UV imaging. The arm reaches down and unclips the cord fastenings on Jane’s hood. These fastenings are designed especially to permit such automated removal. Then, the arm hooks through a loop on the top of the hood and draws the Spandex item off her, taking it up and through the hatch, which closes. Her face - if we could see it in the darkness - is rather blotchy from the confinement, but otherwise unharmed.

Jane makes a few mumblings behind the plastic gag she still wears, because something has just happened. Jane cannot understand; has someone come in and removed her hood? There is no light, though. Is she blind, is she hallucinating?

Larryat successively operates the arm controls for the other bays, also removing hoods there.

About five minutes after removing Jane’s hood, the television screen comes to life. It shows a still picture of the Denizen International logo - alarge ‘D" with a smaller ‘I" inside it. At least now Jane knows she is not blind, for she realises that she must be in a darkened room. The screenis painfully bright to her, until her irises dilate to match the light.

A female voice begins to speak. It sounds very like the one that answered Jane’s initial telephone call; indeed it may well be the same voice.

“This is a Safety and Information Announcement. It is provided for your instruction and includes important information. Please pay attention.“

“Shortly, you will see a special message from Mr Ralph Denizen, your new owner, explaining something of your current predicament, and outlining certain imminent future events as they affect you. Prior to the commencement of this presentation, your securementwill be moved to the upright position, to enable you to view this screen clearly.“

“Warning! The object fitted to your feet is a Posture Training Device.

Once you are fully upright, this device will be in contact with the floor.

It will be highly uncomfortable, but it is strongly urged that you keep your feet up on tip-toes as far as possible. The heel section of this device incorporates sharp prongs that will cause acute pain if brought into contact with the soles of your feet. This may be avoided by supporting yourself upon your toes at all times.“

“The announcement will now be repeated. Thank you for listening.“

“This is a Safety and Information Announcement. It is provided...“

Atthatmoment, Jane heard a machine-like whine, and the pole she was attached to tilted down at her feet. Posture training, prongs, pain? What was going on here? She didn’tlike this at all, having no control, nosay...

She was now upright. The whining stopped. Jane wondered about the announcement, as there was no pressure on her feet at all.

Then the machine dropped the whole package of pole, fixtures, and Jane the last inch to the floor. Jane attempted to scream as her weight was taken up by her feet, which in turn were cruelly fastened in their exaggerated high-heeled pose within the training device. Her toes pressed down onto the spikelets, and her soles contacted the prongs.

“Mmmaaahhhahh! Aaahhhghh!“

Muffled but definite distress noises came from within Jane’s gagged mouth. She panicked; there seemed no way to avoid the pain! Only by forcing her toes right down, which pushed them hard onto the spikelets, was it possible to keep her soles clear of the prongs. The lesser of two evils, in other words. Was this what they meant? Surely it could not be!

But there seemed no other possible arrangement. If this was their idea of “‘uncomfortable’... It was her idea of agony! And the rest of her was still held rigidly attached to the pole.

Beyond Jane’s knowledge, three other girls were experiencing exactly the same terrors and hurts and coming to much the same uncomfortable realisations.

Some time passed. Evidently whoever controlled the television felt that there was no hurry to start whatever this presentation was.

In fact Larryat, who could see all four of his current recruits in his monitors via the Induction Bay video cameras, currently in Image Intensifier mode, was aware that the girls had to be given time to adjust to this change in their condition. Otherwise, they might miss the starting moments of the video message he was about to show them.

In any case, there was indeed no hurry. Let them suffer a bit. Besides, he knew from speaking to experienced slavegirls at Kapkur that such pain as the girls suffered now was pretty lenient! Not that they had thought so at the time, of course.

He watched and listened. Eventually the muted protests faded away.

Time for the Founder, then!

The television in front of Jane came to life again, this time with moving pictures. She recognised the start of the Kapkur video that she had seen during the interview - so long ago that seemed!

She wondered if the whole video was going to be shown again - was that the presentation? But in moments more, Denizen himself came on and outlined a very different story to that fed her earlier...

“Welcome to Denizen International!” Denizen sat at his desk, as he had at times in the previous video. But this time, to either side of him was a girl. More or less naked. Fixed upright in just the kind of position the watching girls were in, bodies bound to a pole. The only difference was that their restraints were metal and leather, obviously of better quality and more permanence than the plastics they were secured with. Their heads were hidden. The bottom halves of their faces were covered in some sort of flush, smooth leather mask; the top half by a black rubber or similar half-hood, attached to the bottom half and to their collars by chains and locks. In fact, there seemed to be a number of chains, thin and thick, attached at various points to the two head fixtures. Some hung down between the girls’ breasts, and had weights attached to the ends...

But then the words of this man continued, and as they sunk in, the watchers looked with growing horror at what seemed to be their future...

“My apologies for the subterfuge of our advertisements. Like many things in life -indeed like all advertising - they conceal as much or more as they reveal! I should assure you - in case there are any lingering doubts - that the job offers were true only in certain respects. You will occupy positions in my household, certainly. These really are - that is, you really are - special projects, though not of the kind you may have been anticipating! Not directly connected with my business interests.

These positions (here he gestured to either side, indicating the two captives next to him), like the two simple examples you see here, are instead for my benefit and pleasure!“

“Alas, one cannot request and acquire slavegirls openly in many countries! A few places allow it, even if not openly, but not by any means a majority. A great pity. Thus theneed to attract applicants of the right type. And here you are, just the type I require, recruited! Simple, if one has the resources and funds necessary.“

“There is no escape; I will make that quite clear straight away. The comprehensive and very effective security currently applied to your body should emphasise this point most convincingly!“

“Now, I might at this point show various scenes here at Kapkur, in order to give you an idea of what awaits you. But I shall not. Itis better if Kapkur remains a mystery to you, and comes as a surprise once you arrive. Suffice to say that nothing in your lives so far, has prepared you for my establishment! Nor the duties you will perform!“

“One thing Imay immediately assure you of. Though in due course any remaining clothing left to you willbe removed, there willbe no outright sexual activity in your current location. Certainly, I do not rule out minor acts of a broadly sensual nature - my staff are human, and you are a fine specimen of femininity! Also, as part of your preparation, various acts you will consider most distressing and intimate will necessarily need to be performed. Butat this point I reiterate; there will be no outright sexual activity. My staff have specific and serious instructions in this regard. Breaches of these rules will bring about the harshest of penalties.“

“However, once at Kapkur, you bodies willbe at my personal disposal.

That is, I may - if the mood takes me - engage in whatever activity I desire with you. This includes all sexual activities, amongst other things. But only I may do this, until such time as I decide you are no longer of interest. At this point, I may transfer you to other duties. But these are matters for the future! In a few minutes, you will be put to sleep. During this period of unconsciousness, you will be extensively measured and checked. This includes a full medical check. Later, you will arouse, but I gather from my advisers that no girl remembers this period. You will be kept in a semi-conscious state for a few days, at the end of which one or two modifications necessary for your control and restraint will be made. These are modifications I and my staff consider quite routine, I can assure you, though their exact nature may upset you. Further modifications may be made later here at Kapkur, as required - but that too is a matter for the future, and need not concern you for the present.“

“Afterwards, you will be resuscitated and then begin the final phase of your stay in Britain. This entails your preparation for departure on the journey to Kapkur. You will find this phase of operations enlightening, if uncomfortable.“

“Finally, once more I welcome you to Denizen International. I shall look forward to meeting you in person - no doubt with considerably more enthusiasm than you look forward to meeting me, but that, as they say, is life. Since one cannot please everybody, I endeavour to please myself instead. You will find this philosophy will permeate events as they relate to your future, and urge you to come to terms with the implications.”




Chapter 6 MODIFICATION

Jane came around with a very fuzzy head. For amoment or two, she did not remember anything, did not know where she was.

Then it came flooding back. She tried to scream.

Butnothing more than a croak issued forth. Her mouth was notgagged, but dry and numb. In fact her whole lower face was numb, like after a particularly heavy visit to the dentists except it was even more of her head than that, a bit. Her nose was numb too.

She tried to tilt her head sideways. It felt leaden, difficult to move, but she managed itas gradually a little more consciousness arrived. She felt faint, dizzy from the movement.

She looked around. The room was white, tiled, clean. Perhaps it was a dentists, or at least a hospital. Maybe... Oh, please let it be!

..Maybe she had been rescued, and taken to a hospital for a checkup.

No doubt the things they had done, the way she had been tied, might have injured her. Perhaps the gag thing they had forced into her mouth had done some damage.

But then she tried to move her body, and found herself fixed in place.

And her body was naked, without even a sheet over her. In fact, she found that she was notonabed atall, but strapped to some sort of open frame. Her body was held toitby a broad leather strap across her chest, just below her armpits, and passing above her breasts. There was another strap across her stomach, her ribs, just below her breasts, and more at her thighs and calves. The leg straps were separate; thatis, each leg was secured individually.

Still fastened. Still captive, then!

Turning her head to the side, she saw her arms were outstretched to each side like a crucifix, strapped to a crossbar at wrist and elbow and upper arm.

Her panties and stockings and suspenders had gone. Like the man, what was his name? Den... Denson... No, Denizen! Just as Denizen had said. So it was all true. Someone had inspected her, taken those things off her, and... No! No, it could not be! But the numbness would be explained, and yes, if she looked right down her nose, she could see the glint of metal just below her nostrils...

“Back with us then, dear?“

The voice came from the other side. She spun her head around, but instantly regretted it - there was more pain, dizziness, a slightly sick feeling from the swiftness. Slowly, her eyes focussed.

“Arrapphhuul...” Her mouth wouldn't work with the numbness in it.

“There, then, don’t exert yourself, dear. Took a while to come round, you did. Still, seen enough to know you are here to stay, haven't you?

Justrelax, nothing you can do aboutit! All abit much to take in, eh... But you'll get used to it. Sooner or later, whether you want to or not. These first few days is hard for you girlies; the fixings, the bondage, nakedness and that sort of stuff. Never really get used to it fully though, I suppose - being a slave, under the control of others and so on? Still, like I say; not much you can do about it, is there?

“Now, whileitis fresh, let me tell you something important. When I ask you to do something, or ask you not to do something, or to stop doing something, youdo asIsay. Or whatanyone else here says, come to that.

Obey, in other words. Or you will suffer. But I'm sure you’ll be a good girl, eh?“

The man was thin, short, middle-aged, with pinched features. He was dressed in a white coat, white trousers. Just like in a hospital. Or a psychiatric clinic.

“I'm the orderly here - no need to know my name. I'll be sorting out the preparations for your trip abroad. Soon be on your way to Asia, eh?

What an adventure! Back there myself in a while; maybe see you there.

But I see so many of you, hard to remember individuals. Anyway, mustn’t stand here chatting - a lot to do!“

He fussed around, tidying up items of vaguely medical originonalong table nearby. His whole attitude was matter-of-fact, of someone who did this sort of thing everyday. Which was more or less true.

“Uhhnnuhhuh!” said Jane.

“Don’ttry and talk, dear. Your mouth will be dead forabitlonger. Local anaesthetic, while I put the rings in an hour or so back, remember? I mean, [ know you don’t remember me doing the rings, silly, I gave you the jab, made sure you were out of it. We don't like to rely on the sleeping draught for that. Doesn’t do a girl any good to wake up while she’s having her nose or tongue ringed!“

“No, whatI mean is, remember Mr Denizen saying in his little talk, how you were going to get modified? Nose and tongue, that was what he meant. Nice little rings in them now; one through your septum, one just back a bit from the tip of your tongue. You’ll be able to feel ‘em soon.

Maybe not want to feel ‘em, but you will anyway!“

Janerealised what the metallic glint of metal was. Rings in her nose and tongue! Surely... Surely not!! No way!! But... it seemed incredible, but it really was so! How, how could such barbarism be allowed, be done to her!!?

“Haach.. Yyaarrh, ppuhhan! NaaHHRRGHH!!"„

The orderly came over when Jane tried to complain and to demand her release. The sounds she made were totally garbled, of course, but the orderly knew well enough what the content was likely to be. He had told her the situation already. He wasn’t going to repeat himself, ad infinitum.

He stuffed a cloth well into Jane’s partially open mouth, to stop the worst of the volume. He brought straps up from each side of the frame level with her head, and fastened them over her now full mouth, as a temporary measure. The girl would bessilent soon enough anyway, but he had his work to do and did not need the noise as a distraction.

“That’s better, eh? What a noise from you - most unladylike!“

“’Uhhumulle, uummn!’ Jane was not completely silent, but the decibel level had dropped dramatically. The orderly got on with his briefing.

“This thing you are secured to, this is the fixture frame. Makes it easy for me to put you in your travelling rig and so on. Metal structure, hydraulic joints; very useful, very flexible. Now, I have to warn you.

The hydraulics are strong; much stronger than your muscles. So don't be tempted to resist. You'll only hurt yourself if you strain too much.

The machine will win every time - even against a big guy, let alone a pretty little thing like you...“

“Letmesee, can’tkeep calling you dear or whatever; where’s that order docket?” He ferreted around on the side table. “ Ah yes, well then... Ah!

Here we are; Jane! Nice name, I once had a girlfriend called that. And an auntie too...“

“Now then, you just lie there and take it all in while I get the rest of the stuff ready. It’ll let the jab wear off too. You'll know it when it happens, likeIsay, ‘cos the ache where pierced you will come back. Not too bad, not real sharp like, the pain. More a dull sort of ache. It'll be the nose first; Idid thejab there about ten minutes before your mouth. Here, take a sip of this - just plain water. But no talking, mind!“

He released the straps, took out the wad gag. Jane was obediently silent. She wanted the drink to moisten her lips and throat before screaming again.

“You canstill swallow -and breathe, of course! Don’ttry and play about with the rings; well, you can’t get at the nose ring, eh? Nor the tongue one either, really - there’s a chock in each side of your mouth, held by clips, tostop you biting or such. Believe me, it’s for your own good. You can’t get the rings out, but you sure as hell can hurt yourself trying!“

The orderly put a hand behind her head and lifted her up slightly, bringing a clear plastic beaker with some water in it up to her mouth.

Jane had considered refusing it, but she was hardly in a position to do anything much. She could not even close her lips, as they still refused to function. Besides, if they wanted to lace her drink, they would. If she refused it, they could stick needles in her no doubt. Jane hated needles.

Thus, she sipped the drink. Though it went down without taste, as her tongue was still numb, she thought it really was just water.

“Good girl,” said the orderly. “Now, hold still while I fix these chains on the rings.“

His grip was surprisingly strong. She could not resist. In fact, the numbness helped him, as along with the teethjacks it inhibited full use of her jaw. He was able to snag the tongue ring with a clip to which a long fine chain was attached. The nose ring was even easier to deal with. The chains hung down across Jane’s naked throat, the coils resting in the hollow there. The way her arms were fixed, she had little movementat her shoulders, thus the chains satthere undisturbed, until the orderly might decide to pick them up or move her frame position around.

“WaahhhaGGGHHAAHH!" At last she managed a scream from her refreshed larynx. The orderly shoved the wad back in her mouth once the chain was on her tongue ring, and fastened the securing straps again too.

He sighed, half in sorrow, half in annoyance. “Won’t learn, will you?

No noise, I said. Remember me saying you have to obey? You didn’t obey. Have to do something about it, now.“

He went to one of the walls. On it was an intercom set, the handset of which he picked up, and pressed in a coded number sequence.

“Ah, Larryat? Package Six Four Seven Five; making a good bit of noise.

After due and proper warnings. I think... Yes, that is true... Authorisation?

Alright. I agree. Best is the least. Maybe she will learn. Thanks, out.“

The orderly went and cleaned some of the tools and other objects on a workbench to one side of the room. A minute or two later, another man came in. He was bigger than the orderly, and younger, harder looking.

He wore a uniform, such as a private security firm might outfit their men in. Jane saw the Denizen logo on large badges on the arms and breast pocket. She also saw that the man carried a thin cane in one hand...

The new man dug into a trouser pocket, and extracted a paper flimsy.

It had the holes along the edge of computer printout paper.

“Six Four Seven Five?” said the new man, to the orderly.

“That’s right. Here, I'll swivel the frame upright.“

“Thanks.” The man moved across towards Jane, but not so close as to getin the way of the frame, which began to tilt so Jane was raised to an upright posture, though still firmly attached to the frame. The man held the flimsy up, and read from it.

“Package Six Four Seven Five. Wilful disobedience of direct order. First offence. Minimum punishment. Six strokes to backs of thighs. Time; immediate. Authorisation; Chief Larryat. Issue Chit Number Nine One One Seven Alpha; incident to be recorded on Package Docket for Kapkur reference. Punishment will now be carried out.“

Jane and her frame were swivelled to the upright position. To be truthful, the frame was swivelled, and Jane as a helpless passenger went too. The orderly took her slightly past the upright position, so that sheleaned forward somewhat. This pose madeit easier for the overseer toswihisn cgane , and to strikeJane’s bottomand thighs just beyond the framework.

Without further ado, the security overseer stood behind Jane, to one side, and brought the cane round, full across both her thighs about halfway between her knees and her bottom. Jane barely had time to register the pain of it, before the cane whistled in again, to land just above the first stroke. The other four strokes followed in quick succession.

Meanwhile, the orderly was signing the punishment flimsy.

A moment more, and it was over. The orderly handed back the flimsy, the security man thanked him, and left. All so expeditious and matter of fact that Jane might have imagined it - but for the six intense red marks of pain applied across the backs of her thighs. Tears squeezed from tightly shut eyes. She did not scream or even moan, so shocking and surprising had it been.

“Dear me, poor thing. But I did warn you, Jane. Now, I'm going to get more stuff ready, and when I come back I hope you will have reflected on matters, and be properly co-operative. It will happen, you know; it is up to you as to whether it happens easy, or hard. You know what to expect now for disobedience. Oh, and every time you get punished, it gets worse. It'll be ten strokes next time.“

Itwas now a few minutes later. Jane had not attempted to make a noise again. Perhaps she was saving herself for a better opportunity, but she could not know that the time available to her for making any kind of noise at all beyond minor throat grunts and groans was nearly over.

“Open your mouth and put out your tongue, Jane.“

Janecould feel thering in the end of her tongue, though exploration had tobe very tentative. Now that the local anaesthetic was wearing off, the tip of her tongue ached, and moving the ring hurt. In fact, she had to hold her mouth partly open to avoid it catching on her palate.

“Gaga, GA-GA!” She still could not talk properly.

The ring felt huge, but in fact it was no bigger than the one in her nose.

But that felt big too. As the orderly had said, her nose ring began aching abitbefore her tongue. She could also now feel and taste the metal links of the chain that was fastened to the tongue ring. She could see the chains as they hung down over her throat, if she glanced that way. The nose chain touched her top lip. The chains too were much finer than they felt.

“Gaaaah? Gahaga-Ga, Gah GAH!” said Jane.

“Now then, girlie - I will not tell you again. Remember that obedience is the first rule of duty. Do as you are told, promptly, and matters will proceed in proper fashion. Disobey, or delay, and matters will alter, and not to your advantage!“

He had taken up the end of the chain, lifted it. There was no strain on it yet, buthelpless as she was, he could pull on itand there was nothing she could do. She had already had the pain of her nose ring. He had demonstrated thatby pulling very gently onit, once he was certain that her feeling had returned there. It had felt as if he was trying to pull her nose off her face!

It was not something she wanted to repeat - and her tongue ring might prove even worse!

“Gaaahh.“

She had no choice. Slowly, her mouth opened, and her little pink tongue trembled as it poked out.

“Good girl! Open wider...

“Gaagaah!“

The end of the tongue chain was threaded through some object. She felt the vibration as it rubbed on the links.

The something was a hard rubber mouth plug. It was shaped to fit, specially made for Jane’s mouth. Or rather, slightly oversized. It would only fit with some effort.

In the centre there was a wide slot. Jane’s tongue would fit into it. The orderly manoeuvred the plug up the chain, orienting the slot to match her tongue.

“Wider...“

“Aahaagaha!“

There were stainless steel billets at each side of the plug, each billet having a long slotin it. The billets would fitin the corners of her mouth when the plug was in position. The temporary chocks had been removed from her mouth before the plug was brought into position.

The orderly used the billets to line the plug up; during the detailed measurements, ithad been found that her mouth was slightly lower on one side, and the slots had been positioned to account for this, in relation to the tongue slot. All must be exact. Such irregularities were quite normal. It did not indicate the girl was deformed in any way; human features are naturally somewhat irregular. A female’s breasts, for example, are rarely the same size and shape.

He had the plug up to her lips now, and was pressing it in. Jane discovered just how big it was; began to feel how much her mouth was going to be stretched and filled. She began to object even more.

“Aaahhuuhh!“

“Wider! It's a tight fit, so you have to get your mouth right open as far as it will go...“

The orderly was not going to rely on Jane’s total co-operation, however, and had anticipated her resistance. He had both chains, nose and tongue,in the other hand. He pulla liettlde on them. There was no slack in the chains, and the effect was instantaneous.

“ Aauuuooohahhh!“

Jane’s eyes flew wide. A tear appeared in each corner. Her moans became higher. The orderly keptup the opposing pressures, of pushing - on the plug, and pulling on the chains.

“Eeeyyyhhh!“

Something had to give, and it was bound to be Jane’s mouth. The plug settled in place with a plop and click, as her teeth mounted the ridge and dropped into the recess.

“Eeghhhuummnnn...... „

“That’s it. Good girl! Silence is golden, eh?“

“……!?" There were two small holes in the plug face, one either side of the tongue slot. The orderly produced a small Allen key, which fitted the holes. He inserted the key into the left hole, and turned it half a turn.

Instantly, Jane’s left cheek swelled. He entered the key in the right keyhole and repeated the locking procedure, swelling her right cheek.

The key had activated segments of the gag plug to extend, completing the filling/locking process. The plug could not now be removed without the key retracting these extensions, as the dimensions of the plug were now greater than her mouth opening. However, the gag was only half complete.

He now fitted the restraint strap. Like every other piece of the gag - and the rest of Jane’s equipment - it was customised from the nearest standard size of fitting, specifically for her from the detailed measurements taken earlier. This gag might fit other females, but not exactly, as it did Jane.

The strap was mainly to go from one side slotaround the back of Jane’s neck, to the other slot. That was the fixing first applied. The strap clipped into the slot, and locked. There was a tension adjuster on each cheek, just behind the slot. These were wound until the correct tension was achieved, shortening the strap and forcing the plug well into the mouth. The corners of her lips were pulled well back. The correct tension, of course, was well above that which Jane felt comfortable with, but by now she was unable to object in the slightest.

There was a subsidiary strap that passed under her chin, from just below the side slots. The chin strap had tworings fitted to it, either side of centre. It would perhaps have been easier and more secure to have designed the gag fixture as a head harness, but Denizen had required atravelling gag thatdid not obstruct the upper face atall, even with thin straps each side of the nose. Luckily, the other fixings he specified made an alternative arrangement practicable.

The orderly unclipped the nose chain from the nose ring, and brought forward a small stainless steel item. This was clipped to the nose ring, replacing the chain. This device waslikea miniature clothes hanger, the top centre of it fitting to the nose ring. Two arms projected out an inch or so, one to each side. From the ends, more chain dangled, and this was taken down and threaded through the rings on the gag chin strap.

Steady pressure on the chains got everything snug, and when he was satisfied, small locks were fitted to chain and chin rings to hold it in place. Now even the slightest movement of her lower jaw would pull on Jane’s septum. To ensure that the chin strap itself did not shift, additional chains would be run from it down to her collar during the final stages of her preparation.

The coat hanger arrangement kept the chains clear to either side of the tongue slot. Jane’s tongue was already well into the plug slot, but had yet to be extended fully forward and secured. Pulling on the tongue ring-chain soon persuaded it out, with accompanying high-pitched protestations, though now barely audible. This was partly because Jane’s throat was sore from the constant screaming she had done earlier, and denied the use of most of her vocal equipment this was about all that was left - not to be used except in moments of extreme pain, such as when one’s tongue is yanked forward via a tongue ring attached to a still very sore hole in that tongue!

Many securements were possible with the combination of tongue and nose rings; Jane would no doubt experience the range in due course.

Perhaps she might even come to have a favourite, and would certainly discover several that were highly unpleasant. For now, travel mode required simple security and neatness.

A flexible leather mouth shield formed the outer layer of the gag. It fitted over everything, broad enough to cover mouth and stretched lips, and fastened to the side straps with adjustable buckles to keep it tight. At the centre of the front was a thin vertical slot, and the orderly manipulated the tongue chain into and through this before fastening the shield in place, only then settling it down and pulling on Jane’s tongue again until the outer half of the ring projected through the shield. Her tongue, of course, was somewhat stretched straight forward in order to do this, but the orderly was not the one hurt by it.

A riveted fitting that surrounded the slot had another of the key holes.

A half turn of the Allen key (the same one as used on the plug) clamped this fitting onto the partially exposed tongue ring, holding it firmly in place. The beauty of the fitting was - as the orderly now explained to Jane-thatnotonly was her tongue held immobileand tightly stretched, giving a measure of constant pain and reminding her of her predicament, but it might be released in an instant, and the chain pulled, or even twisted, if the slave did not co-operate in whatever was asked of her. The chain itself was left on the tongue ring, not attached to anything else just yet.




Chapter 7 TRAVELLING ARRANGEMENTS

The orderly clamped Jane’s head to the frame by means of the straps of the gag which were clipped to waiting links. Another, broader strap went across her head at eye level, to hold it still.

He had now to fit the travel collar. This item was of stiff moulded plastic, covered with soft leather. Various rings were riveted to front and rear and sides. All the collars Jane would wear - even the seemingly rough, crude metal ones that trainees at Kapkur began their new life with - were shaped to fit the contours of her neck and throat. Some would force her head up, or down, others would hold her head still, unable to turn much. Still others were designed in tandem with head and body harness, to hold everything as one unit.

The travel collar was cut low at the front and high at the rear. The cutout at the front was to accommodate the chin, when the head was lowered - but that pose was to follow near the end of the preparations.

For now Jane would be able to nod her head a bit - once the frame fixtures were released. The collar was fitted and locked in place.

The travelling corset came next. There was no especial connection between corset and gag or collar for now, until final fixtures tightened everything up, and hence the corset might have been fitted first. But it was deemed best to fit the full gag before anything else, so as to cut out a lot of complaining. After that, logically, one might as well work downwards.

The orderly moved to the control console, and pressed a couple of buttons. The frame hummed as it moved; Jane was swung upright but otherwise unaltered in position, her arms still stretched straight out like a scarecrow.

Jane’s personal corset was extracted from its packaging. This was no ordinary corset, for Denizen wanted posture training to begin immediately.

He was unimpressed by modern standards of deportment in young females. They slouched, they shuffled - even the fitness fanatics amongst them did not seem to know how to sitin a chair properly. This would be corrected. The girls would soon realise why Victorian ladies looked so strait-laced; erect and bolt upright in their chairs in period photographs. This was down to education and deportment certainly, and etiquette and decorum. Subjects that also figured in a Denizen slavegirl’s training. But mainly it was due to being literally strait-laced, that is to say fastened into highly restrictive corsetry, tied in by laces, under stress.

For his travelling corset design, Denizen had dispensed with lacing. It might work loose over a period of time - after all, Victorian women were in their corsets for just a day at a time, or less. His new slaves would be in them permanently, at least until delivery. A matter of perhaps weeks, certainly days. Lacing was also complex, and timeconsuming.

Technology had come up with high tension fixings that would do the job as well or better.

In fact, Denizen had borrowed from ski-boot design. Here, adjustable clips kept the feet firmly in place - the feet have toberigid in skiing, with but a degree or two of ankle bend. It was a simple matter to take these designs, and adapt them to his needs, and add further locks to hold them closed. One feature of ski-boot clips that was very valuable was that they might be adjusted - loosened, or more likely tightened - after the victim had worn the garment for a while. There was always a little slack that worked out as the wearer adjusted to the strictures of the corset, and settled into the confines.

The Denizen travelling corset, then, was a high tech carapace of plastics and metal. It flexed where desired, it compressed where desired; most of all, it held rigid where desired. This was mainly due to the stays, especially the double back stay; two hefty vertical metal rods that once the corset was closed, sat just to either side of the backbone. The rods were shaped to hold the back in the proper shape. The other stays assisted by restraining the body against these main rods.

Theoverall shape was setby the victim’s body, of course; atleast, by the shape as modified by Denizen’s deportment objectives. It is quite fair to call the wearer of such a corset a victim!

The torso was carefully measured in three dimensions by computerised laser ranging technology; a process that had been done earlier when Jane was unconscious. The resting state of the body at the time of measurement was converted by the program into travelling dimensions.

Naturally, these generated dimensions were tight, and forced the torso into the required posture - not a casual resting pose!

Interms of extent, the corset started immediately below the lower curve of the breasts, on the ribcage, with two cut-outs to the shape of the breast globes where they joined the chest. It continued around the back.

Lower down, the form naturally curved inwards to a sharp, restricted waist - though of course to a much tighter waist than the wearer would find ideal - then flared out to sit on and slightly over the hips, where it finished. Various clips, straps, rings and fixings were placed on the outside of the corset, so that other items might be attached to it, or the corset (and hence the wearer) attached to securement devices - whether frames of various sorts, or simply to posts or wall/floor/ceiling fixtures.

One problem with such a tight-fitting object was that nothing could be worn under it. This included straps and belts, and specifically a waist belt. The problem was solved by the fact that as tight as it was, the corset could act as a direct replacement for a waist belt, and in fact some of the fittings and certain aspects of the shape of the corset’s bottom edge reflected this. In due course, Jane would find out what would be attached.

The orderly brought the object forward, opening the thing up as he approached. To Jane it looked like some sort of awful monster, jaws wide, about to gobble her up. In its way, that was not too far from the truth.

The reason for the placement of her fixings to the frame were now apparent. The strap under her shoulders and over her chest was well away from the corset. The one under her breasts would be in the way, but only of the very top. That strap could stay on until final tightening.

In the meantime, the corset could be forced wide around her torso, and allowed to closebehind her. Fourring fittings on the corset - two toeach side, one near the top edge, the other near the bottom edge - were cliplinked to the frame, holding the corset close to its final position. The under breast rib-strap was now removed.

Working down from the top, the back closures were snapped shut onto their first ratchet positions. This required a certain amount of effort, and accompanying grunts and groans. The noises were made by the orderly. Jane was incapable now of even grunting. She could in theory make throat noises, but the restrictions of corset and collar, a tender tongue, plus everything else going on - not least the caning and the threat of further punishment - all combined to keep her absolutely quiet. Someone standing in front of her would, however, have seen a variety of facial and eye expressions!

After the closures were completed, Jane was effectively locked into the corset, as she could not get at the fastenings. Naturally, her hands would never be allowed to come close to even one of the closures, let alone all of them. But, in common with the general Denizen policy of over-protection, each corset closure had a separate lock as well. However, the orderly did not bother to fasten these in place as yet.

Jane found the corset unbearably restrictive. She did not realise it had only been fastened on the loose setting!

“Phew! Bit of a tussle, getting you packed in that, eh? Well then; I'll let you get used to it for a while. Time for elevenses anyway, I think.“

Without further words, the orderly went out of the room for his coffee break. He deserved it, for preparing Jane was quite a job. There was a lot more to come too - and she was only the first of four in the current batch.

Actually, the break would serve another function as well. Jane would squirm and twistand generally moveabout, trying to ease her position.

This would bed the corset in nicely.

About a quarter of an hour later, the orderly returned. Jane, of course, was fastened exactly as she had been when she left - there was no room for much movement on her part. Nor did she get a cup of coffee, or anything else.

But, just as expected, she had wriggled about and attempted to find a less strenuous position within the corset. There wasn’t one. However, the orderly now adjusted all the back closures, pulling the corset tighter by one or even two ratchets. It only took a minute or two, and Jane was forced even further into an upright torso, bottom-out posture.

“Right then; time for chastity measures, Jane.“

At first Jane thought she had heard the orderly say time for ‘drastic measures’. Weren't the things done to her drastic enough?!

Butanother set of objects were unpacked from their container, and Jane knew well enough what at least one of these objects was. A dildo. Of quite large proportions.

The orderly held the equipment up in front of Jane, pointing out various features; most prominently, the appendages that were about to be inserted inside Jane’s warm and tender places. The orderly spoke matter-of-factly about them.

“ Anal dildo; basically a simple straight metal prod though with certain refinements, one inch in diameter, five inches long. You’ll learn to accept bigger stuffand other shapes in due course at Kapkur, naturally, but Mr Denizen doesn't like his new girls stretched too much straight off. Still, I expect you'll think it big enough. Get a lot of tears with anal prods, we do.“

“Ah now. Vaginal dildo. Interesting, this; an exact replica of Mr Denizen's erect penis, so I'm told, in order to get you used to it. A big fellow, Mr Denizen. [ can see how's he comes to need so many fillies in his service! Near enough seven inches long, just over one and a half in diameter. That big enough for you, eh? Some refinements there too.

Plus some other stuff. Right, we'll get ‘em in. Lot to do yetbefore you're ready to go...“

The orderly put the objects on a side table, lined up ready for fitting.

Jane wanted to get away, to say to Mr Denizen that she was sorry for whatever reason they had for capturing her, for treating her like this - and so on. But since she could go nowhere, and had no way of refusing orobjecting, nor of course of saying sorry -nor wouldithave madeeven the slightest difference to what was going to happen even if she could say so - these objects were going to be inserted, fitted and locked upon her.

Now the orderly moved back to the control panel, and the frame began to rotate, until she had turned right over and was now stomach down.

Then the frame folded, bringing her legs down towards the floor, with her bent at the hips. She could not bend at the waist, as the corset prevented it.

The chastity belt itself was in two sections, normally joined with a tongue and locking pin arrangement at mid point. Each section hinged just below the waist locking plate, thus if the mid-joint was separated, one or both of the sections could hinge outwards without the necessity of being removed from the waist fixing. If one was hinged up, the other half could remain in place, of course, with the relevant intruder snug in it's new warm home.

The two sections each had a small screw tension and lock fitting next to the top hinges, that could shorten or lengthen the sections for fine adjustment.

Such sectional construction and general flexibility was deemed desirable, partially for travelling chastity - toileting, for example, was made simpler - and also for the fact that these were the first such fittings put on new slaves. Adjustments might be needed during, or at some time after, fitting. Naturally, at a later stage, once the slave was at Kapkur, more rigorous fixtures could be put on them.

The join between the sections came between the anus and labia. The sections would be fitted separately, as this was easiest. The appendages were separate too, and inserted after the relevant belt section was secured to the waist plates on the corset, so they could be linked to the chastity belt with full security immediately.

Once Jane was bent fully over - a process that she fought against, but completely without success, as the machine was far too strong for her as the orderly had warned - straps on the corset sides were brought around to theback. Therewere another two straps, this time on the back hanging vertically down, either side of the rear closures. All four fitted and locked to a plate; an identical plate was fitted to the front of the corset but built in, at the waist. As the corset opened and closed at the rear, this strap arrangement was required to hold the rear plate in position over thejoint. It also acted asanincidental extra locking device to hold the corset on. Completely unnecessary in that capacity, of course, but there it was.

Now the rear section of the chastity belt was inserted and locked into this newly positioned corset locking plate. Then it was swung up out of the way. Using a liberal amount of lubricant gel, the tip of the anal dildo was inserted into Jane’s bottom. Holding her cheeks apart with one hand, the orderly pressed steadily with the other, until the head of the dildo was through the anal ring. Jane objected, tensed up, and had to be told quite often to relax as it would not hurt so much that way. In fact she did little to help, so the whole process was quite an ordeal.

However, insertion was inevitable. Once the head of the dildo was within the anal ring, it was easier to force it fully home.

Jane, meanwhile, tested the rigidity of the fixing framework. She also added to the flow of tears in connection with such fittings.

The rear section of the chastity belt was swung back down, and came to rest on the head of the anal dildo. This surface included two guide prongs that fitted into slots in the belt plate. These slots were a plastic item that was riveted to the main plate, fitting into a recess in it. The dildo needed aligning, by twisting it within Jane’s anus, until the prongs fed into the slots. Also projecting from the dildo was a central threaded bolt that fitted into a round hole in the belt, sleeved with a nylon grommet. All these items were in exactly the right place; the orderly had hardly any adjusting to get it all lined up and linked. Of course, exact measurements had been taken earlier, while Jane was unconscious, and the belt fixings and length made to measure, as with all the other objects put on or in Jane.

A locking rod was passed through the two guide prongs - which had small holes through them for the purpose - and a wing nut fixing was screwed down onto the projecting bolt, though not before a round washer with a wire attached to it had been put over the bolt. Another wire was clipped to the prong locking rod; these two wires led down from the fixture frame, to end in a small coil on the floor below. The other end of the wires were not attached to anything, as yet.

All the rear fittings were now complete. In fact, even though only half the chastity belt was in place, it could not be removed. The dildo could notbe levered out, without being unlocked and disconnected from the belt plate, owing to the distant hinge point and rigid connection.

Jane was experiencing sensations never before encountered. Such a thing inside her was quite new to her. She did not like it.

The orderly now altered the frame position, and Jane along with it, of course. Her body was straightened out again, then rotated and tilted so she lay horizontally on her back.

Another two control buttons were operated. Jane’s legs began to draw apart in a splits.

The movements had affected Jane’s anal dildo - amongst other things.

The orderly came over and feltbeneath her, testing the ‘pull’ of the anal fitting. He thought ithad loosened, or atleast thata bit more tightening was possible, now she was straightened out, so he wound the tensioner up a turn or two.

The front section of the chastity belt was locked to the waist plate on the front of the corset, and hinged up out of the way. Both front and rear lower edges of the corset were specially shaped with cut-outs to help the chastity belt sections meet these locking plates without pressing a ridge of material onto the girl’s flesh. As far as Denizen was concerned, there was desirable discomfort, and practicality. He did not wish his charges marked or chafed in such an irrelevant manner. This consideration was entirely lost upon his victims!

Jane might well have expected the dreaded vaginal dildo as the next fitment. In fact, it was not to be. It would be something rather smaller, but even worse.

The front belt was much the same as the rear. It had the same slots and grommet fixing point, though slightly larger sized to take the larger forward dildo. But just above this was another small hole, lined with a nylon bush.

Jane had not really understood the small object that the orderly had shown her earlier. Certainly, she did not want it fitted to her on principle, and it looked sinister, and capable of hurting her.

The object was a short metal rod. At one end it had a small hole; at the other a rather more complex device. This had been explained to her as being like a drill chuck; it had three rounded, tapered segments at the end, and a threaded collar above. The collar was the same overall diameter as the main section of the rod, and the top half of the main rod was threaded.

The orderly moved in. Jane squirmed about. The orderly tightened the thigh straps, and the clip chains holding her corset to the frame.

His fingers touching her sex made her body give a shudder, despite the tightrestraint. Ina moment, he had his prey between finger and thumb; her clitoris!

He rubbed ita little, to raise it up, then pushed the drill chuck end of the rod down over it, pressing the surrounding flesh downwards. Once all was accurately centred he rotated the collar, pulling the jaws of the chuck closed, trapping Jane’s most intimate nodule of flesh in their grasp. He yanked on the rod to check that it held. In fact, it came loose.

The first go often failed. But the second time, her clitoris now perked up by the attention, it held. He screwed the collar tighter, then let it fall onto her mound as he reached for the last intruder.

The vaginal dildowasalso smeared with lubricant, and inserted. It was not too difficult a job, though large. Jane’s sex stretched to accommodate it. Quickly, he dropped the front belt down, working the two new projecting objects through their matching fixture holes, and then fastened the two belt sections together. He secured the vaginal dildo in place with locking rod and wing nut as with the anal dildo. This also had wires attached.

Lastly, another wingnut was fitted over the projecting end of the clitoral rod, and wound on, locking it in place. Once the nut was well onto the rod, pulling the short rod upwards, it also began to stretch Jane’s clitoris outwards. A wire was inserted into the small hole at the top of the rod, and crimped in place. All five plastic covered wires with bare ends at the fixing points - two to the vagina, two to the anus, and one to the clitoris - were banded together at intervals to form a long bundle, now that they were inescapably secured in place at their business end.

The fixture frame mechanism whined. Jane’s legs were being returned from the spread position and put close together again. The chastity belt and accessories were now fitted - but not quite adjusted. Once her legs were parallel once more, the orderly operated the tensioners to bed the belt fully home.

[t was not a process Jane appreciated. In fact, Jane was devastated! The man Denizen had caused this to be done to her - her most intimate parts seen and toyed with, filled, secured, restrained, invaded! All without her permission, and worse still without the slightest possibility on her behalf of stopping or even interfering with the process! She could not even protest.

“Feeling fulfilled, eh Jane? Never had that kind of intruder inside you, I'll bet! You look like the type who has never even played with a vibro!

Even if you have, these are not quite the same, eh? Electric, yes - you'll discover that soon enough, but not at all the ride your standard dildo offers!“

“Best of all, they won’t come out now until you get to Kapkur - except for toileting and that kind of thing, but you won’t know when that happens, as you'll be doped out for those little chores. May as well get used to the idea of being blocked up, as even after you get to Kapkur, it’s normal for slaves to be kept chaste like that, for long periods. You'll see. Well, let’s head on down, as the Yanks say. Legs next.“

A broad strap was passed around Jane’s left thigh just above her knee.

Another, separatebutidentical strap wentaround theright thigh. They locked in place. Attached to them were smaller, subsidiary straps that passed around the front below the knee. These did not prevent the knee from bending, but held the leg straps firmly in place at the knee, and prevented any tendency to shift up or down.

The orderly connected a short, solid, round stainless steel rod of about a quarter-inch diameter between the two leg straps. The ends fitted in locking connectors on the inside faces of the straps; the ends of the rod had built-in universal joints that allowed the legs a certain degree of movement, though preventing them from closing together.

Atthe centre of the metal rod, a ring was fastened, from which a fixture containing an internal spring hung. Chains on the ankle shackles were taken up to this, tightened and locked to it. Only now were the ankle chainsjoined, by putting a small padlock between links on both chains, about halfway up between the ankles and knees. This arrangement limited the size of step and had the additional benefit of keeping the chain well up, as well as tight. The purpose of this benefit would be apparent once final outfitting of the slave proceeded, but its primary purpose was to ensure that if the ankles were close together, the chain would not droop downwards.

Lastly, the Foot Posture Device was re-attached to Jane’s feet.

This completed the basic securement, with the exception of the arms.

The frame was swung around again so Jane faced downwards. One at a time, her arms and hands were removed from the outstretched portion of the frame and fitted to her corset.

At the rear, each elbow fastened to a point in the centre of the back, at waist level. The fixing was actually part of the chastity belt rear plate, and in fact any arm movements were transmitted via the chastity belt to the anal and vaginal plugs. Once both elbows were secured, they were joined close together by another strap, forcing the shoulders and chest out.

Each hand had putonita single hand mitten of soft leather, though the actual containment was rigid, being a shaped plastic affair within the leather mitten pouch. The thing was without separate fingers, or anything else but for a series of small holes in the palm area of the mitt.

They served tolet air circulate into the rigid containment - though they could have other functions that would not be utilised for now.

The plastic formers had been made to fit Jane’s specific hand size, of course. They locked on at the wrist, and once in place could not be removed by the wearer even without the locks - unless, somehow, the wearer might get the mitt up to her mouth and tug it off with her teeth.

Not that Jane could do anything of the sort, being tongue-tied and completely secure in her gag.

These mitts clipped at wrist and the finger ends via built-in rings to the corset, at each hip. The wrists fastened on the point of the hips, and the extremities via short chains to the front plate of the chastity belt fixing point. Thus both elbows and hands were attached via the chastity belt to her intruders.

The orderly brought forward a small box-shaped object and began to attach it to fixing points on the back of the corset, just below Jane’s secured elbows. She had no idea what it was, especially as it was being fitted out of her sight. But when the orderly took up the bundle of wires that attached to her intruders, she remembered him saying the dildos were ‘electric’...

The wires were shortened to fit snugly under her and up to the box.

Each was attached to individual terminals in a block on the underside of the box. Two more wires trailed out of a separate port beside the terminal; these wires were fed through Jane’s wrist fixings and then down along the outside of each leg, being taped to the thigh/knee straps and then threaded through small connectors on her ankle shackles, where the wires were crimped solidly in place, then cut to size. ; “The vibes will be explained to you soon, Jane,” said the orderly.

“These two wires are the aerials, or antennae, for the radio commands.

Remote control, see. Okay; that’s about it for now, you'll be pleased to know! Get you on your feet, back to the Induction Bay, and another message from your sponsor...“

He chuckled. The message was going to be a bit different from the last one. Jane would remember this one for a while, as apart from the verbal content it would be reinforced by something a bit more forceful...




Chapter 8 PACKAGE 6475

The orderly strode over to the handset again, and tapped in the control room code. He waited a few moments as it rang, then there was a click as Supervisor Larryat answered it.

“Package Six Four Seven Five is secured and ready for next phase, sir.

No more problems... That's right. Fit of all equipment seems fine, sir.

Okay, I'll hang on until he gets here; Out.“

The orderly went and filled out his completion docket, then turned to the parts and consumables manifest. Paperwork! The job was okay - routine for the most part, even fun at times - but there was no escaping bureaucracy. Mr Denizen would play merry hell if his acquisitions were not properly accounted for. The orderly had to book out his time and the various equipment used, from the corset through to the wiring.

All in this case set against Job Number Six Four Seven Five...

A uniformed security man came into the room, wheeling a porter’s trolley in front of him. Not the same man that had punished Jane earlier, but the same general type.

The appearance of the man reminded her that she had been struck, several times, with a cane! Not the sort of thing Jane was used to, at all.

She could still feel the sting, the heat of the lines put on her.

The security guard looked atJane, who blushed strongly to be seen like this - secured, restrained, yet not by any means fully covered. Her breasts, especially, stood out, thrusting forwards as if in invitation, her shoulders and elbows pulled back. Vainly, she tried to move her mitted hands upwards - but it was a reflex gesture, to attempt to conceal from the man's gaze that which he had no right to look at! And if he wanted to, he could see her caned legs, and her bottom was bare too, and the innermost, intimate part of her crotch, only partially concealed by the strap of the chastity belt - and this man undoubtedly knew what was poking inside her! Some of her pubic hair peeped out to either side of thebelt. Jane knew the man could see it, and there was nothing, nothing she could do!

Her body was unable to escape, her mouth unable to protest, to complain, to beg for help. But Denizen had said she would not be sexually mistreated. Could she believe him, though? Certainly, her sex was well ‘protected’ if also violated. A strange paradox.

“This ‘er then; Six Four Seven Whatsit?” The security man had actually looked right through Jane! He seemed not the slightest bit interested in her.

The orderly looked askance at the other man. He sighed, under his breath. Security goons!

“Six Four Seven Five. See anyone else here, mate?“

“Okay okay -I‘ave ter check, like, dun’ I? Sign the docket an’ let’s get ‘er shifted! Summink good on telly in a few minutes...” The security man rocked from foot to foot in anxiety. These orderlies had no sense of timing! Buggers probably did it deliberately...

The orderly put his initials on the topmost sheet of paper of the slim packet of papers on his workbench. He had yet to complete it all; the parts manifest, the time sheet - but that would follow on in due course.

Aslong as the dockets were all complete and correct, the package could be shipped out of his care.

He tucked the dockets into a clear plastic envelope. The pouch had a small hook at the top, and the orderly clipped the hook through Jane’s tongue ring. Facing outwards, the title of topmost paper clearly said in large lettering; ‘PACKAGE 6475’.

Meanwhile, the security man had manoeuvred the trolley around immediately behind Jane. The orderly put a Spandex half-hood - somewhat similar to the one used during her capture, but coming down only as far as her nostrils - over her head, tying the long trailing cords fixed to it down to her collar rings. Then the two men unfastened her restrained body from the fixture frame, and heaved her over the few inches onto the trolley, which was specially designed with the necessary fittings to accept clips and locks. She was locked in place. Still upright, Jane was wheeled out of the room.

The orderly wondered what it was that was the security goon had wanted to see on the telly, and nipped around to the staff room to see the listings. He had a while before the next package, Six Four Seven Six - until quite recently the girl Julie Armitage - was due to be processed.

Maybe it was something he might enjoy, even though security goons had quite different and rather basic tastes!

Jane’s journey was quite short. Nowhere was too far from any other part of the complex, for here no more than twelve girls were processed at once. Unlike the Kapkur establishment, which rambled through miles of space above and below ground, even without going outside.

Thus, in a few minutes, Jane was once more secured in the Induction Bay, just as she had been before. The half-hood had been removed once she was locked into place on the Bay’s tube spur.

There was a short wait, then the television monitor sprang to life. A series of test patterns ran across the screen, then suddenly Denizen appeared, flanked as before by two bound girls. Definitely different girls to the last time, though; these two were coloured, or at least of dark, southern European or maybe Asian stock. Their features could not be seen, being hidden by what Jane now knew to be quite usual close-fitting hoods. Other than that, their outfits were much like Jane’s.

Jane also now realised that the leather mouth coverings she had seen in the earlier video, and these fuller hoods worn by the girls now, covered gags similar or even the same as hers. Certainly there were metal rings glinting on the face of the hoods.

Denizen had been reading a folder on his desk, but now looked up. In fact, he looked not straight at her, but at a point just below the screen’s horizon.

“Ah...hello! Jane Fenton, isn’tit? Actually, youare nolonger the person ‘Jane Elizabeth Susan Fenton’, though you will not agree, nor realise this fact. You are now ‘Package Six Four Seven Five’. Once you reach Kapkur, your status will change, and you will become ‘Material Assembly Stock Item Six Four Seven Five; Initial Trainee Class Level Seventeen’, usually referred to as ‘Item Six Four Seven Five, Trainee Class Seventeen’. The meaning of these terms will become apparent in due course. We find raw material such as yourself soon grasps the general operating principles of our system, if not the detail - like it or not.“

His wordsrather flowed over Jane. She failed to understand all this talk about stock items and so on, though he seemed to be referring to her.

The pain and shock of her bondage processing was catching up with her, and she had become rather detached from reality.

Atleastsherealised this was novideo, butalive transmission. She even understood why he did not look directly at her - after all, she had done video conferencing at college. He was looking at a monitor, that no doubt showed her image. The camera that sent Denizen’s image to her was above his monitor. Jane remembered the tutor stressing to them that one must get used to the distraction of people who were looking directly at you without seeming to.

The pain in her sex had been present for a few milliseconds before she identified it, and tried unsuccessfully to scream her head off. Pulses of pain zapped from the vaginal dildo through her vaginal wall to her rectum, where resided the other pole of the particular circuit that was in operation. The gag kept her unwillingly silent. The frame held her still. Her hands struggled in treacle, trying to drop down, to tear at the intruders thathad untilnow merely filled her. The pain built up to quite unbearable proportions, and Jane lost consciousness.

She awoke in seconds, though Jane had no way of telling how long she had been out. The pain had more or less gone; there was a dull ache, and a throbbing in her sex. Not entirely uncomfortable, in fact...

She looked out again. Denizen held some sort of zapper, like a television remote control.

“Back with us again? Fun, wasn'tit? Well, itwas for me, even at the very low setting I gave you. No point in treating you to a proper charge just yet, eh? Best if we build up slowly, so you appreciate each step.“

“A pity I cannot be there in person, but via the wonders of modern communications[am able to directly affect your current well being. Ha!

A pun...But perhaps it was not funny to you? I assure you, people learn to laugh at my jokes! For your information, operation of this console is denoted in your Induction Bay by a small red LED just above the monitor you are watching. If I may demonstrate?“

Jane did not see the red light. She had shut her eyes before the pain hit her. This time, both poles were within the anal dildo, and the shock was confined to her rectum...

“Tut-tut, Six Four Seven Five! You weren't watching! I saw your eyes close, and that is not allowed... I said you should watch. Slaves must obey, even when they are merely untrained packages awaiting transit!

We will try the next setting up, and give your sex a treat, eh?“

Zap! : This time yet another set of contacts were employed. One was at the rear face of the vaginal dildo, the other being the jaws of the clitoral clamp. Besides being a new combination of locations, the power setting had been putup one notch, as Denizen had intimated. The effect on Jane was quite startling.

Denizen was satisfied that Jane had felt that one. It was surprising how much movement the girl was capable of, strung up and secured as she was. He set the remote to repeat one second zaps, at intervals of five seconds. He was perfectly prepared to ignore the staccato lapses in Jane's attention this would create. It would reinforce the message by demonstration. In any case, his conversation was being recorded. Jane would watch it several times, so she was going to get a chance later to pick up anything she might miss.

“The staff at your present place of containment are equipped with similar control consoles, and are authorised to use them should the need arise. I say this now so that it is quite clear what you will be risking should you decide to ignore my next instructions.

“As and when you are moved, or your security adjusted or altered, you will not object, or struggle, or interfere in any way. My staff have their jobs to do. You know now what might be done to you. There is no further need for the present for the cane or the whip to control you - though I promise you an intimate knowledge of such implements in due course! I see you have had a small taste of the cane already. That was naughty of you, needing chastisement at such an early stage - you will be punished for that after you arrive here.

“You will note that I hold the slave responsible for keeping her body unmarked. This may seem unfair, as the slave has no control over whether their overseers strike them or not. But any such marks are placed upon aslave through some faultin her behaviour - at least at this early stage of your new career. I may require punishment for no apparentreason, but my overseers do not have that luxury. Hence, any marks are earned, and the slave is presumed to have enticed the overseer to place marks upon her. A somewhat convoluted argument, perhaps; but the principle stands. I have commanded it. I should add that it works, by and large, to restrict slave behaviour within tolerable bounds - in conjunction with the other methods, of securement and so forth, that you have now begun to sample.

“Atany event, for now I prefer you to be schooled by means that do not mark your skin any further - other than whatever marks the corset and your other fitments might entail. One must accept small sacrifices, 1 believe, in order to ensure proper security. Thus you will not be punished should I find marks upon you consistent with these fitments.

“In a while you will be taken to your storage space, and final security and travel arrangements will be completed. There will be some delay in your actual transport, since other trainees need to be processed.

However, in the meantime you will be fed and exercised at the necessary intervals; once per day. Your exercise will be of some three hours” duration, and quite simple in nature.

“Itrust you will bear in mind what I have said, as regards co- operating with the staff. May your journey here be safe; I look forward to meeting you in person. Goodbye for now.

“In case you have been distracted by, ah, other items claiming your attention, my message will be repeated several times for your benefit.

I urge you to obey in all things. The shocks will cease in a moment; this message will be run again, then the shocks will start up. After a while, the shocks will stop once more, and so on. This process will continue until the repetitions have concluded. A member of staff will then come and proceed with the next stage.”




Chapter 9 STORAGE

The cycle of messages had ended. Jane was sure of it. The screen stayed blank, for far longer than the previous pauses between re-runs of Denizen’s warnings to her.

Though she had not moved, she was exhausted. The electric stimulation of her nether regions had seen to that. The sensations the currents caused in her were entirely new, entirely beyond her previous knowledge of what her body might experience. Pain mostly, but even more horrifying was the realisation that it was not all pain; some of the stimulation created sensations that could not be classed as entirely unwanted, entirely awful...

Was she in the early stages of madness? Perhaps such torments could cause psychological changes. Would she be gradually reprogrammed to become an unthinking zombie, gratified by the pleasure in pain?

The arrival of an Orderly and his movements to unfasten her from the Induction Bay, to put her onto the overhead rail system, interrupted these thoughts.

They ended up at a small rectangular chamber that was to be Jane’s home until being transported to Kapkur. It was one of a set of identical storage bays. Naturally, Denizen had decreed that each captive was to be held separately. Not even the minimal comfort of seeing another secured and gagged female was to be permitted.

Thus eleven other storage bays would be occupied in due course, but Jane was the first in the queue to be processed. Her Stock Number had been placed on the storage bay entry door, and the same number showed up on the overhead railway control screen in the main control room. Denizen’s acquisitions processing was nothing if not thoroughly organised.

She was removed from the overhead, which entered each of the bays via stub end sidings. There were fixture points in the middle of the bay in floor and ceiling, clear of the walls; Jane - Package 6475 - would be stored upright. Once more her Foot Posture Device was positioned and clamped to floor mountings. For the time being, the frame that had held her and acted as the carriage ‘chassis’ on the overhead system was left in place. It held her steady and still.

In the Control Room, Larryat noted that Package 6475 had beén transferred from an Induction Bay to her storage space. The ‘6475’ number had stopped flashing, indicating the package was no longer in travel mode, but locked to an anchor point. He could check visually if he wished, by activating a camera in the storage bay, but did not do so.

He was busy setting up processing information on a later batch, 6483 to 6486.

The orderly now began to finalise Jane’s storage and travelling ri g; it was deemed best to arrange the various preparation, securement and immobilisation processes in such a way that they occurred in separate groups, rather than all at once. Denizen considered that the impact was more forceful if a succession of such events were inflicted on the unfortunate victim. ' First a tough leather strap was fitted to a ring on the top edge of the corset, at the middle of the front, between Jane's breasts. This strap led upwards, and at the mid-point of the strap about level with the top swelling of her breasts, there was a narrow horizontal staple riveted in place. Just above this, the strap divided, with each ‘leg’ going out and over her shoulders in an inverted 'V’ to fasten into locking buckles at the top of the corset back.

Once the straps were locked in place, it was time for Jane’s head to receive further security and concealment.

The primary covering was an open-face hood. This inner hood was close-fitting, Jane’s hair being forced flat against her skull as the hood was fed over thehead harness. Of course, the head harness already held most of it down. The hood laced to the rings on her collar; care being taken to ensure that no stray hairs escaped the containment. It was important, especially with light coloured hair, to ensure no clues were visible.

The lower front the hood was cut low, under the chin. At the top of this open front, a gauze panel hung down to cheek level, over Jane’s eyes.

It limited, but did not completely obscure, her vision.

Now it was time for her head to be positioned in the correct, downward- looking, pose. This was simply, if painfully, achieved by tension.

The nose/tongue chain was detached from its temporary securement and fed through the guiding staple on the collar-to-corset strap. From thereit ran down to asimilar staple fitted to the centre of the corset over the ribs, to terminate at the chastity belt ring; the same one her hands were fastened to via their mittens and chains.

The orderly grasped the tongue/nose chain and pulled down. No doubtif her mouth was ungagged, there would have been screams and pleas, but it wasn’t and there weren’t. Jane’s head was forced down, until the degree of apparent humbleness seemed correct. Then the chain was locked to the chastity belt ring.

The orderly tweaked each of Jane’s nipples in turn. This elicited attempted movement from Jane’s mittened hands, and an attempted jerk of the head. Such movement abruptly ceased as strained and tensioned, she realised the folly of objection. In particular, her septum and tongue had been painfully reminded of this folly.

After a moment, he twisted her nipples again. Jane tried to ignore the ‘sharp pain there, and stay still. She had learnt. The man grunted, half in approval, half in disappointment. Sometimes the girls took a few goes to learn...

It was safe to remove the last few fixings to the frame, and wheel the frame away. Jane was still attached to the floor by her Foot Posture Device, so could not move away. Besides, a short stout metal pole separate from the fixture frame projected up just behind her legs, fastened to the floor. It was attached at her knees and held her up in case she tipped over.

A long black robe, shapeless and of quite heavy material, went over everything, pulled down over her head. Ithad a built-in cloth hood that formed the outer covering over the first, tighter hood. The robe was ankle-length, the hem diameter small and matching the limited step length permitted by the ankle/knee chains.

The lower edge of the hood came up to the tip of the nose. Pinned to it was the outer veil, of black opaque material, so that only the eyes were visible through a narrow slit; but even these were half-hidden by the gauze panel behind.

Outwardly, the costume was that worn by a female who was subject to strict Islamic laws about public appearance. A female who kept her head lowered, as was proper. Who kept quite still, as was also proper.

A picture slightly spoilt for now by the fact that Jane still wore her Foot Posture Device, but when she was to be moved, they would lock flat black shoes on her, in keeping with her apparent origins.

Within, Jane suffered all manner of discomfort and restraint - and humiliation. From the simplest; that anyone might lift up her robe and see her naked breasts thrust fully out by her pinned back elbows and shoulders. And tweak her nipplesjust as had been done a moment ago.

To the most diabolical torments; her ringed nose and tongue, tensioned to hold her head down in proper humility. Her mouth, filled by the mostawful gagging method. Her elbows and hands fastened, the latter helpless in their mittens, locked to her hips. The corset, compressing her, forcing her to hold herself in a way someone else had decreed was right. Her feet imprisoned in impossible captivity. The dildos, filling her lower cavities, that at any moment might begin to vibrate in her, giving her unwanted stimulation, or equally might pour horrible shocks into her most vulnerable places. And her clitoris; clamped, stretched, also at the mercy of electricity...

The orderly felt around on the top of her hood. He found the small flap there and put two fingers through it. Below that he found another flap in the inner hood material, and below that, there was a ring fitted to the top point of the head harness. His other hand fed a chain terminating inalocking clip down to meet the ring. Once attached, he smoothed the hoods back in place around the chain that ran upwards. The other end was attached to a pulley above, and he now took in the chain slack until the chain was nearly taut, but notenough that Jane was pulled up atall.

The prime purpose of the head chain was to keep her upright, to stop her falling to one side. There was no point in stretching her up, for otherwise the foot posture apparatus would be rendered less effective.

Itwas a matter of competing tensions, of course. Being pulled upwards would put pressure on the nose and tongue chains instead. The orderly therefore carefully adjusted the overhead chain so that the tensions evened out. If Jane relaxed in one way or another, it would hurt...

somewhere. Satisfied, he turned to a wall-mounted intercom, and pressed for the control room.

Jane heard, muffled somewhat by the layers of covering, as the orderly reported Package Six Four Seven Five's final processing to be complete and the package now deemed ready for dispatch.

In the Control Room, Larryat entered the completion confirmation. He saw ‘6475’ on the screen map change colour, denoting the new status.

Another package prepared. Telemetry from the computer’s package processing overview program was automatically saved at intervals, compressed and coded and blipped via satellite to Kapkur; fodder for Ralph Denizen’s insatiable appetite for information, especially as it affected his new stock.

Jane saw, through the gauze panel and narrow slit, the handler move away towards the door. Just beyond, he turned and operated the door closure. Jane saw this second hand, as it were, due to her head down posture. She saw the orderly’s shadow move and hislegs, but not much else. Once the door was closed, the orderly turned off the storage bay light - the switch being in the corridor rather than the bay.

After this, of course, Jane saw nothing, for there were no windows in the storage bays.

She stood as still as possible, but even so she suffered. Ready for dispatch she might be, but there was no hurry. She was hardly going to walk off.

Thus, nothing else happened to Jane for some time. Nor to the other girls, stock items, that were also processed and stored. Beyond the enforced indignities and pain caused by her current posture, Jane had a great deal else to consider. But when she could get her mind off whatever pain was occupying her, it was only to think about Denizen, about Kapkur, about what her fate was going to be. After all, this present suffering was just the start...




Chapter 10 EXERCISE

In fact, Denizen had lied about certain elements of Package 6475s immediate future. Jane’s exercise periods - along with the other eleven girls, for they were to share the same regime - would be of two hours or so in duration, and there would be two per day spaced about twelve hours apart. Feeding would also be twice a day, just after exercise. He did notsee any reason to let his slaves know exactly whatwas going on.

It helped to train them, to break them down, if their conscious minds thought one thing and their bodies another.

Exercising was not going to be greatly different from standing still. Just add movement, more or less. In fact it was deliberately as similar as possible; there was no need for excess variety to be provided, nor complex refitting of bondage. It just required a means of holding the slave in place, erect, whilst exercising.

After an interminable wait, fixed and suffering, eventually the light flicked onin Jane's storage bay. Evenbehind the layers of covering over her eyes, the light hurt, as she had become accustomed to the darkness.

The overhead chain was released, and the transport trolley backed up behind her. She was swiftly fixed to it. The orderly was new to her but he paid her little attention. It was just a job. Actually, Denizen deliberately selected men for the routine tasks of slave processing who had little continuous interestin girls. Men with low libidos, rather than men who preferred men, that is. Besides, quite extravagant and thorough facilities were organised for the staff at six monthly intervals, back at Kapkur, should they wish them; the manual staff were rotated to the headquarters frequently, in part so that Denizen could keep his eye on them and spot any potential problems. The recreation opportunities and high rates of pay ensured few such problems, though. The training also stressed that the men should take care tobehave impersonally with the girls; just as if the slaves were baked bean cans, or cartons of cereal, and of no especial interest.

Though the orderly had little personal interest in Jane, this did not mean he was slipshod in carrying out his tasks. On the contrary, all Denizen orderlies were most efficient and highly skilled in the procedures they were required to perform. Otherwise they would not be in Denizen’s employ for very long. And there was no such thing as an ex- Denizen employee, not in this line of work. One’s contract termination was going to be quite final should one wish to resign! Denizen was thorough regarding security.

Of course, orderlies and others eventually retired. But to Kapkur, where a special wing was organised to see to every need of ex-workers.

Jane was transported by the trolley a short distance to the exercise chamber. It was not worth transferring her to the rail system. Once there, the orderly and two other staff members transferred her to the Exerciser.

However, before removal from the trolley her Foot Posture Device was taken off and replaced with a pair of high heeled shoes nearly as severe.

These buckled and locked in place.

Unfortunately, by this time Jane had forgotten Denizen’s words about the imperative need for co-operation, and thoughtlessly attempted to struggle. One of the men gaveasigh denoting long suffering familiarity with Denizen recruits, and reached for a small console attached to his belt. The resultant sudden springing into life of her electric attachments soon reminded Jane of her predicament, and she desisted from her physical objections.

Then she was stood upright and held in place by firm hands. Her cloak and outer hood were removed; it was necessary for exercise thata little more movement was possible than the cloak allowed. Jane blushed as her breasts and bottom were once more revealed to all. The inner hood, though, remained in place.

Her head was keptbowed, as the chain fixing was not altered. Another overhead chain was attached to the ring on top of her head just as before, though this time rather more easily as the impeding outer hood flap did not need to be negotiated. A lighter chain was brought down in front of her; this had an end that divided into two short len gths each fitted with a snap link. These were attached direct to her nose and tongue rings. This chain acted directly against the existing chain that pulled her head down, since the new one pulled upwards.

The hands left her. She swayed a bit, but the pains of her nose and tonguerings soon broughther upright again. In fact, she could nothave fallen; the main head chain would hold her up. But there was enough play in it for the smaller chain to hurt, this being somewhat tighter.

There were noises, and movement. Another girl was being attached in the same way Jane was, immediately in front of her. In fact, the overhead exerciser had four stations at equal points around a short circle. There was enough clearance between them for each girl towalk, but little more. Thus the new girl was fixed not directly in front of Jane, but towards her right. This was real excitement for Jane! To see that another suffered too, notjust herself... But that was the limit of hope.No contact between the slaves would be permitted or possible.

In fact, in the matter of exercise like all else in the preparation and dispatch unit, the girls were kept in strict stock order, so the new girl was Package Six Four Seven Six, ex-Julie Armitage. Julie felt every bit as embarrassed, terrified, aching, pained, and so on as Jane did. But Julie faced away from Jane. There was no communication.

Two more girls were brought in and placed and secured, though beyond Jane’s vision. She could hear the various noises of their fixing, and that was all. These, of course, were Packages Six Four Seven Seven and Six Four Seven Eight, ex-Chloe Greene and ex-Lorraine Dempster.

Chloe’s feelings mirrored those of Jane and Julie in all important respects. Only Lorraine had somewhat different feelings; much as the others in general, but overlain with a particular bitterness for being caught, especially after making an exhibition of herself on what had seemed quite safe ground! But as well, and a feeling quite strange but somehow exciting and terrifying in equal parts, Lorraine sometimes thought she was destined, or made, to be captive. Notlike this, though!

Oh no, not this impersonal packaging and processing, not the rings in her nose and tongue! A special captive, perhaps, exhibited, performing, in front of several men, who would bid fabulous amounts of money to have her, to make her theirs. Dancing the Seven Veils, maybe. That fitted with her performance in the changing room! Something like that; aslavewhoisabouttobe owned, boughtand sold, butnevertheless one who has power over the men she must please. That was the kind of, thing that welled up in her mind now and again, and she tried to fight it, to forget it. She was afraid of what it might mean...

Now all four were fitted to the Exerciser. They were each of them a beauty, but quite different. Heights, colours, builds; a variety. Yet all fixed the same, all modified and packaged the same. All destined for the same general fate.

For a few moments, all was quietand still. Then came a voice, amplified through speakers to ensure the girls heard every word clearly.

“Attention! Exercise period will commence soon! Youwill walk, slowly and carefully and purposefully, in a circular, clockwise direction. You are attached to the exerciser and therefore must keep good progress; stumbles or lagging behind will be punished! You cannot fall over completely due to your fixings, but serious stumbles will cause the apparatus to stop. I must warn you; if the machine stops, all Packages being exercised, regardless of whose fault it was, will receive equal electric shocks on punishment settings! You have been warned.

“ As this is the first such exercise period, initial exercise will be at slow pace, and without posture commands. After some time, the exerciser will stop and you will receive further directions as to the remainder of the exercise period. Please remember, this exercise period is for your own benefit, to keep you in trim and ease the aches and stiffness of enforced storage! Afterwards you will be rendered unconscious and fed, and allowed a short rest. You will later awaken returned to your storage bays, where you will stand until the next exercise period.

Therefore, make the most of this opportunity!

“Very well! Exercise about to commence; on the count of three, all Packages will move off together. One... Two... Three!“

In order to ensure the Packages did move off as ordered, a pulse of electric pain went through each set of anal electrodes, galvanising the girls into action. The overhead rotation bars began to move - it was not intended to be a voluntary exercise, of course - and perforce the chains that attached the girls to the bars soon began to pull as well. The slack was quickly taken up.

Evenso, all the girls could hardly believe what was asked of them. Jane was convinced it was quite impossible. She made an effort - really she did - to move off, but her feet seemed half-tangled in their shackles. Her body, held rigid and in a perfectly awkward, strange posture (to Jane’s way of thinking), would not respond properly either. She took three or four tentative, shuffling steps - for the nose and tongue chain was enforcing her to at least try very, very hard to move - when she stumbled. Not of her own fault, for the mechanism had halted abruptly, and the suddenness threw her.

One of the other girls had teetered sideways, enough to trip the stop sequence.

The amplified voice broke across a horrified silence.

“Stupid Packages! Seconds only, and you wish for punishment? Surely, your future roles as slaves of Mr Denizen will be very fulfilling, if you have such an appetite for pain!“

All the electrodes pulsed with current at settings above any that the girls had yet experienced. Four bound, gagged, severely restricted and contained bodies shook with the torment applied to them, dancing on their chains. Yet they really were able to move very little; it just seemed to them that they jerked and flew about at the command of the electric currents coursing through their intimate parts!

The pulses lasted for perhaps twenty seconds. It had seemed like five minutes to Jane, who hardly knew when they had stopped, so muchdid the effect linger.

“Right, now youknow what to expect. Just a taste that, on alow setting!

I have a feeling you Packages are not going to settle for low settings, though; I think you'll wantalot more. We’ll see! Okay, get straightened up. No more slacking, time for real work! Since you dumb Packages don’t seem to know what you are doing, I guess you need assistance.“

“So then! I shall apply really what I would consider a very low setting, totheclitoris, at the correct timing, until you haveall learntto walk! You will learn very quickly, I think. Okay... Three, two, one, and off we go!

Left, left, left-right-left!“

This time, they managed nearly a whole circuit before the safety cut in when a girl tripped over her own feet...

Unknown to the girls, matters were proceeding at about an average rate of progress. It took quite a bit of work - and electric current - to get them marching in time and wlthOut mishap. But gradually it happened.

After half an hour or so, the man stopped the circuit, and spoke again.

“Okay, thatis the simple, slow walk. Pretty poor, but we must progress.

Have to keep you fit, eh? This time, you are going to walk whilst raising your knees up high so your thighs are level with your hips at each step.

Maybe you don'’t think you can, but the chains just allow it, with effort; I've seen it done loads of times! Try hard, or else; you know what will happen! Right then; three, two, one... Off you go!“

Jane could not move properly as it was, doing just enough to keep the pain from her nose and tongue. There was no way she was going to prance the way they wanted her to.

“Higher, higher up, you lazy Packages! Come on!“

But Jane could not. There was no way with her bondage that she thought she could do it.

But of course, she could - and would. Like it or not, believe it or not. For even on the punishment settings so far applied, only some ten percent of the current available to the Orderly had been unleashed through Jane’s electrodes. Nor had he yet touched the fancier routines, that pulsed the current through combinations of electrodes in ways devised over many, many hours of patient research into just what would most enforce a Package to obey commands.

And Jane did high step. By the end of her session, Jane was pushing her thighs up even higher than herhips, so fearful of the electric current had she become. In the lasthours Jane had endured pain she could noteven have imagined beforehand!

Then all went black. She half-remembered the needle, the injection. But by the time she awoke, she was once more standing in the dark, in the storage bay. For long hours trussed up, unable to move, awaiting the next exercise period.




Chapter 11 THE CONTAINER

Several times the cycle of storage and exercise was run through. The girls had noidea of time, and gradually the bizarre events became more routine, though there remained the strong feelings of humiliation, anger, fear...

But Jane gradually lost her tension over the situation - except when it was time for exercise, and then she was very tense - though not because she accepted what was happening to her. It was simply that such tension could not be maintained at a high level. The long periods of inactivity dulled her senses. In short, she was bored, much of the time.

But then, at last, instead of exercise the orderly announced a change in her routine...

“Time for you to be packed up, Six Four Seven Five. Don’t forget Mr Denizen’s words about co-operation; any kicking up a fuss and you'll be sorry! S'no big deal as far as I'm concerned; do what you like, ‘cos I'll get you parcelled up one way or another; there ain’t no getting out of it. But I'll have to put in a report if you make a fuss, I'm warning you now, tho” you won't get thrashed here; it'll be dealt with after you get to Kapkur.“

“Evenso, you'll suffer foritbefore then, girlie! The electric’s, youknow.

We'll give you a bit of current at punishment levels immediately, just tobe going on with, of course. Besides that, Idon’tadviseit, since you're already marked and Mr Denizen won't be pleased at that. Add in extra disobedience and objecting and stuff - even without the extra marks on you, it goes in your Package docket - and you'll be really for it even before you’'ve properly started! ' “Okay. You'll stay in your corset and gag, but the cloak comes off for the flight. It goes as luggage. Well, so do you, really! Get you snuggled into the container - bit of a tight squeeze for you, but once you're in, that’s it. Just have to wait for the trip then. In-flight will be uneventful, if you behave now. If not, the pilots can amuse themselves with some in-flight black box experimentation. Not that they’ll see the results, as youstay sealed up! Guess you know what theblack box is, eh? Controls those electrodes in your nether parts. The way you're fixed in the container, other fittings will be tight, and if you move about - and believe me you'll move about if those electrode controls are played with - then there’ll be other pains for you to deal with! I wouldn’t like to be you in that case, oh no! Quite a few hours, the trip is; a long way to Tarikhstan from here.

“Righto, let’s get you up on the packing stage. Remember, though; I'll want you to do as you're told when asked. A bit of co-operation, like.“

The packing stage was a bench at waist height, that the orderly could walk all around and attend to the task of getting Jane packed up. Not just a plain topped bench, but a framework to hold her in place.

Jane thought, and considered, and came up with a plan. The plan was simple; co-operate with whatever it was the orderly wanted her to do!

There was, she was sure now, no escape. Therefore it was pointless to struggle and invite additional suffering.

Of course, if things proved slack, if a chance came, maybe she might fight. Buteven if she got out of this room-even supposing she was freed of all her bondage - would she get out of this building? She was below ground level still, almost certainly. Denizen would have security men on the entry points...

It was a faint chance of escape weighed against certain torment. Cooperate, Jane. Don’t be a fool.

Thus Jane minus cloak, outer hood and some bondage was now placed upon the frame bench. The corset, rings, most of the chains and other stuff stayed on. Her mouth was still gagged, her head pulled down, attached by the nose and tongue rings to her chastity belt. That stayed in place too.

The orderly secured her to the frame, at her head and feet, and pulled onalever. The head chain, attached to her head harness ring, started to pull outwards, stretching her. Not too far; it put tension on her nose and tongue, but stopped before it got really bad. The orderly pushed the lever back, and stopped the tensioning pulley.

The manbrought over alarge metal cylinder made of rods and in places mesh. It hinged lengthways in half, like a giant clamshell. He put it downand unlocked a segment of one side of the bench frame, swinging it away, then, from the left side, put the open cylinder on to support points under Jane’s now stretched and taut body. The cylinder fed underneath, and up the other side; it was then locked in place, but remained open at the hinges. The line of the hinges ran along her left side, the fixed-down portion of the cylinder being to her rear.

The orderly now proceeded to fit Jane’s body to the cylinder by clips, short chains and rings, onto the various items she wore; the corset, her collar, head harness and arm and leg bondage. She was secured at a number of points, over a dozen. Nowhere did she actually touch the cylinder; even herbroadest points - hips and shoulders and bottom and breasts - were clear of the metal by an inch or two.

The whole frame, with Jane and cylinder attached, were now rotated so that she hung down from the fixing points. These points were adjusted now that gravity acted on her.

The other half of the cylinder could now be swung upwards underneath her and connected together, locking at several places. Jane was now inside a hollow, openwork tube - without top or bottom ends.

More connections were made opposite the previous fixtures, and in these cases the orderly was able to pull hard ensuring a tight, immovable fit, as he was pulling against the matching fitment already made to the other side of the cylinder. The net result of all his effort was that Jane ended up totally secure within the cylinder, but though within less than an inch of the cylinder sides at places, she did not, as before, touch itanywhere. In effect, she was suspended by all the fixtures within it, whichever way up the cylinder was placed.

In fact, the cylinder was now swung upright onto the open foot end, and the top end plate fixed in place. This was open work like the sides, with three or four fixing points that attached to the ring on Jane's head, and to her elbow fixing and her two shoulder tops via adjustable chains. These were tightened against the previous fixings, holding her yet more securely and immovably.

The cylinder was swung through one hundred and eighty degrees, putting Jane upside down, though she was by now so secure that it hardly mattered as far as movement was concerned.

The footplate was not the same as a Foot Posture Device. Naturally, given her more secure fixing within the cylinder, there was not much pointin having a device fitted to her feet that relied mainly on her own weight to press her down, forcing her to keep her feet in the exaggerated ‘high heel’ pose.

Therefore, the method of holding her feet in a particular enforced posture would be different. Besides, a bit of variety might be a good idea considering how long the other Device had been in place - apart from her exercise periods.

The ankles were fastened securely and rigidly via rods from the ankle bands. Below this, the feet were to be held in a “pointe’ - like a ballet pose, the feet stretched out with the toes directly downwards. This was simply done by means of tensioned toe clamps. A shaped set of clamps - scaled upwards and outwards from the big toe in a curve to suit the different lengths and positions on the foot of each toe - was attached, then affixed to the baseplate by an adjustable spring section. The feet were pulled down until stretched by means of increasing the tension on the spring. A thin thong went around the middle of the feet just above the balls of each sole, and fastened down to the spring. Similarly, another thong wrapped around the heel and went upwards to the ankle shackles. The baseplate was fixed and locked to the cylinder, and the toe spring wound a little tighter to account for any imagined slack that may have appeared.

And that was the basic packing complete. Jane might be despatched just as she was - the openwork cylinder forming the core within a slightly larger lightweight solid tube with locking endplates, that incorporated hidden air supply vents in the locks. It would not do to have the contentssuffocate, after all the time, trouble and expense to get her this far!

But there. was more to do. For a start, the internal elements of the chastity belt were still in place and needed connecting up. The leg antenna would not work within the outer solid metal tube still to be attached. Therefore, connectors attached the ends of the antenna wires to a signal port; it was not necessary to wire the terminals through to some outside circuit. Radio command would work fine as long as the radio could trigger the system. Naturally, each girl had a different command code for her signals, so the operator of the devices could pick one or more individuals to receive treatment, or alternatively via a master code to trigger all of them at once.

However, once the orderly had extended the antenna leads ready to mate with the exterior terminal connectors, he was still not finished.

There were some quite large gaps in the outer framework of the cylinder. He had to place items to fill these spaces.

There were several of these spaces, of varying size and shape and location. But notarranged randomly. The spaces were adjacent to areas of unclothed flesh, notstraps or belts or corsets. Around the edge of the spaces were fixing points and small terminal connectors. It seemed that whatever was arranged in the vacant slots would also be electrified in some manner.

In fact what the orderly unpacked and began to fit looked rather like scrubbing brushes, of a rather precise but weird construction. The bristles were not toolong, and were quite broad in diameter except near the very tip, where they narrowed quickly to a needle sharp end. Each bristle stood separately, a small space between it and all its neighbours.

The bristles were arranged in a slight fan shape, radiating in a convex patterninsome instances orinaconcave oneinothers. The orderly kept up a little lecture about them as he fitted each section.

“Needle pads, we call these; electro-operated, see; the spines go in and out. Fit “em just clear of you - like this one, under your left tit. This is the resting state, spines in. You can move about a bit and not feel it. Really push or whatever, then you will find out where it is!“

“Anyway, that’s the resting state. When the thing gets triggered - wiring connected to the control module - then the spines shoot out, spike you! Won't go in far though; the spines’re designed carefully to taper out to give a shoulder so’s the thing don’t skewer right in. Pricks the skin but it won’t break it. Not often, anyway. Still, you'll feel it alright! Too, some of the spines are wired for current, just like your chastity belt fixtures. You'll feel that alright as well.“

“So then. We fit these things in some interesting places. Around your tits, top and bottom and sides. Special round section over the nipples.

Okay, those are done now. Then there’s the arse ones; four sets there.

And the thighs, front and back and sides, and lastly your feet. Special shaped ones for the soles of your feet. Real nasty those are, I'm told.

Well, I'd best get on with it, eh?“

“Oh yes, last thing. The control module, that mainly directs the impulses from the outside to activate the sections required. Like the chastity belt, command guidance stuff. But the spine sections, they have an extra circuit. Movement detection. Okay, you can still breathe, it lets your chest rise and fall for that, plus maybe do some other slow moves, abit of leeway - but not much. Any movement beyond that, the sections cut in - literally, eh! Which ones and how many and how long depends on how much of a move you do, right?“

Naturally, Jane was horrified by all the man was saying. She had areal fear of sharp objects, and now most of her sensitive body areas were ringed with them! Then all this about moving. Itwas quite silly. She was not going to move, because she could not move! The way she was fixed meant that she couldn’t even twitch a toe!

But Jane did not know that movement was a relative term. The movement sensors were placed so that they did not cover her chest/ stomach area, hence movement there - by breathing - would be unpunished.

But elsewhere, any movement at all would register. The sensors were highly discriminating. The only time she would be protected from them was when the sensors were cut off, such as when the whole cylinder was to be moved about. There was something else, too. Once in the aircraft, there would be movement. Banking, climbing, turbulence.

Such things in themselves were not picked up by the sensors. But if they caused her to move they would...

The orderly appeared in front of her face again. It seemed he had finished. Jane had not felt anything; none of the spine sections was actually in contact with her.

“Right then, time for a test before you get put in the outer casing. Have to ensure it all works fine, don’t we?“

Jane did not think so. She preferred everything not to work.

“Okay, then,” said the orderly - who had not heard Jane's reply for the simple reason that she could not speak it out loud - “ Better set it up.

Computer controlled test rig and activation program. Untouched by human hand and all that. Enjoy it!“

He pushed a few buttons on a laptop portable computer that was plugged into the command terminal, to set the test program in motion.

Jane’s intruders surged into sequenced life.

And quite naturally enough, Jane herself moved due to the intense stimulation. Not by much, for her bondage held her nearly rigid. But enough to register on the movement sensors. Spines extended, prodded.

Power flowed down through metal, across flesh-filled gaps from pole to electric pole.

Jane’s breasts were tormented by a sequence of spines and shocks acting on various sides. Then her bottom, her thighs, and last, her feet.

The orderly was right. The feet were perhaps the worst of all.

But each section, as it prodded, caused Jane to move. Then power flowed, and she moved more. And the sensors picked up such movement, and sent new massages racing to the spine sections, to increase the treatment. Which in turn caused more movement. In the end, only the override safety saved her from endless positive feedback.

“Tut tut!” said the orderly. “You really will have to control yourself, Six Four Seven Five! Keep still! You have to ignore the spines when they strike, or they’ll cook your goose, girlie!“

But he read from the laptop’s screen that so far all was okay; the spine section control element of the test had completed satisfactorily. Events were as they were intended, operating was as intended. New girls had little or no control over their reactions to the tests, of course. They got the full treatment until the override cut in. By contrast, the second half of the test, checking the connections and command signals to the chastity belt, did not cause so much havoc as the girl had become - at least partly - used to them. The test was completed without much more movement from 6475. She learnt quickly.

Without further ado, the orderly shut down the test procedure, printed out a hard copy for him to sign and add to the growing amount of paperwork relating to Job Number 6475, and removed the laptop from the terminal. He then tested all the equipment fixtures, locks and latches for a last time, in accordance with the final manual test procedure as laid down in the Slave Stock Item Dispatch Procedural Instructions.

Allwas asit should be. The orderly was conscientious and skilled at his job; there were no errors.

The outer casing was manoeuvred across to mate with the inner frame.

The outside world - even the limited one of the Preparation Bay - was slowly cut off from Jane’s sight and sound. The orderly did not even bother with a cheery goodbye.

Witha final thump, the casing was in position. A few clicks as the casing locked in place, and the end plates were brought up and secured, and that was that. Jane - Package 6475 - was ready for loading.




Chapter 12 Departure

“Ah... Ms Beaumont! A pleasure to meet you after all I have heard!“

said Denizen.

Roslyn Beaumont was experiencing a slight difficulty in adjustment.

Business suited, she stood in the centre of a vast aircraft hangar staring ata television monitor. There was activity going on all about her, with large crates and packages of all shapes being shifted, sorted, accounted for. But she was detached from all this. Even from the cargo handlers who now and then paused to admire, furtively, Roslyn’s excellent body. Instead, Roslyn was talking to and looking at, for the first time, a man she had still not yet actually met.

For Denizen, of course, was in exotic Kapkur many thousands of miles away, and spoke to herby real time direct satellite link. While she stood in this big, busy space in an undistinguished regional English airport.

Outside was a typical grey overcast. It wasn’t fair!

But Denizen’s words - and his manner, as she could see for herself on the monitor screen - were as if he had been standing in front of her. She realised that Denizen was used to treating such links as if they did not exist, as if he were here in the hanger, or she there. She looked down at the clipboard to gain a little time.

“Ah, uh, thank you, Mr Denizen... I do not know how to express our gratitude for what you are doing...“

“Please, don’t go all wet-eyed on me, Ms. Beaumont! Do not spoil that pretty face of yours! No big deal, really. | happened to have a shipment due outhere, and space left over on my aircraft. Simple as that. Had my people over there see what use we might make of the space, and you came out of the hat.” ' “But...! To think of helping our charity like that. I know a bit about transport, Mr Denizen, it is my job to know. The space is not exactly free. Our supplies have weight, and hence will cost you a lot in extra fuel' " “Okay! You got me there! So the hard-headed global communications mogul has a heart after all! Or has he? Think, Ms. Beaumont! It won't domeany harm atall outhere if Tarikhstan and their neighbours know I'm helping to ship essential charitable supplies to them, eh? Besides, who could resist the chance it brings me, of seeing such a pretty young lady as yourself, and have her feeling grateful to you?! Been out this way at all?“

“Mr Denizen!” Roslyn was certainly not pleased at being called a pretty young lady. Undoubtedly she was, in spades, but much preferred - indeed was desperate - tobe known for herrole as a tough, professional organiser. The British Post-Soviet States Relief Fund (BPSSRF) was but one of several charities aiming to help places such as Tarikhstan, reeling from the break-up of the Soviet system. Roslyn meant to make hers the best.

But she also knew that powerful menlike Denizen were essential allies.

Witness this airlift. All it took was a word from Denizen, and people in Britain started jumping. Conversely, a negative word and they would stop jumping. The BPSSRF needed Denizen, and so she just had to put up with abit of flirting. If that was all it cost, it was a small price to pay...

Therefore, with an effort, she transformed her scowl into a shy smile and lowered her eyes.

“But thank you anyway!”, she said, “As to being out there; no, I have not. I have tried, but it is almost impossible for a woman to get into Tarikhstan.“

“Ahyes,” said Denizen, “Very strictaren’t they? Theidea of a businesswoman is wholly alien to the culture here. In fact, a contradiction. A woman giving orders; just not right at all!“

Roslyn could see a twinkle in Denizen’s eye, even on the grainy video image.

“It mustirk you to have to send male colleagues out here to coordinate this end of your operation... But perhaps there too in due course I may beable to help. A Western businesswoman in Tarikhstan... Impossible?

No, not quite, I think. Kapkur has the communications, not just global butlocal also, and within our own boundaries I make the rules, not the Tarikh state. I am sure you would fit in very well, Ms. Beaumont, very wellindeed. Youwould notbe able toleave the site, of course, and roam around the country. I'd like that; get to see a lot of you, eh? Worth you thinking about?“

Roslyn did not remember how she answered that. She was sure - she certainly hoped - she was polite and not too eager. Denizen’s words had opened up an entirely new horizon. It was her dream to get out there.

Based in Tarikhstan, she could push the BPSSRF into becoming unchallenged as the lead, co-ordinating charity.

Of course, Denizen obviously fancied her; a problem, but she thrived on those and in any case a powerful man like him might be fun to spar against. Not that anything would come of it. She had experience of such things, had to fend off many such suggestions and proposals. She was not atall keen on that sort of thing happening - he was a long way older than she was.

But she was sure she could parry his more objectionable personal demands. Besides, she would not be the only woman out there; Denizen had a big staff, she knew. He would tire of the game, turn his attention to some other pretty face, as he called her. By then she would be established.

Roslyn was right, and wrong. She wasright in that Denizen had a large staff that included many women. She was wrong about everything else.

She half turned, looked back over her shoulder. A small, sly smile formed as she thought of a wry comment on Denizen’s shipment.

Amongst the goods she saw awaiting loading were a number of long metal tubes of large diameter.

_“Are you assembling a supergun out there, Mr Denizen? It seems you have a good number of barrel sections to go out to you!“

Denizen recognised it as a joke. She could not know the significance of the tubular containers. Most particularly, she could not know their contents. Denizen knew this. Besides, he could see the twinkle in her eye. Good for her! She was fighting back. ’ “Ah,but you cansee for yourself, Ms. Beaumont, that the containers are lightweight alloy, and could not possibly be used as a weapon! You are trying to get me into trouble with the government, Ms. Beaumont; and where will thatleave our charity arrangements, hmm? But I know you jest! They are, in fact, segments of a special lightweight transmitter pylon system I am installing here, to improve local communications.

When complete, it will benefit your own charity, Ms. Beaumont, amongst others!“

It was true. The tubes really were components of such a system. The outer tubes at least.

“As to the contents of the containers; well, life here is not the same as in Britain. We miss our little luxuries, our special pleasures only countries such as Britain can provide. These are packaged within the tubes. Surely you would not begrudge us some pleasure out here?“

“Oh no, of course not, Mr Denizen! It was only a joke!“

But Roslyn could see Denizen’s eyes also twinkled, and knew no damage had been done. She thought it likely he might respect her more if she gave as good as she got.

But, in fact, it had damaged her quite considerably. Now Denizen resolved that Roslyn would sample a tube at first hand. He would revise his ideas on how to get his hands on her; no longer getting her out here, but discrediting her at home in some way with her charity employers; embezzlement or some such ploy. Then apparently take her on himself. But of course, she would be prepared and packaged and despatched just as the others were. Unwittingly, Roslyn stood within a few feet of her own future nemesis...

So it was that the shipment of twelve females, securely packaged in their transport containers, left Britain without the slightest fuss. Soon to become trainee slaves at Kapkur. They were hidden not just in their containers, but within the larger cargo of Denizen products.

And to ensure no trouble in departing, Denizen had his aircraft topped up, all remaining space packed, with bone-fide charitable supplies.

Who would think to tear such goods apart? They need only reflect on what Denizen'’s news channels would make of it!

In the process, as a bonus Denizen had been able to lay the first lure in front of another possible inmate of Kapkur. Business! There was nothing like it for stimulation!

Well, he did have access to some other means of pleasure... He turned and activated a different set of screen controls. Flicking from view to view, as he looked at various activities presently in progress at Kapkur.

Roslyn Beaumont would not have believed any of them to be real and happening, or in some cases even possible...

..Yes! The more he thought of it, the more Ms. Beaumont being inducted into his service appealed to him. He was sure now that she was a strong character; she would not take to his training program meekly! He liked thatidea. So few of his charges fought very hard! He set up his personal cassette recorder and dictated a series of instructions.

Before he could take the course of action he had decided on, there must come information. He would unleash a variety of well-oiled processes to learn all he wanted to know about the girl...


Epilogue: Cargo Flight Den9037

APPROX. 10 Minutes after archieving Level Cruise hight

“Well, not too much to do for a while. Keep an eye on the cross drift, though; wind’s not so constant as usual.” said the pilot.

“Okay. You getting bored already?” The co-pilot grinned. He had noticed the pilot had looked back to the engineer console, and the extra set of switches and LED indicators rigged up for this type of trip. The pilot made a cutting motion, and turned his fingers as if twisting a knob; change to special channel. The one that did not trigger the voiceactivated cockpit recorder.

“Okay, you on?” said the pilot, after clicking across to the safe channel.

“Good... maybe not bored, but seems a shame not to play with our guests...“

“But we won't see anything.“

“No, but we can imagine the effect, of pressing this and that switch, of moving that dial up a notch...“

“Right! But which ones get it, and how much? You got that list of penalties? Idon’trememberifit got putonboard or not. Can’t seeit, can you?“

“No. It isn’t important.“

“But...“

“Damn! You make more ‘buts’ than a billy goat! Not important, I said - and I meant! Sure there are individual package switches; sure some deserve more than others; sure it isn’t fair to give it to all of them! But you mightjust think for a moment; being captured and trussed up and packaged ain’t exactly fair on them, is it? Being sent to Kapkur and trained as aslave, thatstrike you as fair either? None of these girls asked to come, you know! So then, life ain’t fair! Therefore, as far as we are concerned, there are no individual package switches. One gets it, they all get it.“

“Buh... Imean, some of them might have tried very hard to co-operate, whilst others fought all the way. They ought to get it more, surely?“

“Maybe. But tough on the others, eh? Anyway, how're they gonna know? Each of ‘em’s in her own tube; can’t see or hear or feel what happens to the others can she? Anyway, that's that; orders. Give ‘em something to break the monotony. Well, we’ll start ‘em slow. Don’t want to give ‘em the works right off, do we?“

“Okay. You're the boss.“

“Me? I'monly the pilot of this crate. Denizen’s the boss, and he says zap ‘em every now and again, so that's what we do. He's the one that’s bought the plane, and the cargo, and the girls, and more or less you and me too... Still, it's a kind of expensive sort of battery for his zapper control, though!“

And buried in her travel tube, stretched and sore and stiff and bored already, Jane wondered when they would arrive. Then the current sprang to life in a variety of circuits, and Jane was not bored any longer.

Fin 
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