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Chapter 1: A Bet Is
Made

Victoria stretched, feeling
her leather dress shift to accommodate her movement, tight and
sleek against her body. She crossed her legs, sliding them over
each other, making herself comfortable, the high thigh-slit letting
her move with easy grace. Her “seat” was comfortable and
uncomplaining, and she gave him a brief pat on the head, before
reaching out and taking her drink, enjoying the well-mixed
cocktail. The waitress was waiting close by, her bunnygirl outfit
showing off her figure, overly-large breasts swelling out from her
chest, her lips puffed up from injections, her features beautifully
even, but with a level of modification that was obvious, and
unnerving.

‘You look a little out of sorts,
Victoria.’

She took a sip of her drink then put it down
onto the coaster, a tray attached to the mouth of another sub,
their body stiff and rigid, body clearly modified as well – all
their facial wrinkles smoothed out, cheekbones made sharper and
more pronounced. Impressive poise, but the sheer obviousness of the
plastic surgery made Victoria shiver.

‘I prefer bodies that are more… natural. Less
altered. Especially so clearly.’ She ran her hand over the backside
of her own sub, currently beneath her as a seat. Her hand moved
between his legs, cupping his balls, feeling the cock-cage locked
over his shaft. Despite her groping, he didn’t move, didn’t even
twitch when she squeezed his balls. ‘Having to submit to surgery
seems something of an admission of failure.’

‘Well, I’m glad most others don’t share your
opinion – it would put me out of business, for starters. And I
quite like a more perfected form. Every inch of skin
adjusted as required. And my subs seem to appreciate the
modifications. It’s made Bunny here much more confident.’ She
gestured at the waitress, flowing her hand through the air in
emulation of the woman’s curves. As normal, Alicia was dressed in
tight latex, a light green dress, the same color as surgical
scrubs, concealing her skin but nevertheless showing everything.
Her face was flawless, her own modifications subtle enough to be
taken for natural beauty. ‘You should come in for a consultation –
I’d even give you a discount.’

Victoria shuddered, just thinking about being
knocked out, the scalpel desecrating her body, forcibly reshaping
her. ‘No thank you, I’m quite happy as I am.’ Breasts that large,
and a waist that tiny, with swelling buttocks? The woman was more
like a sex doll than a person, designed to be looked at and fucked,
nothing else.

The look Alicia gave her was almost
insulting, the woman’s dark eyes scanning over her body, weighing
and appraising her. Victoria had to focus to keep the smile on her
face, rather than glaring at Alicia. She was confident in her own
looks, how the clothing was tight on her body, showing off her
curves, sleek and stylish. And expensive, of course!

The stare-down was interrupted by the sound
of a body slumping over, and then the striking of a cane against
flesh. Both of them turned to look at the source of the noise –
another sub, this one female, was now slumped against the wall,
their owner standing over and striking them, the cane whipping
through the air.

Victoria shook her head. ‘That wasn’t very
impressive! And Farah was so sure that her new sub would do well.’
The domme was stood over her sub, pinning her in place with a
spiked heel, flicking the cane over unprotected breasts, the sub
trying not to silence her own groans of pain.

Alicia quirked an eyebrow at her. ‘Oh? Do you
think your own sub has more stamina? He is an impressive specimen,
and you’ve been training him for quite some time. Why don’t we make
something of a bet? If you win, you can have my nurse for a month.
She is my masterpiece.’ Alicia snapped her fingers, and a
black-sheathed figure stepped forward, with elegant steps, despite
the staggeringly high heels she was wearing. Her waist was
compressed to be tiny, giving her an exaggerated hourglass shape.
No skin was visible – her face was hidden beneath a black hood, the
whip of hair from the top of her head blood red, clearly fake.
Bright red crosses were on both breasts and between her legs, the
only parts of her that weren’t shining black.

Victoria suppressed a shiver – she liked
tight clothing, but not being sealed away! And she didn’t want to
think about how many modifications would have been done to the
women within, all that time on the surgical table. Even without a
visible face, the level of work was obvious – if the woman didn’t
move, she’d easily be taken for a sculpture, exaggeratedly
feminine, and designed purely to inspire arousal.

‘It’ll be a shame to give her up, even for a
while, but it would be interesting to see if anyone could break
her, if they tried. I’ve trained her to have very high pain
tolerance. You would be allowed to do whatever you want with her,
of course – she knows not to disobey.’

Whatever the nurse thought about this was
impossible to know – presumably she could hear, but whether she was
gagged or just silent, Victoria couldn’t tell.

‘Oh? A tempting offer – you never let anyone
play with her, do you?’

‘I like to keep my toys to myself. I’d even
sweeten the deal with, hmmm… shall we say fifty thousand?’

Victoria managed to keep her shock from
showing on her face, or at least she hoped so. Fifty grand! Enough
for a nice, long trip around the world, with all the luxuries, and
then some! ‘And what do you want? Not that my sub will lose of
course.’

‘I want you – you’ve never been a submissive,
and I think that all dominants should try things from the other
side. It will be a learning experience for you. It might even make
you a better domme afterwards. Just thirty days – I’m sure you
could manage that, hmm? And you must have confidence in your
sub.’

Victoria tightened up her body, summoning up
her confidence in the face of Alicia’s challenge. ‘You’ll let me
have your nurse? And do whatever I want to her?’

‘I would request no photographs – I prefer
her face to be a secret, to all but my closest confidantes. But yes
– treat her as you wish. Abuse her, hurt her if you can, or have
her help you with your own subs. Or have her seafood paella – it’s
exquisite! Not that she’s allowed solid food, but she is a good
chef.’

Victoria stood up, patting her sub on the
backside. ‘Up against the wall, on your toes. Time to show off your
training.’

A faint murmur of interest went through the
other dommes, turning to watch, listening in as Alicia laid out the
terms of the bet. ‘Well, we both know what we stand to win. I think
you should be able to keep your man edged for five minutes, without
release. That should be simple for you, shouldn’t it?’

The tone of her voice grated on Victoria, who
glared at her, annoyed by Alicia’s neat, artificial beauty. ‘That’s
not a problem. He’s a good boy – he’s not been allowed a release in
over a year, and won’t be getting one today.’ She looked around,
holding her shoulders back, trying to exude confidence, stalking
towards her sub. He was already up on his toes, his hands on his
head, his eyes submissively downwards, not looking at her. As she
approached, she reached around her neck, pulling up her necklace, a
single key on the end – some of the other dommes had a whole
bundle, but she’d get more, eventually.

The rest of the dommes all moved to watch.
One of them, a sleek red dress highlighting her slender frame,
stepped forward, coming up on her tiptoes to whisper into
Victoria’s ear.

‘Are you sure about this? You hate being
trained!’

‘Don’t worry, Nicola. My slave is
well-trained, he won’t climax. And it’ll be good to take Alicia
down a peg or two.’

Nicola made a concerned noise, but gave
Victoria a swift and encouraging hug. ‘Just… don’t get in too deep.
Alicia is into some heavy stuff, and you’ve seen what her slaves
are like!’

‘I’ll be fine. And when I win, then I’ll take
you out to a nice restaurant.’

Nicola smiled, but still looked concerned as
she backed off, Victoria advancing towards her man again.

When she reached him, she reached out and
pushed a hand against his belly, before twisting her fingers and
scraped her nails down his chest. He barely responded, just the
slightest intake of breath, and she nodded. ‘Good boy.’ She reached
between his legs as he shuffled them wider, making it easier to
access his crotch. Victoria had to kneel down, her face level with
his crotch, able to see his cock stiffening against the metal cage,
not allowed to grow beyond a tiny size. The key slid into the lock
and turned easily, the metal popping open.

As soon as it opened, springing off his body,
his cock stiffened, free of the cage for the first time in months.
This close, it was intimidatingly large, almost as long as her
hand, the crown already glistening with precum.

Heels clicked behind her, Alicia approaching,
her nurse close behind, a silent shadow. She put a hand onto
Victoria’s shoulder, her manicured nails sharp enough to prickle
against Victoria’s neck. ‘Oh my, he is an impressive specimen!
Quite the stud – and he seems obedient as well. Although he could
do with a few improvements. A little nip here, a tuck there. And a
slight tweak to his jawline, to make it sharper, better
defined.’

The cock was so close that Victoria had to
lean backwards or it would slap her in the face, able to smell it,
the manly, musky scent. Between her own legs, she could feel a
warmth developing – when they were done here, then she’d have to
put a strap-on around his waist and ride him, enjoying his
frustration!

‘To succeed, he must maintain that position,
and, of course, not climax.’

He was still up on his toes, the tension
running through his legs, calves and thighs both tight.

‘I’m sure you won’t need any assistance, will
you?’

Victoria managed not to roll her eyes,
annoyed by Alicia’s tone. She’d been doing this for long enough
already! She reached out, taking a firm hold of the shaft, feeling
the hot firmness of it sliding into her curved hand, giving it a
gentle squeeze.

‘Then you may begin.’

Victoria heard an electronic beep, a timer
starting. She started to stroke her hand back and forth, along the
full length of the shaft. Being down on her knees made her body
tingle, the warmth of her crotch seeping into her spine. She wanted
to touch herself now! When she got her hands on that nurse, she’d
have to think of some inventive punishments – maybe mount her on a
one-bar prison? Or make her service men, see how well her holes
could take the abuse?

She squeezed her sub’s balls, feeling how
heavy and full they were. The cock-scent was intense, starting to
worm into her brain, making her tongue loll from her mouth
slightly, before she licked her lips, breathing in deeply. Then she
rubbed her palm over his cock-head, feeling how damp it was, glad
that he was clean and washed, moving her hand with greater speed
now.

His legs shook, and she slapped him in the
balls, enjoying how the impact rippled through his entire body, but
he firmed up his stance, pressing his backside against the
wall.

‘Good boy!’ She ran her hand along his shaft,
pursing her lips and puffing over onto the cock. Victoria
entertained herself with more thoughts of what she would do to the
nurse when she won – test out her holes, make the woman scream.

A hand shoved on the back of her head,
pushing her forward. Her cheek bumped against the cock and it
suddenly twitched, a spew of cum shooting out. It splashed over her
face, hot and thick, smearing onto her cheek. The scent was vivid
and overpowering, making it hard to think, the nails jabbing into
her neck again, her hand still pumping back and forth on sheer
reflex. The cock spasmed again, another load of hot jism shooting
out, this one higher, gumming one of her eyes shut.

She could feel it all over her face, damp and
clinging, feeling a deep heat building up within her body, a strong
sense of shame, rapidly replaced by a fast-growing anger. The
shrill cackles and jeers of the crowd burned into her, making her
see red. Victoria slapped him in the balls, taking some
satisfaction in the grunt of pain, but then she was yanked
backwards, barely staying on her feet, swaying on her heels.

‘Oh, what a shame – you seem to have lost.’
Alicia’s nails were hurting now, digging into Victoria’s skin, and
she had to suppress a yelp of pain. ‘Well, unfortunate for you. It
means I get you as a lovely guest for the next month.’ Her hand
slid around Victoria’s neck, squeezing her throat, making her
splutter for air, her hands coming up to try and pull Alicia’s hand
away.

She was pulled back again, this time falling
onto her back, looking up at the circle of other dommes, all sleek
and sensual and powerful as they looked down on her, her eyes
filled with leather, latex and lace, and their judgmental glares.
Victoria scrabbled to her feet, trying to pull her dress back into
position, her face still burning with shame, one eye held shut by
cum.

‘Well, I don’t think a submissive should be
dressed quite so finely. Although that cum does suit you.’

Victoria licked her lips nervously, tasting
some of the semen, the stuff salty on her tongue, bitter shame
boiling within her. Alicia stared her down, and then her wrists
were grabbed and dragged behind her back. Metal clicked, tight
bands around her wrists, cuffs snapping into place. She struggled
against them, feeling a short chain click tight, just a few inches
of movement.

‘Hey! Get off!’ She tried to glare at Alicia,
but it was hard with one eye glued shut, hot cum oozing down her
face.

‘This was the bet you made. So now it’s time
to prepare my lovely new submissive for her training – I do hope
you won’t be too bratty? It would be a shame if you were to need
excessive discipline. Not that I would mind delivering such, should
it be needed.’

Alicia’s hand shot forward, grabbing
Victoria’s throat, Victoria unable to pull away. The nails stabbed
into her throat, making it hard to breath, the cum-scent fogging
her thoughts. Then she felt a hand on her back, pulling down the
zip of her dress. It slid easily, the leather peeling off her body
by its own weight, cool air sliding against her skin as the leather
slithered away.

She tried to protest, but any sound she made
was quashed by Alicia tightening her grip, as her arms were pulled
upwards, making her lean forward, the dress falling further down,
coming to rest on her hips.

Her breasts were bare now, Alicia’s eyes
flicking downwards, before her other hand came up to squeeze them.
She nodded in satisfaction. ‘Nice and firm. You’ll be good raw
material, although I can see room for improvement.’ She squeezed a
nipple, sending a jagged twinge of pain into Victoria’s chest,
making her gasp, before the breast was stretched out. ‘I wonder
what your pain tolerance is? It’s going to be fun finding out.’

Hands grabbed the waist-line of her dress,
pulling it down, the material falling to her ankles. That was
designer! She wanted to protest, but was having difficulty
breathing, Alicia’s fingers like iron on her throat. And she’d
never been treated like this before! Having her nipple crushed was
getting more and more painful, the throbbing getting stronger as
Alicia twisted the nipple, crushing it between her fingers.

A hand slapped against her backside, making
her squeak, pushing air from her lungs as she tottered on her
heels, the dress around her ankles now hobbling her. Alicia
released her breast before scraping nails down Victoria’s stomach,
pressing and pinching.

‘Hmm, a restricted diet might be useful. Or a
little bit of surgery. I’m sure you’ll agree, won’t you? You knew
what I like to do when you made the bet, I think you just wanted
some free surgery. Well, you’re excellent raw material, so I’ll be
sure to improve you.’

Victoria was just about able to shake her
head, feeling her hair slide over her shoulders as she squeaked out
an answer. ‘Nphh!’ She didn’t want to be altered like that!

‘Hmmm. Well, maybe in a while you’ll be more
agreeable.’ Her hand squeezed more tightly around Victoria’s
throat, cutting off her air supply. Behind her, someone spanked her
backside, making her gasp, her lungs now empty, sparks starting to
flash in her vision, the strength fading from her legs. She looked
towards the other dommes, hoping for mercy or support, but they
looked amused. Why had she agreed to the damn bet?

‘You’ll have to get her consent first!’

It was Nicola, her voice strident, over the
amused buzz of the other dommes. Alicia tutted. ‘Hmph. I suppose.
But I’m sure Victoria will be agreeable.’

Victoria couldn’t escape, as Alicia’s hand
moved further downwards, feeling it’s way between Victoria’s legs.
She shivered as her pussy was touched, Alicia’s knuckles kneading
against her lower lips. ‘And you seem to get stimulated easily? Or
maybe you just like cum on your face?’

Tears were starting to form in Victoria’s
eyes from the choking and the sheer, mind-warping humiliation of it
all. Being stripped naked in front of everyone, unable to fight
back, with semen splashed all over her face, the scent wafting into
her nose, the taste in her mouth! She was too weak to fight back
though, having to accept the probing of her crotch, Alicia’s
touches stimulating her, making her heart beat faster.

‘I think that mouth of yours will need
sealing – the rest of us can still enjoy ourselves, and wouldn’t
want to be distracted by your whining.’

The hand moved away from her pussy, coming
up, another domme passing her a ballgag. Victoria’s mouth flapped
open, desperately sucking in air, before the gag was shoved into
place, the ball filling her mouth, sliding behind her teeth. With
practiced ease, Alicia buckled it into place, sealing Victoria’s
mouth shut. The taste of the rubber at least dispelled the cum, her
tongue rubbing against it, and she could hear her own desperate
mewls, the cuffs biting into her wrists.

‘I don’t think you deserve a collar just yet.
Maybe if you’re good, I’ll let you have one. For now, you can just
be a nice little cage-slut. Something to take home and play
with.’

The throat-grip tightened, all strength
fading from Victoria’s legs, and she started to sag and slump, only
supported by other dommes. Alicia gestured, and wheels squeaked,
the nurse returning with a cage, pushing it along, and then opening
one side up. Alicia released Victoria’s throat and she dropped to
her knees, before she was picked up and dragged forward. She tried
to resist but had no strength, nothing she could do as she was
pushed into the cage, her head knocking against the bars on the far
side. There was no time to turn around and escape before the cage
shut, a lock sealing it shut.

‘Mphhh!’ She was still weak and
pathetic-sounding, looking up at the other dommes, feeling the
shame of her forced nakedness burning her, a hot humiliation
prickling her entire body. All she could do was shake herself
about, pressing against the sides of the cage, feeling how cold the
metal was against her bare skin.

‘I’m glad I drove here – you should be able
to go in the boot. A nice,
convenient package.’ Alicia kicked at the cage, Victoria flinching
away from the strike, even with the cage in the way. ‘Put her away
until I leave.’

The nurse
nodded, wheeling the
cage away, Victoria unable to influence her movement at all. She
was pushed into a corner of the room, and then a thick blanket was
thrown over the cage, blocking out the light, making the background
noise a vague thrum. The air was hot and stuffy, still suffused
with the scent of cum, Victoria unable to clean her face off with
her hands cuffed.

All she could do
was endure, unable to even stretch out, the metal slowly warming up
from her body heat. All she was wearing now were her shoes, making
her wish she hadn’t chosen such a tight dress, so she would at
least have been able to have underwear on! But there was no way to
escape, the gag tightly sealed, the cuffs preventing her from
releasing herself, hoping that Alicia would be merciful to
her.


Chapter 2: Initial
Assessment

‘Now that we have a bit more
privacy and time, then I can conduct a more thorough
examination.’

Alicia looked entirely at ease, now wearing a
white doctor’s coat over her latex outfit, the white fabric
contrasting with the shiny black beneath. She pulled on surgical
gloves, snapping them over her fingers, her nails removed. Victoria
tried to move away, the cage limiting her movement, her wrists
still cuffed behind her back.

She wasn’t sure where they were – it looked
worryingly medical, with a large examination chair beneath a
circular lamp, spreadable stirrups ready with straps. Various
implements, bright steel or surgical plastic, were arranged in
glass-fronted cabinets on the walls, along with more usual BDSM
equipment.

‘Mphhh!’ Victoria tried to protest, mumbling
into her gag, her tongue rubbing against the rubber ball, still
unable to push it out.

‘You made the bet. And I will hold you to it.
If you resist, then there are various methods to make you easier to
work with. And you’re young and healthy – I assume you don’t have
any allergies?’ She walked over to a small fridge, glass vials
chinking before she took one out, picking up a syringe as well. ‘I
could inject you with this – it will make your body utterly limp,
but leave you completely conscious and aware. A rare taste, but a
few people enjoy it, the feeling of being utterly powerless. Or are
you going to be more accepting?’

She stared down at Victoria, the nurse behind
her like a sleek and silent ghost. Victoria tried to appear strong,
but with her mouth sealed and her arms bound behind her, and her
clothing stripped off, it was hard!

‘Well, are you going to be good?’

Victoria slowly nodded. At least if she
obeyed, then she wouldn’t have to endure the needle pricking into
her skin and any control of her body getting torn away!

‘Good. Nurse, go and get her into the cage.
Time for a physical assessment. And I’ll need to get the
measurements of my new patient, so that suitable clothing can be
arranged. I think something a bit different than your own clothing
while I have control of you – I have some eight-inch platform
stilettos you can wear, along with a push-up bra, and a nice tight
dress. And some makeup – a little less restrained and more overt
than your current look.’

Victoria growled – she didn’t want to look
like some slutty bimbo! But there was little choice for now but to
endure – it was only for a month, it couldn’t be that bad, surely?
Although watching the bright, clear electric light shining off the
nurse’s latex-sheathed skin was unnerving, the woman more like an
automaton than a living person, moving with steady grace, leaning
over to unlock the cage, the sharp click of the metal making
Victoria yelp, pushing herself back against the bars as the cage
opened.

She crawled out, keeping a careful eye on
Alicia, still with the syringe and vial in hand, making sure that
Alicia didn’t make any moves towards readying the injection. Then
she slowly stood up, unable not to feel small and pathetic, shorter
than both of the other women in their heels.

‘Good. Although it might be fun to punish
you, it will be easier if I can assess you first. Go and stand
there.’ She pointed at an area beneath a surgical light,
illuminated with stark, clear light, and with metal hooks dangling
from the ceiling.

The air was slightly colder than was
comfortable, an AC unit somewhere buzzing to keep it cool, Victoria
feeling goosebumps forming on her skin as she moved into position.
Alicia advanced, flicking her hair back, tugging her gloves into
position.

‘I’m going to remove your gag – please don’t
scream. This place is sound-proofed, and you don’t want to annoy
me. Understand?’ She slid her hand along Victoria’s face, brushing
strands of hair out of her eyes.

‘Mph.’

‘Good girl. This is going to be a wonderful
relationship.’ She tapped her fingers against Victoria’s cheek in a
light slap, before unbuckling the gag. It slid out from between
Victoria’s lips with a soft pop, the nurse thrusting forward
a metal surgical tray to catch the flow of spit, and then the gag
as it was dropped.

Before Victoria even had the chance to speak,
Alicia’s fingers were shoved into her mouth, pushing her teeth
apart. She grunted at the sudden violation, feeling the smooth,
latex-wrapped fingers grab and squeeze her tongue.

‘Nice and wet – that’s good! I assume you’re
fully healthy, but it’s always best to check.’ She pulled
Victoria’s tongue around, forcing her to keep her jaw spread wide,
before two fingers speared down her throat. She gagged and
spluttered, feeling tears start to form in her eyes. ‘Too dominant
to deep-throat a cock? You really do need more experience. Nurse,
the penis gag.’

Hearing herself choke and gasp on the fingers
made Victoria feel even more ashamed, unable to resist the fingers
pushing against the tight muscles around the top of her throat.
They withdrew, a ribbon of spit connecting them to Victoria’s
mouth, before Alicia wiped them clean against Victoria’s
breasts.

The nurse handed over an inflatable penis
gag, Alicia pushing it against Victoria’s lips. Victoria kept her
mouth shut, feeling the smooth bulb press against her, before
Alicia slapped her in the belly, making her mouth open as she
gasped. The bulb slid into place, a panel sealing over Victoria’s
lips.

‘Any more disobedience, and I’ll be harsher
with you.’ She slapped Victoria’s belly again, before buckling the
gag into place. ‘Now, let’s see how much your mouth and jaw can
take.’ A bulb dangled from Victoria’s mouth, Alicia giving it a
squeeze. The cock-lump inside the gag expanded, several more
squeezes making it grow bigger and bigger, until it was pushing her
tongue down and making her cheeks swell and puff.

More puffs expanded it out even more, the
thing filling her mouth entirely now. She couldn’t even mumble now,
unable to move her tongue at all, any form of enunciation
completely impossible.

‘Hmm, that needs work. You should be able to
take much more. But there’s plenty of time to work on that. Now,
time for your other holes.’

Victoria tried to back away, feeling her bare
buttocks press against the cold wall.

‘Oh? Such a timid little thing.’

Victoria tried to growl, but the fat lump in
her mouth swallowed all the noise.

‘Nurse? Get her into position. And be rough
if she struggles.’ Alicia stood back, crossing her arms as the
nurse approached, arms extended.

Victoria tried to back away, but the wall was
in the way, tiles sapping away her body heat. She couldn’t evade
the nurse’s grip, latex-sheathed hands grabbing her upper arm and
twisting her around, spinning her off-balance. Her arms were pulled
up, forcing her to bend over at the waist. The nurse’s grip shifted
to the cuffs, pulling them upwards, Victoria feeling the inflated
cock-gag shift about in her throat. The hook was pulled over the
cuff-chain, high enough that she couldn’t pull herself off. The
nurse dragged and twisted her into position, so that she was facing
the wall. She tried to turn, wanting to see what Alicia was doing,
despite the strain it put on her neck.

Alicia was smearing some gel over her hands,
making her fingers shiny and bright, before approaching. ‘Your
pussy is probably well-used, at least.’ She reached between
Victoria’s thighs, leaving smears of lube there, before fingers
found Victoria’s slit. The lube was slightly tingly, easily sliding
into her, making her suck in air through her nose. She could feel
two fingers inside of her, spreading wide and stroking around,
forcing a pleasurable stimulation onto her.

‘Nice and responsive! Good, although not
really a surprise. Although you’re not going to be getting much
pleasure for a while. I wonder how used you are to going
without?’

The teasing fingers were starting to cloud
Victoria’s thoughts, and she had to struggle not to twist her hips
into the penetrating fingers, wanting more touches and stroking,
enough to get off.

‘Only good girls are allowed to come! And
you’re not that yet.’ A hand, fingers slippery with lube, slapped
against her backside in a quick spank, before sliding between her
buttocks. ‘You must have been taken here before, surely?’

Victoria grunted, feeling a finger push
against her asshole, starting to penetrate into her. Anal wasn’t
something she enjoyed – taking other people that way, forcing
herself upon them, but not being taken herself there! The finger
pushed deeper into her, stretching into her, pushing her asshole
wide. She could feel the finger twisting inside of her, reflexively
tensing up, the finger easily violating her. With the gag in her
mouth, she couldn’t protest, just making a quiet whine, her arms
straining in the strappado position.

The finger withdrew, before two shoved into
her, forcing her asshole even wider. Alicia’s other hand was still
stroking and teasing Victoria’s slit, her body heating up, pussy
getting wet and loose. ‘There’s not enough time to train you into
anal orgasms, but I can loosen you up a little back here – there’s
such a thing as being so tight you’re hard to use!’ Both sets of
fingers slid and writhed within her, disrupting her attempts at
concentration, breaking her focus.

Alicia’s knuckles bumped against Victoria’s
buttocks, the full length of her fingers lodged within Victoria’s
body, her ass straining to stretch enough to take the fingers. It
ached, her asshole forced wider than she liked, the tight ring of
muscle hurting as she was violated. Her lips tightened around the
inflated cock-gag, tongue still pressed beneath it, her eyes
streaming with prickly tears. The fingers twisted around, and she
could feel pleasure blossoming between her thighs.

‘Good, nice and sensitive. That makes the
training easier.’ But sets of fingers slid out of her, leaving her
feeling empty and deflated, her asshole only slowly closing up.
‘This is going to sting a little. Just to show you what happens to
naughty girls.’

Victoria strained her neck to see what was
happening, as Alicia smeared another substance over her fingers,
and then fingered Victoria again. With her holes already wet and
spread, the fingers slid easily into her, slippery-smooth.

And then, a moment later, her ass and pussy
both started to prickle and sting. She tried to tense up, unable to
resist shaking her hips, Alicia holding her in place with her
fingers still penetrating deep into Victoria. A hot, painful haze
descended on her, a steadily-increasing pain that refused to
fade.

‘You really should be able to manage at least
this much! A domme really should know what pain feels like.’

The fingers in her ass twisted around,
smearing the painful, prickling gel deeply within her ass. Tears
were streaming from her eyes now, the pain building and building,
the fluid impossible to escape, her thoughts getting fuzzy.

‘It’ll wear off eventually, but should keep
you nice and quiet for now.’

Victoria was panting for air, her lungs
straining, having to breath through her nose. No matter how she
tensed and clenched her crotch, the pain refused to fade, settling
deep into the soft tissues of her pussy and asshole!

‘If you’re a good girl, I have some cream
that will take the sting off. But only if you obey. Do you
understand?’ The fingers slid out of Victoria’s asshole, leaving a
stinging, burning sensation, before Alicia spanked Victoria’s
backside. The impact made her tense up and caused her holes to hurt
even more. It was like the pain was being absorbed by her body,
seeping through her entire pelvis! Another spank made Victoria
grunt, air forced from her lungs. ‘Good. Time for you to dress
up.’

Having the fingers twist around in her pussy
still was making her breathless, a horrible combination of pleasure
and pain inside of her. If she orgasmed, would her juices wash her
out? But every touch of the fingers made her hurt, little
twitchy jangling pains, without anything she could do about
them!

‘I like to take pictures of my patients. A
before and after, if you will. And it can make for some lovely
displays.’ The fingers found Victoria’s clit, the pleasure-agony
indescribable, Victoria’s mind going black with pain for a moment.
She was only dimly aware of the nurse pulling on her arms, making
her shoulders strain for a moment as her cuffs were pulled off the
hook, allowing her to stand without being bent over.

Alicia’s fingers were still hooked into her
slit, every movement making the aching more and more intense,
Alicia smiling at her, hard and cruel.

‘Nurse, release her cuffs. If she struggles
or resists, then we’ll have to be… inventive with a
punishment.’

Victoria whimpered, wanting nothing more than
to curl up and wait for the pain to fade – how long would that even
take? If she was obedient, maybe Alicia would clean her out, and
let her rest? And then there was a click from behind her, and now
her arms were freed of the cuffs, able to swing by her sides.

‘Good. Time to get dressed – like a good
little bimbo-slut. I’ve even prepared some clothing, just for you.
Nurse, bring it.’

Heels clicked away, behind Victoria, before
returning, putting a plastic box down on the side. Victoria
shuddered as she looked at it – a pink and tight latex dress, a
trashy-looking push-up bra, and ridiculous fuck-me platform heels.
The fingers massaged her clit, the burning gel seeping into the
sensitive nub, making Victoria rise up on her toes in an attempt to
escape the tortuous impalement, without success.

‘Do be a good girl and dress yourself? Unless
you want me to spread you wider. I do have a new speculum I’ve been
wanting to use.’ The fingers pinched her clit again before sliding
out of her, rubbing the rest of the gel onto her belly, making that
sting a little as well.

Victoria couldn’t contain a choked whimper,
slowly reaching a hand towards the clothing. She wanted to rub and
itch, to try and get rid of the burning sensation, but that would
probably make it even worse! As it was, she couldn’t control
herself from twitching and tensing up her crotch and ass, in a
desperate attempt to force the stuff out, even as it prickled into
her, seeping deeper and deeper into her body.

In an attempt to distract herself, she picked
up the bra and put it on, wrapping it around her body. Her breasts
weren’t small, but this plumped them up, pushing them into larger
mounds, making her look like a dim-witted bimbo. Her fingers shook
as she fastened the clasps, the underwires supporting her breasts,
lace soft against her nipples. There was a mirror opposite her, and
she caught a glimpse of her tear-stained face before looking away,
not wanting to see herself in this state.

The dress was next – soft and slippery
against her fingers, floppy and stretchy. She had to pull it over
her bead, feeling it stretch and tighten, clinging like a second
skin. It was a hideous, gaudy pink, eye-catching in the trashiest
possible way, not even fully covering her buttocks or crotch. It
pressed tightly against her body, flattening out her belly,
following the lines of her hips, exaggerating her breasts even
more, low-cut so that it showed the lace trim of the bra. There
wasn’t enough of it for her to pull it into a more dignified
position or make it cover up more of her body!

But with the pain still throbbing through her
crotch and ass, there was no chance to resist or rebel. She didn’t
even know where she was, and Alicia was fully-dressed and
confident, with whatever drugs ready, if Victoria did rebel. All
she could do was clench her jaw, the inflated penis-gag too big to
even bite onto, and twist the dress into the best position she
could manage, feeling the hem across her backside and the tops of
her thighs, the latex caressing her body.

That left just the shoes – she liked elegant,
expensive stilettos, highlighting her sexy legs, giving her a
sensual gait. These things were horrific – massive, towering
stripper-heels, a garish pink, the platforms several inches high.
And even picking them up made her tense her body in ways that sent
more pain through her pussy, before bending over. The bulb attached
to her gag bobbed around, still attached to her mouth.

Sparks streaked through her vision, the
throbbing in her holes increasing to a vicious stinging, leaving
her sucking in air as fast as she could, trying not to stagger and
sway. She’d never experienced a pain like this before! When would
it fade? The motion of her body made it impossible to ignore, every
little move she made causing different areas inside of her to throb
and twitch with pain, the agony constantly changing, so she
couldn’t focus past it.

The shoe was high enough that putting it on
strained her balance, fresh suffering burning from inside of her,
her fingers feeling fat and clumsy as she tightened the straps,
feeling the plastic press against her skin. Being so off-balance
made her feel even weaker and more exposed, unable to perceive
anything else, her senses bound up in the pain from her ass and
pussy.

When the first shoe was on, she staggered and
almost fell, one of her legs now massively higher than the other.
Strong, smooth fingers wrapped around her waist, the nurse
supporting her, and holding her in position as she fumbled for the
other shoe, glad when she could put it on, her body now evened up.
As quickly as possible, she strapped it on, sealing herself into
the stupid thing, her feet forced into a high arch, swaying a
little as she stood up.

Alicia’s hands lunged for her, groping at her
breasts, Victoria suddenly thankful for the stupid, slutty dress,
the latex at least protecting her from having more of the stinging
gel over her breasts. ‘Impressive! A slut should show what she is,
don’t you think?’ The fingers were squeezing more tightly now,
digging into Victoria’s breasts. Compared to the pains from her
pussy and asshole though, it was minor, despite the strength with
which she was being molested.

‘I would say smile for the camera, but your
mouth is a little full.’ She gave the bulb another puff, Victoria’s
jaw now straining even more. She smiled at Victoria, then squeezed
it again – it felt like her jaw was going to break from the strain,
and her throat was thoroughly stretched!

Then she stepped away, giving Victoria a
slight push. In the heels, as soon as she moved, her balance was
shattered, making her stagger, swaying her arms in a desperate
attempt not to fall.

A flash burst, dazzling her, the nurse now
holding up a polaroid camera. It whined, starting to spit out a
photo, before the nurse took another picture. Victoria wanted to
protest, not wanting proof of this to be recorded, but Victoria
stepped in, slapping her in the belly and then grabbing her by the
neck, cutting off her air.

‘Pose nicely, like a sweet little slut-doll.
Or I’ll pose you how I want you, and I can assure you that
you will find that far worse.’ Her threat was all the worse for
being delivered in a pleasant, charming tone, Victoria wilting,
head spinning with pain and the lack of air, another picture being
taken.

‘Good girl. A few more, and then you need
your rest.’ Alicia walked away, going to the vial and syringe,
loading it up. ‘A little chemical inducement, to make sure you stay
down. I have a full course of treatment planned for you.’

Victoria was still staggering, the stupid
heels stamping and clicking against the floor, as Alicia
approached, jabbing the needle into Victoria’s neck. A
chemically-induced haze washed through her, everything going fuzzy,
the control of her body severed, the nurse catching her before she
hit the floor…


Chapter 3:
Modifications

Victoria slowly awoke, her
head sore again. Fear and panic shot through, adrenaline slamming
her into full wakefulness. On pure reflex, she tried to move her
arms, but metal pinched against her wrists, her fingers pinned
back, arms spread. Her legs were spread wide as well, and she could
feel air kissing against her naked crotch, more metal locked around
her feet. She could feel a slight dampness on her breasts, the seat
beneath her soft this time, the scent of surgical cleanliness in
the air.

‘Ah, the patient is awake.’

‘Mpphh?’

Victoria tried to speak, but thick plastic
curves were in either side of her mouth, forcing her mouth open –
she was spread open even wider than a ring-gag, able to feel
dribble down her chin.

Alicia stepped into sight – she was dressed
like an actual surgeon now, the fetish-wear changed for a smart
doctor’s coat, her hands gloved again, neat black glasses on her
face.

‘I got bored, so it’s time for a little fun.
You were kind enough to sign some of the consent forms already,
I’ve just got a few more for you. And I’ve already marked out where
I’ll be working, see?’

She walked forward, approaching Victoria from
the side and tilting her head to make Victoria look down at
herself. She saw that her chest had pen-marks on, thick black lines
around her breasts, more on her belly and thighs.

‘Some lip filler, a little nose-job, some
tightening of your cheekbones and jawline – and some changes to
your body.’

‘Mrphhh!?’

Alicia’s grip tightened on Victoria’s head,
making it impossible for her to break away, cold fear flooding
through her. She didn’t want surgery, and hadn’t agreed to it!

‘There’s just a few more things I need you to
agree to. And then we can start.’

‘Nphh!’

Out of the corner of her eye, Alicia could
see movement, the assistant moving closer, still faceless and
sheathed in latex, her hands stroking over Victoria’s body,
smearing gel over her belly, before starting to tease her slit. Her
fingers were skilled, sending little thrills of pleasure into her
body, despite the restraints and the fear that filled her.

‘The sooner you agree, the less I will have
to hurt you. But I do so enjoy your screams, so either is good. And
don’t worry – unlike the other room, this is a proper surgery, so I
have everything I need.’

Victoria felt pads get attached onto her
belly, before lube-slippery fingers pushed into her, making her
gasp, something cold and metal penetrating her body. Straps ran
over her hips, holding it inside of herself – if she looked around
Alicia, she could see wires running from the thing inside her into
a control unit, more wires attached to the belly wires.

‘Such a shame you’ve never subbed before –
that might have stood you in better stead for what you’re about to
experience. But it makes my life easier, I suppose.’ Her fingers
brushed hair out of Victoria’s face, before hooking into her
nostrils and pulling them upwards. Alicia chuckled as Victoria
squealed in protest.

‘Your body is mine to shape – so don’t
complain, or I might give you a little piggy-nose!’

A powerful shock slammed into her belly,
making her muscles cramp and tense up, the restraints biting into
her limbs, a strap pressing just beneath her breasts. It forced the
air from her body, ripping control away from her, her jaw
tightening around the dental gag.

‘I’m going to keep hurting you until you
agree. I just need a nice, clear statement that you consent to some
surgical procedures, and that I will be the custodian of your
possessions. After all, a fuck-doll doesn’t need a submissive. Or
money, or a house – you can just be my newest toy, and not have to
worry about anything, ever again.’

‘Nphhh!’ Victoria tried to shake her head,
Alicia’s grip still too strong, limiting her movements completely.
She didn’t want surgery, or to give her stuff away! Another shock
slammed into her belly, her breathing shattered and disrupted.

‘Oh, you’ll agree sooner or later – I just
hope it’ll be sooner, as I have a meeting this afternoon. I suppose
I could let my nurse have some time alone with you, but I’d rather
you not be broken entirely. She’s not very good at realizing that
others have limitations – and she is very good at hurting
people.’

The metal lump inside of Victoria was warming
up now, before it was twisted slightly, sending a ripple of
pleasure through her body, ridged and bumped. She strained against
the metal bindings around her wrists, trying to twist free, feeling
fear-sweat starting to slick her body, cold and clammy. The metal
was rough and unpadded, the metal pressing directly against her
skin, rubbing and chafing.

Alicia’s fingers jabbed forward, spearing
into Victoria’s mouth, pressing down on her tongue before pushing
into her throat, making her gag and splutter.

‘I could give you a tongue-stud – maybe one
about the size of a tennis ball? Lock that on, make you into a
messy, dribbly slut. Would you like that?’

‘Mpphh? Nphh!’ She didn’t want to be
mutilated like that, to have a permanent thing embedded into her
flesh!

‘Then do be a good girl, and I’ll just
improve you. But there’s no escape for you – the sooner you agree,
then the less you will be hurt.’ Alicia turned her head towards the
nurse. ‘I think a few shocks at level 3 should be persuasive.’

The nurse stepped away, towards the source of
the wires, a large black box with various dials and buttons.
Victoria tried to brace herself, as a button was pressed, and
then…

Pain seared her from the inside, lightning
sparking inside her pussy, conducted directly into her most
sensitive parts, a prong of the metal dildo touching against her
clit. Her thoughts turned to searing white mush, shot through with
pain, her vision blurring, able to hear her loud moan, gagged by
Alicia’s fingers.

‘You see? The more you resist, the more you
suffer. All I need is simple agreement, and then I can make the
pain go away. And when you wake up, then you will be improved.’

‘Nphh!’ Victoria tried to steel herself, her
belly getting forced to cramp and tense up again. Alicia’s fingers
pushed deeper into her throat, making it hard to breath, Alicia’s
other hand touching against one of Victoria’s nipples, soft and
smooth. And then she pinched, compressing the soft nub between her
fingers, squeezing hard. Between this, the fingers, and the
pussy-shocks, it was almost impossible to think, all her sensations
just pain.

‘Nurse, get the clit pump. I think the
patient needs to be further sensitized.’ Alicia continued to punish
Victoria’s tit, crushing and pinching the skin. ‘You can make this
stop at any time, just by agreeing to give me consent.’ Her fingers
were sliding into Victoria’s throat now, a rough and painful
intrusion, forcing the tight ring of muscle wide open. ‘You should
have done more deepthroating, to get you used to this sort of
thing. You really are very fragile, for someone that claims to be a
dominant!’

The metal cock that was violating her pussy
twisted inside of her, shocking her again before the prong moved
away from her clit. A pump hiss into action, with the nurse now
holding a plastic tube. It was moved close to Victoria’s skin, and
she could feel air getting sucked into it. It was carefully moved
over her clit and then pressed down. The tone of the suction
immediately changed, but the pressure was strong, sucking up her
clit, up into the plastic tube. It stretched out the soft, wet nub,
the pressure rippling through her, powerful and pleasurable.

Alicia continued to throat-fuck her, forcing
Victoria’s throat wide with probing fingers. She couldn’t whine or
protest, her throat and mouth both filled. Each shock threatened to
send her into unconsciousness, but she managed to hold on, tethered
somewhat by the suction against her slit. She’d never had her body
punished like this, stretched out and warped. Alicia’s other hand
kept playing with Victoria’s breast, the pains getting stronger and
sharper. The suction pump was pulled away, her clit still
protruding upwards, exposed and vulnerable.

‘A few shocks – mild, for now. Although that
is a lovely looking clit – maybe a few piercings down there? To
make you nice and easy to drag around. A clit-leash is a wonderful
thing!’

The nurse picked up two wires, one red, one
black, carefully leaning in and pushing first one, then the other,
against the wet nub of flesh. As soon as they both touched her
skin, a shock was conducted, straight into her body. She would have
screamed, if she’d been able, the pain slamming into her clit, and
then up into her belly, through her spine. There was pleasure
there, deep beneath the searing agony, strong enough that she
barely noticed the pain from her limbs as they tensed up against
the metal restraints, the edges biting into her.

The fingers in her throat silenced her,
cutting off any sounds she could make, into a wet and anguished
gurgle.

‘If you just agree, then I can make all this
pain stop. And I’m sure you’d like to be a good girl, wouldn’t you?
You’ll be much prettier afterwards – have a look.’

The fingers torturing her breast let got, a
screen blinking into life. Victoria had to blink away tears to see,
her vision burry, able to see a digitized image of herself. Except
her waist was smaller, her breasts much bigger, her lips plumped
and fattened. She shivered, hating the way the image of herself
looked – she was fine without surgery!

Her vision blurred as another shock seared
directly into her clit, the nurse kneeling between her legs. She
tried to close her legs, desperately wanting to protect herself at
all, but the metal bands around her thighs stopped her, holding her
in place.

‘Npphhh! Nphhh!’ She made pathetic mewling
sounds around the fingers penetrating into her throat, her tongue
waggling over the latex, able to taste it, feeling ill.

‘I’ll need a nice clear “yes” – if you could
manage to sound enthusiastic as well, that would be far better. It
needs to look good.’

Alicia looked down at her, contemptuous and
powerful. ‘Your friend was concerned about you – Nicola, I think
her name is. Not as attractive as you, but still appealing to look
at. She was worried about what I might be doing to you, so I
suppose I should try and make it look official. Although she agreed
to a few modifications herself. Maybe the two of you can work
together?’

Victoria’s attempt at screaming was a wet,
pathetic whimper, sparks flying across her vision from another
stinging flare of electricity into her clit. Even without that, the
metal dildo was exciting her, stimulating her entirely against her
will. Her shaking increased, some of the pain starting to filter
into her mind, as she struggled to escape. She couldn’t kick her
legs, with the bindings around her thighs and ankles, bruises
starting to form. Her fingers flexed around metal bands, feeling
the faintest amount of flexing, but not enough to get herself free,
shaking her hips, feeling her own sweat making the seat beneath
herself slippery.

‘Hmmm, you’re staying conscious – I suppose
that’s easier than having to dose you up to make you awake.’ The
fingers slid out of her mouth, and she gulped in a desperate
breath. ‘But it seems I’ll need to hurt you more.’

‘Nphhh!’

‘Are you going to give me what I want?
Normally I charge a lot for my services – you would be a live-in
slave, so it’s only fair to charge a lot. Some of my customers
would happily pay tens of thousands for such an experience.’

‘Nphhhh!’

Her clit felt like it was on fire, not yet
recovered from the previous shock, still warped and misshapen from
the suction-pump. Alicia’s fingers stroked over her chest, then
onto the sides of her chest, making her heart flutter, body
reacting instinctively. When fingers slid into her armpit, she
twitched again, the pain in her wrists getting stronger, the
pressure rubbing on her skin.

‘Are you ticklish? That’ll be fun to play
with – a dumb, slutty, ticklish bimbo.’

Victoria’s breathing hitched, her brain going
light and fuzzy from lack of air, another brutally painful shock
forcing her to gasp, her eyes bulging and tearful.

‘I don’t need much – just one “yes”. And I
can assure you that I am very good at not causing permanent damage,
so this can go on for quite some time. And even if you do pass out
- when you wake up, I’ll be waiting for you. Again and again, until
you give me what I want. I assure you, I can be very
patient. And my nurse is very good at going without sleep, so will
happily torment you for as long as needed.’

She wiped Victoria’s face, fingers creepily
gentle, Victoria’s lips tight around the dental gag, feeling the
plastic flex a little, but without snapping. She just wanted the
pain to stop! Alicia pinched Victoria’s nostrils shut with one
hand, making Victoria whimper again, before she whipped the gag
out. She felt her mouth sag, cheeks able to bend and tried to
inhale to scream, before a hand clamped itself over her mouth.

Her tongue flapped against the latex-covered
palm, flooding her mouth with the horrible taste. And she couldn’t
breathe! Another viciously brutal sting to her clit and she tried
to gulp in air, but the glove blocked her mouth, strong fingers
pinching her nose shut. Her head started to pound and throb with
agony, her lungs searing with pain.

The strength started to drain from her body
as she desperately flailed her limbs, trying to break free, her
vision swimming. All she could see was Alicia’s eyes, sharp and
cold above her surgical mask, without any sign of mercy. Her vision
narrowed, the feeling of her limbs fading away to distant throbs,
before Alicia removed her hand, letting Victoria suck in a
desperate and convulsive breath.

‘It’s not unusual for people to soil
themselves at this point – I do hope you won’t disgrace yourself
with such a thing. Or make me punish you more for making a mess! I
prefer servants that are nice and neat – like my nurse. Nice and
clean, sealed away within her suit.’

Victoria managed to breathe, swift and
painful, her vision starting to return. She screamed, just for a
second, before the sound was cut off by the hand clamped over her
face again.

‘Hmm, you’re lasting longer than I expected –
I thought you would have passed out by now! But there’s no escape.
Sooner or later, you will agree. Just to make it nice and
legal.’

Victoria tried to conjure up the strength to
at least bite, wriggling her jaw to try and sink her teeth into the
gloved hand, but she was too weak, her whole body light and floaty,
her lungs searing with pain.

Alicia moved her hand away again, before
taking grip of both of Victoria’s breasts, and then squeezing the
nipples hard. Victoria lay back, limp and passive, just barely able
to register the fresh pain. She whimpered in soft agony as her clit
was tormented again, the dildo inside of her pulled around and
twisted, in and out, her pussy wet enough to make it easy.

‘Please… Please, stop!’

‘Ah, you’re still conscious. I thought you
might have passed out. I will stop when you agree to my surgical
alterations. And to sign over your property and your wealth, slight
though it is. I like my personal property to be fully dependent on
me! Can’t have you thinking you have anything other than what I let
you have. After all, I’m going to be shaping your body, so I’ll own
that, I may as well own everything else you possess.’

She slapped Victoria across the cheek, hard
enough to sting, before clamping her hands over Victoria’s face
again, preventing her breathing. The pain in her lungs flared
again, bright and sharp, sparks flaring in her eyes.

‘I wonder how much more you can take? If you
pass out, then I’ll have to wake you up, and then just start again.
And again, and again, until you surrender. After all, I just need
one little word, and I doubt you have that much willpower.’

Darkness started to seep into Victoria’s
vision, her gaze locked onto Alicia’s, trying to plead with her
eyes, finding no mercy there, just the promise of further torments.
The hand relaxed, just a little, allowing the faintest trickle of
air, just enough to keep her conscious.

‘Well? Are you ready to give me what I want?
Just one little word, and then you can rest. And when you wake up,
you’ll be entirely changed.’

The hand tightened again, desperate fear
within Victoria surging, her body flushed with fever-chills, racked
with pain. The torture of her pussy continued, more shocks burning
into her, making it impossible to retain any focus.

Alicia released her grip, just a little. ‘And
now, will you agree? Just one word, and the pain stops.’

‘…yes. Please! Just stop!’

‘Good. And now, the surgery will begin.
Nurse, fetch the anesthesia.’

Before Victoria could protest, the hands
clamped into place again. Metal squeaked, the nurse wheeling
something close. Victoria’s vision darkened, and she saw a
breathing mask come over her face as Alicia removed her hands. And
then a sweet, cloying scent flooded into her starved lungs, and
everything went dark…


Chapter 4: Training
Session

Victoria could feel her
whole body aching, the throb penetrating through her consciousness,
as other senses slowly trickled in. She couldn’t hear anything, not
even her own breathing, her arms wrapped tightly around
herself.

Her chest ached, as did her face, feeling
bruised and worn, a heat deep within her body. What had happened to
her, what had been done to her? She could remember Victoria, and
the torture, forcing her to agree, but she couldn’t see, couldn’t
move. When she tried to move her arms again, she could feel force
conducting itself through her movements, her arms forced into a hug
around her body, each hand on the opposite hip. It felt latex, with
a faint elasticity. Whenever she moved, it pulled her back, making
her body ache even more as it pulled against her. There was thick
padding around her breasts, swaddling them in something soft and
firm.

What about her legs? She tried kicking them,
feeling a band snap tight between her ankles, and stiff material on
her feet, bending them into arches, like high-heel shoes. She could
roll over, bumping her head against the floor, feeling something
covering her face, straps tight around her head.

Light started to appear, slowly appearing in
front of her. It looked watery, distorted and strange, and she
knocked her head against the floor again, feeling a large lump in
front of her mouth, another in front of each eye.

Soon she could see more completely, her head
starting to swim. Some form of lenses were in front of her eyes,
filled with liquid, sloshing around with every movement. This made
everything vague and blurry, details impossible to make out.

That is, if there were any details to make
out – wherever she was, the place was suffused with a soft, bright
light, reflecting off padded walls. Some kind of asylum cell? Or
the sado-masochistic version of one, at least. She couldn’t squirm
enough to see herself, but could see a black band between her
ankles, and something shining on her feet. When she tried to twist
to see, then the things on her feet were shiny and bright – metal
bands, forcing her into that position? It was impossible to
straighten her feet out! Could she stand?

She wriggled herself backwards against the
wall, feeling the softness of the padding, still unable to hear
anything. And what was on her face? Whenever she moved her head,
liquid sloshed within the lenses, making her view shift and warp,
making her feel nauseous.

By pushing back with her feet, she could
brace herself, pushing herself upwards. The metal on her feet made
them ache, and she couldn’t straighten them out, but she managed to
force herself upwards. Her chest still ached, deep-formed bruises,
hot and painful, her lips and nose aching as well. What had been
done to her?

As she rose, she kept her eyes shut, not
liking the way the room shifted and warped otherwise. There was
just enough texture to the padding to make her feel ill, the soft
darkness of her closed eyes easier to deal with. Moving like this
made her aware of the tightness of the crotch-band, and something
lodged within her pussy.

Having to stand on her toes was uncomfortable
as well, the stress making her calves ache already. But at least
she was stood now! The effort was making her chest strain, her body
heating up. There was a resistance to her breathing as well, not
allowing her to inhale properly. She tried sucking harder, feeling
the resistance increase, her body weakening. She’d never
experienced breathplay from this end – making someone squirm and
wriggle, unable to breath, being teased and tormented, that was
fine, but having it done to her was completely different!

As she moved, sounds started to ease into her
ears – a faint metallic clinking. Was that a padlock? She slumped
over to a corner, glad of the extra support from two walls,
twisting her body, trying to figure out where any weaknesses might
be. She’d put others into straitjackets before, it couldn’t be that
hard to get out of, if she tried! She twisted her arms again,
managing to get them off her waist for a moment before they were
pulled back.

Her strength was starting to return now,
despite the aches and pains she could feel, her wriggling
increasing. There must be some way to break free!

The thing between her legs started to twist,
grinding within her, making her breath come even shorter. Why was
she so sensitive there? It normally took more work to get her going
– had something been done to her there? But she couldn’t twist her
head downwards to see, something tight around her neck, further
limiting her movements.

After every time she moved, she had to pause,
getting her strength back, the throbbing aches building up and then
fading. Even with the padding on her breasts, her chest still hurt,
the straining of her lungs increasing. She probably couldn’t tear
out of the straitjacket, but it had to have a zip or something –
could she get out of it? With more effort, she was able to push a
hand around, glad of her flexibility, feeling up her back.

She couldn’t hold the position for long
before her strength faded, but she’d been able to feel a metal
block, down her spine. Victoria twisted, feeling it against the
wall – that must be a padlock! If she could break that, then she
might be able to get out of this thing.

By balancing herself in the corner, she could
slide one leg along the other, feeling with her feet, finding her
ankle-cuffs, locked securely in place with more padlocks. Feeling
her confidence start to return, she opened her eyes, wincing
against the blurry wetness of her vision, trying to make sense of
her environment.

It looked like a small, padded cell, lit from
above, everything white and clean, soft and padded. She couldn’t
see anyone else, but Alicia would probably be keeping an eye on her
somehow – maybe from above? Or through a camera? But even with
that, she had to try and get out! Shaking her head to try and
dislodge the breathing-mask did nothing other than make the straps
pull against her head, tight and binding, the font of the thing
heavy enough to drag her head around with itself. A gasmask? That
would explain the limited airflow, if it had been altered to
further slow the rate of inhalation.

She slowly slid along the wall, using it to
support herself, trying to ignore the buzzing between her legs even
as she got wetter and wetter, her juices starting to flow out of
her, staining her thighs. By twisting her arms, she could feel the
wall – there had to be a door somewhere!

There – a slight indentation in the padded
wall, a line going straight up. With her eyes still half-closed, to
try and make it less nauseating to see, she felt around. Was there
any way to open it from the inside? Where the padding was thinner,
she could feel the door itself, sturdy and strong, but was there
any latch or something she could pull on? Feeling her frustration,
and lust, increase, she wriggled her backside against the door,
that motion making her buttocks ache. Had they always been that
large, or had she been modified there as well? Fear trickled
through her, along with lust and fear – she needed to know what she
looked like, what that bitch had done to her!

Her fingers were aching, having to fight
against the latex that kept trying to pull her hands back into
fists, finding a small notch in the door, It was hard, and she was
panting with exertion by the time she managed it, but she squeezed
a finger into the crack, finding a small metal tab and flicking it
upwards.

The door shifted, just slightly, no longer
locked shut, and her heart leapt! It made sense that Alicia would
have an emergency option, just in case one of her “patients” was
here more willingly and needed to get out. She knocked her shoulder
against the door, feeling it shake a little, before realizing that
it needed to be pulled, not pushed.

This was even harder, as she had to hook a
finger back into the notch, and then lean forward, using her weight
to try and pull the thing open. It started to move, pushing against
the padded floor, her feet now aching from how long she had spent
on her toes, the metal bands pinching and pressing against the soft
skin of her feet. But it was progress! It moved and slid open, and
she stumbled, falling forward.

When she fell against the soft surface, pain,
hot and fresh, slammed into her, her breasts sore and aching. She
had to lay there, trying to regain her strength, groaning with
fresh agony, trying to spread her legs wide to relieve the teasing,
grinding pressure of the dildo inside of her. Rolling over onto her
back made it a little easier to breathe, but now her buttocks were
aching where they were touching the floor!

But the door was open – maybe she could
escape? But getting up again was hard, her feet now aching,
tiredness in her calves. She couldn’t give up though, not unless
she wanted to be locked here, with that crazy bitch of a doctor and
her twisted latex-nurse!

The dildo gave a twisting buzz and then
stopped, removing one distraction. She could still feel it whenever
she moved, but her building desire started to fade, the pussy-juice
on her thighs cooling, trickling downwards. Wriggling around made
her breasts and ass hurt, but she was able to push herself into a
corner and slowly push herself back up to standing, and then
fell-walked forward, just about able to catch herself before she
fell and taking another step.

She squeezed through the partially-open door,
needing to shove it with a shoulder to open it up further, then
sliding through the gap. The floor outside was cold against her
feet, bare concrete, and she squinted through the gelid swirliness
in front of her eyes, trying to look around. It looked like a…
changing room? Although one with various painful and humiliating
medical tools on the walls, as well as points to attach restraints,
neatly-coiled rope hanging from hooks. And next to the ropes,
hanging from a hook, she could see metal gleaming, a long line with
a plastic handle. She had to turn her head, the liquid eye-caps
sloshing, but it looked like safety scissors! Could she slice her
way free?

Moving across the room was harder than
expected, her legs weak beneath her, and the walls too covered with
equipment to be able to lean on them, at least without hurting
herself further. After every step she had to stop, still up on
tip-toes, moving her head to try and reorientate herself, the gel
over her eyes sloshing around, making everything spin and twist. It
was like being massively drunk, her vision swimming and vague,
everything covered with that dizzying swirling motion, never
stopping or letting her properly get her bearings.

She wanted to collapse, to take the weight
off her tormented legs, but didn’t dare stop, in case she never got
up again. Was she being monitored by Alicia? She would have
expected to be stopped by now if she was!

The thing between her legs started to buzz
and twist again, making her gulp in air, or at least try to, her
lungs straining and gasping. Sparks burst and flared in her vision
as she staggered forward, focused on the scissors. And, as she got
closer, hanging on the same hook… Keys! Small, shiny padlock keys.
Could she use them to get free?

Her leg knocked against something out of
sight, knocking it away, and making her stagger forward. Having to
balance on her toes was hard, the metal biting into her skin,
starting to chafe and scrape her skin. Thinking through the buzzing
twisting of the dildo was getting harder and harder, her vision
blurring from pleasure and asphyxiation, having to strain her lungs
harder and harder just to keep breathing, feeling her strength ebb.
Just a little more! If she could get out of here…

She had to turn her body around, trying to
reach for the scissors. Fighting against the latex was draining her
heavily, and making her heat up inside of it, her muscles feeling
hot and loose. With her hands bound to her hips, then there was a
lot of distance to cover, the hook at breast level. Straining and
pulling like that made the dildo inside of her penetrate even more
deeply, pushing itself into her body, sending up new sources of
forced pleasure. It was hard to tell what of her vision swimming
was from the goggles, and what was from the endless,
never-quite-there orgasm!

Her hand was getting closer and closer, the
latex tightening, getting harder and harder to fight against. But…
almost… She made it! She could, just about, feel the keys, snagging
them between two fingers and relaxing, her hand getting pulled back
and smacking into her hip. Her lungs were burning with pain now,
her body wanting to collapse, but she forced herself to
continue.

A hand, black and shiny, appeared in front of
her, shape warped by the goggles she wore. It slid down, grabbing
at the bulky front of the gasmask, and the resistance increased.
She had to suck air in now, her lungs burning for the faintest
breath of fresh air, feeling her head get hot and fuzzy. The keys
were between her fingers, giving her something to grip as she was
pulled backwards, latex sliding against latex, managing to break
away and twist.

The nurse looked back at her, shiny and
black, face sealed away behind a hood, long tail of hair flicking
around. She stepped back, reaching to the pouches around her waist
and pulling out a syringe and a small vial. Victoria tried to turn
away, her legs turning to jelly beneath her, slumping against the
wall.

The nurse loaded the syringe, some fluid
within it, a little spray spurting into the air. Cold terror
gripped Victoria, the thought of being plunged into a forced
paralysis chilling her. And she still didn’t know what had been
done to her! She twisted her shoulders against the straitjacket,
trying to break free, trying to get the keys towards the sealed
padlocks.

The nurse cocked her head, hair sliding over
latex, then stalked closer, shoulders squared. Victoria tried to
kick out, but her legs had no strength, and all she could manage
was a feeble little toe-flick. Just out of reach, the nurse paused,
turning her head as though listening. The dildo kicked up a notch,
hot and forced pleasure wet in her cunt.

She slumped, lungs agonizingly hot, inhaling
her waste gases. The nurse strode forward, tall and powerful, and
then the needle jabbed forward. There was no way for her to escape,
feeling it prick into her neck, the nurse pressing the plunger down
and then withdrawing it.

Cold paralysis seeped through her, severing
her from control of her own body, her legs going from beneath her,
and she slid down the wall. She felt the keys slide from her grip,
hitting the floor before she did, staring up at the nurse, seeing a
mottled reflection of herself in the shiny, latex-wrapped legs.
From this angle, the nurse looked even more inhuman, her waist
impossibly thin, legs stretched and long.

She couldn’t move, having to stare up at the
nurse in oxygen-staved paralysis, feeling the dildo twitch within
her, still not allowing her release. The nurse knelt down next to
her, rolling her onto her back, before pushing a hand between
Victoria’s knees. She bent them up, folding Victoria into the fetal
position, her knees up on her chest.

The position made her chest ache, bruises
deep within her flesh throbbing again. Rope wrapped into place,
binding her knees together and then getting looped around her neck,
tight enough to bind her into position. She tried to will her body
to movement, able to feel still, but she couldn’t move! The rope
bound her ankles as well, stopping them flopping apart, the
ankle-fetter now loose. A finger slid against the sole of one foot,
and Victoria wanted to shiver as a reflex, but even that she
couldn’t do, her body a lump of flesh, out of her control.

Her vision was narrowing, through the greasy,
liquid gel-smear, her air dwindling, her strength almost completely
gone. She could feel the wetness of her pussy-juices, enough that
some had puddled beneath her, as her arms were wrapped in rope,
bound around her body. She could feel the knots tighten up,
pressing into her cold, numb skin. She couldn’t even move her
fingers now!

The nurse leaned in, her hood covering even
her eyes, seeming inhuman and terrifying, warping through the
distorted goggles on Victoria’s eyes. She twisted the gasmask, and
there was a delicious whisper of fresh air, Victoria sucking it in.
The dildo twisted and spun, kicking up a notch, and then the orgasm
hit. It shredded her from the inside, blowing any vestiges of
thought away, her head going blank.

Her entire body flushed with alternating
waves of hot and cold, clammy sweat soaking her skin. If she made
any noise, she wasn’t able to hear it, her body tucked and tied
into a ball, rope binding her tightly. The nurse’s hand laid atop
Victoria’s face, and she could feel it twist the valve of the
mask.

She wanted to protest, to fight back, to at
least scream, to offer some form of protest, but there was nothing
she could do, her body paralyzed and beyond her control. Painful
sparks burst in her eyes, her lungs seared with agony, before she
sank down into a pained unconsciousness, even the forced orgasm
doing nothing to make her feel good.


Chapter 5: Long-Held
Desire

Victoria’s head throbbed,
her mind filled with fog, making it hard to think. It was virtually
impossible to gather her thoughts, everything vague and misty. The
strongest thoughts were those of Alicia’s face, half-covered by a
surgical mask, eyes strong and powerful. Her body seemed to ache
more every time, as she was stretched out on the surgical table,
restrained by metal as well as drugs. What had been done to her?
How had her body been violated?

Whenever the drugs faded, she would find
herself in the padded room, but with even stronger and stricter
restraints this time, swaddled in a thick and binding straitjacket.
Even the slightest movement drained her, making her whole body
ache. And her feet were bound as well, metal curling her toes into
points, making it impossible to stand. Was she being fed? There
were vague memories of the nurse, forcing a brutally thick plastic
tube into her throat, scraping it roughly, and then the feeling of
her belly being filled. She seemed to be penetrated most of the
time, artificial cocks inserted into her cunt and asshole,
stretching out her muscles, making her narrow holes easier for
future violations. How long had it even been? Just days, or week?
She couldn’t tell.

Her thoughts cleared, just for a moment, like
sunlight penetrating through mist. She became aware that she was
somewhere different – not the padded cell, but in a long,
coffin-like box, restrained at wrists and ankles. The front of it
was claustrophobically close, just slightly in front of her face,
and there was the sensation of movement, shaking transmitting
itself through the box.

Was she being taken somewhere? Maybe this
hell was over, and she would be set free? Or there would be a
chance for escape? She wriggled, trying to regain some sense of
control over her own body – she was gagged, a fat ball stretching
her lips and cheeks, but she could move her tongue. Her fingers and
toes were likewise free, although her feet were still in the
foot-binders. She wasn’t blindfolded, but there was nothing she
could see except the inside of the casket-box, lights somewhere
beneath her. Was this a display case? Faint anger throbbed
within her chest, helping to chase the drugs and exhaustion out of
her system.

The faint movement stopped, the angle of the
case changing slightly. If she concentrated, she could make out
sounds – a vague thrum of conversation? A brief moment of hope
flared, that maybe it would be people willing to help, before it
dimmed, Victoria realizing that Alicia wouldn’t be that
foolish.

Metal clicked and rattled, a faint shifting
of the air, and then the front opened. Light, clean and natural
rather than harsh and electric, poured in. A group stared back at
her, Victoria taking a moment to recognize them – the other dommes,
all dressed in their elegant finery, staring back at her with
bright, sharp smiles, predatory and cruel. She felt a hot rush of
shame burn through her, making her whimper into her gag, a long
ribbon of dribble splashing down between her breasts.

‘Well, that’s quite the change, isn’t it? For
someone always so opposed to cosmetic surgery, she seems to have
had rather a lot of work done.’

From close to her side, somewhere out of
sight, she heard Alicia’s voice.

‘I can be very persuasive. And her old look
was rather… plain. Elegant, I suppose, but now she has a wider
appeal.’

‘I think she’s awake.’

‘Hmmm, my nurse must have misjudged the
dosage a little. Well, no matter – we can have some fun with her,
and then I’ll be taking her home. She’s such a lovely little doll,
isn’t she? So soft and pretty, and with a lovely shape. She’ll be
staying with me for the future – she discovered that being dominant
was far harder than being a simple, empty-headed bimbo-slut.’

Victoria tried to protest, feeling the
piercing in her tongue ache as it pressed against the gag-ball. She
didn’t want to be “kept” by Alicia! Even if she had agreed to that
bet, becoming Alicia’s permanent property was far too much – surely
the other dommes would see that, and make Alicia set her free? What
about Nicola? She’d help, definitely!

The other dominants kept looking at her,
appraising her body – what did she look like now? How much had she
been changed? Her breasts felt heavier, larger than they should be,
and there was still the dull, healing aching around her hips,
chests and buttocks. She grunted again, more dribble splashing
downwards, soiling the space between her breasts.

‘I promised you some entertainment – I’ve
been training her submissive a little, keeping him edged. He’s nice
and sensitive now. I wonder what his reaction to his ex-mistress
will be? Let me get her into position though, so we can see the
show properly.’

Alicia stepped into view – she was dressed in
an expensive and sleek dress, lace and silk clinging tightly to her
body, her makeup and jewelry exquisite. ‘I do hope you won’t resist
– although it would be amusing, I’m not really dressed for a
conflict.’ She examined her nails, long and sharp, with swirling
patterns painted on. ‘I’ve only just had these done, it would be a
shame to break them.’ She reached into her clutch purse, pulling
out a small stun-gun and pressing the button, electricity sparking
between the contact-points, and then jabbed it into Victoria’s
neck.

The pain stunned her, ripping away her
self-control, as the restraints released, and she would have fallen
to the floor if Alicia hadn’t supported her. She couldn’t do
anything, getting dragged out of the casket, across the room.

The other dommes descended, grabbing her
limbs, cuffs dangling from the ceiling wrapping around her limbs
and then tightening up. She was held there, getting pulled up until
she was on her back, held in mid-air. Even as the jolting shock
wore off, she couldn’t do anything, her movements just making her
twitch in the air. Her breasts sagged down, fat and heavy, her
spine aching as she flapped about.

‘She’s not quite healed enough for a
whipping, but we can still have some fun with her.’ Alicia
approached, putting the stun-gun away, before scratching her nails
along Victoria’s back, making her wince in pain. ‘And I think she
deserves some pleasure at least.’ Alicia jabbed her nails harder
into Victoria, into a nerve-cluster, making Victoria groan and
twitch. She could see another ribbon of dribble splash out, shaming
her from the loss of control.

‘Hmmm, I wonder which hole her old submissive
will go for first? Let me just prepare her mouth.’ She moved around
to be in front of Victoria, one hand now holding a plastic dental
gag. She slapped Victoria across the face, twice, and then
unbuckled the gag, shoving the plastic thing into Victoria’s mouth,
forcing her cheeks wide and her mouth open.

Some of the other dominants moved towards a
cage in the corner of the room, opening it up, pulling out her
submissive. Her eyes glanced down – he didn’t have a cock-cage on,
his shaft already stiff and erect, threateningly large. Even the
collar around his neck and the panel-gag sealing his mouth didn’t
make him seem less dangerous! She tried to wriggle in her
restraints, wanting to break free, but that just made her twist
slightly, suspended in the air. The dommes pushed him forward, and
he saw her, his eyes going bright as he advanced. She shook her
head, trying to force out words, the gag turning everything mushy
and pathetic.

He grabbed her head, her hair getting
partially ripped out, another source of pain, before his cock
slammed into her mouth. It penetrated all the way in, right into
her throat, making her mewl and splutter, even more dribble flowing
out. She could taste him now, his sweat and the musk of his
manhood, the soft, smooth crown of his cock-head violating her
throat.

‘The throat first? Well, I suppose it was the
closest. And it should be nice and tight, even after the training.’
Alicia sounded entirely too relaxed, as Victoria felt tears forming
in her eyes, starting to trickle down her face as she was roughly
throat-fucked. ‘Don’t worry, Victoria – he’ll be staying nice and
stiff for quite a while. Enough to use you thoroughly. I’m sure you
must want some release yourself, after all?’

All Victoria could see was her submissive’s
hips, his grip tightening, his cock shoving deep into her throat.
She couldn’t do anything – she just had to endure the use of her
mouth as a fuck-hole!

Cum blasted out, mingling with her spit, the
taste strong and bitter. She swallowed some of it, trying to let
more of it flow out of her mouth, not wanting to consume it. Even
after cumming, his cock stayed hard and stiff, still hard and
painful in her throat. As it withdrew, it slapped against her nose,
leaving dribble and cum there.

A whip cracked, making Victoria wince and
shiver even without being struck, one of the dommes pulling the man
away. Her throat ached, and she could taste the cum, feeling it
down her throat, thick and sticky, as she mewled around her
gag.

She tried to twist herself around, wanting to
keep him in sight, but couldn’t twist her neck enough, just getting
stray glimpses of movement as her hair fell over her eyes, needing
her to shake again to try and keep her vision clear. Victoria
moaned through her gag again, aware of how wide her legs were
spread, trying to close them.

Hands grabbed her ankles, pulling her legs
apart, sharp nails digging into her skin, along with the harsh
cackles of the dominants. Another hand slapped her pussy, the pain
knocking into her, making her jolt and twitch in pain, more dribble
splashing out.

More hands, strong and masculine, grabbed her
hips, and she felt a fat cock bump against her backside, still wet
with her own slobber. She tried to shake, wanting to protest, but
there was nothing she could do feeling the hands take a firm
grip.

The cock slid against her skin, before
finding her slit, easily pushing into her. She was wet already, her
body easily accepting the fat, hot shaft, the sensation making her
head spin. Her cunt tightened up around the intrusion, pulling it
deeper into herself, her tongue starting to sag from her mouth.

‘Well, it seems he’s gone for the cunt. I’ve
not done many modifications down there – perhaps I should?’ Alicia
took a position in front of her, looking down on her with calm,
controlled amusement, a faint tinge of color on her cheeks. Was she
getting off on this? Victoria tried to protest, but it was hard
gathering her thoughts at all, all her focus on the building
pleasure between her legs.

‘You’re going to be my sweet and amusing
bimbo-slut. Don’t worry, I’ll take good care of everything you used
to own – it’s not as though you’ll ever be using it again.’ She
reached out, pinching the back of Victoria’s neck, digging her
nails in, the pain stabbing into Victoria. ‘I’ve got a few
experimental ideas to test on you as well. Don’t worry, I’ll make
sure you consent to all of them. Even if you may need
persuasion!’

The cock was slamming into her, pumping in
and out, penetrating all the way into her each time. Victoria
managed to conjure up the strength to shake her head, then having
to do so again to prevent herself being blinded.

‘Mphhhh!’

‘Oh, don’t complain. After all, you’re mine
now, and I think my property should be happy. Even if that may
require a little chemical reinforcement. Don’t worry, a lot of the
time you won’t be able to realize what’s happening. Although I’ll
let you have some thoughts, occasionally, just so I can see the
despair in your eyes.’

‘Nphhhh!’

‘It could be worse – your friend, Nicola, has
some unexpected allergies. So I had to treat her without the
benefits of the medication – would you rather be fully aware of
what you have become?’

She heard the man gasp, his cock buried deep
within her, and then the explosion of cum within her, shooting into
her body. She could feel it, hot and sticky, slowly dribbling out
as his cock withdrew. It left her feeling empty and numb, now
longer filled with cock, without having had an orgasm herself. What
had the bitch done to Nicola? She was the only one that might be
able to help Victoria – if she was captured as well, then there was
no-one that would be able to help her!

‘Don’t worry, soon you won’t be able to worry
about anything. And then maybe I can do some more extreme surgery –
make you into something of an advertisement for my skills.’
Alicia’s hands stroked Victoria’s forehead, brushing away hair,
Victoria trying to twist herself away, without success.

She felt the cock again, wet and slippery as
it pushed between her buttocks. Victoria tried to squeal in
protest, not wanting to have anything shoved in there, but couldn’t
do anything except powerlessly twitch, Alicia’s fingers smooth and
warm against her forehead.

‘Nphhhh!’ Tears trickled down her face,
Alicia wiping one away.

‘Oh, you’re going to be used thoroughly.
After all, what is a doll for if not playing with? And you don’t
have the utility of my nurse, so I don’t really need to keep you
functional, do I?’

The cock pushed into her asshole, spreading
her wide, knocking the air from her lungs as it rammed into her
body. Her neck tensed, head rising up, Alicia’s hand coming to grab
her throat, those nails prickling soft skin.

‘I think a nice permanent collar as well. I’m
not going to let your shape change unless I’m the one doing it, so
it can be nice and snug.’ Alicia squeezed, cutting off Victoria’s
air, her chin wet with dribble and cum. Some of it flowed onto
Alicia’s hand, and she winced, tightening her grip and choking
Victoria. The cock continued to thrust in and out of her asshole,
leaving her breathless, feeling her tight butthole getting forced
wide, making her whimper with pain.

‘Don’t worry, I’ll forgive you, just the
once. I’m sure I’ll be able to find some other reason to punish you
soon after, after all.’ Her smile was cruel and hard, as she
twisted Victoria’s neck. ‘Soon you won’t be able to remember much,
so you should make the most of it. You’re not going to be thinking
for long! Nicola is far worse off, I think – I’ve let her retain
some sense of self.’

What did she mean? What had been forced into
her body? Savage, painful
despair tore through her. What had been done to her, to her body,
to her mind? Everything
seemed broken and soft! Her body ached, and the gaps in her memory
tore her apart, hurting even more. Vague, broken memories of needle
and scalpel, the sickly-sweet taste of anaesthesia made her sob,
worse violations than what her asshole was being subjected to. And
Nicola as well – what had been done to her? Was there anyone else
that might save her?

Ahead of her, Victoria could see a one-bar
prison, a dildo on a vertical shaft, impaling another young woman.
Surgery had warped their body, giving them exaggerated
balloon-breasts and excessively curvy hips. With high-heels locked
on and the cock lodged inside their pussy, they couldn’t move,
their hands held up and supporting a tray, converted into human
furniture. Their face was half-covered with a mask, puffed-up lips
stretched around a ball-gag, but it looked like Nicola, just warped
and broken.

‘She was concerned about you. A shame, really
– I was quite fond of her, while you were always just an annoying
bitch. But now I have you as a dumb bimbo-slut, and her to play
with a little more.’

Victoria watched as Nicola shuddered, thighs
tensing around the capturing cock-shaft, juices trickling down. Her
arms were shaking, the tray attached to her nipples by metal
clamps, holding several bottles of wine.

‘You’re just here to be used as a fuck-doll,
so you don’t need to worry about working at all. Or even
thinking!’

Victoria whimpered, feeling the cock
penetrate her fully with a wet slapping sound, her submissive’s
hips knocking against her own, the shaft fully within her body. She
was powerless to prevent it forcing her asshole wide, Alicia’s grip
still strong on her throat. Behind the mask, she thought she could
see tears, catching the light for a moment before sliding out of
view.

Alicia’s fingers slapped against Victoria’s
cheek, making her grunt with pain, skin heating up from the impact.
‘Don’t get distracted, now! This will be the last time you get to
think, so you should appreciate it.’

The cock tensed up, shooting a load of cum
into her asshole, leaving her feeling slimy and gross. Her butt was
aching, her hole torn open, the muscles unable to close with the
cock still in her.

‘I’ve put a lot of work into you, even if you
won’t be able to appreciate it.’

Another slap, and then Alicia wiped her hand
clean against Victoria’s back, leaving a sticky smear there.

‘Next time I allow you to think, it’ll be so
you can see yourself. Everyone else has – and they seem to like
you. Not that you need to agree, of course – it’s not as though
you’ll be allowed to undo any of the alterations I’ve made. And
your new lips and breasts are much more appealing. Well, to some
people!’

The cock slowly pushed in and out, still
hard, still keeping her asshole stretched painfully wide, cum
dribbling out.

‘And you don’t have any annoying drug allergy
– that does make you much easier to control!’

Victoria tried to shake her head, her hair
shaking over her eyes again, as Alicia pulled a small vial and a
syringe from her clutch. She held it so that Victoria could see, as
the needle plunged through the seal, drawing up some of the clear
liquid.

‘Nphhh! Nphhh!’ She didn’t want that awful,
mind-fogging sensation, to be robbed of her thoughts, unable to
think or remember! Alicia grabbed her by the hair, tight enough to
hurt, Victoria’s head forced into stillness, the needle jabbing
forward. She felt it penetrate into her neck, the coolness of the
drug flowing into her veins, making her whimper again.

And then the fog returned, rushing into her
brain, clearing everything away – all the pain and fear vanished,
and nothing remained.


Chapter 6: Final
Dose

Her thoughts started to
clear again, the fuzz clearing. Memories started to trickle back –
of being restrained, her holes being ravaged by her submissive, of
the other dommes watching her, and she tried to move. Chains
clicked and clinked, and she started to get some sense of her
surroundings. She could feel cuffs on her wrists and ankles,
holding her body stretched out, with the metal bands on her feet to
keep her toes extended, and similar metal around her fingers, her
fingers held stretched out.

Cool air blew across her body, making her
shiver, feeling goosebumps starting to form, but the aching had
faded. Maybe it… had all been a dream? Or a nightmare, of Alicia
torturing her and transforming her body against her will? She moved
her head, just slightly, feeling long and silky hair slither across
her bare back – she didn’t remember it being that long, falling
most of the way to her buttocks. And her neck was restricted as
well – metal, tight, smooth and warm, keeping her head held up.

She took a deep breath, glad to let the air
fill her lungs, glad she wasn’t being strangled, slowly forcing her
eyes open, blinded for a moment by the light, trying to figure out
where she was. Victoria pulled on the restraining chains, just a
little, but they were taut, holding her suspended in the
spread-eagle, unable to move.

The walls here were neat, plain
surgical-shiny tiles. A few pot-plants, vivid green in comparison,
were put in the corners, along with artfully bland pictures,
abstract swirls and generic cityscapes. Where was she?

‘Mphhh!’ The noise she made sounded small and
pathetic, a rubbery plug in her mouth, a metal ring holding her
teeth apart. She flicked her tongue against it, feeling a twinge of
revulsion from the cock-like lump in her mouth. When she pressed
her tongue harder against it, the thing didn’t move, fat and solid,
securely screwed into place.

Something clicked, making her twitch and
shudder, trying to turn to see the source of the noise, the collar
preventing her head turning. Latex, shiny and black, walked into
vision, the tightly-sheathed body of the nurse appearing. Her long
plume of hair was white now, stark against the black latex, as she
walked forward.

Victoria tried to push herself backwards, but
her no leverage, just barely able to bend and twist her torso a
little. The woman’s hand, warm and smooth, pressed against her
belly, fingers sliding downwards towards her cunt, starting to
stroke and tease. Her body reacted, warming and melting, a finger
easily sliding into her, Victoria unable to resist the stroking
fingers, feeling her head start to fuzz as she was pleasured
against her will.

Two fingers pushed into her, all the way up
to the base, making her breath come in rough pants, feeling her
juices flow. The blank face of the nurse stared back at her, smooth
and featureless curve of latex, another hand coming up and
squeezing at Victoria’s breasts, fingers digging into soft
skin.

‘Is she awake again? It’s been getting longer
and longer.’

Victoria shivered again, the action making
the fingers twitch within her as she heard Alicia’s voice, unable
to even squeak in fear. A hand, bare skin, with long and sharp
nails, scratched down her spine, painfully slow, breath puffing
against her ears.

‘You have been a delightful test subject. And
it’s nice to keep you here, as a display model, to show my skills.’
The nails twisted in, painfully sharp, Victoria trying to squirm to
get away, unable to do so. A tongue licked against her ear and then
withdrew, a hand lightly spanking her ass. ‘This is the waiting
room for my special clients. So they can see you, and
sometimes have some fun with you. But I suppose you don’t remember,
do you? Or at least not well.’

One hand stroked against her buttocks, the
other coming around to her front, slide-scratching up her belly,
tickling around her navel.

‘It really is quite a useful drug. A potent
anesthetic, but it normally has to be using sparingly.’

The fingers slid out of Victoria, making her
gasp, the nurse standing back, letting Alicia move around in front
of her. She was dressed in a sleek red dress, closely contoured to
her body, looking like she had been at a party.

‘It causes memory problems – the more it’s
used, the more it builds up in the brain, making it harder and
harder to form neural connections, to form any new memories. You’ve
had rather a few doses, so each new one lasts even longer. Do you
know how long it’s been since you were last fully aware?’ Alicia
reached up, pushing fingers against Victoria’s chin, making her
stare down into Alicia’s eyes. All Victoria could do was squeak in
fear, unable to move or escape at all.

‘How long do you think it takes hair to grow
down to your buttocks?’ Alicia reached through Victoria’s legs, her
wrist pushing against Victoria’s thighs before she grabbed the
dangling bottom of Victoria’s hair and pulled, making Victoria’s
scalp ache. ‘You’ve been mine for quite some time now! Not that you
remember most of it, of course. But a few more doses, and I don’t
think you’ll have much of a mind left. And that means I can have
the pleasure of breaking you, again and again – for you, each time
will feel like the first, again and again. At least until I get
bored of you, but I’m sure I can find someone that will want
you.’

She leaned in, kissing between Victoria’s
breasts, biting with hard, sharp teeth, pinching and stretching out
the skin before letting go. Cold, clammy fear seized Victoria, her
body tensing up, feeling the chains hold her, making her shoulders
ache, supporting most of her weight.

‘I suppose I should let you see yourself.
That part is always amusing – your reaction really gets me going.
Nurse, kindly turn the patient towards the mirror.’ Alicia gave her
another harsh bite-kiss, making Victoria’s skin ache, before
stepping backwards and letting the nurse approach. She adjusted
something within the restraint device, and Victoria felt herself
drift, the frame no longer locked into place, and she was spun
around, turning to face another wall, this one a full-length
mirror.

Her fear turned to terror and shock, as she
saw herself. Her breasts were huge, inflated like balloons on her
chest. Her hips and thighs had been shaped, swelling in and then
out, her body plush and fertile-looking. She was everything she
hated! Her limbs tensed up as she tried to struggle free, wanting
to escape, wanting to have the changes reverted, but the cuffs
didn’t release her.

Electricity stabbed into her spine, Alicia
assaulting her with an electric prod, making her yelp and then go
slack.

‘Every time! It really is a wonder. But you
don’t need to worry – you’re my good, obedient bimbo-slut.’ Another
shock, this one to the base of her spine, making her legs tense and
cramp. ‘I even let you orgasm sometimes, and you seem to quite
enjoy the taste of cum now. I even let you have solid food
sometimes! Although liquid food makes you a lot easier to
clean.’

Victoria couldn’t look away from her
reflection, even as her mind tried to reject it, wanting this all
to be some horrible dream. This wasn’t what she wanted! And she
couldn’t feel any aching or pain – she’d been like this long enough
to completely heal, despite the large amount of surgery it must
have taken to modify her this much. And her hair – no longer sleek
and dark, now it was vivid, bottle-blonde, flowing down her back.
Metal shone in her body – piercings in her nipples, her cunt-lips,
more in her ears, another in her navel. And just above her cunt, a
swirling double-headed set of spirals, over her womb.

‘You’re nice and soft and responsive now.
Your body is everything I need it to be – and your mind is well on
the way to being nice and numb and empty. I don’t need you to
think, I just need you to be a fuck-doll. You even have a few
guests visiting. Nurse, give her a dose of something so she can be
prepared – I want her conscious for this.’

Victoria shook her head, at least the small
amount she could, feeling her hair slide over her body, still
horrified by her reflection. How long had she been like this? In
the mirror, she could see the nurse prepare a syringe, desperately
trying to break free, before it was jabbed into her neck, her world
fading again.

 


When she came to, it was to a vague thrum of
conversation, able to feel fabric on her skin, teetering on
high-heels, her arms held up above her head.

‘Ah, she’s awake now. The lady of honor. Just
before her probably-final dose. Not that you’ll remember anyway.
And after all the effort my nurse put into making you look
nice!’

Victoria felt pressure in her shoulders, each
hand grasping the opposite elbow, a leather armbinder holding her
into position, something on her arms connected to the ceiling,
forcing her to lean forward. Ahead of her was a large mirror, and
she winced as she saw herself.

Her body was wrapped in pink, a pitifully
tiny mini-dress that clung to her skin, barely covering her crotch,
her breasts inhumanly large, the nipple-piercings clearly visible
even through the dress. Her mouth was sealed with a ballgag, but
her lips around it was fat and plump, shining with lipstick and
gloss, far too bright and shiny. When she tried to protest, the
only sound she could make was a pathetic whine. If it wasn’t for
the support around her arms, she would have fallen, 6-inch platform
stilettos high and treacherous beneath her. As she wriggled, she
could see her ass, just as pumped as her breasts and lips.

Faint titters ran around the room, the other
dominants all staring at her, the vicious sting of humiliation
flooding through her. She bunched up her shoulders, trying to back
away, unable to even do that, the rope around her arms and going to
the ceiling keeping her rooted in place.

‘No need to be so shy! After all, I’ve even
given you something special. So you can be shown off.’

Alicia’s hand slid down Victoria’s body,
pulling up her dress. Around her waist was a tightly-pinching metal
waistband, digging into her skin. But over her pussy, rather than
the metal curve of a chastity belt, was a transparent plastic lump,
see-through, exposing her pussy. The rings through her pussy-lips
were attached to hooks inside, holding her spread open, fully
exposing her wet, pink folds. She could feel metal between her
buttocks, holding them apart.

‘You’re horny, aren’t you? Just what a
bimbo-slut should be! But you’re on a strict regime of anal and
oral only – you’re much more fun when you’re desperate.’

In the mirror, Victoria could see her own
spread and exposed cunt, her clit poking out, another ring through
that, held out and stretched for public examination.

‘Nphhh!’

‘Oh? Some people would like to be in your
position – you don’t need to think, after all. You can just relax
and enjoy yourself. Well, if I let you have any enjoyment. It seems
quite a few people are rather attracted to your new buttocks, and
fucking you raw back there. You’ve gotten a lot looser, but still
no anal orgasms. And you’ve swallowed a lot of cunt and cock. You
need more training on the cunt-licking, but I suppose that’s a
downside of having your brains scrambled all the time. You’re a
natural-born cock-sucker though.’

Alicia spanked Victoria, before yanking on
the belt. It dug into her crotch, the motion pulling on her
pussy-lips, stretching and shifting them. ‘I might let you out
eventually. But, for now, you’re getting nice, regular
ass-fuckings. Just like Nicola is, although she is allowed to
remember hers.’

Victoria felt fingers run over her arms, the
rope there suddenly coming loose, making her stagger and lurch as
the support was removed. She stumbled, her ankles aching on the
treacherous heels, and would have fallen if not for the support of
Alicia.

‘And now you’re going to be a good little
bimbo, and lick some pussy. Or else I might need to be harsher with
you.’

She gave Victoria a shove, making her
struggle to stay standing. From one side, she heard a pained squeal
along with a wet slapping, able to turn her head enough to see that
it was Nicola. The other woman was completely naked, tied over a
chair, rope binding her arms and legs to the heavy wood. Her mouth
was sealed with a gag, tears running down her face, makeup turning
black and streaky. Behind her, grinding and pounding away, was a
masked submissive, his cock plunging into her asshole, her buttocks
smeared with lube and cum.

‘She’s giving quite a lot of pleasure. And is
steadily getting more obedient, or at least struggles less.’

Victoria couldn’t look away as Nicola sobbed,
getting forced-fucked, her lips artificially plump as well,
oversized breasts squashed beneath her.

‘Her modifications weren’t quite as extensive
as your own, but she needs to retain more mobility. You’re a
display model – I don’t really need you to walk, I can transport
you in your display-casket.’ Alicia gave Victoria another shove,
driving her forward. ‘And now you can show off your tongue skills.
I even straightened and whitened your teeth, and tweaked your nose
a little!’

Alicia pushed downwards, forcing Victoria to
her knees. The movement made her aware of how huge her breasts
were, an unexpected and unwanted weight in front of herself, the
dress straining not to rip apart, barely containing them.

‘I’m going to ungag you. If you start
screaming, then I’ll knock you out, and when you wake up, you won’t
have a tongue any more. Is this understood?’

Cold terror cut through Victoria – Alicia
couldn’t be serious, could she? But the amount of surgery already
inflicted upon her made her feel as though it was possible, that
Alicia might be willing to mutilate her that much. She whimpered, a
sound Alicia seemed to take as agreement, sliding the gag out of
her mouth, a thick splat of dribble falling to the floor. Now able
to close her mouth, Victoria could feel how fat and full her lips
were, any sounds she made warped and distorted, her face not what
it should be.

Alicia kept one hand on Victoria, lightly
holding her in place, clicking her fingers, the nurse appearing
with a stool. The sounds of Nicola being ass-fucked, wet and
sloppy, was hard to ignore. Alicia let go of her than sat primly on
the stool before hitching her dress up and spreading her legs. She
wasn’t wearing anything beneath the dress, her own cunt already
wet, lightly stroking herself.

‘Time for you to use that tongue. I’ve been
waiting for this! If you’re a nice, obedient bimbo, then I’ll let
you retain your memories for a little longer. So you should try and
do well!’

She reached out, grabbing at Victoria’s hair,
dragging her forward. She had to awkwardly crawl, feeling her
enormous breasts sway, her face getting pulled between Alicia’s
legs. The cunt-scent was hot and fresh, Alicia’s fingers spreading
her lips wide, pulling Victoria closer in.

Alicia’s thighs pressed in around her ears,
deafening her, and all she could see was Alicia’s crotch and belly.
She slid her tongue out, kissing with her lips, hating how
stretched and plump they felt. The stud felt strange on her tongue,
as she slid her tongue along Alicia’s pussy, wincing at the taste
of the pussy-juice. The thighs tightened around her head, making
her airflow even more limited.

Her tongue slipped inside of Alicia, and she
heard a purring sigh of approval from above, slight shaking getting
transmitted through the woman’s thighs. A hand gripped tightly onto
her hair, making her scalp prickle with pain, strands snapping and
tearing, the taste of Alicia’s pussy strong in her mouth, giving
her no choice but to swallow the woman’s juices.

She could barely breath, gulping air in
around Alicia’s body, kissing with her malformed lips against
Alicia’s pussy, wanting to get her off as soon as possible, for
this forced humiliation to end. With her tongue, she licked at the
little nub of Alicia’s clit, the action reminding her of the metal
embedded in her own, her nipples suddenly aching from the piercings
there, a barely-healed phantom pain.

When Alicia came, Victoria could feel it, the
thighs pressing painfully tight on either side of her head, making
sparks burst in her vision before it relented, Alicia sagging
back.

‘See? You know how to be a good bimbo – you
just need to use that body of yours for pleasure.’ She leaned back,
staring down at Victoria, cold and dominant, before twisting around
and planting a heel against Victoria’s shoulder. The spike pushed
into her skin, small enough to hurt, making her wince before
falling backwards, Alicia still applying pressure. Victoria’s
breasts flopped and sagged, throwing her balance off.

‘Very good. But I think it’s time to put you
away.’

She thrust with her heel, pushing Victoria
onto her back as she stood up, pulling her dress back to cover
herself.

‘A doll should be nice and quiet.’

‘No! Victoria tried to twist away, the pain
in her shoulder increasing as Alicia kept her pinned in place. Her
body was so weak from the confinement, it was hard to move! Above
her, she watched as Alicia slowly pulled out a syringe, jabbing it
into a vial, the fluid filling it up.

‘No! I’ll be good! Please! I’ll obey, I’ll do
anything you want!’

‘Oh? Keep begging, and you might preserve
yourself a little longer.’

‘I’ll be…’ Victoria started to weep, choking
on the wounds. ‘I’ll be your bimbo, your slut! Just, please… Please
don’t…’ Tears, fat and hot and ugly, poured from her eyes, and she
could feel dirty makeup-smears down her face. ‘Don’t do… Don’t do
it, please!’ Her gaze was fixed on the syringe, barely feeling the
pain in her shoulder from the heel.

Alicia smiled down at her, squatting down,
now pinning Victoria beneath her weight, sitting on her. ‘You’re
such a good canvas! All I need to do was strip away your pride, and
make some changes. And now you can be a good little cumslut, nice
and dedicated. And I quite like your apartment – it’s small, but my
nurse likes the space.’

The syringe was held up, the tip glistening,
Victoria’s tongue dry with fear, not wanting to be plunged back
into the haze, to have her sense of self blasted away. Alicia
reached down with her empty hand, wrapping fingers around
Victoria’s throat, and started to squeeze. Victoria kept trying to
beg, struggling to form words, gibbering in fear and panic, as
Alicia’s head came down, kissing Victoria on the lips.

‘I have some other modifications I want to do
to you. And I’m curious what months without release will do, even
if you can’t remember it.’

‘Noooo! No! No! Please!’

The needle jabbed down, Victoria unable to
evade or block it, feeling it jab into her neck. It fizzed into her
veins, sinking savage claws into her mind. Her lips sagged, the
control of her own body fading, her vision blurring, even the
feeling of Alicia’s weight becoming vague, her mind vanishing,
blasted and shredded into nothingness…
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The Begging Chair Day 5, Chapter
Three: Black Body Problems

 Ayaka’s body
throbbed, faint prickle-marks from the needles still present, her
thoughts foggy and dazed. Her vision was vague and blurry, and then
she felt a prickle in her neck, something jabbing into her, a
syringe. Wakefulness slammed into her, her brain forced into full
consciousness, energy poking into her body, eyes opening wide.

She tried to move, trying to figure out where
her body was. She seemed to be suspended, pressure all over her,
particularly tight at the wrists, ankles, waist and neck, held up
vertically with her limbs spread.

‘….!’ Ayaka moaned, the punishment of the
chair coming into mind, her body aching. There was pressure all
over her body, pushing in against her, pressing against her chest,
breasts and stomach. A moment of panic, as she fumbled for air,
having to force her lungs to inhale with enough force. Why couldn’t
she hear herself, or make any noise? Dizzying delirium washed
through her, a sudden vertigo from the blackness in front of her,
and she closed her eyes, trying to steady herself.

There was something in her mouth – she probed
it with her tongue, feeling the rubbery lumps and bumps of a cock,
firmly wedged into place. When she pushed against it with her
tongue, it didn’t move, firmly sealed into place, some new gag. She
could still feel the collar around her neck, heavy and solid, the
shock-prongs pressing against her, ready to sting, the weight of
the battery pack heavy and threatening.

She shook her wrists, feeling resistance,
pushing her back into place as soon as she stopped exerting
herself, pressing her against a solid backing. Whenever she moved,
there was a slight vibration, and she was supported without
anything beneath her feet. This made her feel woozy, vertigo
surging again. Why couldn’t she feel anything? Her body felt numb,
without air stroking against her, compressed and squeezed. She
pushed her chest out, feeling something resist her. Wriggling her
fingers was the same – she could move them, but they were pulled
back into place unless she kept exerting force, an embracing force
pushing on her body, strong and powerful. Her feet had less
flexibility, stiff, inflexible material holding them vertically
downwards, twisting a leg taking significant effort.

Objects were held in her as well – something
had been shoved into her asshole, spread wide inside of her, and
her pussy as well, both currently inert. Tensing her crotch up to
try and eject them did nothing, the items firmly lodged there. She
tried to groan again, but it was a struggle to inhale, the cock
blocking her mouth, allowing only a small amount of air. As before,
she couldn’t hear anything, silence resounding in her ears.

Slowly, she opened her eyes, more conscious
now. Something was pressing against her face as well, tight around
her head, pressing against her scalp. That made her remember her
forced shaving, that bitch Princess tormenting her. She
growled, her body vibrating slightly but without any audible sound,
anger surging through her, making her fight her restraints.

A spotlight shone down, and she shuddered,
seeing a figure in front of herself – skin a glossy, shiny black,
encased entirely within tight, reflective latex, highlighting every
curve and swell of a clearly female form. They were suspended stood
up, a transparent plastic sheet sucked against them, holding them
in place, and beneath that, their flesh and humanity had been
erased by skin-tight black latex. The stuff hid their face as well,
carefully made-up eyes staring out, ringed with makeup, long lashes
blinking.

She twitched, the form mirroring her
movements, before slowly realizing that it was, in fact, a mirror,
showing her… herself. She was like a living sculpture, reflective
and shiny, utterly faceless and anonymous, the only flesh visible
the small rings around her eyes. Her mouth was smooth and black, a
small hole for breathing through, a hose running up and somewhere
out of sight.

More struggles and wriggling made the board
supporting her shake about, still silent, making her grimace,
realizing that something was lodged in each of her ears, blocking
out noise. She could turn her head a little, the collar making it
hard and covering plastic, but there was nothing else there, just
deep blackness. She shook her body harder, not wanting to be here,
bound and vulnerable, for someone else to torment. And she needed
to get her own back on Princess! See how that brat took to being
shaved herself, and having a chili shoved into her asshole!

The hose running into her mouth started to
fill with liquid, flowing steadily downwards, getting closer and
closer to her mouth. She could feel a hole in the cock-prong,
pressing her tongue against it, still shaking her body, trying to
escape. She saw that her feet were locked vertically, held in
viciously high ballet-heels, that would strain her legs if she were
to ever be allowed to walk.

Salt-sweet fluid touched against her tongue,
the pressure rapidly building, flowing around her tongue and into
her mouth. She had no choice but to swallow, the stuff warm and
sticky, slicking over her tongue, making her wince – this couldn’t
all be cum, surely? It felt gross, having to choke the stuff down,
filling her belly with it. She managed to tense her hands into
fists, feeling the latex trying to pull them open, managing to
overpower it, at least for now.

Finally, the flow of paste stopped, the hose
whipping itself out of her mouth and retracting out of sight. She
hung there, suspended and powerless, nothing to do but stare at
herself in the reflection – at least she looked good, the
material compressing her body into an hourglass shape, pressing her
breasts up and out, giving her an exaggeratedly feminine shape, but
she couldn’t move, and had been tormented enough already!

The sheet over her loosened, whatever was
sucking the air out to keep it tight stopping, giving her a moment
of warning before it started to peel away, the pressure lessening.
She dropped, hitting the floor on her toes, staggering and then
sprawling forward, hitting the ground. The fall dazed her, world
spinning, before she could gather her thoughts and slowly bring
herself upwards. She had to put herself on her toes, staggering
again, leaning against the mirror, her shiny skin merging with its
own reflection, hard to tell them apart.

The surface of the mirror was hard against
her body, but the latex was thick enough that it numbed her senses,
sealing her off from any but the dullest sensations. And the heels!
The collar was stiff and high enough she couldn’t look down, but
she managed to stagger away from the mirror, clumsy and slow,
feeling pressure building in her calves, looking at them – her feet
were forced fully onto her toes, thick padding keeping her from
immediate harm, but it was a constant strain.

In the mirror, she looked inhuman, her body
perfect and shiny, glossy in the light, and for a moment she lost
herself in the fantasy of becoming something other, a sexual
hunter. If she got her hands on Princess like this, then she’d
torture the brat, make her beg and squeal!

Although there were downsides – she couldn’t
talk, and clapping her hands together produced nothing but silence,
confirming her deafness. When she felt her ears through her hood,
she could feel something solid lodged there, but there was no way
to get them out. And, of course, there were no seals, locks or
zippers she could find on the suit, the thing sealed onto her body,
without any way of releasing it. The only point where it wasn’t
flush and tight against her body was a slightly raised area around
her waist, stiffer flat panels beneath. Having it on her hands made
it hard to even grab herself, her hands and body both slippery
against each other, and there was no slack in the material to pull
or pinch out.

Her movements made it impossible to ignore
the things in her holes, too much exertion making her pant around
the cock-prong, the taste of cum strong in her mouth, and her
asshole was getting stretched wide by the plug. Having to hold her
arms out to balance the heels made her feel like a child, weak and
pathetic, but they were higher than anything she’d worn before!

Now what to do? She wasn’t being tormented
right now, so what was she meant to do? She slowly turned around,
having to use the mirror as support, still absent-mindedly stroking
at her shiny-smooth skin, free of any imperfections, brushing at a
stray mote of dirt that had attached itself to the glossy
darkness.

Behind the frame she had been suspended in
was a podium, holding a plain white bust, black hair around it. A
wig? She walked towards it, clumsy and inelegant, seeing that it
was cut in her style, bangs partway down her fringe. But she had no
face! Having hair like this would look stupid! Irritation and anger
surged, and she kicked the podium, the action unbalancing her,
making her stagger and have to lean forward to grab it for balance,
to save herself the humiliation of falling over again.

There was no use in even taking the thing, so
she steadied herself, resisting the urge to toss it away, before
looking around. Behind the podium was a doorway, currently sealed,
but with a screen-and-camera next to it. What would she have to do
in order to escape?

The screen, of course, blinked on as she
approached. She wanted to snarl at it, with the cock in her mouth
preventing any actual words, but she couldn’t tell if she was
making any actual noise still.

Predator and prey. Prey has been released.
Find them and break them, or be made into prey yourself. An
image appeared, of a woman in a sleek, black suit, but bound and
hobbled, ankles bound to thighs and wrists to shoulders, forcing
them to crawl along. She shivered, the suit compressing even that
movement – the heels were bad, but better than being forced to be a
bitch, down like a dog, ready for breeding! Seek the prey before
your body betrays you.

Hanging from the door was a strap-on, huge
and bulbous, which she took, strapping around her waist – it threw
her balance off, but it seemed likely she was meant to be hunting
someone down and fucking them.

There was no further message, the door
sliding open, silent and swift. Before it could close, and her
chance to catch this “prey” be lost, she slipped through, cock
swaying. Her belly felt full and stretched, the liquid forced into
her stretching her, making her want the toilet.

On the other side was a wall, an immediate
junction, left or right. The walls were only about 7 feet tall,
but, with her feet in the ballet heels, there was no way she wanted
to risk jumping. Every movement made the latex stretch around her,
snug, a forceful and inescapable embrace, as well as making her
work harder. When she moved, she could feel that there were stiffer
points against her skin – were those metal pads?

She shivered, the latex making even that
harder – if she failed, then she’d be shocked, wouldn’t she? Or the
plugs inside of her body would activate, paralysing her with
pleasure and pain.

There was no way to tell which way was best,
so she went left, walking as fast as she could. Having no hearing
was worrying – someone could be approaching, or even right behind
her, and she wouldn’t know! A sudden sense of fear made her spin,
twisting to see behind herself, leaning against the wall for
support, but there was no-one there.

The cock slapped against the wall as she
spun, struggling to keep her balance, stretching out her arms,
feeling the suit try to reel her back in. What was she meant to do
here? “Prey” had been mentioned, so there must be someone else in
here to find, and hurt.

But without her hearing, and all the passages
looking the same, it was impossible to know where her prey was! The
cock was fat and heavy on her hips, bumping around with every step,
so large that it swung if she turned too fast.

Her insides were feeling increasingly stuffed
and heavy, the fluid forced into her filling her, slowing trickling
through her. How long until it needed to come out? The thought sent
a chill through her – was that what was meant by her body betraying
her? She tried to tense herself up as much as possible, not wanting
herself to leak, but the pressure was steadily growing, getting
worse and worse as she walked. Her hands formed into fists, the
latex thick enough to ease even that pressure, and she stalked
forwards, head swiveling, seeking her prey.

Around a corner, the ground dropped away, a
narrow path with a pit on either side. Ayaka took a deep breath, or
tried to, her inhalations hampered, carefully striding forward,
having to swing her hips to bring her feet into line. Ahead of her,
she saw movement –a female form, also sheathed in shiny black
latex, but forced to crawl along the ground, tied and restricted so
they were crawling on elbows and knees, also hooded and anonymous.
Their head turned to look at her, eyes widening with panic, before
they turned around as fast as they could, taking time to turn and
then vanishing from sigh. Their asshole and pussy were both loose,
visible as white flashes of skin against the black latex.

Prey! Ayaka tried to move as fast as she
could, arms spread, not wanting to fall off, cursing the boots and
the slowness she had to move with, and how just wearing it drained
her strength with every movement. The collar meant she couldn’t
even look down to check her footing, having to trust her own
balance to keep walking straight forward, nervous sweat forming,
making the suit sticky on the inside. But not much further now!

She kept tense throughout, hoping not to get
shocked or vibed, her chest tight, aching from not enough air, and
it was with relief that she stepped back onto solid ground,
striding forward, wanting to get away from the edge. Where was that
bitch? There was no sign of her now, but she couldn’t have got
far.

Why did she have to be deafened as well? All
she could do was lean forward, almost falling on each step, keeping
herself upwards, propelling herself off the walls. Had that been a
twitch of movement at a corner?

She turned, finding the dog-bitch, still
scrabbling as fast as possible, unable to get much speed in the
restrictive outfit, buttocks gleaming as she moved. Their head
turned around, eyes wide and panicked, their mouth sealed away.

The liquid lump inside of Ayaka felt even
heavier now, but she could hold it long enough to do this – before
the bitch could get away, Ayaka attacked, stepping forward and
grabbing at them. Her wrapped-up fingers slid off their own shiny
body, and she felt them tense and try to escape, but another step
brought her in close, stooping, despite the pressure this put on
her belly, to wrap an arm around their waist.

They twisted, trying to break away, as she
slapped her cock against their ass, the weight of it making flesh
jiggle. The damn collar made it hard to see, her neck unable to
bend or pivot, and she could feel their own flesh compress as she
grabbed them, their elbows coming off the ground for a moment.

The extra exertion made her feel giddy and
light-headed, pushing her past her limits, but now she was on top
of them, forcing them down, slowly pushing them to the floor. They
strained against her, pushing back, trying to rise, but she hooked
an arm around a bound leg and pulled, unbalancing them and making
them fall over.

Before they could recover, she spread their
buttocks, fumbling with the cock with her other hand, the thing fat
and huge in her grip, slippery already, trying to find their
asshole. It pushed against them, their muscles tight, and she
started to shove her hips forwards, trying to drive it into them.
If they were making any noise, she couldn’t hear it, but they were
straining against her.

Once she had the tip in, it was easier to
start shoving the rest in, forcing their back passage wide. They
bucked and twisted, but lacked the strength to shake her off, as
she wrapped an arm around them, feeling at their full breasts, even
when bound within latex cups, digging her fingers in, hoping some
extra pain would deter them from struggling too much. Even if this
wasn’t Princess, it felt good to be in control, to have some power,
even if she had to be bound and wrapped in latex herself.

The cock slid in, bit by bit, their body
unable to resist her, Ayaka’s suit now feeling like it was
embracing her. She was a predator, sleek, anonymous and powerful!
Even being forcefully shorn hadn’t weakened her! Sparks burst in
her vision, her breath forced short, and she had to suckle at the
cock in her own mouth, aware of how her own body was being
violated, but whoever was beneath her wasn’t fighting back now, the
cock sliding back and forth as she rocked her hips.

She slammed forward, feeling it sink in all
the way to the base, fully sheathed within their flesh, their body
shaking in time with the violations. Even through two sets of
body-sheathing latex, she could feel their twitches and shakes, as
her hand came up and found their throat, protected by a fat metal
collar. But she’d made them her bitch! That must mean she’d
won?

They sank to the ground in defeat, Ayaka
keeping them pinned beneath her, still thrusting and twitching her
hips to keep them trapped and within her power. She saw a glimpse
of movement at the edge of her vision, trying to turn her head to
see, but the collar was too tight. The lights blinked out, snapping
off with sharp suddenness. Was that someone there? She didn’t want
to pull out of the bitch in case they escaped, but paranoid fear
blossomed amidst the triumph, and she couldn’t move properly to
see.

The darkness intensified – had that been
light gleaming off another latex-wrapped leg? She tried wrenching
the bitch around, but they were too heavy, dead-weight that refused
to move. The pressure inside of her was pressing outwards, and she
felt it start to leak, a humiliating and dirty wetness between her
legs. The thing in her own ass twitched into life, and she tried to
protest, unable to hear herself, or even speak, herself less than a
person, bound, faceless and mute. But she’d done it! She’d found
her prey and made them her bitch! She thrust harder into them,
feeling the ring of their ass giving way to her assault, their
wriggling protests fading away as they surrendered. Another light
blinked out, then another, along with another worrying impression
of movement, just on the edge of her vision again, making her
twitchy and nervous, another piss-trickle oozing out.

And then there was no light, just the numbed
sensations of her body and the bitch beneath her, nothing else to
anchor her, and she felt as though she were falling into the
darkness…
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