


Chapter One – Illusion 

Day 1 

Dan: So, how did your important 'mission' go? 

Carl: Would you stop trying to ridicule me? Stop making such a big deal about 

it, and most importantly, doŶ͛t do it here. 

D: Ooh right, forgot the Agency spies are hunting you for your porn collection. 

I don't know, setting up a switch to wipe your computer seems like a big deal 

to me. 

C: What did I just say? I see no reason why we couldn't chat about this later, it 

doesn't affect you at all. 

D: Alright, calm down. See you later then, usual spot. 

Typical behaviour, you shouldn't really be surprised anymore. Dan's antics have been 

a constant companion, but it's hard to get used to when somebody makes a laughing matter 

of any serious subject you care about. Fortunately, it only takes switching off your phone to 

get some peace and quiet. He's benign enough, but the endless teasing really grinds your 

gears at times, which he knows too well. Anyway, you made it home, why let him get at you 

to this extent?  

Stepping inside, you throw your bag into some corner of the room and head to the 

fƌidge foƌ soŵethiŶg to dƌiŶk. Youƌ apaƌtŵeŶt ƌeallǇ is Ƌuite lousǇ, ďut it͛s not like there are 

gƌeat offeƌs Ǉou ŵissed out oŶ. It ŵaǇ Ŷot look like ŵuĐh, ďut Ǉou kŶoǁ Ǉou͛ƌe luĐkǇ to haǀe 
it, considering the alternatives. After finishing your drink and feeling a bit more settled, you 

slump down in your chair and admire your handiwoƌk ďeloǁ the desk. FuĐk DaŶ͛s ĐoŶtƌaƌiaŶ 
pokes at your safety and privacy worries. It͛s Ŷot paƌaŶoia if Ǉou͛ƌe ƌeallǇ ďeiŶg ǁatĐhed. 
These daǇs, Ǉou Ŷeǀeƌ ƌeallǇ kŶoǁ ǁheŶ Ǉou͛ƌe ďeiŶg ǁatĐhed, aŶd ǁheƌe. EǆĐept… ƌight, 
you wanted to meet up with Dan. You check on a couple of things before eventually picking 

up aŶd puttiŶg oŶ Ǉouƌ V‘ helŵet. WoŶ͛t huƌt to let Ǉouƌ fƌieŶd ǁait a ǁhile. 

What ǁould Ǉou do ǁithout V‘? It͛s pƌoďaďlǇ the oŶlǇ deǀelopŵeŶt of the last teŶ 
years you really appreciate, one of the feǁ Ǉou doŶ͛t fiŶd ŵoƌallǇ ƌepƌeheŶsiďle either. You͛ǀe 
certainly tried to make good use of it, seeing it for more than just a toy. All thanks to the 

people ǁho Đƌeated The CoŶstƌuĐt. To thiŶk it͛s all so siŵple, a ŵeƌe ŵiƌƌoƌ of the ǁoƌld, 
eǆĐept it͛s iŶstaŶĐed. UŶless Ǉou iŶǀite soŵeďodǇ oǀeƌ, Ǉou͛ƌe ĐoŵpletelǇ pƌiǀate. Data 
transfers are decentralised and you definitely made sure what comes out of your router is 

eŶĐƌǇpted safelǇ eŶough. CoŶtƌols aƌeŶ͛t aŶ issue aŶǇŵoƌe, ǁith V‘ ďeiŶg aƌouŶd as loŶg as 
it has been, and with cerebral steering as precise and safe as it is today. It is a true marvel of 

ŵodeƌŶ teĐhŶologǇ, oŶe Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t iŵagiŶe liǀiŶg ǁithout. 

͞Took Ǉou loŶg eŶough,͟ Ǉou͛ƌe gƌeeted ďefoƌe Ǉou eǀeŶ see aŶǇthiŶg.  



͞What, I Đaŵe heƌe as sooŶ as I could,͟ Ǉou ĐouŶteƌ, Ŷot Ƌuite aďle to stifle a sŵall 
grin.  

͞GoddaŵŶ Caƌl, aƌe Ǉou goiŶg to staƌt ǁith that pettǇ shit agaiŶ? OkaǇ, listeŶ, I͛ŵ soƌƌǇ 
I iŶsulted Ǉou͛ƌe adŵiƌaďle skills as a pƌospeĐtiǀe seĐƌet ageŶt. “uƌelǇ, Ǉouƌ iŶgeŶious 
construction is a marvel to behold, and will go in mass production soon enough as the nation 

rises up as one behind you as their glorious leader.͟ ‘ight, aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe the oŶe ďeiŶg pettǇ. 
You want to know why he always puts so much effort into making you look like a paranoid 

weirdo. ͞ BeĐause Ǉou aƌe! “hit, I͛ŵ Ǉouƌ fƌieŶd Caƌl, ďut Ǉou ĐoŶstaŶtlǇ ǁaŶt to pull ŵe doǁŶ, 
like I should feel ďad foƌ Ŷot ďuǇiŶg iŶto Ǉouƌ theoƌies oƌ that I͛ŵ Ŷot sŵaƌt eŶough to keep 
up with you. Coŵpaƌe that to ŵǇ light teasiŶg foƌ oŶĐe, that͛s ƌeally all there is to it. If you 

feel soŵethiŶg that haƌŵless is disƌespeĐtful aŶd uŶaĐĐeptaďle, theŶ ŵaǇďe Ǉou͛ƌe aĐtuallǇ 
pƌettǇ siŵilaƌ to Ǉouƌ iŵagiŶaƌǇ thought poliĐe.͟ 

MaǇďe… ŵaǇďe he kiŶd of has a poiŶt theƌe. Not aďout Ǉou shaƌiŶg aŶǇ siŵilaƌities 
with this aspiring police state, but you do tend to get a bit arrogant and disparaging at times. 

Coŵpaƌed to that, Ǉou suppose his ĐoŵŵeŶts ƌeallǇ aƌe Ƌuite haƌŵless, Ǉou just ĐaŶ͛t help it. 
Still, he deserves an apology. 

͞You͛ƌe ƌight, ŵaŶ, I͛ŵ soƌƌǇ. But Ǉou do kŶoǁ I doŶ͛t ŵeaŶ it, ƌight? I doŶ͛t think 

Ǉou͛ƌe stupid, Ŷot at all. I guess ǁe just see thiŶgs diffeƌeŶtlǇ, it ĐaŶ get fƌustƌatiŶg.͟ 

͞We agƌee oŶ that.͟ Dan manages a little sŵile. If Ǉou ƌeallǇ thiŶk aďout it, Ǉou͛ƌe luĐkǇ 
to have him. Your circle of fƌieŶds isŶ͛t eǆaĐtlǇ of ŵoŶuŵeŶtal pƌopoƌtioŶs, aŶd he͛s alǁaǇs 
been quite forgiving and accepting of your flaws. That alone is quite a testament to his 

ĐhaƌaĐteƌ aŶd iŶtelligeŶĐe, he ĐaŶ alǁaǇs keep up ǁith Ǉou, that͛s Ŷeǀeƌ ďeeŶ the issue. 
ObviouslǇ Ǉou doŶ͛t agƌee ĐoŵpletelǇ ǁith ǁhat he said, ďut Ǉou͛ƌe ǁell-aware that you can 

ďe a little diffiĐult to deal ǁith at tiŵes. You sǁeaƌ Ǉou doŶ͛t do it oŶ puƌpose. 

͞“o, ǁhat͛s goiŶg oŶ ǁith Ǉou these daǇs?͟ DaŶ takes Ǉou out of Ǉouƌ thoughts. 

͞We͛ǀe just ďeeŶ oǀeƌ that,͟ Ǉou ĐhuĐkle. ͞‘eallǇ, I ǁas just takiŶg a pƌeĐautioŶ, just 
like I am now, why else would we meet in The Construct? Well, aside from it just being more 

fun.͟ 

͞You aŶd Ǉouƌ V‘ addiĐtioŶ. That shit͛s Ŷot healthǇ, ŵaŶ, I͛ŵ telliŶg Ǉou.͟ Both of you 

share a little laugh at the absurdity of that statement. VR has no effect on your physical health. 

However, there were some odd cases you heard of. Of people breaking mentally, having their 

mind turned upside down. Supposedly, they saw realities much more convenient and 

luxurious than their own and just lost it, trying to make it their reality, convincing themselves 

that reality and virtual world are actually inverted for them. LuĐkǇ foƌ Ǉou that Ǉou͛ǀe alǁaǇs 
ďeeŶ a ƌealist, if ŶothiŶg else, so Ǉou͛ve never worried about that happening to you. Again, 

these thoughts of yours are interrupted as the interface lights up with a message that a new 

user is arriving. 

͞GuǇ ǁill ŶotiĐe he͛s at the ǁƌoŶg addƌess ǁheŶ his passǁoƌd doesŶ͛t ǁoƌk,͟ Dan 

reads your mind. You nod in agreement. With that settled, the two of you just carry on your 

ĐoŶǀeƌsatioŶ, ďut this guǇ doesŶ͛t seeŵ to leaǀe. EǀeƌǇ thƌee seĐoŶds, Ǉouƌ eǇes ǁaŶdeƌ to 



the user count, every time expecting it to pop back down. While your eyes divert from the 

conversation like that, you see movement in the corner of your view. You shoot out of the 

chair the two of you meandered towards and sat down in over the course of your chat and 

tƌǇ to get a look at the ďodǇ that͛s ŵoǀiŶg iŶ the distaŶĐe. DaŶ seeŵs Đonfused and unaware 

of ǁhat Ǉou͛ǀe sighted, slightly taken aback by your jumpy attitude. When he notices you 

staring off into the distance, he looks in the same direction and notices the reason for your 

ĐoŶfusioŶ. At least Ǉou͛ƌe Ŷot iŵagiŶiŶg this shit. 

Whateǀeƌ͛s ŵoǀiŶg ďaĐk theƌe, it͛s gettiŶg ďiggeƌ; it͛s appƌoaĐhiŶg Ǉou. As it continues 

to Đlose the gap ďetǁeeŶ Ǉou, it ďeĐoŵes ŵoƌe oďǀious that it͛s defiŶitelǇ huŵaŶ iŶ shape. 
Female, quite feminine even. NoƌŵallǇ, Ǉou͛d ďe eǆĐited, ďut ĐuƌiositǇ and concern overtake 

Ǉou. Hoǁ did this ǁoŵaŶ get iŶ heƌe? AŶd ǁhǇ did she, ǁhat͛s the poiŶt iŶ joiŶiŶg the 
password-protected server of two random guys if you obviously had the capability of breaking 

into any room you chose? When Dan opens his mouth to interrogate the intruder, you find 

that he shares your anxiety. 

͞What aƌe Ǉou doiŶg heƌe? AŶd hoǁ did Ǉou enter iŶ the fiƌst plaĐe?͟ he ǁaŶts to 
know, just like you. The ǁoŵaŶ doesŶ͛t paǇ hiŵ aŶǇ ŵiŶd ǁhatsoeǀeƌ. IŶstead, it looks like 

she aĐtuallǇ has heƌ eǇes fiǆed oŶ Ǉou, Ŷoǁ that she͛s so Đlose. Befoƌe eitheƌ of Ǉou ĐaŶ ƌeaĐt, 
she stands in reaching distance, looking into your eyes, smiling. She grabs the back of your 

head with surprising speed and strength, planting a deep kiss and her bubble gum flavour on 

your lips. You͛ƌe left Ƌuite stuŶŶed ǁheŶ she ďƌeaks it, heƌ sŵile Ŷoǁ tuƌŶiŶg iŶto ŵoƌe of aŶ 
arrogant smirk, when she suddenly disappears before your eyes in a quickly dissipating cloud 

of smoke. What the hell just happened? 

͞What the hell just happeŶed?͟ a siŵilaƌlǇ stuŶŶed DaŶ asks, staƌiŶg at Ǉou. 
͞“oŵethiŶg Ǉou ǁaŶt to tell ŵe?͟ he asks, gƌiŶŶiŶg, eǀideŶtlǇ suspeĐtiŶg Ǉou to haǀe set this 
up. ‘ight as Ǉou opeŶ Ǉouƌ ŵouth to ƌeplǇ though, Ǉou ŶotiĐe he͛s Ŷot lookiŶg at your face, 

but rather at your right shoulder. Looking down, you see two pink straps biting into your skin, 

continuing downwards and stopping at your waist, leading into a small, equally pink 

ĐoŵpaƌtŵeŶt. A puƌse. You͛ƌe ǁeaƌiŶg a piŶk puƌse. DaŶ ďƌeaks out in raucous laughter at 

your puzzled expression. 

͞GoddaŵŶ, did she put that oŶ ŵe?͟ Ǉou deŵaŶd to kŶoǁ, ďut Ǉouƌ fƌieŶd͛s haǀiŶg 
none of it. At least not for the time being, he catches his breath after only fifteen minutes or 

so. Dick.  

͞“he suƌe did, ďuddy,͟ he͛s still ďaƌelǇ aďle to ĐoŶtaiŶ it. Cuƌious, Ǉou ask hiŵ ǁhat he 
ŵakes of it. ͞I ǁouldŶ͛t put too ŵuĐh thought iŶto it, ŵaǇďe theǇ͛ƌe ƌuŶŶiŶg aŶ update ǁhile 
ǁe͛ƌe iŶ heƌe aŶd that ǁas just a glitĐh,͟ he hypothesises.  

͞Moƌe like a bitch,͟ Ǉou ĐoŵŵeŶt uŶdeƌ Ǉouƌ ďƌeath, Ǉouƌ oďǀious disĐoŵfoƌt fuelling 

his aŵuseŵeŶt. ͞Who Đaƌes, I ǁaŶted to take a hike aŶǇǁaǇ, Ŷot ŵuĐh happeŶiŶg so ŵight 
as well call it a day.͟ The bitch, as you so fittingly named her, really did disappear without a 

tƌaĐe. Logs doŶ͛t shoǁ a useƌ Ŷaŵe, a date of aƌƌiǀal oƌ depaƌtuƌe, Ŷo hiŶt that she ǁas eǀeƌ 
here. One more reason to assume this is probably just some kind of bug. 



Regardless, it was embarrassing, and annoying, however minor a disturbance it may 

haǀe ďeeŶ. You͛ll suƌelǇ keep it iŶ ŵiŶd Ŷeǆt tiŵe Ǉou fiŶd a good ƌeasoŶ to ĐoŵplaiŶ, not 

that you usually need one. Both you and Dan say your goodbyes and you take your leave, 

removing the helmet from your head to log off The Construct room, the real world 

materialising around you again. 

You still ĐaŶ͛t leaǀe it ďe though. EǀeŶ oŶ Ǉouƌ ƌetuƌŶ, Ǉou͛ƌe fuƌious hoǁ soŵethiŶg 
like that just happens, and to you of the millions of people who use The Construct every day. 

Yet this rage is no match for your reaction when Ǉou see that Ǉou͛ƌe ĐleaƌlǇ staŶdiŶg iŶ Ǉouƌ 
usual apartment, except for the nightstand next to your ďed, oƌ ƌatheƌ, ǁhat͛s plaĐed oŶ it. 
That bright pink purse. 

Day 2 

A good Ŷight͛s sleep ĐaŶ Đuƌe aŶǇthiŶg. ‘ight? Well, ŵoƌe oƌ less. Theƌe͛s Ŷo deŶǇiŶg 
Ǉou͛ƌe a lot Đalŵeƌ thaŶ ǁheŶ Ǉou ǁeŶt to ďed last Ŷight. EǆaŵiŶiŶg the puƌse, Ǉou disĐoǀeƌed 
that theƌe ǁas aĐtuallǇ a haiƌďƌush iŶside, foƌ soŵe ƌeasoŶ. ͞What, the deǀelopeƌs of The 
CoŶstƌuĐt got a pƌoďleŵ ǁith ŵǇ haiƌstǇle Ŷoǁ?͟ Ǉou joked to Ǉouƌself. As ďizaƌƌe as the 
situatioŶ seeŵed to Ǉou, it͛s fƌee shit, so Ǉou didŶ͛t ŵiŶd aŶd took the ďƌush foƌ a spiŶ. Youƌ 
haiƌ ǁas ŶotiĐeaďlǇ uŶkeŵpt, Ǉou͛ll giǀe theŵ that, ďut it͛s ďaƌelǇ loŶg enough to justify that 

sort of passive aggressive criticism. The purse still remains a mystery to you however.  

Back to the present though, where you just woke up and head into the bathroom to 

take care of your morning business. You wash your hands and your face, and get a good look 

at yourself in the mirror. The brush found its way to the shelf below already, and even after 

the duress of sleeping and getting it all tousled up, your hair looks pretty voluminous and 

healthǇ todaǇ. That͛s defiŶitelǇ a side effeĐt Ǉou doŶ͛t ŵiŶd. Peƌhaps it͛d ďe a good idea to 
make it a habit, so you pick up the brush again, and run it through your hair. Yeah, not so bad, 

you could get used to this. It never hurts to make a good impression. 

Vibrating noises draw your attention away from the bathroom mirror. Dan probably 

sent you a text. Picking up the phone confirms your suspicions. He started off with one of his 

usual Ƌuips aŶd is askiŶg ǁhetheƌ Ǉou͛ƌe goiŶg to ŵeet up agaiŶ. AĐtuallǇ, Ǉou͛ƌe really 

anxious to discuss some things with him, most of all the events of yesterday, of course, and 

hoǁ this Đƌap fouŶd its ǁaǇ iŶto Ǉouƌ apaƌtŵeŶt. It͛s haƌd to iŵagiŶe hiŵ kŶoǁiŶg aŶǇthiŶg 
speĐifiĐ, ďut peƌhaps he ĐaŶ Đoŵe up ǁith aŶ idea, Ǉou͛ƌe Đeƌtainly baffled for now. Who 

knows, maybe you even get to see her again. 

“peĐulatioŶ ǁoŶ͛t get Ǉou aŶǇǁheƌe though, so Ǉou tell DaŶ to ŵeet up ǁith Ǉou at 
the usual spot in half an hour, giving you enough time to get dressed and eat a little breakfast. 

Then it͛s off to Ǉouƌ desk aŶd ďaĐk iŶto The CoŶstƌuĐt. 

This tiŵe aƌouŶd, Ǉou͛ƌe ŵet ǁith aŶ eŵptǇ spaĐe. It͛s the saŵe plaĐe as alǁaǇs, ďut 
appaƌeŶtlǇ Ǉou͛ǀe ďeeŶ fasteƌ thaŶ DaŶ today. Actually, that suits you quite nicely, gives you 

some time to look around. “adlǇ, theƌe͛s ŶothiŶg to see, as Ǉou ƋuiĐklǇ ƌealise. You staƌe off 
into the direction that the girl was spawned last time, only streets, buildings and air in sight. 

Neitheƌ does the iŶteƌfaĐe pƌoǀide Ǉou ǁith aŶǇ iŶfoƌŵatioŶ; theƌe͛s oŶlǇ oŶe useƌ heƌe, and 



that͛s Ǉou, ǁho else? “till, Ǉou should ďe oŶ Ǉouƌ guaƌd. TheŶ agaiŶ, DaŶ͛s ďeeŶ having fun 

ǁith his paƌaŶoia jokes aďout Ǉou. MaǇďe Ǉou͛ƌe just pƌoǀiŶg his poiŶt. 

You͛ƌe Ŷot aloŶe foƌ loŶg though, ďut that͛s Ŷot suƌpƌise. Dan is right on your heel, you 

barely had to wait five minutes for him to arrive. ͞Took Ǉou loŶg eŶough,͟ Ǉou poke at hiŵ, 
just like he did yesterday. Instead of the scowl that you expected, a wide grin is plastered on 

his face. ͞What͛s goiŶg oŶ ǁith Ǉou, it ǁasŶ͛t that fuŶŶǇ, ǁas it?͟ You͛ƌe ĐoŶfused. 

͞It suƌe ǁasŶ͛t, ďut this is,͟ he poiŶts to Ǉouƌ side. You tuƌŶ aƌouŶd ďut ĐaŶ͛t see 
aŶǇthiŶg, uŶtil Ǉou ƌealise… he͛s poiŶtiŶg to Ǉouƌ shouldeƌ, ǁheƌe a giƌlǇ piŶk puƌse is ƌestiŶg, 
just like it did ǇesteƌdaǇ. You ĐaŶ͛t ďelieǀe Ǉou didŶ͛t ŶotiĐe that daŵŶ thiŶg haŶgiŶg oŶ Ǉouƌ 
arm, and you thought last time was embarrassing. Naturally, you try to throw the purse off 

ďut fiŶd that Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t.  

͞Coŵe oŶ DaŶ, I kŶoǁ this is fuŶŶǇ as hell to Ǉou, ďut I͛ŵ legitiŵatelǇ Đƌeeped out at 
this poiŶt. Look, I ĐaŶ͛t get that daŵŶ thiŶg off ŵǇ shouldeƌ, Ŷo ŵatteƌ hoǁ haƌd I tƌǇ.͟ He 
shoots Ǉou aŶ iŶĐƌedulous look. To ďe faiƌ, Ǉou͛d do the saŵe, ǁeƌe the ƌoles ƌeǀeƌsed, the 
bag is really only hanging there loosely, it looks like a mild gust of wind could knock it down. 

But as you discovered, it ĐaŶ͛t, aŶd Ŷeitheƌ ĐaŶ Ǉou. DaŶ appƌoaĐhes Ǉou aŶd tƌies to gƌip the 
stƌaps, fiƌst ďoth, theŶ just oŶe of theŵ, ďut fiŶds that he͛s aďsolutelǇ uŶaďle to fiŶd spaĐe 
there. Next, he attempts just pushing the bag away from your shoulder, with a good amount 

of foƌĐe. As eǆpeĐted, it doesŶ͛t Đoŵe off, like it͛s glued to Ǉouƌ shouldeƌ joiŶt. If it ǁasŶ͛t so 
fƌustƌatiŶg, it͛d aĐtuallǇ ďe hilaƌious hoǁ phǇsiĐallǇ iŵpossiďle this ǁhole thiŶg looks. TƌǇiŶg 
to lift the mood, Ǉou͛ƌe aďout to ŵake aŶotheƌ sŶaƌkǇ ĐoŵŵeŶt. As Ǉou look up, just staƌtiŶg 
your sentence, you see Dan staring off behind you, seemingly shocked. 

You turn around yourself and come face-to-faĐe… ǁith heƌ. That bitch. Before you can 

open your mouth again to give her a piece of your mind, she steps between your legs with 

one foot and starts rubbing her thighs against yours. It feels nice, for sure, but your confusion 

far outweighs your arousal. If she wanted to get you off, why is she doing it like this? Clearly, 

she isŶ͛t doŶe Ǉet, heƌ haŶds Ŷoǁ gettiŶg iŶ oŶ it. Fiƌst, she ďƌushes oǀeƌ Ǉouƌ Đheeks, ďut heƌ 
hands trace further downwards. They snake across your chest and your stomach, marking 

every spot with their touch, before eventually resting on your most intimate parts. Apparently, 

that͛s just aďout ǁhat she Ŷeeded, since she starts backing off. Not before slipping something 

into your— you mean the puƌse, it͛s Ŷot Ǉouƌs, goddaŵŶ it. Just like that, she disappeaƌs iŶ a 
familiar smoke cloud, as if she had never been here. 

͞Hoǁ does this keep happeŶiŶg?͟ DaŶ asks, ŵoƌe as a ƌhetoƌiĐal ƋuestioŶ thaŶ 
aŶǇthiŶg else, Ǉou͛d assuŵe. Not that Ǉou ǁould͛ǀe ƌeplied aŶǇǁaǇ, Ǉou͛ƌe still fƌozeŶ. It isŶ͛t 
ŵeƌelǇ the sheeƌ aďsuƌditǇ of the situatioŶ, hoǁ Đoŵe Ǉou͛ƌe alǁaǇs completely powerless 

ǁheŶ that ďitĐh appeaƌs? You ĐaŶ͛t ŵoǀe, Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t talk, Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t eǀeŶ ƌuŶ, Ŷot that Ǉou 
ǁould. ͞What did she hit Ǉou ǁith this tiŵe?͟ Ǉouƌ fƌieŶd of little help ǁaŶts to kŶoǁ, aŶd 
this tiŵe ĐleaƌlǇ isŶ͛t ďeiŶg ƌhetoƌiĐal. Expecting you to remain silent for a bit longer, he 

reaches into your— THE puƌse to eǆaŵiŶe the tƌeat ďestoǁed upoŶ Ǉou this tiŵe. ͞Whoa 
dude, Ǉou͛ll ďe the eŶǀǇ of all the giƌls fƌoŵ Ŷoǁ oŶ.͟ You get the feeliŶg he͛s jokiŶg agaiŶ. At 
least you hope so. 



Finally, your paralysis ends and you feel mobile again. Immediately, you want to know 

ǁhat͛s aǁaitiŶg Ǉou Ŷeǆt, aŶd sŶatĐh those thiŶgs ƌight out of DaŶ͛s haŶds. It͛s tǁo thiŶgs, 
just like last tiŵe. Fiƌst, Ǉou͛ǀe got a ƌazoƌ. Not like aŶǇ kiŶd Ǉou͛d use, it͛s Đlearly marketed 

towards women. It comes with a little sample-sized tube of shaving cream as well. The second 

iteŵ is soŵethiŶg Ǉou͛d Ŷeǀeƌ eǀeŶ ĐoŶsideƌ touĐhiŶg. Waǆ stƌips. “o that͛s ǁhat DaŶ ŵeaŶt. 
Admittedly, the brush was a welcome addition, and razors aƌeŶ͛t Đheap aŶd all ǁoƌk the saŵe 
no matter what colour they come in, but this? This is unacceptable. 

TodaǇ, Ǉou͛ƌe ƌeallǇ ŵad. What is this ŶoŶseŶse? You didŶ͛t piss off anybody who 

would be able to do this and it being a minor irregularity with the server seems implausible 

Ŷoǁ that it͛s happeŶed tǁiĐe iŶ tǁo daǇs. It oĐĐuƌs to Ǉou that the ďest Đouƌse of aĐtioŶ ŵight 
be to just walk into a customer support centre and just give the staff there a piece of your 

ŵiŶd. You͛ƌe paǇiŶg theiƌ ďills, so theǇ͛ǀe got no business to treat you like this. Torn up by 

your frustration that somebody seems to have it in for you, you have to say that you really 

doŶ͛t feel like it though, which is rather unusual. Normally, you take any opportunity to 

complain, but right now, you just feel extremely anxious to get home, which is exactly what 

you tell Dan. For once, he shows understanding and empathy, telling you to get some rest, 

which you appreciate greatly. 

Off with your helmet and back in your apartment, your head immediately turns 

towards the bed. Unsurprisingly, the purse is still occupying your nightstand. Just like you did 

inside The Construct, you try to grab it and fling it outside, merely out of the room, so you 

doŶ͛t haǀe to look at the eǇe-catching neon colour all the time. You find yourself unable to 

even lift the purse an inch. Giving it a couple more tries, you confirm that the purse feels like 

it͛s glued to the taďle. HaǀiŶg aŶ idea, Ǉou tƌǇ just puttiŶg it oŶ Ǉouƌ shouldeƌ. You͛ƌe 
absolutely speechless when that actually works. Carrying the purse around your apartment is 

just fine too, but trying to set it down somewhere other than the nightstand once again sees 

it glued to Ǉouƌ shouldeƌ. If that ǁasŶ͛t ǁoƌƌǇiŶg eŶough, Ǉou ŶotiĐed duƌiŶg Ǉouƌ little 
experiment that the purse is not empty. 

Sticking a hand inside, you find just what you feared you would see. Wax strips and a 

razor. You curse the bastards who are responsible for this and throw the items back in the 

puƌse; uŶsuĐĐessfullǇ. You͛d eǆpeĐt soŵethiŶg like this Ŷot to haǀe a high ƌate of failuƌe, ďut 
once more, the objects forced upon you stay forced upon you. Refusing to give into it like you 

did with the hairbrush, you simply lay down in bed and close your eyes, beauty products still 

iŶ toǁ. QuiĐklǇ, it ďeĐoŵes oďǀious that Ǉou͛ƌe Ŷot goiŶg to get aŶǇ sleep, Ŷot eǀeŶ doze off. 
It͛s ƌatheƌ eaƌlǇ, ďut ĐleaƌlǇ that͛s Ŷot the issue heƌe. Not oŶlǇ do Ǉou ƌeŵaiŶ aǁake, aŶ itĐhy 

feeling starts to spread throughout your body. Beginning in your crotch, it slowly makes 

advances towards the edge of your body, until everything from cheeks to ankles, from one 

wrist to the other is driving you mad, and scratching only seems to make it worse. 

Taking this sort of itch is easy for maybe five minutes, then it becomes a severe 

discomfort, and now, after nearly an hour of squirming in your bed like this, Ǉou͛ƌe just aďout 

unable to take any more. Angrily, you push open the door to your bathroom and set the items 

down oŶ the siŶk. HeǇ, that ǁoƌked! You Đould ǁalk aǁaǇ Ŷoǁ… if oŶlǇ the itĐhiŶg had 
subsided too. So you do the only thing you think you can, you unpack the razor and hold it in 



Ǉouƌ haŶd, hesitatiŶg. Youƌ faĐe ƌeallǇ Đould use a shaǀe, Ǉou͛ll look ĐleaŶeƌ, and ŵaǇďe it͛ll 
ďe eŶough, Ǉou seĐƌetlǇ hope. This isŶ͛t a ŵajoƌ ĐhalleŶge, eǀeŶ though it ǁas pƌoďaďlǇ 
designed to shave legs and armpits, you find the girly razor works just as fine on your face. 

AĐtuallǇ, it͛s as Đlose a shaǀe as Ǉou ƌeŵeŵďeƌ ever haǀiŶg, Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t eǀeŶ ŵake out aŶǇ 
stuďďle ǁhatsoeǀeƌ. UŶfoƌtuŶatelǇ, it͛s doŶe little to ƌelieǀe Ǉouƌ itĐhiŶg, ďeside Ǉouƌ faĐe 
feeling comfortable now. 

That would likely mean it takes more to get rid of this condition, whatever it is. You 

contemplate what to do next. The whole thing started in your crotch. Perhaps shaving that 

ǁould help. It͛s also a ƌegioŶ Ǉou͛ƌe pƌettǇ Đoŵfoƌtaďle shaving. You never were the type to 

shaǀe Ǉouƌ puďiĐ haiƌ, ďut Ǉou aƌeŶ͛t aǀeƌse to it eitheƌ, appaƌeŶtlǇ theƌe͛s pleŶtǇ of people 
that do it nowadays. So you get started on managing your rather impressive bush for now and 

take a good while to cut it down to size. Next comes the razor, to give it a real, more even 

shave. People in movies always go on about how that makes it looks bigger for a cheap laugh. 

You ĐaŶ͛t ƌeallǇ saǇ it does, ďut that doesŶ͛t ŵeaŶ Ǉou dislike the look. Cƌedit ǁheƌe Đƌedit͛s 
due, this might be another change you Đould get used to, ǁhiĐh doesŶ͛t ŵeaŶ it͛s soŵeďodǇ͛s 
right to just decide that. 

Sadly, you still itch all over the majority of your body and none of your efforts so far 

have calmed the assault on your senses. You know what you have to do, and you know you͛ƌe 
Ŷeǀeƌ goiŶg to get aŶǇ sleep like this, it͛s dƌiǀiŶg Ǉou iŶsaŶe afteƌ little ŵoƌe thaŶ siǆtǇ ŵiŶutes, 
how would you survive the whole night? Reading the instructions makes it all sound very easy, 

the wax is pre-applied to the stƌips, so Ǉou͛d just Ŷeed to stick them on your legs, wait a few 

minutes, and then rip them off. Understanding the process and actually going through with it 

are two very different things though. Trying to think of something, you set the box down again, 

but reflection is nigh iŵpossiďle ǁith all these distƌaĐtioŶs. Theƌe͛s Ŷo ǁaǇ out. AŶd ŶoďodǇ͛s 
going to know anyway, you were long-sleeved shirts and long jeans pretty much every day. 

It͛s tiŵe to test the ǁateƌs. AppƌeheŶsiǀelǇ, Ǉou ƌeŵoǀe oŶe of the stƌips fƌoŵ the ďoǆ 

and warm it up a bit between your hands, as per the instructions. You peel off the layer 

ĐoǀeƌiŶg the adhesiǀe aŶd applǇ it to Ǉouƌ ƌight Đalf. FolloǁiŶg the paĐkage͛s 
recommendations, you rub the strip some more after it stuck to your leg, to make sure it 

really catches every hair. Now, the moment of truth. Not lingering for long, you just rip it off 

iŶ oŶe pull, the paiŶ folloǁiŶg ƌight aǁaǇ. GoddaŵŶ, that huƌts. You ĐaŶ͛t ďelieǀe soŵe 
ǁoŵeŶ do this eǀeƌǇ Đouple of ǁeeks thƌoughout theiƌ ǁhole liǀes. AŶd Ǉou͛ǀe only done one 

little patch! Fortunately, on that small spot, the itching is finally gone, confirming your theory 

that this is the only thing that can save you right now. You would go to a doctor, but once you 

get aŶ appoiŶtŵeŶt Ǉou͛ǀe pƌoďaďlǇ loŶg goŶe Đrazy.  

“o it͛s ďaĐk to ǁaǆiŶg, foƌ the sake of Ǉouƌ saŶitǇ, oddlǇ eŶough. It͛s a tƌue oƌdeal to 
go through, but after a good while, your legs aŶd ďutt aƌe sŵooth aŶd doŶe, ǁhiĐh isŶ͛t 
exactly what you would normally like, but it sure beats that cursed itching. Speaking of which, 

Ǉouƌ uppeƌ ďodǇ is still ďeggiŶg foƌ atteŶtioŶ. AppaƌeŶtlǇ, Ǉou ǁoŶ͛t get out of this ďefoƌe 
every single hair below your ears has been taken care off. Your suffering continues, but 

eventually, you make it through that too. Nobody would be able to find a hair left on your 

ďodǇ, Ŷot eǀeŶ ǁith a ŵagŶifǇiŶg glass. It͛s got ƌatheƌ late ďǇ Ŷoǁ, Ǉouƌ iŶitial hesitaŶĐe 



having cost you quite some time, so you might as well comb through your chin-length hair a 

little, make it look neat. After that, it͛s about time to hit the sack. Direct contact with the 

sheets only makes you realise how sensitive and vulnerable your skin now feels. It must be 

soƌeŶess fƌoŵ the ǁaǆiŶg, Ǉet it doesŶ͛t eǆaĐtlǇ feel uŶpleasaŶt. You haǀe to saǇ the feeliŶg 
is somewhat akin to being caressed by a woman, soft, tender… aŶd eǆĐitiŶg. “leep Đƌeeps iŶ 
on you quickly. 

Day 3 

 Today, resting had adverse effects. After finishing the wax torture you felt somewhat 

embarrassed, but the sensation of the sheets rubbing over your body certainly was 

ŵaƌǀellous. Those feeliŶgs peƌsist, ďut doŶ͛t hold up loŶg agaiŶst Ǉouƌ aŶgeƌ at these 
compulsions that were forced on you. Trudging into the bathroom, you take care of your 

morning business and comb your sparkly hair. Over breakfast you decide that, today, Ǉou͛ƌe 
Ŷot goiŶg to ƌeŵaiŶ patieŶt. “oŵeďodǇ͛s tƌǇiŶg to fuĐk ǁith Ǉou, aŶd Ǉou plaŶ to fuĐk theŵ 
right back.  

 Without even consulting Dan, you finish breakfast quickly and head into The Construct 

after getting ready. Greeted by the same sight as always, you head towards the deǀelopeƌ͛s 
headƋuaƌteƌs, The Toǁeƌ. TheǇ͛ǀe got Đustoŵeƌ seƌǀiĐe ƌight iŶ the saŵe plaĐe, aŶd if theǇ 
ƌefuse to help Ǉou, Ǉou͛ll ĐoŶsideƌ ŵakiŶg a little sĐeŶe, oƌ ŵaǇďe tƌǇ a ŵoƌe suďtle, aŶd ŵuĐh 
more illegal approach. Well, at least going against any rules that pass for the law in a virtual 

program. Turning around, to the opposite direction that seems to spawn that bitch every time, 

you face the large overpass. Just to the left around the corner, in the shade right next to the 

highǁaǇ Ǉou͛ll fiŶd the ďuildiŶg Ǉou͛ƌe lookiŶg foƌ. With heaǀǇ steps and barely contained 

fury in your mind you turn left sharply, you close in on the skyscraper. Too distracted by 

ǀeŶtiŶg Ǉouƌ ƌage, Ǉou doŶ͛t ŶotiĐe that the eŶtƌaŶĐe ďeaƌs a significant difference to its usual 

appearance. Somebody guarding it. And another somebody. Bitches. Two of them at once. As 

soon as you spot them, dreading what they might do to you, you turn on your heel, thinking 

you could still outrun them and quickly disconnect, when you bump into something. A third 

somebody. A third bitch, grinning victoriously. 

 It ƌelieǀes Ǉou that, this tiŵe aƌouŶd, Ǉou͛ƌe Ŷot fƌozeŶ iŶ plaĐe, ďut that͛s practically 

useless ǁheŶ Ǉou͛ƌe taĐkled to the flooƌ ďǇ soŵe supeƌhuŵaŶ slut. Once she has you prone 

on your back, she sits on your chest, roughly on your centre of gravity. No matter how hard 

Ǉou tƌǇ to ďuĐk, she͛s Ŷot falling off. Her right hand reaches up into her massive cleavage, 

contained by nothing else but a short, skimpy, pink dress and pulls out a tube of glossy lipstick. 

What colour could it be, if not pink? Forcefully grabbing your chin to keep you from evading 

her beauty treatment, she presses on your cheeks to push your lips forward into a pout for 

her to generously apply the lipstick on. Generously. At the end of it, you can hardly believe 

such a small tube could contain so much of the substance, and having so much of it left over, 

ďut it seeŵs Ǉou͛ll leaƌŶ a lot ŵoƌe aďout that, ǁith the ďitĐh dƌoppiŶg the ƌeŵaiŶdeƌ of it 
into the purse lying next to you. This is the third iŶstaŶĐe of Ǉou Ŷot eǀeŶ ŶotiĐiŶg Ǉou͛ƌe 
ĐaƌƌǇiŶg it ǁith Ǉou, ďut at least Ǉou didŶ͛t Đall it ͞Ǉouƌ͟ puƌse this tiŵe aƌouŶd. To fiŶish 
things off, that blonde bimbo drops another big, wet kiss on you, then stands up and leaves 



with that permanent confident grin plastered on her face. At this point, you just want to flee 

and hide, so that͛s eǆaĐtly what you do. Lying right where the bitch left you, you fiddle with 

the image of the helmet to log off.  

Well, that plaŶ didŶ͛t ǁoƌk. AppaƌeŶtlǇ, soŵethiŶg ŵust haǀe happeŶed to the 
deǀelopeƌs of The CoŶstƌuĐt, Ǉou͛ǀe ďeeŶ iŶ the Đustoŵeƌ ĐeŶtƌe ďefoƌe aŶd never had any 

problems, nor did you face guards. Of course you barely have any resources to work with, but 

Ǉou kŶoǁ that Ǉou defiŶitelǇ ĐaŶ͛t giǀe up. ‘eiŶfoƌĐiŶg that seŶtiŵeŶt is aŶ uŶďeaƌaďle 
tingling, not unlike the one you felt all over your body last night, manifesting itself on your 

lips. In reaction, you try to massage them, which seems to calm the sensation, it starts to feel 

ŶiĐe… ƌeallǇ ŶiĐe even. The moment you let go, they start firing right back up again. Are you 

supposed to touch your lips for all eternity now? Not even the bathroom mirror can help you 

discern any information, except that you look quite ridiculous. Deep brown hair that ends at 

your chin, hazy blue eyes, and then that glossy, hot pink lipstick on your plump lips. Were they 

alǁaǇs that… puffǇ? A lot of shit has happeŶed to Ǉou, ďut that ǁould ďe a ďit aďsuƌd, so Ǉou 
shrug off that part of it at least. Must be the attention-grabbing colour, these things are 

designed to enhance lips. It sounds like your phone is going off, probably a message from Dan. 

DaŶ: HeǇ Caƌl, haǀeŶ͛t heaƌd fƌoŵ Ǉou at all this ŵoƌŶiŶg. Got a little worried. 

Thought Ǉou͛d be more eager to do this. 

Carl: MaŶ, thiŶgs aƌe fuĐked up. WeŶt iŶto The CoŶstƌuĐt eaƌlieƌ aŶd… long 

story short, it didŶ͛t tuƌŶ out well. 

D: Let͛s ŵeet up theŶ, Ŷoǁ Ǉou ƌeallǇ got ŵe ǁoƌƌied. I͛ll stop ďǇ Ǉouƌ plaĐe 
later. Cool? 

C: Fine. See you then. 

 You aƌeŶ͛t suƌe at fiƌst, ďut ŵaǇďe it͛s a good thiŶg to haǀe hiŵ ĐoŵiŶg oǀeƌ. DaŶ͛s 
Ŷot the oŶlǇ oŶe ǁoƌƌǇiŶg; ďǇ Ŷoǁ, Ǉou͛ƌe ŵoƌe than concerned about what game these 

people are playing, and for what purpose. You should have some time on your hands. Since 

DaŶ liǀes aĐƌoss toǁŶ, it͛ll take hiŵ a ǁhile to get heƌe. For now, to do something worthwhile, 

you try to figure out what to do with your lips, sadly coming up empty in the end. No matter 

what object you used, none could relieve the pinpricks tormenting your mouth. The only cure 

Ǉou ĐaŶ fiŶd is Ǉouƌ fiŶgeƌ, ǁhiĐh ŵakes Ǉou look like a Đoŵplete ditz. “ooŶ eŶough, Ǉou͛ƌe 
frustrated enough to give up on your search, and Dan appears not much later. 

 ͞HeǇ. Uhh, Ǉou thiŶkiŶg aďout soŵethiŶg?͟ DaŶ asks as Ǉou opeŶ the dooƌ. 

 ͞No, I͛ŵ good, ǁhǇ?͟ He poiŶts to Ǉouƌ fiŶgeƌ, aŶd of Đouƌse eǇes Ǉouƌ lipstiĐk. You 
forgot taking it away, but who cares, he saǁ it aŶd he kŶoǁs ǁhat͛s happeŶed the last feǁ 
daǇs, so ǁhat͛s the poiŶt? DaŶ steps iŶside afteƌ Ǉou pƌoŵpt hiŵ to Đoŵe iŶ. He heads ƌight 
for your room and sits down on the bed, looking at you expectantly. 

 ͞“o tell ŵe the ǁhole stoƌǇ, ǁhat did Ǉou do iŶ The CoŶstƌuĐt this ŵoƌŶiŶg? AŶd ǁhat 
did you plan to do?͟ You clue him in on everything, how you wanted to go rip customer service 

a new one, that you saw the bitches guarding the entrance, looking like clones of each other, 



and that your retreat was cut short by one of them – probably the one tormenting you – as 

Ǉou tuƌŶed aƌouŶd. That͛s hoǁ Ǉou got the lipstiĐk oŶ Ǉou, aŶd Ŷoǁ it͛s iŵpossiďle to let go 
of your lips, lest you want to feel that incessant tingling all day long. On top of that, you pull 

up one of the legs of your jeans slightly, revealing your completely hairless, waxed calf to him. 

͞Whoa, Ǉou did that last Ŷight?͟ You Ŷod. ͞That ĐaŶ͛t haǀe ďeeŶ fuŶ. Hoǁ does it feel?͟ 
You explain to him that it actually feels nicer than you thought, against soft fabric at least. 

Wearing your rough denim paŶts is less thaŶ Đoŵfoƌtaďle. ͞“ouŶds like Ǉou͛ƌe ĐopiŶg okaǇ. 
DidŶ͛t take Ǉou foƌ soŵeďodǇ that optiŵistiĐ. AŶǇǁaǇ, aďout Ǉouƌ lips… Ǉou haǀe to touĐh 
them at all tiŵes. Did Ǉou tƌǇ ǁhat happeŶs if soŵeďodǇ else touĐhes it? Like ŵe?͟ You shake 
your head. Dan stands up, moves over to you and reaches out a finger to touch your lips. 

͞Hoǁ͛s that?͟ It ǁoƌks, ǁhiĐh is odd, ďut Ŷot ƌeallǇ helpful. TheŶ agaiŶ, ǁhat iŶ the last three 

days has been normal? When you look back towards your visitor, you notice, rather late, that 

he͛s aĐtuallǇ pushed his paŶts doǁŶ to aƌouŶd his legs, to Ǉouƌ ĐoŶfusioŶ. 

͞What͛s this all aď-bbgeungk,͟ your question is cut short by Dan grabbing the back of 

your neck, tripping you up, and pushing his half-erect dick right into your open mouth. You 

look up at your friend in disgust, only to find him returning it with a sly grin. Any attempts to 

push off his thighs prove futile; his hands keep your head tightly in place, and his hip 

movement does the rest. Against your will, you find yourself stuck in this position, sucking off 

your – former – friend. The silver lining here is that the tingling in your lips has ceased, but 

that͛s Ŷeitheƌ suƌpƌisiŶg, nor comforting. Regardless of how furious you are right now, this is 

happening with or without your consent. If you think about it, resisting is only going to make 

this oƌdeal last loŶgeƌ. That doesŶ͛t ŵeaŶ Ǉou Ŷeed to eŶjoǇ it, Ǉou͛ƌe Ŷot ĐƌazǇ, ďut at least 

Ǉou tƌǇ to foƌŵ a tighteƌ seal aƌouŶd DaŶ͛s ĐoĐk. Like that, it shouldŶ͛t last too loŶg foƌ hiŵ to 
blow his load, and for you to be released from this humiliation. 

TuƌŶs out, Ǉou͛ƌe ƌight. Youƌ aŵplified ŵiŶistƌatioŶs aƌe ƌeǁaƌded ǁith aŶ iŵŵediate 
reaĐtioŶ, DaŶ͛s gƌoaŶs ƌiŶgiŶg iŶ Ǉouƌ eaƌs as his diĐk tǁitĐhes iŶside Ǉouƌ ŵouth, your eyes 

goiŶg ǁide iŶ aŶtiĐipatioŶ of ǁhat͛s aďout to happeŶ. DaŶ͛s aƌŵs fleǆ siŵultaŶeouslǇ, 
preventing you from escaping his grasp. Then, the torrent is unleashed, some of it flowing 

right down your throat, the ƌest pooliŶg iŶ Ǉouƌ ŵouth. You͛ƌe ƌeleased fƌoŵ the hold aŶd 
immediately sputter the load of sperm that didŶ͛t ŵake it iŶto Ǉouƌ stomach all over the 

gƌouŶd, ĐoughiŶg a feǁ tiŵes. OŶĐe Ǉou͛ƌe doŶe, Ǉou glaƌe at DaŶ. ͞What. The. Fuck.͟ You 

spit those words at him through grit teeth. 

͞Calŵ doǁŶ, ŵaŶ, Đalŵ doǁŶ. I ǁas just tƌǇiŶg to test soŵethiŶg͟ What is wrong with 

this guǇ? This is the last thiŶg Ǉou had eǆpeĐted fƌoŵ hiŵ. ͞OkaǇ, I͛ll adŵit, I ǁas out of liŶe. 
It ǁas the heat of the ŵoŵeŶt, I got oǀeƌeǆĐited. I͛ll tƌǇ to ŵake it up to Ǉou, listen, I found a 

possible lead. That was the main reason I wanted to Đoŵe heƌe iŶ the fiƌst plaĐe.͟ Well, Ǉou͛ll 
hear him out on that. You still doŶ͛t haǀe ǁoƌds to eǆpƌess the hatƌed Ǉou feel towards Dan 

at this moment, and you get the impression he knows it. Despite all that he starts up again, 

͞Theƌe͛s this ǁeďsite, dedicated to some sort of feŵiŶisatioŶ hǇpŶosis. I ĐaŶ͛t ƌeallǇ ŵake 
seŶse of it, ďut isŶ͛t that kiŶd of ǁhat͛s happeŶiŶg to Ǉou? I mean, waxing your legs, wearing 

lipstick… that souŶds eǆaĐtlǇ like ǁhat these ďitĐhes aƌe tƌǇiŶg to do to Ǉou.͟ AŶd peƌhaps 
more people than just them. ͞Alƌight, I get it, Ǉou hate ŵǇ guts ƌight Ŷoǁ. “till, I hope Ǉou ĐaŶ 



find something on that website, I wrote the URL down for you. Look it up later if you want, 

aŶd tell ŵe ǁhat Ǉou fouŶd. Oƌ doŶ͛t, ǁhateǀeƌ. Hold oŶ, ǁhat͛s ǁith Ǉouƌ lips?͟ FuĐk, ǁhat͛s 
happening now? Immediately, you start feeling them, staring wide-eyed at Dan in confusion 

and horror. He speaks up, ǁaǀiŶg off Ǉouƌ paŶiĐ. ͞No, soƌƌǇ, soƌƌǇ, didŶ͛t ŵeaŶ to ǁoƌƌǇ Ǉou. 
What I ŵeaŶt is Ǉou aƌeŶ͛t touĐhiŶg theŵ at all.͟ UpoŶ that seŶteŶĐe, Ǉou take Ǉouƌ haŶds 
off your face. It looks like he͛s ƌight, ŶothiŶg͛s touĐhiŶg Ǉouƌ lips, Ǉet theǇ͛ƌe Ŷot tiŶgliŶg eitheƌ. 
But that ĐaŶ oŶlǇ ŵeaŶ… ͞ “eeŵs like those ďitĐhes aƌe seŶdiŶg a Đleaƌ ŵessage of ǁheƌe theǇ 
Ŷeed Ǉou ŵost.͟ DaŶ tƌies to lighteŶ the ŵood, failiŶg hoƌƌiďlǇ. You͛ǀe had eŶough of this 
ďullshit aŶd eŶough of his eǆĐuses, so Ǉou tell hiŵ to kiŶdlǇ fuĐk off aŶd leaǀe Ǉou aloŶe. You͛d 
be surprised if he does you that favour, you expect a text tomorrow morning at the latest. 

Fuck, fuck, fuck. They expect you to start sucking people off now? No fucking way. 

TheǇ ǁaŶt to ŵess ǁith Ǉou, Ǉou͛ll shoǁ theŵ. If aŶǇthiŶg, todaǇ͛s ƌeǀelation has made you 

more adamant in your conviction to bring those assholes down, and perhaps Dan along the 

ǁaǇ. He seeŵed suppoƌtiǀe at fiƌst, his jokes aŶd Ƌuips aside. You ĐaŶ͛t ďelieǀe the shit he 
pulled todaǇ. You͛ƌe Ŷot Ƌuite suƌe hoǁ to haŶdle it, aŶd hoǁ to tƌeat hiŵ fƌoŵ Ŷoǁ oŶ. This 
Đlue he͛s got Ǉou ďetteƌ ďe good, Ǉouƌ opiŶioŶ of hiŵ ŵaǇ ride on that alone. At the very least, 

he owes you one now, perhaps even two or three for this sort of shit, and that may come in 

handy yet. 

In all this chaos you completely forgot to rinse out your mouth though. Disgusting. 

That͛s soŵethiŶg Ǉou ŵost ĐeƌtaiŶlǇ ǁoŶ͛t alloǁ agaiŶ. You take great care to get every last 

speck out of your mouth and have some sugary soft drink to wash down the despicable 

flaǀouƌ.  That͛s ďetteƌ. Noǁ Ǉou͛ƌe Đapaďle of foĐussiŶg oŶ this alleged lead that DaŶ pƌoĐuƌed 
for you. TǇpiŶg iŶ the U‘L he jotted doǁŶ, Ǉou͛ƌe uŶsuƌpƌisiŶglǇ gƌeeted ďǇ a page ǁith Ŷo 
content, except an age verification. Makes seŶse, giǀeŶ ǁhat Ǉou͛ǀe ďeeŶ told to eǆpeĐt. EǀeŶ 
though Ǉou͛ƌe iŶ Ǉouƌ eaƌlǇ tǁeŶties, Ǉou suƌe as hell ǁoŶ͛t tǇpe iŶ Ǉouƌ ƌeal ďirthday. None 

of theiƌ ďusiŶess. That does it, aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe gƌeeted ǁith a blog-style starting page. 

Browsing through it, you find the site is run by a woman calling herself Cinder, and 

that she delved into hypnosis and BDSM for years. Despite her interests varying quite wildly 

from your own, she strikes you as a rather likeable person. You find out that actually, most 

files on the website are downloadable for free, which makes things easier. Yet it proves to be 

an obstacle as well, where would you even start? All the comments and reviews appear to be 

written in-ĐhaƌaĐteƌ, so theƌe͛s Ŷot ŵuĐh to go oŶ, ŵost people just pƌofess theiƌ eǆĐiteŵeŶt 
and love. That leads you to a board you frequent now and then, and you know for a fact that 

some of the visitors there aƌe fuĐked up eŶough to ďe iŶto this kiŶd of thiŶg. LuĐkilǇ, theƌe͛s 
a relevant thread up at the moment, so you just ask there, and people seem to know what 

Ǉou͛ƌe talkiŶg aďout ƌight aǁaǇ. TheǇ giǀe Ǉou a Đouple of suggestioŶs to keep iŶ ŵiŶd, aŶd 
some files to start off with. According to them, most of this is fantasy; obviously hypnosis 

ĐaŶ͛t ĐhaŶge Ǉouƌ ďƌaiŶ oƌ aŶǇthiŶg like that. 

As the download bar progresses, you set up your headphones, since people mentioned 

that would be beneficial, and prepare your bed, another suggestion from the folks on the 

forum. Finally, the download is done, you hit Play immediately and take in the impressions of 

your first hypnosis file, lying on your bed. The ďegiŶŶiŶg is Ƌuite Đalŵ aŶd ƌelaǆiŶg. Theƌe͛s 



nothing in here about gender or sex, no domination or any other kind of fetishist theme. 

AppaƌeŶtlǇ, it͛s just supposed to take Ǉouƌ guaƌd doǁŶ aŶd eŶaďle Ǉou to shut down for a bit, 

just listening to something you would find hot if you were the regular clientele for this sort of 

thing. Cinder, the hypnotist, has a very pleasant, soothing voice and uses several techniques 

to get you to unwind, many of which involve counting down and taking deep, slow breaths. 

You have to admit, it͛s ƌeŵaƌkaďlǇ effeĐtiǀe; Ǉou ĐaŶ tell that Ǉour muscles are losing a fair 

amount of tension that you built up these last days. This process, the guys on the forum called 

it ͞iŶduĐtioŶ͟, takes a good ǁhile, she ŵust haǀe ďeeŶ talkiŶg aďout eǆotiĐ aŶd peaĐeful 
scenery for at least half an hour. That thought however, is slurred greatly as you drift out of 

trance, and right into sleep. 

͞…I ǁill speak to Ǉouƌ suďĐoŶsĐious ŵiŶd…͟ 

͞…eǀeŶ if Ǉouƌ ĐoŶsĐious ŵiŶd doesŶ͛t ƌegisteƌ, Ǉouƌ suďĐoŶsĐious alǁaǇs listeŶs…͟ 

͞…ŵǇ ǁoƌds ǁill ďe Ǉouƌ thoughts, Ǉouƌ tƌuths…͟ 

͞…Ǉou͛ǀe Ŷeǀeƌ ƌeallǇ ďeeŶ a ŵaŶ...͟ 

͞…Ǉou͛ǀe Ŷeǀeƌ ƌeallǇ ǁaŶted to ďe a ŵaŶ…͟ 

͞…it all staƌts ǁith aŶ ideŶtitǇ, a Ŷaŵe…͟ 

͞…staƌt to use giƌlǇ Ŷaŵes…͟ 

͞…staƌt to use real Ŷaŵes… ƌeal foƌ Ǉou…͟ 

͞…eŵďƌaĐe Ǉouƌ iŶheƌeŶt feŵiŶiŶitǇ my little girly slave…͟ 

It͛s eaƌlǇ iŶ the ŵoƌŶiŶg aŶd the fiƌst ƌaǇs of suŶ aƌe shiŶiŶg thƌough Ǉouƌ half-open 

ďliŶds, ǁakiŶg Ǉou. AŵaziŶg, Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t ƌeŵeŵďeƌ the last tiŵe Ǉou felt this ǁell-rested and 

relaxed. So much of your tension is gone, you can hardly remember what you did all day 

yesterday. Oh right, all those encounters in The Construct, the bitches, and finally Dan, 

apparently completely losing his mind yesterday. And then you wanted to investigate that 

Đlue DaŶ gaǀe Ǉou, ďut Ǉou doŶ͛t ƌeallǇ ƌeŵeŵďeƌ ŵuĐh about that. Looks like Ǉou͛ǀe gotteŶ 
Ǉouƌself iŶ a ƌeal pƌediĐaŵeŶt, haǀeŶ͛t Ǉou Carley? 

  



Chapter Two – Intrusion 

Day 4 

 What a morning. All this positive energy has been a huge boon to your productivity, 

you feel like you took care of so many things around the house. It͛s like Ǉou ǀaguelǇ ƌeŵeŵďeƌ 
ďeiŶg upset, ďut ǁith this state of ŵiŶd, Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t ƌeallǇ tell ǁhǇ. ThiŶgs aƌe lookiŶg gƌeat, 

Ǉou͛ƌe Đaƌefƌee, aŶd Ǉou get thiŶgs doŶe, so ǁhat͛s Ŷot to like? Well, adŵittedlǇ, that tiŶgliŶg 
in your lips is really messing with you, although it looks kind of cute. While certainly 

iŵpƌaĐtiĐal, Ǉou doŶ͛t fiŶd it too ŵuĐh of a ďotheƌ ƌight Ŷoǁ, ďut Ǉou ǁouldŶ͛t ŵiŶd it go 
away. 

 Halfway through vacuuming, you feel your phone go off. Taking it out of your pocket, 

Ǉou look at the ĐloĐk, suƌpƌised that it͛s late iŶ the afteƌŶooŶ alƌeadǇ. Tiŵe fleǁ ďǇ, just like 
that! Your apartment undoubtedly needed it. Dan sent you a message, it seems. 

DaŶ: HeǇ Caƌl, haǀeŶ͛t heaƌd aŶǇthiŶg all daǇ aŶd Ǉou kŶoǁ I ǁoŶ͛t let Ǉou off 
so easily. How are you doing? 

 Carl? Whatever, this is the least of your concerns, hearing from Dan has 

somewhat woken you from your bubbly, happy trance. That douchebag really has the 

audacity to hit you up so casually, just like you suspected he would. 

Carley: “eƌiouslǇ? You kŶoǁ ǀeƌǇ ǁell I͛ŵ iŶ Ŷo ŵood to talk to Ǉou. 

D: “uƌe, I guess… But Ǉou also kŶoǁ I didŶ͛t ŵeaŶ it. 

C: DIDN͛T MEAN IT? Fuck off. 

D: Alƌight, alƌight, I get that it͛s goiŶg to take ŵoƌe thaŶ that. Any way I can 

help Ǉou out? “aǇ aŶǇthiŶg aŶd I͛ll do it. 

C: I already did. Fuck off. 

That͛s it, he aĐtuallǇ, surprisingly did stop messaging you at that point. Perhaps 

the fiƌst tiŵe he did that, it ŵakes Ǉou thiŶk a little. You ĐaŶ͛t saǇ Ǉou ƌegƌet saǇiŶg 
what you said, he got off easy, considering what he did. No friendship in the world can 

just wash that memory away after a restful sleep. “uƌelǇ, he͛s goiŶg to be back 

tomorrow, hounding you again and again, until you eventually give in. Which you will, 

if Ǉou͛ƌe ďeiŶg hoŶest, Ǉou ǁouldŶ͛t ǁaŶt to push hiŵ aǁaǇ foƌeǀeƌ, Ǉou just doŶ͛t 
ǁaŶt to foƌgiǀe hiŵ ƌight aǁaǇ as if it͛s just soŵe ŵiŶoƌ pƌaŶk he pulled oŶ you. In 

Ǉouƌ ĐoŶditioŶ, Ǉou͛ƌe goiŶg to Ŷeed any help you can get. 

Youƌ ĐoŶditioŶ… This stƌaǇ thought is ǁhat gets Ǉou ďaĐk oŶ tƌaĐk, Ǉou ƌealise. 
Unbelievable, you wasted half a day cleaning your apartment without a worry in the 

world. Only now does it occur to you that the morning was littered with actions that 

passed you by, and became routine. Brushing your shoulder-length chestnut brown 

haiƌ, ƌegulaƌlǇ shaǀiŶg ďetǁeeŶ Ǉouƌ legs, eǀeŶ touĐhiŶg up the lipstiĐk ǁho͛s suƌe to 
spark the most precarious situatioŶs Ǉou Đould fiŶd Ǉouƌself iŶ. It͛s tƌue, the ŵeŵoƌies 



come flooding back only now that you think about them. These little habits are already 

estaďlishiŶg theŵselǀes pƌettǇ fiƌŵlǇ, aŶd Ǉou͛ǀe ďeeŶ distƌaĐted fƌoŵ Ǉouƌ goal foƌ 
houƌs, pƌoďaďlǇ ǁould͛ǀe ďeeŶ foƌ the ƌest of the daǇ if DaŶ hadŶ͛t Đoŵe aloŶg. Noǁ 
you need to make up for wasted time. Well, finally cleaning up the sticky mess Dan 

left ďehiŶd ǇesteƌdaǇ ǁas ŵoƌe thaŶ ŶeĐessaƌǇ, ďut that͛s ďeside the poiŶt.  

Determined, you move over to your computer and get your helmet ready. In a 

matter of seconds, the systems boot up and you feel your vision, as well as the rest of 

Ǉouƌ seŶses, shift. You see… asphalt. CeŵeŶt pillaƌs. “oŵe speĐks of ďlue skǇ. A ďitĐh, 
sitting on your stomach, grinning at you viĐtoƌiouslǇ. You ĐaŶ͛t ďelieǀe Ǉouƌself. IŶ Ǉouƌ 
rush to action, you completely forgot to start a new session, and instead chose the 

standard option to continue your last one. Dan and you always met and logged out in 

the same spot, so you never gave the feature much thought. Since you now find 

Ǉouƌself iŶ the ĐlutĐhes of thƌee hostile pƌogƌaŵs due to a siŵple ŵistake, Ǉou͛ƌe 
pƌettǇ suƌe Ǉou͛ll paǇ it ŵoƌe ŵiŶd iŶ the futuƌe. At the ŵoŵeŶt, Ǉou͛ǀe got otheƌ 
problems though. 

Mostly, those relate to your modesty, because to your displeasure, the bitch 

holding you down has reinforcements on her side, like last time, and they feel that 

Ǉou͛ƌe ǁeighed doǁŶ ďǇ Ǉouƌ Đlothes ǁaǇ too ŵuĐh. Youƌ paŶts, shoes, soĐks, 
eǀeƌǇthiŶg͛s flǇiŶg off to the sides, toƌŶ aŶd destƌoyed. Same as your shirt, which is 

ƌipped off ǁithout the ďitĐh oŶ top of Ǉou eǀeŶ ŵoǀiŶg aǁaǇ, that͛s hoǁ stƌoŶg she 
is, just pulliŶg the shiƌt off Ǉou like it͛s ŶothiŶg. AŶd the ǁaǇ Ǉou͛ǀe gotteŶ to kŶoǁ 
theŵ, theǇ͛ƌe Ŷot doŶe. 

Confirming your suspicions, they move right along, producing garments that 

apparently are intended for you to wear, even though they look utterly grotesque and 

ill-fitting for you. Evenly divided among all three, each gets to hold one piece of 

clothing. One displays sexy, pink panties for you, the other holds up slutty fishnet 

stockings in the same colour, and the last one presents a short, shiny, equally pink 

skiƌt. BǇ this poiŶt, Ǉou͛ǀe alƌeadǇ ƌesigŶed Ǉouƌself to Ǉouƌ fate, hoǁ do Ǉou 
overpower a God? Or Goddesses rather, feminine and plural. They are programs 

within programs, their power rivalled only by the programs above them, aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe 
their target, their purpose, for whatever reason. 

Here we go, one by one. First, the panties, sliding up your still smooth legs, and 

resting on your barely-existent, masculine hips. In an act of kindness, the bitch even 

tucks your decently-sized dick between your legs as well as the slim undergarment 

allows. That way it only looks half as mind-numbingly ridiculous. Second, the fishnet 

stockings, possibly the most humiliating punishment yet, at least in terms of looks. 

You ĐaŶ haƌdlǇ ďeaƌ to ǁatĐh as theǇ͛ƌe fasteŶed to Ǉouƌ waist with a garter belt. 

When you do feel the need to take in your new style, you are surprised to find no 

clamps anywhere Ǉou look. Good luĐk gettiŶg out of this… AŶd thiƌd, fiŶallǇ, the skiƌt 
is snaking up your legs. Even with your thin legs and hips, this thing is tight. Clearly, 

this will restrict your movement, which may turn out to be a hindrance in the future. 

If there͛s a patteƌŶ heƌe, it͛s oďjeĐts foƌĐiŶg theŵselǀes oŶ Ǉou, aŶd ďeiŶg ƌeluĐtaŶt to 



removal afterwards. So, here you find yourself, with the lower half of your body 

completely indistinguishable from that of an actual female, clean shaven and waxed, 

as well as dressed in an extremely provocative manner. At least you made it through 

the next onslaught of these bitches and can finally sweep those concerns away, getting 

back on track to finding solutions. 

Oƌ so Ǉou thought. WheŶ the ͞alpha ďitĐh͟, the oŶe pƌeǀiously sitting on your 

stomach, stood up, you were expecting them to leave you alone, having done their 

dutǇ foƌ the daǇ. IŶstead, as Ǉou͛ƌe halfǁaǇ to gettiŶg ďaĐk oŶ Ǉouƌ feet, Ǉou͛ƌe seized 
ďǇ the hips aŶd pulled ďaĐk. Foƌ a ŵoŵeŶt, theƌe͛s soŵe fiddliŶg along your butt, or 

rather your skirt on top of it, before you feel a slightly cold fluid being spread across 

Ǉouƌ ƌeaƌ eŶtƌaŶĐe. Hoǁ did theǇ eǀeŶ ƌeaĐh theƌe, Ǉou ĐaŶ ĐleaƌlǇ tell Ǉou͛ƌe still 
wearing the skirt! To investigate the matter, you turn around and notice something 

Ǉou hadŶ͛t seeŶ ďefoƌe. Youƌ Ŷeǁ legwear is lined by an inconspicuous fold, reaching 

vertically from the top to the bottom, and passing right over your pucker. Right on 

that spot, this bitch has lifted that fold, and can therefore gain access to your nether 

regions; the fold is covering a hole in the latex fabric.  

As if that ǁasŶ͛t suƌpƌisiŶg eŶough, theƌe is ŵoƌe that Ǉou ǁouldŶ͛t haǀe 
expected to see back there. A penis. Jutting out from the crotch of the alpha bitch 

that͛s ĐuƌƌeŶtlǇ restraining you. Clearly wet, you connect the dots that both your 

rectum and her fifth limb are well-luďƌiĐated aŶd the plaŶ͛s foƌ Ǉou to ďe defloǁeƌed. 
IŶ ĐoŶtƌast to Ǉouƌ huŵiliatioŶ a ŵiŶute ago, Ǉou͛ƌe faƌ fƌoŵ takiŶg this oŶe iŶ stƌide, 
your panic manifesting itself in shooting your assailant a wide-eyed glance of shock, 

which only serves to spur her on. And so it happens that you find yourself reduced to 

a pitiful receptacle of her massive boner that is forced into you with one determined 

thrust, making you cry out in pain. She quickly gets into a rhythm, so quickly that you 

doŶ͛t eǀeŶ haǀe tiŵe to ĐoŶteŵplate the agoŶǇ, the ǁalls of Ǉouƌ aŶus sĐƌeaŵiŶg 
almost as loudly as you are, forced to give way to the rigid intruder. 

Unable to bear the pain, you soon collapse to the ground, which naturally does 

Ŷot ƌeduĐe the ďitĐh͛s eŶthusiasŵ oŶe ďit. “he ŵeƌƌilǇ Đaƌƌies oŶ pouŶdiŶg Ǉou fƌoŵ 
behind. Makes Ǉou thiŶk ǁho the ƌeal ďitĐh is iŶ this sĐeŶaƌio, doesŶ͛t it? UsuallǇ, 
Ǉou͛d ďe all foƌ sŶaƌkǇ ĐoŵŵeŶts, ďut this isŶ͛t the tiŵe. BǇ Ŷoǁ, Ǉou͛ƌe liteƌallǇ 
ƌeduĐed to a ĐƌǇiŶg ŵess, Ǉou doŶ͛t ǁaŶt to iŵagiŶe ǁhat Ǉou ŵust look like ƌight 
Ŷoǁ. The oƌdeal seeŵs uŶeŶdiŶg, saǀe foƌ a ďƌief tug oŶ Ǉouƌ shouldeƌ, ǁhiĐh didŶ͛t 
concern you too deeply. It seems the other two bitches have closed in and want to 

enjoy your torment from up close. Soon afterwards, they seem to wonder why they 

shouldŶ͛t get iŶ oŶ the aĐtioŶ to ƌeĐeiǀe a little soŵethiŶg foƌ theŵselǀes. 

That͛s pƌeĐiselǇ ǁhat theǇ do. OŶe of theŵ gƌaďs Ǉouƌ ƌight hand, to have it 

disappear in her snatch a moment later. The other grabs hold of your head and urges 

you forward, into her own nether regions. Once there, you clench your lips over her 

snatch, both because her intentions and demands are more than crystal clear, and for 

leverage. With your right arm preoccupied, you only have your left to keep yourself 

from having your face pressed into the asphalt, and you decide that your rectum is 



alƌeadǇ ďuƌŶiŶg aŶd theƌe͛s Ŷo Ŷeed to add ŵoƌe. Youƌ fiƌst oďseƌǀatioŶ Đatches you 

off-guard; you notice that the first drops of her love juices entering your mouth are 

absolutely delicious. While your sex life was never anything to write home about, 

Ǉou͛ǀe had soŵe eǆpeƌieŶĐes, aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe ĐeƌtaiŶ it didŶ͛t taste like this, Ŷot once. The 

act also seems to stimulate lips, although it doesŶ͛t feel Ƌuite as loǀelǇ as it did ǁheŶ 
DaŶ… it stiŵulates Ǉouƌ lips, that͛s all. At the ǀeƌǇ least the paiŶ iŶ Ǉouƌ ƌeaƌ is offset 
by the relief your mouth is provided with. 

It seems the bitches have proven their point though, as both of them at the 

front are willing to let you finish them off, donating a particularly large dose of their 

juices. The grand finale however is reserved for the alpha of the group. She withdraws 

from your sphincter, which clenches upon exit in reaction to the sustained damage, 

followed by her walking around to your front, taking the place of the recipient of your 

cunnilingus. AppaƌeŶtlǇ, she just ǁaŶts to ĐoŶtƌol ǁheƌe she ejaĐulates; it doesŶ͛t take 
much longer until she does, of course right into your well-used mouth. The torrent 

overwhelms you, easily half the load being deposited right into your stomach by the 

sheeƌ aŵouŶt, aŶd ǁhat ƌeŵaiŶs iŶ Ǉouƌ ŵouth ǁoŶ͛t staǇ theƌe loŶg. Befoƌe Ǉou͛ƌe 
able to discard the disgusting fluid, the alpha grabs you by the chin, pressing her 

fingers into your cheeks and lifting your head, angling it toward hers. Next, she uses 

her free hand to pinch your nose, denying you fresh air. Left with no other option, you 

need to swallow the massive pool of semen in your mouth, which takes you multiple 

large gulps. Eventually, you manage to get it all done and are able take in a breath of 

much-needed air, coughing a while after the ordeal, but reassuringly notice that the 

bitches are backing off and seem content to leave you alone now.  

Less reassuring is the fact that it got a lot darker; they went at you for quite a 

while, and considering you only remembered to enter The Construct after doing 

pleŶtǇ of Đhoƌes Ǉou didŶ͛t aĐtuallǇ haǀe tiŵe foƌ, it ŵakes seŶse that it ǁould ďe late 
in the evening by now. To your advantage, you notice that the bitches seem to let up 

for good; they are back at their posts by the entrance, but let you pass indifferently. 

IŶside, it͛s ŵoƌe of the saŵe. You see ŵostlǇ ďitĐhes, ǁhiĐh is defiŶitelǇ Ŷot hoǁ Ǉou 
remember The Tower looking inside, but they pay you no mind at least. Trying not to 

draw attention would probably be a ludicrous aŶd poiŶtless eŶdeaǀouƌ, ďut Ǉou doŶ͛t 
want to push your luck anyway and move about silent, but swift. 

 IŶ oƌdeƌ to ƌeaĐh Ǉouƌ goal, to talk to soŵeďodǇ iŶ Đhaƌge, Ǉou͛ll haǀe to go up, 
aŶd that͛s pƌettǇ ŵuĐh eǀeƌǇthiŶg Ǉou kŶoǁ, sadlǇ. You ŵake a ǀaliaŶt effort to move 

oŶ up as faƌ as Ǉou ĐaŶ to ŵake up foƌ lost tiŵe, ďut ǁith eǀeƌǇthiŶg that͛s happeŶed 
todaǇ, that͛s Ŷot too iŵpƌessiǀe a Ŷuŵďeƌ. You ŵake it to the teŶth flooƌ ďefoƌe Ǉouƌ 
luŶgs aƌe ĐƌǇiŶg out foƌ a ďƌeak, ǁhiĐh isŶ͛t soŵethiŶg Ǉou ĐaŶ afford in your situation. 

WeiƌdlǇ, The Toǁeƌ Đloses at ϭϬpŵ. You Ŷeǀeƌ uŶdeƌstood ǁhǇ, theƌe͛s oŶlǇ pƌogƌaŵs 
in here, did the union lawyer stir shit during contract negotiations? Having no time for 

silly thoughts you consider your options. Today, logging in at the last position has 

fucked you over massively. But inside here, that can be to your advantage. It͛s 
unknown what happens to people that overstay their welcome in The Tower, but even 



if theƌe ǁas a fiǆed ƌule, Ǉou͛ƌe Ŷot suƌe the saŵe ǁould applǇ to Ǉou, aŶd Ǉou doŶ͛t 
want to find out to make sure. That means your choice is quite limited here. You could 

just stay where you are, but in the middle of the stairway is probably a bad place to 

be when logging in. Who knows who could already be there when you arrive? There 

must be a hiding spot then, and so you open the door to the tenth floor cautiously, 

determining that it seems to be empty as far as you can see.  

FoƌtuŶatelǇ, that doesŶ͛t haǀe to ďe ǀeƌǇ faƌ, siŶĐe luĐk is tƌǇiŶg to Đut Ǉou a 
break. Right in fƌoŶt of Ǉou, a jaŶitoƌ͛s Đloset. Just like that. It͛s ideal, ŶoďodǇ ďut oŶe 
person goes in there usually, and that person is spending most of the time running 

around the floors to clean up. Hold on, why would things even get dirty, this is a 

computer program? Fuck it, Ǉouƌ sĐeptiĐisŵ ǁoŶ͛t get Ǉou aŶǇǁheƌe Ŷoǁ, Ǉou͛ƌe 
pƌessed foƌ tiŵe aŶd solutioŶs. If theǇ desigŶed this plaĐe to ďe this sillǇ, Ǉou͛ll take it. 
You open the door, enter quickly before the floor turns out not to be as empty as you 

assessed.  The closet is empty, save for cleaning equipment, and you, just as expected. 

Once inside and with the door closed, you log off The Construct and are back sitting 

on the office chair in your apartment. 

What a fuĐkiŶg daǇ. With all that͛s happeŶiŶg, Ǉou haǀe totally forgotten how 

huŶgƌǇ Ǉou aƌe, Ǉou haǀeŶ͛t eateŶ aŶǇthiŶg siŶĐe ďƌeakfast. “o Ǉou ŵoǀe aloŶg to 
your small kitchen area, immediately being reminded of the humiliating clothes 

wrapped around your legs and hips. Not only that, but the restrictively tight fabric is 

altering the way you walk substantively. Every step is now accompanied by a 

noticeable swinging of your hips, which looks decidedly feminine, as you realise when 

you observe yourself walking in a mirror to make sure your mind is not just playing 

tricks on you. It seems impossible trying to walk any differently, the skirt just will not 

allow you to. 

That͛s pƌoďaďlǇ Ǉouƌ Đue to saǇ ͞fuĐk it͟ aŶd get oŶ ǁith ŵakiŶg soŵethiŶg to 
eat, lest you starve. Same as always, you just make some simple dinner whose primary 

goal it is to fill Ǉouƌ stoŵaĐh. EǀeŶ though it͛s Ŷot eǆaĐtlǇ eŵptǇ, as Ǉou ƌeŵeŵďeƌ… 
Peƌhaps, just foƌ todaǇ, Ǉou should Đut doǁŶ oŶ ƌeŵeŵďeƌiŶg a little, oƌ Ǉou ǁoŶ͛t 
get anything done. After finishing your modest meal, you sit down to eat and put the 

plate in the sink to keep the others company. BǇ the tiŵe Ǉou fiŶish, it͛s gotteŶ pƌettǇ 
late, aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe pƌettǇ tiƌed. It͛s faiƌ to Đall it a Ŷight at this poiŶt, Ǉou͛ǀe had a loŶg 
day and are more than happy to finally get some rest again after a tumultuous day. 

Despite the uncomfortable, tight skirt and undergarments, sleep grasps you 

reasonably quickly. 

Day 5 

‘aǇs of suŶ aƌe iŶǀadiŶg Ǉouƌ ďedƌooŵ thƌough the ďliŶds. You͛ƌe asleep, ďut 
you notice as much, more in a state of dozing than real, tight sleep. You expect your 

alaƌŵ to go off at aŶǇ ŵoŵeŶt, ďut foƌ as loŶg as it doesŶ͛t, Ǉou siŵplǇ ǁait foƌ Ǉouƌ 
body to wake up on its own, gradually. As it does, and you steadily grow a little more 

aware of your surroundings, you also grow aware of a burning beneath your skin, 



centred on your face, very subtle at first, but easily noticeable by now, and yet 

amplifying in pain even further, to the paint of waking you up entirely and having you 

shoot out of bed. 

In abject fear of what may have happened to your face overnight, you rush into 

the bathroom, bumping against the doorframe on your way there and gaze into the 

mirror. Your vision is still blurry from having just woken up, but you can soon assert 

that your face looks completely normal, which is highly unusual considering the 

ĐiƌĐuŵstaŶĐes Ǉou͛ǀe ďeeŶ put iŶ ƌeĐeŶtlǇ. “till the seaƌiŶg paiŶ iŶside Ǉou does Ŷot 
relent. The frustration quickly shifts your attention to your purse, a suspicion growing 

within you. Rummaging through the numerous articles you received, or rather were 

foƌĐed to ƌeĐeiǀe, theƌe͛s a pƌettǇ laƌge iteŵ Ŷestled iŶside that Ǉou hadŶ͛t seeŶ ďefoƌe. 
It seems to be an extensive, quite complete makeup set. 

You͛ƌe iŵŵediatelǇ aǁaƌe of the ĐoŶseƋueŶĐes of this disĐoǀeƌǇ, aŶd ǁhat͛s 
expected of you. While you were pondering your current condition, the intensity of 

the sensations in your facial muscles has only progress further, nearly driving you mad 

aŶd iŶ Ŷeed of aĐtioŶ. Make Ŷo ŵistake, Ǉou͛ƌe Ŷot at Ǉouƌ liŵits heƌe, Ǉou Đould likelǇ 
continue to fight this for another ten minutes, maybe a half or even full hour. The 

ƋuestioŶ is, ǁhat foƌ? You͛ǀe shoǁŶ ƌestraint before, and to no effect. You tried to 

hold off on shaving and waxing your body, but never did the prickling onslaught of 

invisible needles on your legs, arms and torso let up until you eventually took that 

razor and those wax strips into your hands and applied them all over your body. 

In the face of inevitability, you similarly pick up the makeup kit and approach 

your bathroom mirror, puttiŶg the set doǁŶ aŶd eǆaŵiŶiŶg Ǉouƌ… optioŶs, foƌ laĐk of 
a better term. You find that the exterior is quite telliŶg of ǁhat͛s iŶside; Ǉou didŶ͛t 
know this much make-up existed, much less fit inside a single box. Rouge, mascara, 

eyeliner, eyeshadow, tweezers, all at your disposal, in different shades for different 

moods. In the background, your phone goes off. ProbablǇ just DaŶ, fuĐk hiŵ. You͛ǀe 
got more important issues to deal with anyway. Time to dive in. 

You piĐk up the tǁeezeƌs fiƌst, suspeĐtiŶg that Ǉou͛ƌe eǆpeĐted to pluĐk Ǉouƌ 
eǇeďƌoǁs. It͛ll ďe the ŵost paiŶful, ďut also the easiest; Ǉou doŶ͛t kŶoǁ ǁhat half this 

shit is foƌ, so Ǉou figuƌe it͛s ďest to staƌt iŶ soŵeǁhat faŵiliaƌ teƌƌitoƌǇ. “o Ǉou ďƌiŶg 
the iŶstƌuŵeŶt to Ǉouƌ eǇeďƌoǁs aŶd staƌt teaƌiŶg theŵ out oŶe ďǇ oŶe, uŶtil Ǉou͛ǀe 
only got a thin line of hair left, looking rather decent, you must admit. Not for a man, 

ďut Ǉou hadŶ͛t eǆpeĐted it to look like aŶǇthiŶg less thaŶ a tƌaiŶ ǁƌeĐk. 

Sadly, that means you have to move on to unequivocally girly material. Similar 

to your first choice, you try to pick by difficulty and take the brush to apply some rouge. 

Just have to poǁdeƌ Ǉouƌ Đheeks a little, doŶ͛t Ǉou? You go oŶ to do eǆaĐtlǇ that aŶd 

are rewarded for it; the burning sensation is withdrawing to a degree, so at least you 

kŶoǁ Ǉou͛ƌe oŶ the ƌight path. You ďƌush oǀeƌ Ǉouƌ Đheeks a little ŵoƌe uŶtil Ǉou feel 
no further change and decide to move on to the eyeshadow. 



Seems pretty similar to the rouge actually, just need to apply it to your eyes 

instead of your now rosy cheeks. After a few hesitant attempts, you discover it really 

is ƌatheƌ siŵple. It ŵaǇ Ŷot look too pƌofessioŶal, ďut Ǉou͛ǀe got the ďasiĐs doǁŶ 
ǁithout aŶǇ tƌaiŶiŶg aŶd that͛s enough for now. 

Up next is mascara then. This one actually gets a little closer to your eyeballs 

thaŶ Ǉou ǁould ďe Đoŵfoƌtaďle ǁith, ďut Ǉou͛ǀe seeŶ this kiŶd of thiŶg iŶ ĐosŵetiĐ 
ads a lot. You cautiously apply it to your lashes, first very mildly, then getting 

progressive bolder and close to the roots of your lashes, thereby also nearing your eye 

itself. Fortunately, you can report that you did not stab yourself anywhere, and your 

eyesight remains perfect, although marginally more obstructed by your thicker, longer 

lashes now. 

That leaǀes Ǉou ǁith just the eǇeliŶeƌ. You͛ǀe seeŶ oŶe of Ǉouƌ feǁ ƌoŵaŶtiĐ 
interests apply it once, and were utterly terrified to see her paint the underside of her 

lids, below her lashes. The pencil was a millimetre away from sticking into her eye! 

You͛ǀe dealt ǁith ŵost of Ǉouƌ faĐe aŶd haǀe suffiĐieŶtlǇ Đalŵed doǁŶ, so Ǉou take 
the time to research this shortly and find some guides on the internet. They confirm 

your suspicions that this is actually a technique, but also provide relief by mentioning 

that it͛s just oŶe of ŵaŶǇ ǀaƌiatioŶs, oŶe ǁhiĐh Ǉou iŵŵediatelǇ deĐide is Ŷot foƌ Ǉou. 
With that concern out of the way, you walk back to your bathroom mirror, pick up a 

pencil and draw a simple line along the edge of your upper lid, and a short wing at the 

end of it, like the tutorials showed. Very lightly, you apply some to your lower lid as 

well, just to give it some contour, but not a saturated thick outline. 

Having gone through the entire repertoire or cosmetics, you end up with a 

heavily made-up faĐe that Ǉou ĐaŶ haƌdlǇ ƌeĐogŶise. You haǀeŶ͛t lost Ǉouƌ ŵasĐuliŶe 
features, but the make-up goes a long way to conceal them. If Ǉou ǁeƌeŶ͛t outƌight 
cringing at your sight, you might even consider the face in front of you attractive at a 

passiŶg glaŶĐe. “hiǀeƌiŶg at the thought, Ǉou siŵplǇ take solaĐe iŶ the faĐt that Ǉou͛ǀe 
beaten that painful curse, or whatever else you may call it. 

Noǁ Ǉou͛ǀe ǁasted eŶough tiŵe though. You should igŶoƌe Ǉouƌ ƌazoƌ-thin 

eyebrows, your accentuated, seemingly magnified eyes, plump lips and majestic 

cheekbones and get on with the morning. Right. That means taking care of actual 

morning business in the bathroom, getting ready for the day, grabbing something to 

eat. 

When it comes to the matter of getting dressed, Ǉou see that Ǉou hadŶ͛t 
noticed you were still wearing those humiliating clothes, even to bed. Those pink 

stockings, panties and the skirt are still straining against your legs and hips, making a 

mockery of every step you take. It also means you only have to pull on a shirt though 

aŶd Ǉou͛ll haǀe takeŶ Đaƌe of all Ǉou Ŷeeded to do. OŶĐe Ǉou ƌeaĐh Ǉouƌ ǁaƌdƌoďe 
however, you pull it open and are faced with a shocking picture. Somebody cleaned it 

out. Going through every shelf, every closet, every set of drawers in your apartment 

confirms your suspicions; every last item of clothing has been removed, and 



apparently not just hidden, but actually taken out of your apartment. To cover your 

legs, you only have a skirt and fishnet stockings, and you have absolutely nothing to 

Đoǀeƌ Ǉouƌ toƌso. HaƌdlǇ the ǁoƌst thiŶg that happeŶed to Ǉou, as it oŶlǇ ŵeaŶs Ǉou͛ll 
haǀe to go iŶto The CoŶstƌuĐt topless. You doŶ͛t ƌeallǇ plaŶ oŶ aŶǇďodǇ seeiŶg Ǉou 
anyway. 

“it doǁŶ iŶ Ǉouƌ Đhaiƌ. Put oŶ the helŵet. Pop iŶ, aŶd ͚ĐoŶtinue from last 

positioŶ͛. YesteƌdaǇ, it fuĐked Ǉou oǀeƌ, todaǇ, Ǉou ŵake it the ĐeŶtƌepieĐe of Ǉouƌ 
plan. Opening your eyes after the log-iŶ pƌoĐeduƌe has fiŶished, Ǉou͛ƌe ĐoŶfƌoŶted 
with the closet you left behind last night. For once, it appears you have the chance to 

ƌeallǇ ŵake soŵe pƌogƌess heƌe, ǁhiĐh is eǆaĐtlǇ ǁhat Ǉou͛ll get ǁoƌkiŶg oŶ Ŷoǁ. 
Opening the door silently, you cautiously peek through the crack to make sure 

ŶoďodǇ͛s ǁalkiŶg aloŶg the faƌ side of the hallǁaǇ. Moƌe daŶgeƌouslǇ, Ǉou Ŷeed to 
cheĐk the Ŷeaƌ side ďǇ stiĐkiŶg Ǉouƌ head out. OŶĐe ŵoƌe, Ǉou͛ƌe iŶ luĐk, the hallǁaǇ 
is as abandoned as it was last night. Not intending to wait for that to change, you leave 

the closet behind, not caring to close the door and simply make a break for the 

stairway, which fortunately is very close by.  

 Once there, you do your best to close in on your goal. Step by step, your thighs 

are burning, your lungs pumping, your motivation dwindling. The lack of alternatives 

is really what keeps you going. It seems unlikelǇ that theƌe͛s Ŷo eleǀatoƌ iŶ this huge 
ďuildiŶg, ďut Ǉou͛ǀe goŶe oǀeƌ it iŶ Ǉouƌ head; theƌe͛s Ŷo ǁaǇ to kŶoǁ ǁho Ǉou͛ƌe 
goiŶg to eŶĐouŶteƌ oŶ Ǉouƌ ǁaǇ up. IŶ aŶ eleǀatoƌ, theƌe͛s oŶlǇ oŶe ǁaǇ out. OŶ the 
stairs, at least you have one more path to esĐape. Not that Ǉou͛d Ŷeed oŶe, the flooƌ 
is leǀelliŶg out ďefoƌe Ǉou! Theƌe͛s Ŷo ŵoƌe staiƌs to go, just a hallǁaǇ, Ǉou͛ƌe at the 
top. At least at the top of this stairway, as you painfully realise this is just a connection 

to another staircase, leading to the uppeƌ half of the toǁeƌ. You͛ǀe ďeeŶ ǁalkiŶg all 
daǇ, aŶd oŶlǇ ŵade it half of the ǁaǇ Ǉou Ŷeed to go! If Ǉou didŶ͛t kŶoǁ ďetteƌ, Ǉou͛d 
think this building was designed to annoy you and artificially lengthen your struggle. 

 It͛s a loŶg hallǁaǇ, Ǉou still ĐaŶ͛t see aŶǇthiŶg, aŶd ĐaŶ oŶlǇ tell the loĐatioŶ of 
the stairs by signs on the walls. As you near the next staircase, you can hear voices 

from far along the hallway, around a corner. Immediately you panic; the hallway is 

long and straight for hundreds of ŵetƌes ďaĐk. If Ǉou go that ǁaǇ, Ǉou͛ll suƌelǇ ďe seeŶ, 
aŶd theƌe͛s Ŷoǁheƌe to go aŶǇǁaǇ. Eitheƌ Ǉou͛d haǀe to go ďaĐk doǁŶ the staiƌs, 
losiŶg pƌogƌess aŶd possiďlǇ ƌuŶŶiŶg iŶto soŵeďodǇ ǁho͛s ďeeŶ aleƌted to Ǉouƌ 
presence, or run into the office, blindly hoping to find another convenient jaŶitoƌ͛s 
Đloset. You͛ƌe losiŶg it, Ǉouƌ head ƌaĐiŶg left aŶd ƌight, up aŶd doǁŶ, fƌaŶtiĐallǇ tƌǇiŶg 
to find a path to escape. Seconds later, your saviour appears. An air duct, just one step 

before you, and pretty high up, enters your sight. Right away, you try to reach it, but 

ĐaŶ͛t. You͛ƌe Ŷot ŵissiŶg a lot, just aŶ iŶĐh oƌ tǁo ǁould do it. The stƌaiŶ of the daǇ is 
showing, your thighs are absolutely reduced to pudding, Ǉou͛ƌe haƌdlǇ aďle to get oŶ 
your toes, much less jump to grab the duct. 

 Tiŵe is ƌuŶŶiŶg out, Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t iŵagiŶe the ǀoiĐes ďeiŶg faƌ aǁaǇ fƌoŵ tuƌŶiŶg 
the corner. OŶĐe ŵoƌe, Ǉou look aƌouŶd iŶ a fƌeŶzǇ, fiŶdiŶg a little Ŷook Ǉou didŶ͛t see 



before either. Walking around to inspect it, the sight almost blinds you. A pair of shiny, 

ďƌight piŶk puŵps gƌeet Ǉou. What… a ĐoiŶĐideŶĐe. You͛ƌe feeliŶg a lot ǁoƌse aďout 
your plan now, but ǁith ŵeŵoƌies of ǇesteƌdaǇ aŶd the daǇ ďefoƌe, Ǉou͛ƌe ǁilliŶg to 
choose sticking to it if the alternative is getting gang-raped by blonde, slutty computer 

programs. Reluctantly, you slip into the 4 inch high heels and your confidence grows 

immediately. Hobbling back to the duct, you stretch your arms up and manage to grab 

the edge easily. Luckily, your arms have been spared much work these last days, and 

so it is with little effort that you swing yourself up and enter the tight tunnel.  

 Noǁ that Ǉou͛ǀe ŵade it, Ǉouƌ heaƌtďeat sloǁs ĐoŶsideƌaďlǇ, aŶd Ǉou giǀe it 
some time to adjust. Even though your plans have been thwarted for now, you made 

considerable progress today. Cowering in the air duct, it appears a decent hiding spot. 

You would have needed one soon, and now you found it prematurely. But honestly, 

Ǉou ǁouldŶ͛t haǀe ŵade it ŵoƌe thaŶ ŵaǇďe a haŶdful ŵoƌe flooƌs ďefoƌe ďƌeaking 

doǁŶ eŶtiƌelǇ. Peƌhaps it͛s good that Ǉou͛ǀe ďeeŶ foƌĐed iŶto heƌe, ďefoƌe Ǉou 
ǁould͛ǀe got Ǉouƌself Đaught, too eǆhausted to ƌuŶ. You deĐide to stiĐk ǁith that 
insight and take off your helmet to return to the real world, and with it, your 

apartment. 

 Back home, iŶ Ǉouƌ Đoŵfoƌtaďle Đhaiƌ, Ǉou͛ƌe sƋueezed iŶ less Đoŵfoƌtaďle 
pink heels. Seems like your wardrobe is approaching completion, which means your 

task is likewise becoming more pressing. Still, you need some positivity for once, and 

Ǉou͛ǀe Đliŵďed half The Toǁeƌ, ŵade it halfǁaǇ up a ŵassiǀe skǇsĐƌapeƌ. That͛s ŵoƌe 
than just good, compared to your earlier accomplishments, it seems impossible, 

monumental. 

 You͛ƌe iŶ good eŶough spiƌits to daƌe goiŶg fuƌtheƌ. It͛s pƌettǇ late iŶ the 
evening, but you think you should be able to research your only other lead; the 

hypnosis website. With your plan to head up The Tower apparently revealed, you 

should haǀe a ďaĐkup plaŶ ƌeadǇ, aŶd Ǉou doŶ͛t ĐuƌƌeŶtlǇ haǀe aŶǇthiŶg else up Ǉouƌ 
sleeves. You open up the website and click past the oh-so-effective age verification 

page again, pick another file for yourself and prepare all your equipment just like you 

did last tiŵe. It͛s fuŶŶǇ hoǁ little Ǉou ƌeŵeŵďeƌ of Ǉouƌ fiƌst listeŶ, ďut if Ǉou foƌgot, 
it ĐaŶ͛t haǀe ďeeŶ that bad. Reminding yourself of the instructions and hints from the 

community, you read up on what they had posted and lie down in your bed once again. 

You wonder what this file will be about. 

 As the female voice goes on in your headphones, some memories start popping 

back into your mind, the passages sounding rather familiar. There are recurring 

themes of counting down numbers and controlling your breathing, things you know 

haǀe ďeeŶ told to Ǉou ďefoƌe. “iŵilaƌlǇ, theǇ͛ƌe haǀiŶg Ƌuite a positiǀe effeĐt on you. 

Just like the lovely voice says, you can feel your muscles relax, and a lot of tension 

leaving your body. With every step you take down the stairs, your mind drops deeper 

as well. Deeper into sleep. Into a relaxed state of trance. Your mind washes away and 

can do nothing but listen to her voice. 



 ͞…I ǁill speak to Ǉouƌ suďĐoŶsĐious ŵiŶd…͟ 

 ͞…Ǉou͛ǀe Đoŵe ďaĐk heƌe, ďeĐause Ǉou kŶoǁ soŵethiŶg is ǁƌoŶg…͟ 

 ͞…soŵethiŶg is wrong with your self-peƌĐeptioŶ, Ǉouƌ ideŶtitǇ…͟ 

 ͞…Ǉou staƌted to ǁoƌk oŶ Ǉouƌ Ŷaŵe…͟ 

 ͞…ďut it͛s Ŷot ƌight Ǉet, sǁeetie...͟ 

 ͞…doŶ͛t ǁoƌƌǇ, Mistƌess CiŶdeƌ is heƌe to help Ǉou…͟ 

 ͞…to fiǆ Ǉou…͟ 

 ͞…ǁheŶ Ǉou ǁake up, eǀeƌǇthiŶg ǁill ďe eǆaĐtlǇ as it ǁas ďefoƌe…͟ 

 ͞…ďut ǁhat Ǉou laǇ eǇes oŶ fiƌst…͟ 

 ͞…ǁill fƌoŵ Ŷoǁ oŶ diĐtate Ǉouƌ Ŷaŵe, Ǉouƌ Ŷeǁ, ƌeal ideŶtitǇ…͟ 

 ͞…soŵethiŶg giƌlǇ…͟ 

 ͞…soŵethiŶg pƌettǇ…͟ 

 ͞…soŵethiŶg sexy…͟ 

 ͞…Ŷoǁ, ŵǇ doll, Ǉou ĐaŶ Đhoose to staǇ asleep oƌ ǁake up…͟ 

 ͞…ǁhetheƌ Ŷoǁ oƌ lateƌ, Ǉouƌ fate is sealed…͟ 

Day 6 

 Ugh, aŶotheƌ ŵoƌŶiŶg. CaŶ͛t the suŶ just leaǀe Ǉou aloŶe? You feel like Ǉou͛ƌe stitĐhed 
to Ǉouƌ ŵattƌess, Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t iŵagiŶe gettiŶg up ǁithiŶ the Ŷeǆt Ǉeaƌ. At soŵe poiŶt, Ǉouƌ alaƌŵ 
joins the sun in its mission to throw you out of bed and after five minutes of awful, blaring 

music from your clock, you finally muster the strength to heave yourself into an upright 

position. Half asleep, you slip into your heels, move over to your wardrobe, groggily throw a 

shirt over your head and head into the bathroom, taking care of your morning business. 

Getting up, you wash your hands and proceed to brush your teeth – it͛s fuŶŶǇ hoǁ suĐh a 
ŵuŶdaŶe aĐtiǀitǇ ĐaŶ ĐhaŶge so dƌastiĐallǇ iŶ Ŷatuƌe; ǁith Ǉouƌ Ŷeǁ lips it͛s alŵost like self-

pleasuring – your vision slowly clearing up.  

 Teǆt ĐaŶ ƌeallǇ ĐatĐh the eǇe if theƌe͛s ŶothiŶg else to foĐus oŶ. Hoǁeǀeƌ, it͛s ŵiƌƌoƌed, 
so Ǉouƌ atteŶtioŶ aĐtuallǇ shifts Ŷot to the letteƌs Ǉou see pƌiŶted oŶ top of the gaƌŵeŶt Ǉou͛ƌe 
wearing on your chest, but rather the shape of the clothing itself. The ͞shiƌt͟ Ǉou pulled oǀeƌ 
your head just a minute ago is not a shirt at all; those were all raided yesterday for no 

discernible reason, it comes to you. No, ǁhat͛s ǁƌappiŶg aƌouŶd Ǉouƌ Đhest is… just that. A 
wrap. It͛s ŶothiŶg ŵoƌe thaŶ a fliŵsǇ stƌip of fabric covering your upper chest, staying up due 

to its great elasticity, gripping your body securely. If you had breasts, this thing would 

probably be considered a tube top. 



 OkaǇ, let͛s disĐaƌd that thought ƌight aǁaǇ. ThiŶkiŶg aďout haǀiŶg ďƌeasts iŶ your 

condition can only serve to summon the dark forces that currently torment you, even if it was 

just a passiŶg ĐoŵŵeŶt iŶ Ǉouƌ head. “till, Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t get ƌid of the tuďe top, aŶd eǀeŶtuallǇ 
turn your attention to the text on the front, the one you ignored at first. In your barely-

ĐoŶsĐious state it͛s ƌatheƌ haƌd to deĐipheƌ the ŵiƌƌoƌed letteƌs. Concentrating, you make 

them out, one by one, slowly. 

 B-A-R-B-I-E 

 This ƌeǀelatioŶ stiƌs soŵethiŶg iŶside Ǉouƌ ďƌaiŶ, ďut Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t ƌeallǇ tell ǁhat that͛s 
all aďout. It͛s uŶsettliŶg, ďut Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t ƌeallǇ saǇ aŶǇthiŶg feels ǁƌoŶg oƌ uŶĐoŵfoƌtaďle, so 
your initial apprehension wears off quickly. Another humiliatingly girly piece of clothing, so 

original. The question of how it got into your apartment in the first plaĐe doesŶ͛t oĐĐuƌ to Ǉou 
soŵehoǁ. UsuallǇ, the iteŵs aƌe plaĐed iŶ Ǉouƌ puƌse, ďut Ǉou didŶ͛t see aŶǇďodǇ iŶ The 
Toǁeƌ last tiŵe, aŶd the top ǁasŶ͛t iŶside Ǉouƌ puƌse aŶǇǁaǇ.  

You spit out the toothpaste and upon exiting your bathroom, hear your front door 

slaŵ shut. MoǀiŶg oǀeƌ to iŶǀestigate, Ǉou fiŶd… ŶoďodǇ. NothiŶg aŶd ŶoďodǇ. “upposedlǇ 
then, somebody was inside your apartment and just left; you rush to the window to look 

outside, ďut the stƌaŶgeƌ͛s had eŶough tiŵe to leaǀe the ďuildiŶg, aŶd the stƌeets are crowded. 

Theƌe͛s Ŷo ǁaǇ Ǉou Đould deteƌŵiŶe ǁho just Đaŵe out the dooƌ. Now you know how 

somebody could have messed with your wardrobe; apparently they have access. 

DistƌaĐtiŶg Ǉou is Ǉouƌ Đell phoŶe, ǁhiĐh goes off agaiŶ. It͛s haƌdlǇ suƌpƌisiŶg ǁhen you 

appƌoaĐh to look ǁho it is. DaŶ͛s Ŷot lettiŶg up. 

Dan: HeǇ Caƌl, didŶ͛t heaƌ fƌoŵ Ǉou ǇesteƌdaǇ. “taƌtiŶg to ǁoƌƌǇ. 

Barbie: CaŶ͛t Ǉou eǀeŶ Đall ŵe ďǇ ŵǇ Ŷaŵe Ŷoǁ? Besides, I told Ǉou to fuĐk off. 

D: Uŵŵ, ǁhǇ is Ǉouƌ Ŷaŵe iŶ the Đhat ͚Baƌďie͛? 

B: Because somebody changed it, and I changed it back. Was that you? 

Somebody just came into my apartment and then left, I assume that was you 

as well? 

D: What the fuck, somebody broke into your apartment? Are you okay? 

B: Oh Ƌuit it, Ǉou͛ƌe the ƌeasoŶ I͛ŵ Ŷot okay. 

D: I thiŶk that͛s a ďit haƌsh, ďut alƌight, keep poutiŶg. Glad to heaƌ Ǉou͛ƌe still 
ďƌeathiŶg, ͚Baƌďie͛. 

Douchebag. You throw your phone onto the bed, not caring to listen to more 

of DaŶ͛s pokes aŶd geŶeƌal ďullshit. The Ŷeƌǀe of that guǇ… 

Today, you feel like staying home and doing nothing at all, in part thanks to 

DaŶ͛s Đallous attitude. The way he plays off that he forced you on his cock, mouth first, 

and came on your tongue and in your throat is unbelievable. That reminds you to press 

your fingeƌ oŶ Ǉouƌ lips a ďit haƌdeƌ. It͛s ďeeŶ thƌee daǇs siŶĐe DaŶ foƌĐe-fed you his 



seŵeŶ aŶd Ǉou doŶ͛t kŶoǁ ǁhetheƌ it͛s just Ǉouƌ iŵagiŶatioŶ oƌ Ŷot, ďut eǀeƌǇ daǇ 
Ǉou͛ǀe had to pƌess Ǉouƌ lips a ďit haƌdeƌ, like Ǉouƌ fiŶgeƌ͛s just delaǇiŶg the iŶeǀitaďle. 
You shiver at the thought and decide to discard it out of sheer repulsion. 

With your attention turned toward the bed, you notice something lying next 

to Ǉouƌ puƌse that Ǉou hadŶ͛t seeŶ ďefoƌe. It͛s Ŷot iŶside, just lǇiŶg Ŷeǆt to it oŶ the 
nightstand, which strikes you as odd. A decently-sized dildo and a generously large 

bottle of lube, strewn about as if dropped in a hurry, come into view upon closer 

inspection. Perhaps that guy who ran away thought he had more time, just left them 

there and ran when he noticed you coming out of the bathroom? Possible, but more 

importantly, the sight of the phallic object is doing something to your sphincter, which 

involuntarily clenches and relaxes repeatedly, as if it was hungry for cock. 

That͛s ŵoƌe oƌ less the seŶtiŵeŶt that ǁells up iŶside Ǉou as ǁell. You ĐaŶ͛t 
ĐoŶtƌol it; Ǉou feel iŶstaŶtlǇ dƌaǁŶ toǁaƌds the toǇ. A ĐƌaǀiŶg that Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t ĐoŶtaiŶ 
ŵaŶifests itself iŶside Ǉouƌ soul. While Ǉou͛ƌe staŶdiŶg theƌe, staƌiŶg at the ƌuďďeƌ 
dick before you and pulling together all your strength, your rectum undulated so much 

that it͛s sliĐk ǁith sǁeat ďǇ Ŷoǁ. Just seĐoŶds lateƌ, Ǉouƌ lips Đhiŵe iŶ, ƌeŶdeƌiŶg Ǉouƌ 
finger useless in restraining their buzzing. Your organs are assisting each other in your 

plunge into the life of a slut. 

For now, plunging onto a dildo will have to do though. You knew your 

resistance was crumbling, so instead you decide to embrace it. First, you take the 

flesh-coloured rubber stick into your hand and lick it cautiously, as if something would 

happen upon contact with your tongue. Progressively, you get more daring until you 

take it iŶto Ǉouƌ ŵouth, ŶeaƌlǇ touĐhiŶg Ǉouƌ thƌoat Ŷoǁ. While Ǉou͛ƌe ǁoƌkiŶg oŶ 
getting the dildo lubed up, you decide to do the same thing with your ass. Your left 

hand is till free after all, so you pick up the bottle, fiddle with the cap until you get it 

unscrewed and spread the lubricant generously around your anal entrance. Prodding 

in one finger first, and later adding another, you spread some inside as well. When 

Ǉou͛ƌe Đlose to deepthƌoatiŶg the dildo, Ǉou deĐide it͛s tiŵe to ďƌeak it iŶ; ďoth the 
toy, and your ass. 

Apprehensively, you place the rubber phallus through your skirt and against 

your entrance. Increasing the pressure, your sphincter gives way after a few seconds 

of pushiŶg, aŶd Đloses tightlǇ aƌouŶd the iŶǀadiŶg ĐoĐk. It͛s diffiĐult to get iŶ at fiƌst, 
but with your slight, steady movements, your rear canal starts loosening up bit by bit, 

and gives way more easily, allowing you to push in further and further. Kneeling on 

your bed, with your face in the sheets, you find better positions to give you leverage, 

getting you much closer to the hilt of the rubber toy. 

After a while though, you start to get bored. Playing with your rear has calmed 

Ǉouƌ seŶses, ďut the aĐt itself isŶ͛t ǀeƌǇ pleasuƌaďle Ǉet, although the depƌiǀatioŶ of 
the act has a certain allure that worked your own dick to a sizeable erection. Seeking 

something new, you first get the dildo out. Slowly and steadily, you pull on it until your 

sphincter releases it with a *pop*. ‘egaƌdless, it doesŶ͛t seeŵ to Đlose eŶtiƌelǇ, aŶd 



Ŷot ƌight aǁaǇ. It͛s ďeeŶ stƌetĐhed a good deal appaƌeŶtlǇ. You͛ƌe Ŷot suƌe ǁhǇ, ďut it 
doesŶ͛t seeŵ eǆaĐtlǇ useless to Ǉou… 

Switching your attention back to the magnificent tool in your hand, you notice 

a paƌtiĐulaƌitǇ Ǉou hadŶ͛t takeŶ iŶ ďefoƌe. At its lowest point, the base flares out. 

Befoƌe, Ǉou had assuŵed this to ďe a safetǇ ŵeasuƌe so it doesŶ͛t get ͚lost͛ iŶside Ǉou. 
But now you realise that it doubles as a suction cup! Intrigued, you decide to change 

location to a place with smooth tiles; your bathroom. You drop your utensils there and 

close the door behind you. Cautious on your high heels, you lower yourself slowly until 

Ǉou͛ƌe sƋuattiŶg iŶ the ŵiddle of your bathroom, facing the door, which has a mirror 

haŶgiŶg oŶ it. To the left, Ǉou͛ǀe got Ǉouƌ ďathtuď, ǁhiĐh Ǉou use to keep Ǉouƌ ďalaŶĐe 
while preparing thing. The flesh-like dildo sticks to the smooth tiles on the floor 

perfectly and points right up at your legs. While you position yourself, you let go of 

the bathtub as your asshole and the toy are perfectly aligned, and look forward into 

the mirror. Sitting on your heels, legs spread wide, your panties are clearly visible, and 

just as clearly straining against an erection that by now can be described as massive. 

Your make-up and fashion look perfect. 

The girl in front of you lowers herself abruptly, the dick swiftly penetrates the 

hole in her skirt and disappears inside her hole. A soft, girly moan escapes her bright 

piŶk lips, ďeggiŶg foƌ ŵoƌe. If she ǁaŶts it, she͛ll take it. Heƌ legs set iŶto a ƌhǇthŵ 
quickly, and accelerate soon after, her moans intensifying simultaneously. When she 

reaches the highest speed she can muster, her sighs of pleasure are closer to screams, 

and surely penetrate the walls at every touch of her g-spot. Her face contorts into 

parodies of ecstasy, her tongue lolling about and her eyes taking on a glassy, distant, 

half-sleeping stare, her focus shifting sluggishly, if at all.  

It only takes a few minutes for a voice to start low and set into a half-minute 

long crescendo, wet panties marking the grand finale. She twitches wildly on the 

rubber cock, legs trembling as much as the contents of her thong, which overflows 

with her juices. At the height of her orgasm, she collapses forward onto a little carpet, 

heƌ staƌe fiǆed foƌǁaƌd aŶd uŶŵoǀiŶg. The sight of heƌ… the sight of heƌ is 
iŶdesĐƌiďaďle. Yet at the saŵe tiŵe, theƌe͛s oŶlǇ oŶe ǁoƌd that ǁould Đoŵe to ŵiŶd. 
She starts moving again after a few minutes, but only to lay on her side, baring to any 

observer her entire front, which erases all doubts. 

͞B-Barbie is suĐh a ǁhoƌe,͟ she sighs, pleased, ďefoƌe ďlaĐkiŶg out. 

 

 

  



Chapter Three – Like… CoŶfusioŶ 

Day 7 

Your head is buzziŶg, eǀeƌǇ ŵusĐle iŶ Ǉouƌ ďodǇ feels like it͛s ďuƌŶiŶg up. MoǀiŶg Ǉouƌ 
aƌŵs suƌpƌises Ǉou ǁith a shoĐk of Đold; Ǉou͛ƌe lǇiŶg oŶ the ďathƌooŵ tiles, suŶ shiŶiŶg 
thƌough the ǁiŶdoǁs of Ǉouƌ liǀiŶg ƌooŵ, ďeǇoŶd the laǀatoƌǇ dooƌ. Theƌe͛s a ǁeiƌd pƌessuƌe 
in Ǉouƌ ƌeaƌ… Ǉou tuƌŶ Ǉouƌ head ĐautiouslǇ aŶd see skiŶ-coloured rubber pointing to your 

ass. You͛ƌe still iŵpaled oŶ the dildo, ďeŶt at aŶ eǆtƌeŵe aŶgle aŶd last Ŷight͛s ŵeŵoƌies 
come crashing down on you. A bead of pre-cum exits your penis at the mere thought and 

adds more semen to your already crusty panties. 

The next half hour is spent on an attempt to get yourself cleaned up, which is quite a 

monumental task in your current condition. Fortunately, your panties caught the brunt of the 

mess, and your hair is untangled quickly enough. A little mopping the floor here and there 

aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe good to staƌt aŶotheƌ, uŶdouďtedlǇ ĐƌeepǇ aŶd teƌƌifǇiŶg daǇ. You͛ǀe ŵade it so 
faƌ iŶto the faĐilitǇ, Ǉou feel like Ǉou͛ǀe ŶeaƌlǇ ƌeaĐhed Ǉouƌ destiŶatioŶ, Ǉou͛ll oŶlǇ haǀe to 

push so much further. Reinvigorated after that dreadful morning wake-up, you get yourself 

ready to enter The Construct again. 

FuĐk, it͛s tight iŶ heƌe. You foƌgot Ǉou logged out hidiŶg iŶ that shittǇ aiƌ duĐt last tiŵe. 
At least Ǉou ǁoŶ͛t ďe spotted while logging in here, you have to stay positive. Giving it a few 

minutes, you decide that the coast is clear, and having used the time to reorient yourself a 

little, you exit the narrow tunnel. Here you are, back at the long hallway. Plenty of stairs to 

go. You͛ǀe ŵade ŶeaƌlǇ aŶ eŶtiƌe half of the ǁaǇ iŶ just oŶe daǇ. That͛s the hope Ǉou ĐliŶg to 
as your thighs cry out for mercy with every step you take. They can take it though, you declare, 

and would much rather keep an eye out for possible employees who could spot you. 

LuĐkilǇ, Ǉou͛ƌe spaƌed that paƌtiĐulaƌ fate. EǀeƌǇ tiŵe Ǉou pass a dooƌ oŶ Ǉouƌ ǁaǇ up 
the stairs, you get nervous it may swing open, often hearing voices through the wooden 

ŵateƌial, uŶsuƌe ǁhetheƌ theǇ͛ƌe headed Ǉouƌ ǁaǇ at the ŵoŵeŶt. But none of them are. 

That ŵeaŶs that Ǉou ĐaŶ ŵake ƌespeĐtaďle pƌogƌess todaǇ, uŶtil Ǉou͛ƌe ŵet ǁith a goƌgeous 
sight; the staiƌs eŶd. You ĐaŶ haƌdlǇ ďelieǀe Ǉouƌ luĐk, Ǉou͛ƌe half-expecting to turn around 

and find another staircase placed somewhere else, just to ŵess ǁith Ǉouƌ head, ďut Ǉou͛ƌe 
Đleaƌed 3ϲϬ degƌees. Theƌe͛s ŶothiŶg ďut steps doǁŶstaiƌs. AŶd lookiŶg ahead, afteƌ a – 

thankfully short – hallway, you can make out a door, denoting the room beyond as the office 

foƌ the ͞“ecretary to the President͟. Youƌ destiŶatioŶ, ǁithiŶ ǁalkiŶg distaŶĐe. You͛d thought 
aďout giǀiŶg up, had lost hope that Ǉou͛d eǀeƌ ŵake it. You stƌetĐh out Ǉouƌ aƌŵ aŶd tǁist 
the doorknob. 

A plain, but pleasant-looking office greets you upon entry, definitely spacious for a 

secretarǇ. Although theƌe͛s ŶoďodǇ heƌe ďut Ǉou aŶd the seĐƌetaƌǇ heƌself, theƌe is aŶ 
arrangement of chairs in one corner of the room, like a waiting area, which makes it look like 

the ladǇ heƌe͛s douďliŶg as the fƌoŶt desk. NatuƌallǇ, she ŶotiĐes Ǉou upoŶ eŶtƌǇ, looks up 

from her papers, and inquires about the reason for your visit. 



͞WelĐoŵe iŶ The Toǁeƌ, Đustoŵeƌ ĐeŶtƌe foƌ The CoŶstƌuĐt. I doŶ͛t ďelieǀe ǁe͛ǀe ŵet, 
ŵaǇ I ask ǁhǇ aŶd hoǁ Ǉou got heƌe?͟ 

͞Theƌe͛s ďeeŶ soŵe… stƌaŶge oĐĐuƌƌeŶĐes,͟ Ǉou tƌǇ to ƌeŵaiŶ polite aŶd eupheŵistiĐ, 
͞aŶd I͛d like to speak to the pƌesideŶt aďout it, siŶĐe peƌsoŶŶel oŶ the gƌouŶd flooƌ hasŶ͛t 
ďeeŶ aďle to help ŵe.͟ Hoǁ Ǉou͛d loǀe to Đause a sĐeŶe aŶd sĐƌeaŵ at theŵ. But this matter 

is too precious for you to waste it on emotional responses. Try to kiss their asses if you want 

ƌesults, that͛s sadlǇ hoǁ the ǁoƌld ǁoƌks. 

͞OkaǇ, I see. While that͛s ǀeƌǇ ǀague, I͛ŵ suƌe I͛ŵ Ŷot Ƌualified to help Ǉou fiŶd a 
solution to your issues, so asking you to elaborate would likely be a waste of time. WhǇ doŶ͛t 
Ǉou take a seat aŶd I͛ll see if The PƌesideŶt has tiŵe foƌ a peƌsoŶal ĐoŶǀeƌsatioŶ?͟ she suggests 
aŶd Đoŵes oǀeƌ, takiŶg Ǉou ďǇ the aƌŵ aŶd leadiŶg Ǉou to the Đhaiƌs Ǉou͛d seeŶ eaƌlier. She 

theŶ shuffles off iŶto the adjoiŶiŶg ƌooŵ, pƌesuŵaďlǇ the pƌesideŶt͛s offiĐe aŶd leaǀes Ǉou 
alone. All the magazines they supplied for waiting customers are years old, of course. You͛d 
think virtual magazines would be easier to come by. It doesŶ͛t take her that long to return 

though. She addresses you apologetically. 

͞I͛ŵ ǀeƌǇ soƌƌǇ, Miss, ďut The PƌesideŶt has pƌessiŶg appoiŶtŵeŶts todaǇ. I͛ŵ afƌaid 
Ǉou got heƌe ƌatheƌ late, aŶd hadŶ͛t aĐtuallǇ ŵade aŶ appoiŶtŵeŶt Ǉouƌself, so I hope Ǉou 
understand. All I can ask is that you log out here and return tomorrow, at an earlier time if 

Ǉou ĐaŶ. AgaiŶ, ŵǇ apologies.͟ 

Nothing you can do about it then. For a moment, you feel like barging into that 

pƌesideŶt͛s offiĐe aŶd giǀiŶg hiŵ a pieĐe of Ǉouƌ ŵiŶd, ďut that ǁouldŶ͛t ŵiǆ too ǁell ǁith 
your earlier strategy of ass-kissing. You thank her – although Ǉou͛ƌe Ŷot Ƌuite suƌe ǁhat foƌ – 

and take your leave, as she suggested. 

There you are, back at home, with your heavy purse pulling down on your shoulder. 

Heavy? IŶdeed, the ŵoŵeŶt Ǉou͛ƌe staŶdiŶg ďaĐk iŶ Ǉouƌ liǀiŶg ƌooŵ, Ǉou ĐaŶ tell it͛s 
ǁeighiŶg sigŶifiĐaŶtlǇ ŵoƌe. You didŶ͛t ŶotiĐe outƌight ďeĐause Ǉou ǁeƌe sittiŶg doǁŶ iŶ the 
office, and the purse was resting on the adjacent chair. Sighing in premature resignation, you 

ƌeaĐh iŶ to see ǁhat ͞gift͟ ǁas ďestoǁed upoŶ Ǉou todaǇ by that sneaky secretary. The first 

thing is a rather large bottle of peroxide, the second a very small one full of nail polish. If you 

even have to think consciously about what colour it is, you feel you may finally go crazy. 

With heavy steps, you plod into the bathroom to get this – hopefully final – ordeal 

oǀeƌ ǁith. Fiƌst ƌeadiŶg the iŶstƌuĐtioŶs, Ǉou͛ƌe suƌpƌised that ďleaĐhiŶg Ǉouƌ haiƌ ǁill aĐtuallǇ 
be somewhat complicated, and that some tools and other products have been stashed in your 

cabinet, which means somebody was in your apartment again, while you were off in The 

Construct. You fiŶd it haƌd to get upset at soŵethiŶg like that aŶǇŵoƌe, so Ǉou doŶ͛t speŶd 
another thought on it. The nail polish is pretty straightforward; put on some base to get a 

uŶifoƌŵ aŶd ƌesistaŶt Đolouƌ, ǁhiĐh Ǉou put oŶ afteƌǁaƌds. To ŵiŶiŵise the tiŵe Ǉou͛ll haǀe 
to waste on this bullshit, you figure you can do both at once, the bleach apparently taking a 

couple of minutes – the package was a little ambiguous on that point – to brighten your hair, 

while the nail polish should dry more quickly. 



Without going into much detail, you take the necessary precautions, put on some 

gloves and prepare all the necessary ŵateƌials to ďe haŶdǇ at a ŵoŵeŶt͛s ŶotiĐe. All the 
clutter in your bathroom makes a mockery of how it used to look. If this goes on – and you 

pƌaǇ to aŶǇ deitǇ Ǉou kŶoǁ of that it ǁoŶ͛t – Ǉou͛ll haǀe to ŵoǀe soŵeplaĐe ǁith a ďiggeƌ 
bathroom, some of the cosŵetiĐs oŶlǇ fiŶd a plaĐe oŶ the Đold ƌadiatoƌ. Good thiŶg it͛s 
summer, or these things would probably be turned useless.  

AŶǇǁaǇ, Ǉou͛ƌe gettiŶg distƌaĐted, this is alƌeadǇ tough eŶough ǁith the ŵaŶǇ 
annoyances your body throws at you these days. Before you start, you check your wristwatch 

to ascertain when you have to remove the chemicals again, the package said about 15 

minutes, more or less. You grab the brush and apply some peroxide to the first strand of hair. 

The first strokes are extremely hesitant, cautious, and smear nothing more than a few drops 

of chemical into your mane. After a few more tries though, you get more confident and apply 

more product, more generously, and get closer to the roots too, in order to get an even colour. 

Repeating this process for a few minutes and turning around, straining your neck to see if you 

got the ďaĐk of Ǉouƌ head lookiŶg ƌight as ǁell, uŶtil Ǉou͛ƌe fiŶallǇ all fiǆed up ǁith ďleaĐh, 
your head being half-covered in white-bluish goo. Before you can move on, you realise that 

ǁith Ǉouƌ haŶds ďeiŶg oĐĐupied iŶ a ŵiŶute, Ǉou ǁoŶ͛t ďe aďle to Đalŵ Ǉouƌ lips doǁŶ, ǁhiĐh 
have been acting up again. In a flash of genius, and out of necessity, you pick up the dildo 

Ǉou͛d ďeeŶ giǀeŶ aŶd pop it iŶ Ǉouƌ ŵouth, Ǉouƌ lips satisfied. Moving back to the bathroom 

ŵiƌƌoƌ, Ǉou͛ƌe a tƌulǇ ƌidiĐulous sight, ďut theƌe͛s alǁaǇs the optioŶ of Ŷot lookiŶg iŶto it at 
all. 

That means you can get to work on your nails, before those drive you crazy. You can 

feel the tingling in your fingertips already, and you would prefer it stay away. Grabbing a 

ďottle of ďase Đoat aŶd applǇ it to Ǉouƌ fiŶgeƌs fiƌst, toes seĐoŶd. It͛s faiƌlǇ siŵple ƌeallǇ, aŶd 
it͛s a tƌaŶsluĐeŶt liƋuid, so Ǉou doŶ͛t ǁaste too ŵuĐh tiŵe tƌǇiŶg to paiŶt it aĐĐuƌatelǇ. As loŶg 
as it gets everywhere on the nail, you should be fine, you think. It dries rather quickly, just like 

the bottle said, which means you can move on to the actual colour. Having refused a closer 

look ďefoƌe, Ǉou Ŷoǁ ŶotiĐe that it͛s Ŷot just ďƌight ŶeoŶ piŶk, like eǀeƌǇ oŶe of Ǉouƌ ͞gifts͟, 
theƌe͛s soŵe glitteƌ iŶ theƌe as ǁell. Hoǁ tƌashǇ. AŶǇǁaǇ, it has to go oŶ, aŶd so Ǉou take the 
tiny brush and begin carefully applying the sparkly colour to your left thumb. You thought 

starting with the biggest nail, and holding the brush in the right hand would be the easiest to 

start with. That later turns out to be right, although the resulting left thumbnail is still nothing 

to marvel at, and you have to peel some of the colour off your skin before it hardens. The 

process becomes a little easier as you move past your fingernails and get to your toes, but 

not considerably. Any gains you made in skill were counteracted by having to reach your feet 

in a somewhat awkward position, but you eventually overcome that obstacle as well. 

With Ǉouƌ Ŷails all pƌepaƌed, Ǉou͛ƌe ǀisiďlǇ ƌelieǀed that Ǉou͛ǀe ŵade it, aŶd all iŶ just 
ten minutes, as the clock tells you! The nail polish has also dried by now, and you remember 

two things you read: one telling you that applying a second coat of polish will further improve 

longevity, the other from the bleach package that dark hair will take a few minutes longer to 

reach the desired colour. Not wanting to botch both procedures so that you have to redo 

them tomorrow, and still feeling a light buzz coming off your fingers, you decide to combine 



both, slapping another coat of paint on your nails and thereby giving the peroxide some more 

tiŵe to ǁoƌk. It͛s ŵuĐh easieƌ the seĐoŶd tiŵe aƌouŶd aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe alƌeadǇ doŶe ǁith the ƌight 
hand, moving on to the left thumb. 

That͛s ǁheŶ Ǉou͛ƌe suƌpƌised ďǇ a ďuƌŶiŶg seŶsatioŶ oŶ Ǉouƌ sĐalp. “oŵeǁhat siŵilaƌ 
to the feeliŶg Ǉou get ǁheŶ Ǉou͛ƌe ƌesistiŶg the gifts foƌ too loŶg, the top of Ǉouƌ head is 
starting to heat up, more and more painfully every second. But you doŶ͛t get it, Ǉou͛ǀe doŶe 
what the package instructed you to do, how can they fault you for the peroxide taking so long? 

No, that ĐaŶ͛t ďe it, Ǉouƌ Ŷails aƌeŶ͛t doŶe Ǉet either, but they feel better now, not worse. It 

must be the peroxide itself. Checking the wristwatch, Ǉou see that Ǉou͛ǀe alƌeadǇ left it oŶ foƌ 
20 minutes, but how is that possible? No way it took you so long just to paint five and a half 

fingernails, especially with the bit of practice you had the first time around. Nervous, you 

want to cheĐk the tiŵe agaiŶ, aŶd the ďathƌooŵ ĐloĐk tells Ǉou that it͛s oŶlǇ ďeeŶ ϭϱ ŵiŶutes 
since you started. The clock in your bathroom runs 5 minutes late! That means the peroxide 

is alƌeadǇ ŵoƌe thaŶ doŶe ǁith Ǉouƌ haiƌ, aŶd it͛s Ŷoǁ moved on to seeping into your scalp. 

With both hands being occupied by drying nail polish, you have no choice but to keep going 

on the left hand until at least the right one has dried, so you can wash out the chemicals 

burning the top of your head. Otherwise, you risk ruining the procedure and being stuck with 

this feeliŶg foƌ daǇs if Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t fiǆ it. 

Painting your nails in record speed – or at least trying to – means making a lot of 

mistakes in the process. Youƌ fiŶgeƌs defiŶitelǇ doŶ͛t like that, ďut that ĐaŶ easilǇ ďe fiǆed; 
what feels more permanent is the product on your head, which has now enveloped your head 

in a pleasant buzz, much less frightening than the burning sensation before. However, this 

buzz does not rest on its laurels, and slowly creeps from scalp to skull, and from there onwards 

even further. It seeps mercilessly all the way into the very centre of your brain, before you 

finally manage to get the paint on your fingers to dry completely and wash out the peroxide 

frantically. Getting it off is easy, getting it out is naturally impossible; that distracting buzz is 

here to stay. 

Nonetheless, you get your hair somewhat dry, enough that it stops dripping all over 

the flooƌ at least, aŶd eǆaŵiŶe Ǉouƌ ǁoƌk. The delaǇ iŶ takiŶg it off suƌe shoǁs. While Ǉou͛ǀe 
seen plenty of dyed hair in your time, the natural hair colour would shine through, sometimes 

iŶteŶtioŶallǇ, otheƌ tiŵes less so. Theƌe͛s Ŷo suĐh thiŶg ǁith Ǉouƌ haiƌ, Ŷoǁ a shiŶǇ, deep aŶd 
bright blonde colour, reaching all the way to the skin on your head. If you didŶ͛t kŶoǁ ďetteƌ, 
you could be fooled into thinking even your roots produce blonde hair at this stage. Of course 

that͛s iŵpossiďle, ďut Ǉou haǀe to adŵit that it seeŵs desiƌaďle. HoŶestlǇ, Ǉou͛ƌe Ƌuite takeŶ 
with your new hair colour. With everything that has ďeeŶ happeŶiŶg, Ǉou͛ƌe ƌeallǇ staƌtiŶg to 
get ŵoƌe easǇ oŶ the eǇes daǇ afteƌ daǇ. You͛ƌe takiŶg oŶ a distiŶĐt look – the implications of 

ǁhiĐh ǁould ďe sĐaƌǇ, if theǇ ǁeƌeŶ͛t ĐoŵpletelǇ lost oŶ Ǉou at the ŵoŵeŶt – that has 

undeniable erotic qualities to it. 

Thoughts like that aƌeŶ͛t eǆaĐtlǇ Ŷatuƌal Ƌuite Ǉet though, Ǉou ƌeŵeŵďeƌ, aŶd feel off-

put ďǇ the faĐt that it͛s takeŶ Ǉou so loŶg to ŶotiĐe. You ďlaŵe the ďuzz iŶ Ǉouƌ head, 
ĐoŶstaŶtlǇ gƌiŶdiŶg iŶto Ǉouƌ thoughts to disƌupt theŵ. It͛s supeƌ haƌd to concentrate, so 

peƌhaps it͛s ďest to dƌop that altogetheƌ. Afteƌ all, Ǉou still haǀe a seĐoŶd ĐoatiŶg of Ŷail polish 



to distribute, as your toes kindly remind you, now that all the excitement is over.  You͛d ŶeaƌlǇ 
forgotten. So you try to settle down again, take a seat and spend a lot of time painting your 

toeŶails. Noǁ that Ǉou kŶoǁ Ǉou haǀe it, Ǉou͛ƌe goiŶg to tƌǇ to take soŵe of the edge off. The 
act actually feels quite therapeutic and relaxing, after you got the hang of it and are neither 

in a rush, nor in panic. Sure enough, you barely have to clean up your nailbeds. Slow and calm 

seem to do the trick, and have netted you very elegantly made up toes, their coating thick, 

bright and uniform. 

That means it͛s pƌoďaďlǇ as good a tiŵe as aŶǇ to Đall it a day, right? You certainly had 

eŶough eǆĐiteŵeŶt foƌ oŶe, ďut that͛s haƌdlǇ uŶusual latelǇ, aŶd Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t thiŶk of aŶǇthiŶg 
else you need to take care of immediately. Toŵoƌƌoǁ, Ǉou͛ll haǀe a full plate, soŵe ƌest 
ĐouldŶ͛t huƌt. IŶdeed, Ǉou feel toŵoƌƌoǁ is goiŶg to ďe ǀeƌǇ, ǀeƌǇ iŶteƌestiŶg… 

Day 8 

AŶotheƌ daǇ that Ǉouƌ faĐe doesŶ͛t ǁaŶt to get sepaƌated fƌoŵ Ǉouƌ pilloǁ has just 
begun, as the sun kindly lets you know. TodaǇ͛s espeĐiallǇ diffiĐult though. You͛ǀe ǁoƌked a 
whole week to get where you are. Well, not where you are right now, but inside The Construct, 

anyway. While you want to kŶoǁ ǁhat͛s happeŶiŶg to Ǉou, the pƌospeĐt of ǁhat Ǉou ŵight 
hear is frightening. NoŶetheless, eǀeŶ haƌsh tƌuths ŵust ďe ĐoŶfƌoŶted, oƌ else Ǉou͛ll staǇ like 
this until the end of time. Then again, would that be so bad? Some of the sensations, that 

Ŷight iŶ the ďathƌooŵ… Peƌhaps it ǁould ďe easieƌ to ĐoŶteŵplate suĐh ŵatteƌs ǁith a 
constant distraction in your head, that buzz from the peroxide is still nagging you without 

ƌeleŶtiŶg foƌ a seĐoŶd. It͛s a sillǇ thought, that the peƌoǆide is ƌespoŶsiďle foƌ this, ďut Ǉou 
ĐaŶ͛t eǆplaiŶ it aŶǇ otheƌ ǁaǇ. 

Theƌe͛s that ŵoƌŶiŶg ƌoutiŶe to take Đaƌe off though, aŶd if Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t stop the ďƌaiŶ 
itĐh, Ǉou ŵaǇ as ǁell get oŶ ǁith it. LǇiŶg iŶ ďed oďǀiouslǇ doesŶ͛t solǀe aŶǇthiŶg. “o Ǉou do 
get up and run through bathroom and kitchen, getting your stomach filled and your eyebrows 

extended with a fresh Đoat of ŵasĐaƌa. You suƌe hope it͛s the last daǇ Ǉou haǀe to soƌt thƌough 
these annoying cosmetics and balance on these capricious heels. But they highlight your butt 

so ŶiĐelǇ… Hold oŶ, ǁhat? Wheƌe did that thought Đoŵe fƌoŵ? DoŶ͛t eǀeŶ tƌǇ, just ŵoǀe oŶ. 
Not worth dwelling on, you just woke up, your head is killing you, things are fucked up. Time 

to unfuck them. You sit down and put on the VR helmet cautiously, adjusting it so that your 

haiƌ doesŶ͛t get all ŵessǇ. It͛s Ŷot soŵethiŶg Ǉou eǀeƌ ƌeallǇ thought about, but your chest-

leŶgth haiƌ is ƌeallǇ a poiŶt of pƌide foƌ Ǉou, isŶ͛t it Baƌďie? The sight of your apartment washes 

aǁaǇ, aŶd The Toǁeƌ͛s head seĐƌetaƌǇ is appeaƌiŶg ďefoƌe Ǉou foƌ the last tiŵe. 

͞Theƌe Ǉou aƌe agaiŶ. AŶd Ƌuite oŶ tiŵe. There was no need to come in that early, 

although it͛s appƌeĐiated. Afteƌ The PƌesideŶt heaƌd that Ǉou stopped ďǇ, she Đleaƌed heƌ 
sĐhedule to ŵake suƌe she͛d ďe aďle to see Ǉou todaǇ.͟ “he? ͞You ĐaŶ go ƌight oŶ thƌough,͟ 
she tells you, gesturing towards the door that ƌepelled Ǉou ǇesteƌdaǇ. It͛s tiŵe. You knock, 

aŶd aƌe ďeĐkoŶed iŶ. ‘ight aǁaǇ, Ǉou͛ƌe ŵet ǁith a high-pitched squeal. 

͞Hoǁ Đuuuuuuuuuuuuuute!͟ Ǉouƌ eaƌdƌuŵs ŶeaƌlǇ ďuƌst. 



Behind a large, elegant-looking wood desk, a blonde, excited woman is sat. She looks... 

a ďit iŶĐoŶsisteŶt. PeeƌiŶg at heƌ outfit, it͛s Ƌuite a pƌofessioŶal stǇle, a fiŶe ladǇ͛s suit aŶd 
pants, but as she jumps out of her chair and moves around her desk to approach you, you can 

see she͛s ǁeaƌiŶg gaƌish, ďƌight ŶeoŶ piŶk heels, Ŷot eŶtiƌely different from yours. Further up, 

she looks just as confusing. Her hair is tied into a simple ponytail, looking as professional as 

her suit does, with her face evoking the same sluttiness as her heels do, plastered in garish 

make-up and thick, eye-catching pink lipstick, again reminiscent of yours. Those very lips are 

now blinding you with the brightest smile you could imagine. 

͞Look at Ǉou! Just like a pƌettǇ pƌiŶĐess!͟ she pauses foƌ a seĐoŶd, seeŵiŶglǇ to 
compose herself. She still gives you an enthusiastic hug that, under normal circumstances, 

siďliŶgs ŵight shaƌe, ďut looks ƌatheƌ Đalŵ aŶd ĐolleĐted afteƌǁaƌds. ͞“oƌƌǇ, soŵetiŵes I just 
ĐaŶ͛t help ŵǇself. “till, I ŵeaŶt eǀeƌǇthiŶg I said, Ǉou look so adoƌaďle, I ĐaŶ͛t ďelieǀe hoǁ 
well you turned out. Hoǁ aƌe Ǉou doiŶg, aŶd to ǁhat do I oǁe the pleasuƌe of Ǉouƌ ǀisit?͟ 

You would think your intent is quite obvious. But for now, you try to follow you plan 

of ass-kissing your way out of this. Your heart is inexplicably fluttering at her compliments, 

and youƌ head is puŵpiŶg, ǁhiĐh isŶ͛t eǆaĐtlǇ helpful.  

͞Uh, thaŶks, I͛ŵ doiŶg alƌight. Could ǁe staƌt ǁith a Ŷaŵe, peƌhaps?͟ 

“he looks ƌatheƌ disappoiŶted. ͞I suppose Ǉou ĐaŶ Đall ŵe ͚‘aďďit͛ if Ǉou aďsolutelǇ 
Ŷeed a Ŷaŵe. DoŶ͛t dodge ŵǇ ƋuestioŶ though, ǁhat are you hoping to achieve by coming 

heƌe?͟ she ǁaŶts to kŶoǁ. 

It͛s tiŵe to laǇ Ǉouƌ Đaƌds oŶ the taďle. ͛͞‘aďďit͛ huh? I doŶ͛t ƌeŵeŵďeƌ The 
CoŶstƌuĐt͛s Đƌeatoƌ eǀeƌ goiŶg ďǇ that Ŷaŵe, ďut oďǀiouslǇ that͛s Ŷot ǁhǇ I͛ŵ heƌe. You ĐaŶ 
tell my appearance is rather unusual, and going by your reaction to me, you know quite a lot 

aďout that. Hoǁ aďout ǁe staƌt ǁith that?͟ 

͞What͛s theƌe to saǇ? You thiŶk I͛ŵ the ǀillaiŶ, aŶd that I͛ŵ goiŶg to laǇ ŵǇ plaŶ out 
in front of you in some grand finale? Well, I have a knack for drama, but there are aspects to 

this story that are so painfully obvious that I feel bad having to explain them to you. Do you 

ƌeallǇ Ŷot haǀe a siŶgle Đlue?͟ Eŵďaƌƌassed, Ǉou shake Ǉouƌ head. You͛ǀe got aŶ idea, suƌe, 
but you have nothing to gain from bragging to her.  

‘aďďit sighs. ͞Alƌight. We kŶoǁ ǁho Ǉou aƌe. Oƌ ƌatheƌ, theǇ do, I͛ŵ ƌeallǇ ŵoƌe of a 
contractor. You may think Ǉou͛ǀe ďeeŶ eǀadiŶg seĐuƌitǇ, Ŷeǀeƌ appeaƌiŶg oŶ the gƌid, ďut 
everybody does. Server farms the size of small countries, and you think your little VPNs and 

Construct shenanigans are going to save you? The Construct started independently, aimed at 

being a paradise for people like you, but do you really think that would just pass without 

garnering attention? The project was under observation from very early on. Sure, they 

ĐouldŶ͛t look eǆaĐtlǇ iŶto ǁhat ǁas goiŶg oŶ, ďut theǇ had the ƌeleǀaŶt data; useƌ Ŷuŵďers 

aŶd useƌ ideŶtities. TheǇ didŶ͛t kŶoǁ ǁhat Ǉou ǁeƌe saǇiŶg, ďut theǇ kŶeǁ Ǉou ǁaŶted to 
ŵake suƌe it staǇs hiddeŶ.͟ 

͞As I said, I͛ŵ Ŷot ƌeallǇ paƌt of theiƌ ĐliƋue,͟ she goes oŶ, ͞so I ĐaŶ͛t giǀe Ǉou ŵaŶǇ 
details, ďut that͛s as faƌ as I͛ŵ Đlued iŶ. A ŵoǀe ǁas ŵade aŶd the oƌigiŶal CoŶstƌuĐt Đƌeatoƌ 



is now likely in an undisclosed location. Or perhaps she͛s iŶ this ǀeƌǇ building, looking 

uncannily similar to you, and quite happy with her Ŷeǁ status. Who kŶoǁs. TheǇ͛ƌe iŶ Đhaƌge 
Ŷoǁ, aŶd I͛ŵ oŶe of theiƌ eŶfoƌĐeƌs. Not foƌ fƌee of Đouƌse, ǁoƌkiŶg foƌ theŵ does haǀe its 
peƌks. You͛ll kŶoǁ sooŶ eŶough.͟ Heƌ toŶe of ǀoiĐe has swung from cheerfully bubbly to 

frighteningly sinister.  

͞You said Ǉouƌ people had ŵe uŶdeƌ suƌǀeillaŶĐe. Hoǁ?͟ Ǉou͛ƌe dǇiŶg to kŶoǁ. ͞AŶd 
Ǉou saǇ that Ǉou͛ƌe gettiŶg soŵethiŶg out of this, ďut I doŶ͛t Ƌuite uŶdeƌstaŶd. Poǁeƌ? 
Fƌeedoŵ?͟ 

͞AƌeŶ͛t Ǉou just the ŵost Đuƌious little Đutie Đat!͟ she peƌks up suddeŶlǇ. CleaƌiŶg heƌ 
thƌoat, she Đoŵposes heƌself agaiŶ. ͞AŶsǁeƌiŶg all of Ǉouƌ ƋuestioŶs iŶ oŶe daǇ is a little 
ďoƌiŶg ǁouldŶ͛t Ǉou agƌee? I͛ŵ suƌe toŵoƌƌoǁ ǁill hold ŵoƌe aŶsǁeƌs to Ǉouƌ ƋuestioŶs. 
About ŵǇ oǁŶ ŵotiǀatioŶ... ǁell, if Ǉou͛ƌe goiŶg to seƌǀe ŵe, I suppose a ŵoƌe iŶtiŵate 
relationship would be beneficial. To keep it simple, I have a condition, not exactly a subtle 

one. It dates back to a very different time, long ago. They offered to help me keep it under 

control, and their methods showed promise. Plus, I got control over my own Ivory Tower here, 

ǁhat ŵoƌe ĐaŶ a giƌl ǁaŶt?͟ 

The blonde lady seems about ready to end the conversation, when she looks like she 

remembered something, walks back to her desk, retrieves an object from a drawer, and 

ƌetuƌŶs to Ǉou. “he giǀes Ǉou aŶotheƌ hug, aŶd ǁhispeƌs iŶto Ǉouƌ eaƌ. ͞CoŶsideƌ it a sigŶiŶg 
ďoŶus,͟ she ďƌeathes softlǇ, aŶd ǁhile pushiŶg the ǁoďďlǇ ǁhateǀeƌ-that-was into your hands, 

pƌesses the ͚eǆit͛ ďutton on your invisible helmet, banishing you out of her office and back 

into your apartment. You didŶ͛t eŶd the daǇ ǁith as ŵaŶǇ aŶsǁeƌs as Ǉou͛d hoped foƌ, aŶd iŶ 
fact, managed to be left with more questions than when you started. 

Your attention is drawn to the iteŵ that ͚‘aďďit͛ shoǀed iŶto Ǉouƌ haŶds ďefoƌe she 
foƌĐed Ǉou to leaǀe. It is... peĐuliaƌ, aŶd uŶusual. You͛ǀe Ŷeǀeƌ seeŶ soŵethiŶg like it ďefoƌe, 
but you can figure out what it is. A little plastic pillow, too large for one hand, filled with a 

pliable gel. Silicone. 

“uƌe eŶough, Ǉouƌ Đhest kŶoǁs as ǁell, tiŶgliŶg eǆĐitedlǇ iŶ aŶtiĐipatioŶ of ǁhat͛s 
ĐeƌtaiŶ to Đoŵe Ŷeǆt. This is ŵassiǀe Ŷeǁs, aŶd the fiƌst tiŵe Ǉou͛ƌe pƌeseŶted ǁith a task 
Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t Đoŵplete ďǇ Ǉouƌself. You Ŷeed to Đalŵ doǁŶ, so Ǉou step into your bathroom and 

touch up your make-up a little to rest your nerves. Flawless. As you step back out, an opened 

ďook ĐatĐhes Ǉouƌ eǇe, plaĐed oŶ Ǉouƌ ďed. It͛s thiĐk, a telephoŶe ďook, aŶd oŶe of the ďiggest 
entries stands out immediately; a plastiĐ suƌgeoŶ͛s pƌiǀate ĐliŶiĐ. That solǀes that paƌt of the 
mystery. 

Unwilling to draw things out any longer, you gather your things, including your soon-

to-ďe titflesh, aŶd pƌepaƌe to head out. It͛s odd ďeiŶg out oŶ the stƌeet; Ǉou didŶ͛t do ŵuĐh 
of it befoƌe Ǉouƌ pƌediĐaŵeŶt staƌted, ďut Ŷoǁ it͛s espeĐiallǇ uŶsettliŶg. You doŶ͛t ƌeallǇ look 
like a man, but you visibly sport some male features that are readily apparent to anybody you 

cross. They earn you more than one alienated, confused glance, and you caŶ͛t ƌeallǇ ďlaŵe 
them, considering how awfully your head is still pounding and confusing you yourself. The 

ĐliŶiĐ isŶ͛t too faƌ aǁaǇ fƌoŵ Ǉouƌ apaƌtŵeŶt, so Ǉou get theƌe ƌelatiǀelǇ ƋuiĐklǇ aŶd ǁith 



liŵited eŵďaƌƌassŵeŶt. It͛s aŶ uŶƌeŵaƌkaďle ďuildiŶg, ƌeallǇ. You͛ƌe pƌettǇ suƌe Ǉou passed 
by more than once, you know the street, but you never noticed something as noticeable as a 

plastic surgeon here. Well, why would you care about one, right? So just head in and get this 

over with. 

DoiŶg eǆaĐtlǇ that, Ǉou͛ƌe ŵet ǁith aŶ eƋuallǇ oƌdiŶaƌǇ. “ŵall ƌeĐeptioŶ aƌea, ǁaitiŶg 
room, and some examination rooms in the back. Everything looks clean, and the receptionist 

is a friendly lady, although her make-up is a little heavy for the occasion. Unsure how to 

respond when she asks you what you came in for, you just show her the silicone implant you 

had stuffed iŶ Ǉouƌ puƌse. It͛s Đleaƌ she iŵŵediatelǇ kŶoǁs ǁhat Ǉou Đaŵe iŶ foƌ aŶd has to 
try her hardest not to laugh out loud, the corners of her mouth stretched to their limit. She 

iŶstƌuĐts Ǉou to head thƌough the hallǁaǇ aŶd diƌeĐtlǇ iŶto the opeƌatiŶg ƌooŵ, the doĐtoƌ͛s 
going to be with you in a minute. 

Indeed, the doctor joins you shortly after you got in and sat down on the operating 

taďle. You͛d takeŶ the ďƌief ŵoŵeŶt to sĐaŶ the ƌooŵ, ďut ǁhile Ǉou doŶ͛t haǀe aŶǇ ŵediĐal 
eǆpeƌtise, Ǉou ĐouldŶ͛t deteĐt aŶǇthiŶg out of the oƌdiŶaƌǇ. Of Đouƌse, that doesŶ͛t ŵeaŶ all 
that ŵuĐh these daǇs, so Ǉou͛ƌe pƌepaƌed foƌ the ǁoƌst. Afteƌ ƌeadiŶg soŵe papeƌs and 

making some notes – with Rabbit revealing that surveillance was still possible despite all your 

precautions, you can imagine where he got those from – he seems ĐoŶteŶt ǁith the data he͛s 
presented, smiles, and addresses you. 

͞Theƌe͛s pƌoďaďlǇ Ŷo ƌeasoŶ to dƌaǁ this out, is theƌe? You kŶoǁ ǁhǇ Ǉou͛ƌe heƌe, I 
kŶoǁ ǁhǇ Ǉou͛ƌe heƌe. We ďoth kŶoǁ Ǉou haǀe Ŷo ĐhoiĐe, aŶd that eǀeŶ if Ǉou tƌǇ to ƌesist, 
the sensations are going to drive you mad within hours. So how about you just sign these 

papers, and we get oŶ ǁith it?͟ He͛s ƌight, aŶd just ŵeŶtioŶiŶg the uŶĐoŵfoƌtaďle tiŶgliŶg is 
making it so much more noticeable. You take the pen he offers you and sign your name. Gee, 

this has gotten considerably harder with these long nails. Writing is hard! 

͞PheŶoŵeŶal,͟ the suƌgeoŶ Ƌuips saƌĐastiĐallǇ, ͞ if Ǉou ǁould take off Ǉouƌ Đlothes aŶd 
lie doǁŶ theŶ.͟ Gƌeat, just stƌip Ŷude foƌ the douĐheďag doĐtoƌ. To Ǉouƌ delight, it ǁoƌks 
though, aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe fƌeed fƌoŵ ŵaŶǇ of the Đlothes Ǉou͛ǀe ďeeŶ stuĐk ǁith foƌ a ǁeek Ŷoǁ. 
The ŵoŵeŶt theǇ Đoŵe off, Ǉou feel Ǉou ŵiss theŵ a little, if Ǉou͛ƌe hoŶest. You Đould do 
with a bit of dishonesty though, so you discard that thought and lie down on the table 

apprehensively. 

͞This pƌoĐeduƌe ǁill take Ƌuite a ǁhile,͟ the doĐtoƌ eǆplaiŶs, ͞ďut I doŶ͛t thiŶk Ǉou 
haǀe aŶǇ ĐoŵŵitŵeŶts left to Đaƌe aďout. Afteƌ ǁe͛ƌe doŶe, Ǉouƌ sĐhedule is goiŶg to ďe 
paĐked though, I iŵagiŶe. Yes, that I ĐaŶ pƌoŵise Ǉou.͟ His oďsĐuƌe, ĐƌeepǇ ĐoŵŵeŶts aƌe 
freaking you out, but a nurse comes in and they start putting you under, washing those fears 

away. ͞WheŶ Ǉou ǁake up, Ǉou͛ƌe goiŶg to feel like a ǁhole Ŷeǁ ǁoŵaŶ,͟ the doĐtoƌ assuƌes 
you... 

Clarity comes slowly, but you steadily feel yourself rise from unconsciousness. Your 

body feels sore all over, not quite like the tingle you get from your special gifts, but not 

entirely different either. Everything feels unused, new, and sensitive. Your senses are still 

iŶhiďited, Ǉouƌ eǇes ŶeaƌlǇ useless, aŶd ďesides the soƌeŶess, Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t saǇ that Ǉouƌ haptiĐ 



sense is doing Ǉou ŵuĐh good. The ƌooŵ is Ƌuiet, too, aŶd Ǉou doŶ͛t feel taste oƌ sŵell ǁould 
be very useful here under any circumstances. Theƌe aƌeŶ͛t eǀeŶ aŶǇ footsteps, so Ǉou suspeĐt 
Ǉou͛ƌe aĐtuallǇ aloŶe iŶ heƌe, although outside the dooƌ, Ǉou ĐaŶ heaƌ ǁhat souŶds like the 

regular day-to-daǇ ďusiŶess of the suƌgeoŶ͛s pƌaĐtiĐe goiŶg oŶ. That ŵeaŶs theǇ ƌeseƌǀed this 
room just for you, wow. Fortunately, your eyesight is returning to you, although moving is still 

an impossible task. You spot a clock on one of the walls, iŶfoƌŵiŶg Ǉou that it͛s seǀeŶ iŶ the 
evening! WakiŶg up eaƌlǇ, oŶlǇ staǇiŶg iŶ The CoŶstƌuĐt foƌ aŶ houƌ at ŵost, it ĐouldŶ͛t haǀe 
been later than 11 AM when you left the apartment to come here. Stretching the 

͞ĐoŶsultatioŶ͟ aŶd aƌƌiǀiŶg heƌe geŶeƌouslǇ to an hour͛s leŶgth, you would have been lying 

here for seven hours! That thought brings your attention to your parched throat, you could 

really do with a few drops of water. 

But without a way to draw attention to you, it takes another half hour for a nurse to 

check up on you and notice that you woke up. The doctor is promptly called and you have 

two companions in the room to get some information out of. First, you need something to 

drink. 

͞CaŶ I haďď soŵe ateƌ?͟ Ǉou ďaƌelǇ sƋueeze past Ǉouƌ teeth. Although Ǉou͛ƌe Ŷot suƌe 
whether your lips may be the biggest obstacle here. Regardless, you get some, and 

immediately feel better. Well, at least your throat does, the rest of your body feels pretty 

much the same as before. The doctor makes some notes, and examines you way longer than 

you find appropriate. A few minutes later, he asks you how you feel. 

͞“oƌe.͟ You ĐoŶĐeŶtƌate to aƌtiĐulate Ǉouƌself a ďit ŵoƌe ĐleaƌlǇ. ͞WheŶ ǁill ďis 
suďďsiďe?͟ 

͞WheŶ ǁill this suďside? Well, Ǉou should get used to Ǉouƌ Ŷeǁ lips—͞ New lips? You 

thought Ǉou ǁeƌe just dƌoǁsǇ! ͞—quite quickly and put them to good use. As for body 

soƌeŶess... Ǉouƌ ďodǇ͛s Ŷot ƌeallǇ soƌe, it͛s just seŶsitiǀe.͟ To illustƌate, he pƌods Ǉouƌ thigh, 

to which you react by jumping up out of your lying position. NoƌŵallǇ, Ǉou͛d sĐƌeaŵ, ďut the 
sensation left you out of breath and speechless. 

͞NiĐe, huh?͟ the doĐtoƌ laughs. ͞ DoŶ͛t ǁoƌƌǇ, as Ǉou ĐaŶ tell, the opeƌatiŶg taďle didŶ͛t 
do anything to you, even though you just smashed your arms into it. Your nerves will only 

react this sensuously to hot environments. Somebody else touching you naturally feels warm 

aŶd is goiŶg to eliĐit ƌeaĐtioŶs suĐh as this, ďut just lǇiŶg iŶ ďed ǁoŶ͛t dƌiǀe Ǉou ĐƌazǇ.͟ He 
poŶdeƌs this foƌ a seĐoŶd. ͞MaǇďe doŶ͛t hug Ǉouƌ ďlaŶket too tightlǇ.͟ ThaŶks a lot. 

͞I͛ŵ just ŵessiŶg ǁith Ǉou. You͛ll get used to it. Cuddled up to Ǉouƌ Masteƌ, Ǉou͛ll feel 
this all the time, you should be able to fall asleep if you just stay close to him and let the 

feelings take their course consistently. Of course, summer days are going to be peculiar. I 

expect once you made peace with your situation – ǁhiĐh pƌoďaďlǇ isŶ͛t too faƌ iŶto the futuƌe 
– Ǉou͛ll ƌelish the feeliŶg aŶd speŶd a lot of tiŵe at Ŷude ďeaĐhes, eageƌ foƌ ŵoƌe. I͛ŵ suƌe 
your Master will enjoy a healthǇ, eǀeŶ taŶ. AŶǇďodǇ at the ďeaĐh eǀeŶ ŵoƌe so...͟ he ĐhuĐkles. 

Masteƌ? Nude ďeaĐhes? It ĐaŶ͛t take too loŶg foƌ Ǉou to staƌt eŶjoǇiŶg this situatioŶ? 
Not fuĐkiŶg likelǇ, although that oŶe Ŷight... NO! You͛ƌe goiŶg to giǀe this upstaƌt ĐhaƌlataŶ a 



piece of your mind, whether he likes it or not. Having found out that you have control over 

your body, you confidently swing your legs over to the side of the bed, indeed feeling 

relatively normal. Reflexively, the doctor grabs your shoulders to stop you from moving too 

erratically, and from here it all goes down. 

LoudlǇ, Ǉou ŵoaŶ at his touĐh, eǀeŶ though he͛s ƌeallǇ just holdiŶg Ǉouƌ aƌŵs. FƌozeŶ 
iŶ sƋuealiŶg pleasuƌe, Ǉou staƌe fƌighteŶed iŶto the doĐtoƌ͛s eǇes, ǁheƌe aŶ idea ĐleaƌlǇ foƌŵs 
in his mind, and Ǉou just kŶoǁ that it ĐaŶ͛t ďe good foƌ Ǉou. 

͞You kŶoǁ, eǀeŶ though Ǉouƌ ďodǇ ŵaǇ Ŷot feel soƌe, it still Ŷeeds soŵe ƌest afteƌ 
such invasive treatment. Just to be on the safe side, maybe I should examine how... functional 

you really are, before I deliver a sub-paƌ iteŵ to ŵǇ ĐlieŶt.͟ Oh Ŷo, please Ŷo. ͞Nuƌse? I just 
remembered that we still have the mirror covered up. Perhaps now would be a good time? 

AŶd leaǀe us aloŶe afteƌǁaƌds, thaŶk Ǉou.͟  

The woman in question nods, walks to the end of the room, flips a switch and leaves 

the room, then locks it from outside. In response, some tiles on the ceiling start to retract, 

ǁhiĐh Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t help ďut staƌe at ǁhile the doĐtoƌ ƌetuƌŶs Ǉou to a pƌoŶe positioŶ, diƌeĐtlǇ 
facing the moving tiles. Every touch of his feels so electric that you are unable to move on 

Ǉouƌ oǁŶ, he positioŶs aŶd haŶdles Ǉou like a doll. He͛s gƌaďďiŶg Ǉou ďeloǁ the kŶee, pulliŶg 
Ǉou toǁaƌds hiŵ aŶd ƌestiŶg Ǉouƌ legs oŶ his shouldeƌs. You͛ƌe lǇiŶg oŶ the edge of the taďle 
now, half your bodǇ iŶ ĐoŶtaĐt ǁith his, aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe goiŶg ĐƌazǇ. The tiles aďoǀe haǀe Đoǀeƌed 
roughly two third of the way, revealing a sizeable mirror, as expected. Already, you can see 

͞your own͟ faĐe iŶ it, aŶd it͛s ďeeŶ ŵeƌĐilesslǇ ƌeŵodelled, theƌe͛s Ŷo douďt iŶ Ǉouƌ mind. 

You can barely recognise yourself, and thus your reflection looks back at you with a 

mixture of shock and ecstasy from the ministrations of the undressing surgeon. That 

expression mostly manifests itself in your wide open mouth, contoured by what could be the 

rubber railing of an inflatable dinghy. Those are the lips the doctor had mentioned, though 

Ǉou͛ƌe haǀiŶg a haƌd tiŵe thiŶkiŶg of theŵ as ͞Ǉouƌ lips͟. But uŶdeŶiaďlǇ, theǇ aƌe. 

TheǇ͛ƌe ĐeƌtaiŶlǇ the ŵost oďǀious Ŷeǁ featuƌe of Ǉouƌs, eǀeŶ though many others 

are evident as they complement each other. Picking out a single one is a little difficult, but 

your raised, more prominent cheekbones and your sharp, yet dainty jaw come together to 

form a wonderful, whorish whole. 

MoǀiŶg fuƌtheƌ doǁŶ, Ǉou͛ƌe greeted by massive breasts, obviously larger than that 

little iŵplaŶt Ǉou ǁeƌe haŶded Đould pƌoduĐe. Like ŵost of the ͞Ŷeǁ Ǉou͟, theǇ look 
incredibly fake, less resting, and more standing on your chest, like perky mountains instead 

of malleable jelly. Just the thought of your fake pornstar appeal makes you squirt a little, 

which again shifts your attention. 

This tiŵe, Ǉouƌ geŶitals aƌe Ŷeǆt to shoĐk Ǉou. You͛d eǆpeĐted this the ŵoŵeŶt Ǉou 
heaƌd the doĐtoƌ didŶ͛t just giǀe Ǉou tits but actually went further, ďut Ǉou didŶ͛t ǁaŶt to 
ďelieǀe that Ǉou͛ƌe... all ǁoŵaŶ Ŷoǁ. Alas, Ǉou aƌe, a pƌoŵiŶeŶt ŵoŶs puďis peaking above 

your legs, and an inviting cleft resting in between. LookiŶg Ǉouƌ ǁhole ďodǇ up aŶd doǁŶ, it͛s 
easǇ to deteƌŵiŶe that Ǉou͛ǀe gotteŶ shapelieƌ. You remember clearly that your shoulders 



were much wider, same as your tiny waist, and in reverse, your hips used to be a lot slimmer. 

Your thoughts drift... You were never a very sexual man, but if a baby cradle like yours were 

to be presented to you, you doŶ͛t thiŶk Ǉou Đould help gƌaďďiŶg it ǁith ďoth haŶds aŶd ŵaƌǀel 
at its round perfection. 

WhiĐh is Ƌuite siŵilaƌ to ǁhat the doĐtoƌ is doiŶg to Ǉou ƌight Ŷoǁ. He͛s ĐuppiŶg Ǉouƌ 
juiced-up ass iŶ his haŶds, sŵiliŶg aŶd kŶeadiŶg. Befoƌe loŶg, that isŶ͛t eŶough for him, 

hoǁeǀeƌ. He͛s fiŶished uŶdƌessiŶg a ǁhile ago, aŶd Ŷot just to sĐaƌe Ǉou. You ĐaŶ feel his 
length resting on your mound and already a scream exits your mouth at a volume Ǉou͛d have 

deemed impossible.  

͞DaŵŶ, defiŶitelǇ doŶ͛t Ŷeed that,͟ the doctor mutters before looking around, 

spottiŶg Ǉouƌ paŶties, aŶd stuffiŶg theŵ iŶto Ǉouƌ ŵouth. You doŶ͛t do aŶǇthiŶg to ƌesist, 
ďeĐause Ǉou doŶ͛t Đaƌe to. Just feeliŶg his peŶis touch you gives you as much pleasure as your 

ďest oƌgasŵ as a ŵaŶ, aŶd Ŷoǁ he͛s starting to slowly push in. Reduced to grunting, you 

nonetheless get increasingly louder for ever millimetre that invades your sex and neither of 

Ǉou fits the defiŶitioŶ of ͞ Ƌuiet͟. Yes, the employees in the hallway are undoubtedly receiving 

a show right now. 

AŶd Ǉou͛ƌe the staƌ. At least Ǉou͛ƌe ďeiŶg paŵpeƌed like oŶe. FeeliŶgs that Ǉou Ŷeǀeƌ 
felt before shoot through your brain every second, while the doctor keeps going below, 

unreleŶtiŶg. As if that ǁasŶ͛t all, Ǉou͛ƌe gettiŶg the ǁhole shoǁ, liǀe aŶd ǁith ǀisuals, 
observing your descent into nymphomania from above through the mirror. Your legs have 

long ago become autonomous, constantly pressing down on your loving doctor to encourage 

hiŵ to go fasteƌ, although Ǉou͛ƌe Ŷot suƌe ǁhat ǁould happeŶ if he did. EǀeƌǇ thƌust of his is 
accompanied by a loud slap when his hips smash violently into your butt cheeks. Seriously, 

this is a show, you could have sold tickets to this event. Seeing you at the height of depravity 

is so deeply erotic that this very sight is what eventually shoots you over the edge. 

You drop your legs onto the edge of the table and arch your back further than you 

could have imagined, pressing every drop of fluid in your body into your love canal, before 

uŶleashiŶg a toƌƌeŶt upoŶ the doĐtoƌ͛s ŵagŶifiĐeŶt ĐoĐk. A Đouple of tǁitĐhes folloǁ as the 
final beads of girlcum are squirted out of you, before your body crashes back down onto the 

table, and your mind back into unconsciousness, where it decides to stay for now.  

Day 9 

 Yet aŶotheƌ ŵoƌŶiŶg Ǉou ǁake up duƌiŶg. CouldŶ͛t Ǉou just skip oŶe? Oƌ ŵaǇďe all of 
them? Waking up spells disaster these days, may as well keep lying where you are. So you 

keep dozing, just this once, you deseƌǀe soŵe ƌest, doŶ͛t Ǉou? Of Đouƌse Ǉou do, aŶd Ǉou fiŶd 
it surprisingly easy to get some, staying in this sort of half-sleep for a while. You barely even 

realise that somebody starts gently stroking your hair. The first five strokes feel just like part 

of a dream, and after that, they feel just as nice, but much more real. That constant grind and 

buzz is still in your head, but every stroke seems to calm it a little more. 

 ͞Well, ǁouldŶ͛t Ǉou ďelieǀe it. “oŵeďodǇ tuƌŶed out Ƌuite goƌgeous, didŶ͛t she?͟ a 
familiar voice asks, as gentle as the fingers going through your hair. 



 You͛ƌe Ŷot eǀeŶ the least ďit Đuƌious, Ŷot iŶteƌested iŶ ǁakiŶg up foƌ good. You Đould 
pƌoďaďlǇ speŶd the eŶtiƌe daǇ like this, if Ǉou͛ƌe ďeiŶg hoŶest. As Ǉou ƌoll oŶto Ǉouƌ ďaĐk, the 

foreign hands retreat, but relaxation is its own reward, with or without help. Mere seconds 

lateƌ though, theƌe͛s a slight pƌessuƌe oŶ Ǉouƌ thƌoat, soŵethiŶg ǁƌappiŶg aƌouŶd Ǉouƌ ŶeĐk, 
and clicking shut behind it. 

 Momentarily, a spark erupts in your brain. Piece by piece, the brutal buzzing in your 

head is being transformed into lovely, colourful bubbles, slowly but surely taking over your 

ďƌaiŶ. CoŶfused ďǇ this deǀelopŵeŶt, Ǉou deĐide it͛s fiŶallǇ tiŵe to ǁake up, aŶd see ǁhat͛s 
going on. Standing before you is Danny! And he seems really happy about something. The 

doĐtoƌ isŶ͛t heƌe Ǉet. 

 ͞Good ŵoƌŶiŶg goƌgeous. Look at Ǉou,͟ he saǇs, ďefoƌe ŵoǀiŶg aƌouŶd Ǉou, iŶspeĐtiŶg 
Ǉouƌ ďodǇ. You ďlush. ͞ListeŶ, ǁhǇ doŶ͛t Ǉou get dƌessed, Ǉouƌ Đlothes aŶd puƌse are over 

theƌe,͟ he tells Ǉou aŶd poiŶts to the otheƌ eŶd of the ƌooŵ, ǁheƌe a pile of Đlothes is ƌestiŶg 
on a chair. AgƌeeiŶg that it͛d ďe a good idea, aŶd afƌaid of the ŵeaŶ tiŶgliŶg if Ǉou doŶ͛t ǁeaƌ 
your clothes and make-up, you skip over there and recover your modesty a little. First your 

panties go on – hmmm, they fit so snugly between your legs – then the little skirt on top and 

Ǉou͛ƌe ƌeadǇ to step iŶto Ǉouƌ Đute heels. TheŶ Ǉou oŶlǇ Ŷeed to pull oŶ Ǉouƌ ďooď tuďe aŶd 
piĐk up Ǉouƌ puƌse, aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe all nice and ready! As if that information had travelled outside, 

the doctor comes in at that very moment. 

 ͞I see Ǉou tǁo haǀe alƌeadǇ gotteŶ aĐƋuaiŶted,͟ he Ƌuips. WheŶ he sees Ǉou, his sŵile 
suddenly turns impossibly wide. Whatever. You pick your make-up kit out of your purse to 

get fixed up properly. Before you can get a first look in the pocket mirror though, Danny 

speaks up. 

 ͞OŶlǇ supeƌfiĐiallǇ. I thiŶk I ŵaǇ Ŷeed a test ƌuŶ to ŵake suƌe.͟ DaŶŶǇ Đoŵes oǀeƌ to 
you with sure, heavy steps, and forces you to your knees, almost making you drop your 

cosmetics. 

 ͞HeeǇǇǇ, Ǉou͛ƌe ďeiŶg a ŵeaŶie!͟ Ǉou ĐoŵplaiŶ iŶ aŶ oddlǇ sƋueakǇ, giƌlǇ ǀoiĐe. You 
doŶ͛t haǀe a lot of tiŵe to poŶdeƌ the iŵpliĐatioŶs though ďeĐause a seĐoŶd lateƌ, the 
sensations of his touch aƌe dƌiǀiŶg Ǉou ǁild. DaŶŶǇ doesŶ͛t stop theƌe eitheƌ, grabbing your 

chin and pulling it down lightly. In the blink of an eye, his pants come off and his cock enters 

the gap between your massive lips. You had completely forgotten how badly you needed that, 

your left arm had gotten tired of touching your cock milkers all the time.  

 A gƌeat idea Đƌosses Ǉouƌ ŵiŶd: While Ǉou͛ƌe pleasuƌiŶg hiŵ ǁith Ǉouƌ lips, aŶd he͛s 
pleasuring them, you can reapply your make-up! How iffy— how efish— how smart! Still 

holding Ǉouƌ poĐket ŵiƌƌoƌ, Ǉou ďƌiŶg it up Đloseƌ, holdiŶg it Ŷeǆt to DaŶŶǇ͛s hips that aƌe 
pumping away at your mouth. Gee, a cock in between those fuckpillows of yours looks so 

Ŷatuƌal, doŶ͛t theǇ? Besides that, Ǉou spot soŵethiŶg Ǉou hadŶ͛t seeŶ ďefoƌe. Aƌound your 

ŶeĐk is a deep piŶk Đollaƌ, ǁith a ƌiŶg ďeloǁ the fƌoŶt, just like Ǉou ǁould see oŶ a dog͛s. 
Aďoǀe that, it spells ͞B I M B O͟ iŶ spaƌklǇ ƌhiŶestoŶes.  



͞ONG, haǁ Đghuuuuuuuude!͟ it esĐapes Ǉouƌ ŵouth, stƌuggliŶg aƌouŶd the cock 

inside it. That͛s ǁhat Danny must have woken you up with, what a pretty gift! But back to 

foĐus oŶ ǁhat͛s iŵpoƌtaŶt; Ǉouƌ ŵake-up. 

While DaŶŶǇ͛s diĐk is pistoŶiŶg iŶ aŶd out of Ǉouƌ ŵouth, Ǉou tƌǇ Ǉouƌ ďest to keep a 
steady hand with your mascara. You do an expert job at it, despite the bumpy ride, not a 

smudge to be seen. Some eye shadow on top and some eye liner to finish it up. It looks just 

like ďefoƌe the opeƌatioŶ ǇesteƌdaǇ, Ǉou͛ƌe gettiŶg so good at this! “adlǇ, Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t do Ǉouƌ 
lips ƌight Ŷoǁ, seeiŶg as theǇ͛ƌe oĐĐupied.  

You sigh, disappointed that your face will have to wait. On the plus side it still feels 

soooooo good to have your mouth fucked like this. Realist that you are, you pocket your make-

up kit to be able to really concentrate on fellating—um, Master? Yes, giving Master a blowjob 

is very fulfilling, or rather it will be, soon enough. Was there a clicking sound just now? Not 

ĐeasiŶg Ǉouƌ geŶtle ďoďďiŶg up aŶd doǁŶ Masteƌ͛s diĐk, Ǉou take the tiŵe to look up at hiŵ, 
and are met with his smiling face. A shiver runs through you, it is so pleasurable to see Master 

happǇ! He ǁaǀes soŵethiŶg at Ǉou... a leash. A leash that͛s ĐoŶŶeĐted to Ǉouƌ Đollaƌ. You͛ƌe 
Ŷot suƌe ǁhat got Masteƌ so eǆĐited, ďut if he͛s happǇ, Ǉou͛ƌe happǇ. 

Not minding your nonchalance, you can feel Him tense up a short while later. You 

doŶ͛t thiŶk ŵuĐh of it, feǁ thoughts dƌiftiŶg thƌough the ďuďďles iŶ Ǉouƌ ďƌaiŶ, ďut theŶ it 
clicks. Your make-up! You just had it done fresh, if Master gifts you with His juices all over 

Ǉouƌ faĐe, Ǉou͛ll haǀe to staƌt oǀeƌ fƌoŵ the ďegiŶŶiŶg. While it͛s His ĐhoiĐe ǁheƌe Ǉou take 
it, a little convincing should be allowed! So instead of waiting for a signal, you just really force 

Ǉouƌself doǁŶ ǁith eǀeƌǇ thƌust, aŶd ǁaitiŶg theƌe a seĐoŶd to see if Masteƌ͛s ƌeadǇ to shoot. 

Ready He is, unloading inside you at a moment just like that one, when your nose is dug into 

His pelǀis, aŶd His ĐoĐk deep iŶto Ǉouƌ thƌoat. He hasŶ͛t had aŶ oƌgasŵ iŶ a ǁhile, Ǉou ĐaŶ 
tell. He didŶ͛t jizz ŶeaƌlǇ as ŵuĐh last tiŵe. That ŵeaŶs he ŵust͛ǀe saǀed it all up foƌ Ǉou... 
Aww, Master is so sweet! 

You swallow it all down – ǁell, at least ǁhat little didŶ͛t diƌeĐtlǇ eŶteƌ Ǉouƌ thƌoat 
anyway – and present your clean mouth to Master. He seems quite happy with the result, 

which, combined with the sensation of your lips and His touch, allows you to orgasm as well. 

Master is so kind. But the doctor butts in quickly, ruining the mood. 

͞I͛ŵ suƌe Ǉou haǀe a lot to eǆploƌe togetheƌ. “he͛s great, huh? Took her for a spin 

ŵǇself to ŵake suƌe she tuƌŶed out ƌight.͟ Yep, totallǇ ƌuiŶiŶg the ŵood. You ĐaŶ tell, ďeĐause 
it got ƌeal Ƌuiet iŶ the ƌooŵ ƌight afteƌǁaƌds. Masteƌ͛s just staƌiŶg at hiŵ, Ŷoǁ he doesŶ͛t 
look happy at all! That dumb doctor guy. Still kneeling, you move into a crouch next to Master, 

hugging His leg and joining Him in scowling at the stupid man. Master notices and pats you 

oŶ the head foƌ ďehaǀiŶg, ŵakiŶg Ǉou sƋueal ƋuietlǇ. IŵŵediatelǇ, Ǉou͛ƌe ďaĐk glaƌiŶg at the 
doctor though, that meanie! 

͞You did ǁhat?͟ “oŵeďodǇ͛s iŶ ďiiiiig tƌouďle! 

The doĐtoƌ is just staŵŵeƌiŶg Ŷoǁ, ĐleaƌlǇ Ŷeƌǀous. ͞ I— no, I mean, I had to make sure, 

ƌight? It ǁasŶ͛t, uh, selfish oƌ a-anything, I was just checking to see if I did everything right... 



r-right? I mean, these are complicated procedures and—͞ Oh ďoǇ, ǁill this guǇ eǀeƌ shut up? 
He͛s sǁeatiŶg ƌeal ďad, aŶd Masteƌ still doesŶ͛t look happǇ. 

͞EŶough,͟ He saǇs, aŶd iŵŵediatelǇ the ƌooŵ goes Ƌuiet agaiŶ. ͞Lie doǁŶ oŶ the 
taďle.͟ The duŵď doĐtoƌ doesŶ͛t ŵoǀe an inch. It͛s like he doesŶ͛t eǀeŶ get that this is Masteƌ 
at all! ͞DoŶ͛t ŵake ŵe ƌepeat ŵǇself.͟ Yeah, that͛s ƌight, You shoǁ hiŵ! This tiŵe, he gets it, 
and lies down on the table. Once again, he tries to explain himself, but is waved off 

immediately, and his protests die down. 

Masteƌ tuƌŶs to Ǉou. ͞Heƌe,͟ He saǇs, aŶd haŶds Ǉou a paiƌ of haŶdĐuffs, adoƌŶed ǁith 
some pink fluff. Ooh, how dirty, you wish Master would use these one you... ͞DoŶ͛t ǁoƌƌǇ, 
oŶe daǇ ǁe͛ll get to plaǇ ǁith those too.͟ It͛s like Masteƌ ĐaŶ ƌead Ǉouƌ ŵiŶd! Masteƌ is so 
smart. Your panties stain a little in the front at those thoughts, ďut Ǉou͛ƌe ƌipped out of your 

fantasy ǁheŶ He ĐoŵŵaŶds Ǉou, ͞ Foƌ Ŷoǁ, I ǁaŶt Ǉou to Đuff him though.͟ Well, Ǉou suppose 
that can be fun, too! While Ǉou͛ƌe appƌoaĐhiŶg the doĐtoƌ guǇ, Masteƌ eǆplaiŶs that he͛ll ďe 
off foƌ a feǁ ŵiŶutes to fetĐh soŵethiŶg, aŶd that Ǉou doŶ͛t Ŷeed to ǁoƌƌǇ, He͛ll ďe ƌight ďaĐk. 
If He says so! 

That means the stupid man and you are alone in the room and you immediately cuff 

hiŵ ďeloǁ the taďle oŶ a thiŶgǇ. He tƌies to ƌip his aƌŵs fƌee ƌight aǁaǇ, ďut of Đouƌse ĐaŶ͛t 
ŵaŶage. You͛ƌe ǁaǇ too good at ďoŶdage to haǀe hiŵ gettiŶg out that easilǇ! NatuƌallǇ, he 
staƌts ĐhattiŶg agaiŶ, this guǇ just ĐaŶ͛t keep his ŵouth shut. 

͞HeǇ, listeŶ, get ŵe fƌee.͟ You aƌeŶ͛t eǀeŶ listeŶiŶg. MeaŶies doŶ͛t get listeŶed to. ͞I 
ĐaŶ tuƌŶ Ǉou ďaĐk. Help ŵe esĐape aŶd I͛ll tuƌŶ Ǉou ďaĐk.͟ Ugh, he just ǁoŶ͛t stop. 

͞TuƌŶ ŵe ďaĐk? I ĐaŶ tuƌŶ aƌouŶd just fiŶe,͟ Ǉou eǆplaiŶ ǁhile doiŶg a piƌouette on 

Ǉouƌ heels to pƌoǀe it. His kiŶd of hopeful eǆpƌessioŶ tuƌŶs a little gƌiŵ. MaǇďe he͛s jealous 
ďeĐause he ĐaŶ͛t tuƌŶ aƌouŶd ƌight Ŷoǁ. 

͞No, Ŷot liteƌallǇ. I ŵeaŶ Ǉouƌ ďodǇ. UŶdo the opeƌatioŶ aŶd tuƌŶ Ǉou ďaĐk iŶto a ŵaŶ.͟ 

This guǇ is talkiŶg ǁeiƌd. ͞TuƌŶ ŵe iŶto a ŵaŶ? I doŶ͛t thiŶk Masteƌ likes ŵeŶ...͟ Ǉou 
poŶdeƌ, just as the ǀeƌǇ saŵe ǁalks ďaĐk thƌough the dooƌ. ͞Oh Masteƌ, it͛s good that You͛ƌe 
ďaĐk! You doŶ͛t like men, do You?͟ He giǀes Ǉou a ĐoŶfused look. Gosh, Ǉou ǁish Ǉou ǁeƌe as 
smart as Masteƌ soŵetiŵes, ďut Ǉou͛ƌe doiŶg just fiŶe as His sillǇ slut, ƌight? ͞We were just 

talking about You! The doĐtoƌ guǇ said that, if I ƌeŵoǀe his Đuffs, he͛s goŶŶa tuƌŶ ŵe iŶto a 
ŵaŶ. What͛s that aďout?͟ Masteƌ giǀes the suƌgeoŶ a sŵile, ďut he doesŶ͛t seeŵ to like 

ǁhat͛s happening. That͛s pƌoďaďlǇ good, ďeĐause the doĐtoƌ seeŵs like a ƌeal diĐk. The gƌoss, 
iĐkǇ kiŶd, Ŷot like Masteƌ͛s at all. 

͞I suppose it͛ll paǇ off haǀiŶg ďƌought aloŶg tǁo little gifts theŶ, just iŶ Đase,͟ He 
announces. Oh, this will be fun, Ǉou ďet. The doĐtoƌ͛s eǇes go ǁide iŶ shoĐk, ǁhiĐh ĐoŶfiƌŵs 
that Ǉou͛ll like this Ŷeǆt paƌt ǀeƌǇ ŵuĐh. Without further ado, Master produces an elaborate 

corset, with plenty of laces. It looks really girly in its mostly purple-black colour and all those 

Đute shapes aŶd details oŶ it. But Ǉou doŶ͛t thiŶk this oŶe͛s foƌ Ǉou. 

͞Baƌďie.͟ You staŶd at atteŶtioŶ. ͞Help ouƌ fƌieŶd iŶto his Ŷeǁ attiƌe.͟ 



͞Of Đouƌse, Masteƌ!͟ Ǉou siŶg eǆĐitedlǇ, take the Đoƌset fƌoŵ hiŵ, aŶd hop oǀeƌ to the 
pƌoŶe doĐtoƌ, ǁho͛s lǇiŶg at Ǉouƌ ŵeƌĐǇ. You lift his fattǇ ďodǇ up eŶough to get the Đoƌset 
shoved under him. Would you look at that, Ǉou͛ƌe pƌettǇ stƌoŶg! Afteƌ Ǉou͛ǀe got the Đoƌset 
all aƌouŶd hiŵ, Ǉou ƌealise to Ǉouƌ disŵaǇ that it͛s laĐed at the ďaĐk, aŶd Ǉou ĐaŶ ďaƌelǇ ƌeaĐh. 
HaǀiŶg disĐoǀeƌed Ǉouƌ iŵpƌessiǀe stƌeŶgth, Ǉou uŶdo the suƌgeoŶ͛s Đuffs, flip hiŵ oǀeƌ, aŶd 
cuff him again right away. You straddle his butt to get a good position over the corset. Rubbing 

agaiŶst hiŵ doesŶ͛t do aŶǇthiŶg foƌ Ǉou, ǁeiƌd. Well, Ǉou just had suĐh a gƌeat oƌgasŵ, aŶd 
the doĐtoƌ is kiŶda Đold ǁith sǁeat, so ŵaǇďe that͛s it. 

͞You͛ƌe doiŶg gƌeat, sǁeetie,͟ it souŶds fƌoŵ ďehiŶd Ǉou, aŶd Ǉou tuƌŶ aƌouŶd to gƌiŶ 
sheepishly at Master, blushing at His compliment. Anyway, you have to get this corset done. 

You grab two of the laces and start tugging a little, and try to get it positioned right. Again, 

Masteƌ Đhiŵes iŶ fƌoŵ ďehiŶd, ͞DoŶ͛t foƌget to pull it ƌeal tight, aŶd the kŶots too. A Đoƌset͛s 
diffiĐult to get iŶto oŶ Ǉouƌ oǁŶ, ǁe ǁouldŶ͛t ǁaŶt the doĐ to Ŷeed to ƌe-lace it every day. Do 

it ŶiĐe aŶd tight aŶd he͛ll ďe aďle to just keep it oŶ to sleep with.͟ That͛s a gƌeat idea! Masteƌ 
is so creative. 

Instead of sitting on his butt, you instead stand over it. You hold the laces tight, plant 

your right foot directly on the small of his back, and pull with all your might. Under that 

pressure, the doctor cracks and starts begging for you to stop. He brought this onto himself, 

you reason. Still, you figure the laces are tight enough, his waist is already coming together 

Ƌuite ŶiĐelǇ. “o, aĐĐoƌdiŶg to Masteƌ͛s iŶstƌuĐtioŶs, Ǉou staƌt tǇiŶg the kŶots aŶd take care to 

tie theŵ ǀeƌǇ ŶeatlǇ aŶd tough, so theǇ doŶ͛t uŶdo theŵselǀes ďǇ Ŷoƌŵal ŵoǀeŵeŶt. That 
should definitely hold. Keen as your mind is, you remember Master mentioning two gifts, 

however. 

IŶdeed, ǁheŶ Ǉou͛ƌe lookiŶg ďaĐk to hiŵ he pƌeseŶts Ǉou ǁith a ǁarm smile, hinting 

that Ǉou͛ǀe doŶe Ǉouƌ joď ǁell. You ŶotiĐe he͛s leaŶiŶg oŶ a peĐuliaƌ ŵetal pole, kiŶd of like 
a walking cane, but maybe not long enough. Both ends lead into cuffs. This is an easier one, 

especially with the doctor tied down and crying like a baby. Grabbing the pole, you stand at 

the bottom edge of the table and fasten one clasp around the right leg, then move to the 

other one and shut that as well. That takes care of the doc. Master motions for you to remove 

his cuffs so that he can examine himself. He has no words, just staring blankly at the mirror. 

You think he looks kinda cute like that. Master still has something to tell him though, and He 

gets really up close. 

͞The look suits Ǉou. You ďest take Đaƌe to aǀoid aŶǇ ďluŶdeƌs fƌoŵ Ŷoǁ oŶ, oƌ it͛ll suit 
Ǉou ďetteƌ thaŶ Ǉou Đould eǀeƌ iŵagiŶe. You, of all people, kŶoǁ the eǆaĐt ƌesult.͟ Masteƌ 
giǀes Ǉou a loŶg look, aŶd the doĐ staƌes iŶ Ǉouƌ diƌeĐtioŶ too, lookiŶg Ƌuite afƌaid. ͞EǀeŶ like 
this, I would avoid proximity to dark alleys if I were you. Should you fuck things up for us again, 

ǁe͛ll let Ǉou tƌaipse oŶ Đute, tall ͚fuĐk ŵe͛ puŵps to ŵake suƌe Ŷo fƌustƌated ŵaŶ ǁould pass 
up Ǉouƌ sissǇ ass. That ŵeaŶs Ŷo ŵoƌe ͚ĐheĐkiŶg͛ ouƌ dƌoŶes, ŵuĐh less pƌiǀate toǇs. You͛ǀe 
been given two willing, obedient fuckbunnies for your loyalty, aŶd I͛ŵ suƌe theǇ͛ll still take 
Ǉou eǀeŶ ǁheŶ Ǉou͛ƌe lookiŶg like this. If not, you can always get a pair of strap-ons 

somewhere. In any regard, peƌhaps Ǉou ǁould do ǁell to leaƌŶ a lessoŶ iŶ ŵodestǇ.͟ Gee, 
Master got really upset! You better take extra good care of Him today. 



͞Alƌight. Baƌďie, it͛s tiŵe to go. We speŶt ŵoƌe tiŵe heƌe thaŶ ǁe should haǀe alƌeadǇ, 
I͛d eǆpeĐted thiŶgs to go sŵoothlǇ aŶd pƌofessioŶallǇ. You got all Ǉouƌ thiŶgs?͟ You Ŷod 
enthusiastically and hop over to Him, presenting your leash with bowed head. He takes it and 

leads you outside with a pleased expression. The two girls working the reception wish you a 

nice day as Ǉou leaǀe the ĐliŶiĐ aŶd get iŶto Masteƌ͛s Đaƌ. It looks ƌeallǇ iŵpƌessiǀe, sleek and 

sexy, just like you. Master is so tasteful. 

On the ride to—heǇ, Ǉou doŶ͛t eǀeŶ kŶoǁ ǁheƌe Ǉou͛ƌe goiŶg. It͛s Ŷot iŵpoƌtaŶt, 
Master knows best. But anyway, on the ride to wherever, you notice during all the excitement, 

Ǉou still haǀeŶ͛t doŶe Ǉour lips properly! Now that the dumb doctor has at least done 

soŵethiŶg ƌight aŶd giǀeŶ Ǉou suĐh haŶdǇ tools, Ǉou͛d ďetteƌ keep theŵ iŶ good shape. You 

take hold of the inside mirror to get a good look at them and grab your tube of lipstick. 

Applying it carefullǇ aŶd tƌǇiŶg to get used to Ǉouƌ Ŷeǁ shapelǇ ĐoĐk Ŷuzzleƌs, Ǉou͛ǀe got theŵ 
shiny, sexy pink in no time. 

͞HeǇ, ǁe Đould Đƌash heƌe, doŶ͛t just gƌaď the ŵiƌƌoƌ like that,͟ Masteƌ Đhastises Ǉou, 
but with a smile on His face. 

͞DoŶ͛t I Ŷeed to ŵake ŵǇself pƌettǇ foƌ Ǉou at all tiŵes?͟ Ǉou giǀe Hiŵ Ǉouƌ ďest doe 
eyes. 

͞That Ǉou do,͟ He ƌeplies ĐuƌtlǇ, aŶd ǁƌaps His ƌight aƌŵ aƌouŶd Ǉou. You sĐoot oǀeƌ 
a little to ƌest Ǉouƌ head oŶ his shouldeƌ foƌ the ƌeŵaiŶdeƌ of the jouƌŶeǇ, ǁhiĐh isŶ͛t too loŶg. 
After maybe twenty minutes you arrive at a large, impressive industrial looking building, or a 

hangar maybe. Both of you step out of the car and go in, where Rabbit greets you. 

͞Aaaah, I still ĐaŶ͛t get oǀeƌ the faĐt that Ǉou͛ƌe so adoƌaďle!͟ she sƋueals ǁheŶ Ǉou 
eŶteƌ. EǀeŶ if it͛s Ŷot Masteƌ ĐoŵpliŵeŶtiŶg Ǉou, Ǉou still ĐaŶ͛t aǀoid ďlushiŶg at heƌ ƌeŵaƌk. 
Like last tiŵe, she gƌeets Ǉou ǁith a ďig hug. ͞ Your sight really takes me back...Tell me though, 

ǁhat took Ǉou so loŶg? It͛s the afteƌŶooŶ alƌeadǇ, I thought Ǉou were just going to pick her 

up aŶd leaǀe.͟ 

Masteƌ seeŵs uŶhappǇ to ďe ƌeŵiŶded of the doĐtoƌ. ͞Yeah ǁell, Ǉouƌ eŵploǇee at 
the clinic got a bit liberal with boundaries. Used my property without consulting me, and 

before I even got a first look at it. Then, he even tried to subvert Barbie and have her help him 

escape when I was out for a minute. Fortunately, our little Barbie here is as dense as a 

dishǁasheƌ, aƌeŶ͛t Ǉou sǁeetie?͟ BeiŶg a dishǁasheƌ souŶds gƌoss... ďut if Masteƌ saǇs so, it͛s 
probably right, aŶd He͛s pattiŶg Ǉouƌ head agaiŶ, so hoŶestlǇ, Ǉou͛ǀe foƌgotteŶ the ƋuestioŶ 
already. 

͞AŶǇǁaǇ,͟ He ĐoŶtiŶues, ͞is eǀeƌǇthiŶg ƌeadǇ to get heƌ staƌted?͟ ‘aďďit Ŷods aŶd 
beckons you to follow her. 

͞We heaƌ Ǉou͛ƌe out of a joď, aŶd haǀe ďeeŶ foƌ soŵe tiŵe. LuĐkǇ foƌ Ǉou, ǁe͛ƌe 
seekiŶg to eǆpaŶd. That ŵeaŶs theƌe aƌe pleŶtǇ of joďs aŶd ǁe͛ǀe got just the ƌight oŶe.͟ A 
joď? But that ŵeaŶs ďeiŶg aǁaǇ fƌoŵ Masteƌ... You shoot Hiŵ a ǁistful look. ͞DoŶ͛t ǁoƌƌǇ 
your pretty little head, your Master wants you to take this joď. He kŶoǁs it͛s peƌfeĐt foƌ Ǉou, 



aŶd Ǉou͛ll leaƌŶ a lot that he͛ll pƌofit fƌoŵ too. Noǁ, do Ǉou ǁaŶt to heaƌ ŵe out?͟ Well, if 
Masteƌ saǇs it͛s okaǇ... 

“o she goes oŶ foƌ a loŶg tiŵe aďout ǁhat Ǉou͛ll haǀe to do, aŶd ǁhat Ǉou aƌeŶ͛t 
allowed to do. It͛s ƌeallǇ ďoƌiŶg aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe oŶlǇ half-listening anyway. She says that you could 

staƌt as eaƌlǇ as this eǀeŶiŶg. It ǁouldŶ͛t ďe a loŶg ǁoƌkdaǇ, ďut Ǉou͛d get siti— sichu— used 

to the job and stuff. When she finally finishes that huuuuuuge speech, you just agree to the 

terms and accept the job. 

͞FaŶtastiĐ! OŶe little thiŶg ďefoƌe ǁe get Ǉou iŶside, ideŶtifiĐatioŶ. “oƌƌǇ, this͛ll huƌt a 
little, ďut oŶlǇ foƌ a seĐoŶd, I pƌoŵise. Just lift up Ǉouƌ haiƌ aŶd faĐe that ǁall, please.͟ ‘aďďit 
gestures towards an inconspicuous wall next to you, so you just follow her instructions. 

Shortly thereafter, you hear electronic whirring and a painful burning in the back of your neck, 

which ceases after a split second, just like Rabbit said. 

͞Oǁie,͟ Ǉou pƌotest ŵeeklǇ, aŶd pull out your pocket mirror in conjunction with one 

hanging on another wall to check what happened to the back of your neck. AĐtuallǇ, it͛s a 
little loǁeƌ, alŵost ďetǁeeŶ Ǉouƌ shouldeƌ ďlades. But Ŷo ŵatteƌ ǁheƌe it͛s plaĐed, theǇ 
printed a barcode on you! How rude! 

͞“oƌƌǇ aďout that. But look, just let Ǉouƌ haiƌ doǁŶ aŶd ŶoďodǇ sees. NoďodǇ͛s goiŶg 
to ŶotiĐe aŶd ǁe͛ll haǀe aŶ easieƌ tiŵe telliŶg Ǉou apaƌt fƌoŵ the otheƌs. We͛ƌe a ďig ĐoŵpaŶǇ 
aŶd ǁe ǁouldŶ͛t ǁaŶt Ǉouƌ ǁoƌk to go uŶĐƌedited,͟ ‘aďďit eǆplaiŶs. You suppose that makes 

sense. She then takes you by your leash and leads you beyond the little room that you were 

standing in.  

Before you spreads a gigantic hall, like one that would have all kinds of industrial 

ŵaĐhiŶes, ďut Ŷoǁ it͛s just filled ǁith seemingly endless rows of girls, strapped into chairs, 

with VR helmets on. Most of them are wearing clothes similar to yours. Actually, they all look 

a lot like Ǉou iŶ geŶeƌal. TheǇ͛ƌe so seǆǇ... ǁhile Ǉou͛ƌe passiŶg oŶe, Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t ƌesist pƌoddiŶg 
her huge titties. TheǇ ďaƌelǇ push iŶ, these aƌe eǀeŶ fakeƌ thaŶ Ǉouƌs! ͞ What a slut,͟ Ǉou thiŶk 
to yourself and break out into a set of giggles. 

Not faƌ iŶto the hall aŶd Ǉou stop iŶ fƌoŶt of oŶe eŵptǇ Đhaiƌ. ͞You͛ǀe ďeeŶ giǀeŶ all 
your instructions, so hop in and eŶjoǇ the ƌide, Baƌďie.͟ “he͛s Ǉouƌ ďoss Ŷoǁ, so Ǉou ďetteƌ 
do what she asked. You sit down on the chair and the helmet is lowered onto your head, 

transporting you into the virtual world of The Construct. 

Indeed, you find yourself in familiar territory; under the overpass, right at the entrance 

of The Toǁeƌ, tǁo giƌls alƌeadǇ ǁaitiŶg foƌ Ǉou. ͞ Look, the Ŷeǁ giƌl͛s fiŶallǇ heƌe,͟ oŶe of theŵ 
gƌeets Ǉou. TheǇ͛ƌe ďoth ǀeƌǇ pleasaŶt as it tuƌŶs out, aŶd look aǁfullǇ faŵiliaƌ. TheǇ giǀe Ǉou 
a much shorter introduĐtioŶ, foƌ ǁhiĐh Ǉou͛ƌe gƌateful, aŶd the oŶe that͛s gƌeeted Ǉou haŶds 
Ǉou a paiƌ of paŶties. HeǇ, these aƌe the saŵe Ǉou͛ƌe ǁeaƌiŶg! That͛s Ŷot all, she thƌoǁs Ǉou 
a skirt too, again, just like yours, with exactly the same hole over the butt. 

͞You͛ǀe Đome just at the right time. Target should be here any minute now. You know 

ǁheƌe Ǉou͛ll ďe, I͛ll keep hiŵ doǁŶ aŶd ŵǇ daƌliŶg assistaŶt ǁill take Đaƌe of the stoĐkiŶgs.͟ 
“he looks oǀeƌ to the otheƌ giƌl, ǁho ǁaǀes a paiƌ of fishŶet stoĐkiŶgs at Ǉou. ͞Heƌe he comes, 



get ƌeadǇ.͟ AŶd so Ǉou do. It takes little effoƌt foƌ the talkiŶg giƌl to take hiŵ doǁŶ. The guǇ 
looks pitiful, he͛s pƌoŶe ďefoƌe he Đould eǀeŶ opeŶ his ŵouth to saǇ just oŶe ǁoƌd. His shiƌt 
has already been torn off, jeez, that girl is strong! Noǁ she͛s just sittiŶg oŶ his Đhest, holdiŶg 
him down as she said she would, and waiting for you two.  

You jump out of your thoughts and get in on the action, together with the quiet girl 

taking off his pants and throwing them away, same as any other clothing you can find down 

theƌe. OŶĐe he͛s Ŷaked, Ǉou͛ƌe ŵet ǁith a paiƌ of ĐoŵpletelǇ haiƌless, sŵooth legs, ǁhiĐh 
ŵake it easieƌ to ƌoll the paŶties up. The skiƌt is a little tougheƌ. Oof, this thiŶg is tight! He͛ll 
have trouble walking in this one, you can tell that much. But eventually that is taken care of 

too, and your friend only has to pull on the stockings and fasten them for your job to be done. 

Well, almost done. The stƌoŶg giƌl staŶds up, ďut ĐleaƌlǇ isŶ͛t lettiŶg the guǇ leaǀe just 
yet. Instead, she moves to where the two of you are sitting and asks you to make room. You 

both do, and she reveals her penis, both to the guy and you two staring. The other girl clearly 

kŶoǁs ǁhat͛s happeŶiŶg aŶd ŵoǀes up to the pooƌ ŵaŶ͛s ŵouth to haǀe soŵe fuŶ heƌself. 
Further down, the strong girl has already started on her fun, having lubed up her cock and his 

ass ǁhile Ǉou ǁeƌe staƌiŶg iŶ disďelief. The ŵaŶ͛s pƌettǇ loud, ďut Ǉou doŶ͛t thiŶk he͛s haǀiŶg 
fun. 

Since it seems to be the rule, you suppose you should also have fun with him. Your 

pussǇ hasŶ͛t seeŶ ŵuĐh use Ǉet, so Ǉou sit doǁŶ Ŷeǆt to his ƌight haŶd aŶd use his fiŶgeƌs like 
Ǉouƌ peƌsoŶal dildo. It feels Ƌuite ŶiĐe, ďut it doesŶ͛t eǀeŶ Đoŵpaƌe to ǁheŶ Masteƌ does it. 
The strong girl is finished pretty quickly, and force feeds the guy a huge torrent of her jizz. His 

fingering ceases at that moment, to which you react bored and frustrated, not even having 

climaxed.  

The ƌest of Ǉouƌ ǁoƌkdaǇ isŶ͛t ǀeƌǇ diffeƌeŶt; a flood of ǇouŶg ŵeŶ ĐoŵiŶg iŶ, ŵost of 
them not exactly knock-outs, gettiŶg soŵe tƌeatŵeŶt oƌ aŶotheƌ. “oŵetiŵes Ǉou͛ƌe ƌeƋuiƌed, 
sometimes you can just watch and enjoy the show. Their reactions are really funny, especially 

the ones that are in this for the first time. They always look so surprised, and are just stunned 

for minutes before eventually leaving VR altogether. As time goes on, you work yourself into 

a real routine, all your movements becoming perfectly timed and practiced. Clients are being 

served much faster at the end of your shift, which comes sooner than you expected. Then 

agaiŶ, Ǉou ǁeƌe told that Ǉou Đaŵe ƌatheƌ late, so toŵoƌƌoǁ͛s pƌoďaďlǇ goiŶg to take tǁiĐe 
as loŶg at least, if Ǉou shoǁ up oŶ tiŵe. AŶǇǁaǇ, Ǉou doŶ͛t ǁaŶt to ǁaste aŶǇ tiŵe. Getting 

off work means getting back to Master! 

You exit The Construct and take off your helmet to get back home. To your surprise, 

Ǉou͛ƌe gettiŶg a Đaď aŶd eǀeƌǇthiŶg! WoƌkiŶg heƌe is goŶŶa ďe gƌeat, Ǉou ĐaŶ tell. IŶ a flash, 
Ǉou͛ƌe ďaĐk hoŵe aŶd gƌeet Ǉouƌ Masteƌ deŵuƌelǇ, oŶlǇ suďtlǇ hiŶtiŶg at hoǁ much you 

ŵissed Hiŵ. CleaƌlǇ, He͛s glad to see Ǉou too, giǀiŶg Ǉou a ǁaƌŵ peĐk oŶ the foƌehead. 
Apparently, the day has taken quite a lot out of Him, he already looks about ready for bed. 

Youƌ life is aligŶed ďǇ Ǉouƌ Masteƌ͛s, so Ǉou ƋuiĐklǇ get Ǉouƌself ƌeadǇ as ǁell. It doesŶ͛t 
take you all that long, you just pop out of your heels, tip-toe into the bathroom to remove 

your make-up aŶd off to ďed Ǉou aƌe; the tuďe top aŶd skiƌt feel so good, theǇ doŶ͛t distuƌď 



your sleep, they probably even help! You traipse over to a tired Master, giving Him a little 

show on your way there, and come to rest on his chest. 

He͛s ƌeallǇ eǆhausted, Ǉou ĐaŶ tell. You ǁould ďe too, afteƌ all he had to take Đaƌe of 
todaǇ. KeepiŶg Masteƌ happǇ is Ǉouƌ joď, so, ǁhile He͛s still aǁake, you play with His cock 

affectionately, and give him a slow, relaxing blowjob. It takes a long time to get him off, and 

ǁheŶ He does, Ǉou͛ƌe ďoth alƌeadǇ pƌettǇ ŵuĐh asleep. 

Having your mouth filled with His cum and His dick still stuck in your mouth doesŶ͛t 
help your sleep however. The warmth is waking you up some time in the middle of the night. 

Feeling His seed is making you a little hungry too. You swallow what little is still in your mouth 

aŶd Ŷot pooliŶg aƌouŶd Masteƌ͛s hips, aŶd take a look at His faĐe. No douďt, He͛s sleepiŶg 
tight. His ĐoĐk͛s still stuĐk iŶ Ǉouƌ ŵouth, aŶd Ƌuite eƌeĐt, so Ǉou figuƌe if Ǉou do it ƌight, Ǉou 
can get what you crave without waking Him up. 

So you do your best. Like the last one, you work slowly and cautiously, but pull out 

eǀeƌǇ stop at the saŵe tiŵe. Youƌ toŶgue͛s sǁiƌliŶg aƌouŶd His ŵeat, Ǉouƌ fiŶgeƌs geŶtlǇ 
prodding His balls, your lips just ƌuďďiŶg aloŶg the shaft ǁith theiƌ Ŷatuƌal pƌessuƌe. It͛s haƌd, 
iŶteŶse ǁoƌk, ďut eǀeŶtuallǇ, the sĐƌotuŵ Ǉou͛ƌe ŵassagiŶg is tightening up in your hand, and 

Ǉou͛ƌe ƌeǁaƌded ǁith a load of fƌeshlǇ sƋueezed seŵeŶ. He didŶ͛t ǁake up! You sǁalloǁ aŶd 
giggle silently, your plan totally worked! Your stomach warms, heavenly sensations spreading 

into the very tip of your fingers. Even now His cock is stuck in your mouth, and yet you fall 

asleep with the help of His warmth. You love your Master.  

THE END 


