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In Pink

By popular demand, we now offer all of our clients the
service that until now has only been offered to our
‘Gold’” clients.

If you have a special partner that could benefit from
our training and education as well as the wvarious
modifications that we offer, then we would be delighted
to make your vacation dreams come true. From the
introduction of your chosen partner to our regime, to
the aftercare and accommodation, we will supply it all
seamlessly as a complete service.

Our staff are at your service to create the perfect pet
or plaything for your amusement, just ask them what the
options are, and you will Dbe amazed at the endless
possibilities. Why just rely on our imagination to make
your fantasy reality when you could be the one to decide
on every facet of your pleasure and gratification?

The costs are high, but then so are the rewards!

Domains Brochure
July 2035
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Mistress Ellyn Underwood languished on the chaise-lounge, her hand
smoothing her stockings with a languorous, sensuous motion. The
nylon under her fingertips smooth, the naked skin of her thighs tingling
as fingertips passed from nylon to skin.

Standing by her side was the sissy that came with the small villa in her
vacation heaven. Primped in pink flounces with that cute little cock in
its cage dangling between the maid’s thighs.

She sighed in contentment, this was what she was born for, the life
that she relished with a shortness of breath and a rising sense of
excitement. A glass in one hand, the other sliding between the
slickness of her thighs. She looked up at the girly maid standing fo
aftention and the thrill of it all almost overwhelmed her. Smooth baby-



like skin where the white stockings ended just above the knees, those
cute pink stilettos and the emotionless gaze into the distance as eyes
fluttered under long lashes.

All hers, to do with whatever she could imagine. All hers, a slut that
would please her at the crook of a finger or the touch at her control
bracelet.

Her hand reached to between the soft legs of the mannikin that
served and touched the steel where it ringed those little balls. A slight
click, and the metal fell into her hands, heavy and still warm with the
body heat of the slave. Ellyn allowed it to drop to the floor and stoked
the freed cock with a fingernail. The response was gratifying, a slow
tumescence, a hardening and swelling as she teased and enjoyed
her victim's struggle to stay still as she played. Fingers cupped the balls
and then slid between thighs to tap on the jewel that plugged her
perfect sissy.

“I think that there could be a little reward for you, my dear,” she said
in a slow tone. “Would you like thate”

An almost imperceptible nod of the head, so slight that she almost
imagined it as her nails slid the length of the now rigid organ to the tip
where a ring had been embedded in the bulging tip.

There was no answer, how could there be?

The maid made a small noise in her throat, almost a whine and
Mistress Ellyn smiled in the intimacy of the moment. Anything was
possible at her whim. That long cock could push into her, it could
come at a touch of the bracelet, it could wait forever whilst she
pleasured herself or perhaps, she could have it or those cute smooth
balls removed with a single word. Anything was possible, she had paid
forit...

“I think that you are going to be rewarded for the last week’s service,”
she whispered. “How long since you last..2”

The maid could not speak, but she signalled by parting her fingers.
Three fingers held up...



Three weeks, three months or three years?
Who knew how long since she had been permitted to spill her slime?
Mistress Ellyn chuckled.

Who cared how long?¢ All that counted was the complete obedience
of the slut at her beck and call.

“Mmm, perhaps or perhaps note”

That was the beauty of the Pink Domain. Everything was possible as
long as a mistress allowed it to be. Her palm closed on the cock and
swept up and down a few times in a imitation of intimacy. The poor
little mannequin could only come when she permitted it with a touch
of the bracelet.

Complete control bought and paid for.

Another slight moan and she slapped the cock, making it sway from
side to side. The skin on the maid’s balls crawled and smoothed as she
dipped a finger into herself and felt an almost electric compulsion to
bring herself to a peak.

A touch here, a touch there.
A stroke here and a flick of the finger there.

The mistress held herself back, there was a correct moment that she
had planned, and it had not arrived yet.

“In a moment you will discover how generous | can be if you are
obedient,” she said as her soaking fingers came to rest on her milky
thighs. “I have someone that | want you to meet...”

Mistress Ellyn relaxed and enjoyed the sight of her delicious body on
the soft velvet of the sofa. The unblemished red heels that rested, the
long nylon clad legs that stretched from her naked ass. The silk corset
that pulled in her waist and her round breasts, white tipped in baby
pink nipples. Almost naked, almost dressed, almost ready, prolonging
the excitement of a moment that could only happen once.



The door opened.

Another maid in attendance who led the man that had been her
husband on a leash. Had been her husband? Was still her husband!
The distinction was difficult to discern. Now he was her bitch to play
with, a role that he had been prepared for. This was the moment of
her triumph, as the senior maid led in the crawling husband and
proffered Mistress Ellyn the leash.

“What a pretty little whore,” she said as she wrapped the leash
around her wrist. “We make such a matching couple now...”

He was dressed as her, or was she dressed as him? From the red
stilettos to the basque that pulled in his waist, from the short bob of
black hair to the make-up that adorned that face. Only the tears
running down cheeks showed the difference in status, even the
smooth breasts were the twins of hers.

“That will be all,” she said to the senior maid.

A low curtsey, a few steps on her ballet heels and the door closed to
leave the three of them alone in the room.

“Kneel..."”

The man that had been (or was) her husband obediently kneeled and
Mistress Ellyn cooed to see that her every demand had been met. The
breasts were perfect, the skin pale and smooth like her own. Long
nails adorned fingertips, manicured in red to match the shoes. But, she
could not help her eyes being drawn to between the sissy’s thighs.

Where once low hanging balls had hung, now there was nothing to
be seen. Merely smooth skin that made a soft bulge where the vast
cock hung, displaying its glory, a vast pleasure-toy that was ready for
her use.

“You are almost as sexy as me,” she breathed to herself. “l will have to
congratulate the Domains on their efforts...”

A single tear tracked and then hung from the sissy's chin.



“Don’t you like my little fantasy2” she asked softly.

The lips tried to smile, fried to please her, and then there was a small
nod.

“You never were much of a husband dear,” she said. “Now you can
become the perfect wife. A slut that concentrates on my amusement
and gratification and entertains me whenever | feel like it!”

Mistress Ellyn found herself almost holding her breath as her whimsy
became reality. What a delightful caprice, to fuck herself. To have a
slave that was a mirror of her own splendour! Her hand reached and
stroked the cock that hung and enjoyed its response. From being a
flaccid cylinder of weak male flesh, it took on a new aspect that was
almost magnificent. Hardening to her touch, lifting in rigidity with each
touch of her fingers. Straining to arise and stand pointing at her with
an eager craving. Now she could feel all of the studs that bulged
beneath the silkky skin, the bumps and swellings that promised such
intimate fucks as she played. She cooed at the feel of it and slid her
hand to where once those balls had hung.

Silky smoothness.

Sensitive flesh that led to the valley of an ass that begged to be
fucked.

“Of course you will fuck me,” she chuckled. “Show me what you have
learned in fraining... But first,” she continued. “There is something that |
have longed to seel”

Her hand lifted from the stiffness below to the soft wet cheeks.

“Don’t cry, darling, you will spoil my little game.”

Her nail fraced the course of that tear to eyes and then she patted
the head of her slave as an indulgent smile creased her lips.

“I foolishly promised my maid that she could come for the first fime in
ages,” said Mistress Ellyn. "And | have to keep a promise like that!”



Fingers dropped to closed lips and tapped them.
“Open wide, darling, open wide for me...”
Another tear coursed down and Mistress Ellyn tutted.

“It would be a shame if our new-found relationship caused me to
have to punish you,"” she said.

Lips parted a little and she smiled.
“Nice and wide and let me see...”

Trembling, unwilling but enforced by training and conditioning, the lips
opened wide to allow the wife to admire the tongue that she had
decided would be suitable for her husband. A discrete row of studs
that ran from tip into the darkness, the entrance surrounded by plump
lips that invited violation and a small metal frigger deep to one side.

Mistress Ellyn popped her finger inside and pressed to be rewarded by
a click that would ensure that the opening remained wide. So much
better than a gag or some elaborate device, a simple mechanism
that ensured the opening was fully usable.

“There, that's better,” she said as her hand moved and wandered to
stroke her breasts. “Now that we have such an agreeable sissy pussy,
we need something to fill if...”

There was a short pause as if Mistress Ellyn was considering her options.
“Of coursel”

She clapped her hands in delight as if an idea had just come to her.
“Let’s see if it works like it should?2”

She looked up at the maid that had stood still for the whole of the
one-sided conversation and could see that she was breathing heavily
in anficipation. Her long cock stood like a pole, waggling in

eagerness, the callouses of the restraint at the base, the tip bulging
with purple smoothness.



A single drip hung from the tip, fell stretching a skein of liquid precum
as her hand stroked it. Mistress Ellyn turned back to her new slave and
smiled.

“Is this what you wantg”
A slight nod.

“Oh, oh, that's so good that we have both had the same ideaq, you
look just like me and now you even think like mel”

She waited, but the tableau held.
“Come along, darling, make the nice maid come for me..."”

The face that looked like hers turned, the open mouth inches from the
dripping cock. Eyes turned to hers under their heavy lashes and then
to the cock that awaited attention.

“My cute little maid might look like a sissy slut,” said Mistress Ellyn as she
looked at the small balls that dangled, “but she is more of a man than
you, than you ever will be... ever was...”

Lips and cock.

The flicker of a studded tongue and then the former husband slid over
the cock as though his mouth was made to please it. For a moment, a
studded tongue that lapped as the face closed on silk-skinned groin
and then a slow cadence to milk the cock that had not spilled for
three years.

“Good girl,” said the wife as she enjoyed the moment. “You are such
a hungry slut, you can suck all of the maids dry if you are a good little

girll”
Movement and stasis.

The maid could not come until she decided, the husband moving
rhythmically, breasts surging at every swallow, throat bulging as cock
filled it. Mistress Ellyn stroked herself and gasped as she peaked, the



fat cock deep inside her slave, the maid’s breasts heaving with the
effort to come.

“Well done, girls, a most enjoyable little fuck,” she said.

The maid pulled free, her long wet cock poised at the opening as if
awaiting further orders, but Mistress Ellyn simply touched the bracelet
delicately and laughed as it spilled in a fountain into the open mouth
that begged to be filled. Her hand moved to place a fingertip under
the chin of her bitch and the head lifted to allow the slime to be
swallowed.

“Oh my God,” she exclaimed. “l really hope that you are as good at
pleasing my ass as you are at sucking off cock!”

As she spoke, Mistress Ellyn leaned back on the long sofa and slide her
heels to touch her thighs. Displayed, was the ivory skin of her ass,
parted wide with the streaming cunt poised under her finger tips.

“Now you can show me what that tongue is for,” she gasped.



Langley - USA

..1n Korea. The implanted chip is a five-nanometre fab
that broadcasts a 13.56 MHz frequency modulated signal.
The power 1is taken directly from body chemistry and is
estimated to be in the range of 10mA to 12mA with a
potential range of ten metres at a 100kB output.
Interpreted and unencrypted signals monitor a wide
variety of bodily functions. Systolic and non-systolic
heart function, nerve activity as well as variable like
blood fluidity are all accessible. Encrypted signals
include the identification of person and linked
accounts. There 1s no concrete evidence for non-passive
intervention by the chip, but the capacitance capability
suggests that this could be a possibility. Attempts to
reverse engineer have so far been unsuccessful, the
extremely small size of the circuits being the main
obstacle as well as the programmable options that seem
to be available, but not yet coded...

...Extreme caution must be taken in this matter as the
involvement of various political figures is linked to
the manufacture of these chips. Design comes from the
designers 1in a corporation Dbased in Brazil, die-
photolithography in the U.S. by a company owned by Sen
Barrington Rossi and the final stamping in Korea by a
number of local companies...

Extract from D.A.R.P.A brief - Jul 2035
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“The assignment is expected to last around one to two years!”
“Ma’am, is that all you're giving me to go on, to make the decision¢”

“That’s it, that's your lot, Jimmy. If you undertake it, then comes the
rest of the information.”

“Must be pretty high up the scale...”



“I'd say, this one is important. In fact, possibly more than merely
important, crucial might be a better word. The risks are high. Personal
and for us; so, what do you saye”

“It would be an honour,” said Jimmy to his boss. “As for the risk, I'd
dare say that | have seen worse!”

“Sign here and here..."”

A slate slid over the desk and he signed the release document with a
small flourish. It disappeared and the interviewer sat back in her seat
and steepled her fingers.

“Missing persons!”

“Sirg Are we doing the job of the local Sheriffs nowe” he smiled.

A short laugh to acknowledge the joke and then a serious frown.

“If we were talking about one or two civilians going missing, then you
would be right. In this case, we are talking tens of people. All walks of
life, from whores to secretaries, men and women, a couple of wealthy
individuals as well as one or two in Federal posts.”

“Ransomze”

“Nothing, Jimmy! Just a pattern that is emerging from the general
noise of abductions and missing persons. If we are right, there is an
organisation behind all this, and it's big! Let’'s just say that it is so big
that we have to keep it from the normal law-enforcement channels.”
“Commonalities?”

“Some, but | think that the best idea is that you prepare for the
briefing by going through the files yourself first. Maybe you'll see
something that we missed in the analysis..."

“So, what you need is, for me to join the missing2”

“That’s right! Somehow, we need to get you in as a victim and then
trace it back to the people who are involved.”



“It all sounds rather vague...”

“And that's why we chose youl Some one that can get the
evidence... You get a new identity, re-chipped and covered by a
solid history. Then you place yourself and we follow every move.”
James Bush shrugged. This was how it always started, officialdom
deciding that the agents were kept in the dark, then would come the
revelation and the readlisation that it was all far worse than he had
ever imagined.

“This could take years...”

“I've nothing else to do, Ma'am!”

“Good. The files are accessible on your station. You have a week to
look them through and then we'll meet up again with the committee
and decide strategy...”

Jimmy nodded as if this was a normal assignment, but he could feel a
cold sweat on the nape of his neck. If the lowly agent was taking part
in the strategy decisions, this had to be because there was a total
lack of ideas...

“You have been assigned a safe apartment...”

More and more, thought James. Not even dllowed to leave the
headquarters buildings! He made as if to stand.

“One more thing..."”

“Ma’ame”

“You have been assigned a partner for this one.”
“A partnerg”

“That’s right, you'll meet up with her tomorrow when we bring her in.
When you look at the files you'll realise why! We don’t need you as a



couple, but she will be the key to the door, so keep her sweet and
don't let her in on the details...”

“A civilian, Sire”
“A lawyer..."”

“Jeez! Lowest of the fucking low!”

koK kkok

Gilian’s car stopped at the gate as the system read the chip
embedded in her. The light that changed to green had no
significance; it was not as though she was controling the vehicle
anyway. The barrier lifted, another meaningless symbol for the people
that entered Langley through the front enfrance. The car slid forward,
and she watched the approaching buildings with unease. Here she
was, the lawyer that was a thorn in the side of government, the rights-
crusader that was hindered at every turn, the media maven who
stood against the tide of manipulation. Now in cahoots with the state
that she fought at every furn!

She wondered which of her causes or cases was responsible for this
turn of events and her hand went to her belly where a small silicon blip
labelled her and followed her every movement. Inescapablel
Impossible to get medical insurance without it. Impossible to use a
bank without it. Impossible to gain entry to secure areas like the courts
and offices of the government without itl She wondered how many
Americans were chipped now and readlised that the question was
meaningless. There were millions who were chipped, the others who
were not would all succumb in the end. Parents had their new-borns
added to the roster, universities demanded it for entry, even just
getting a ride or paying the rent required that small lump of silicon to
be implanted.

The ride pulled up in an assigned spot and two men in suits were there
to greet her. They acknowledged her presence with a nod and one of
them did that thing that was a replacement for greeting and
meeting. He flicked a reader as if to assure himself that the gate
control had not made a mistake and then gestured for her to follow.



Not a word spoken!
What was the point?
They knew it all!

Gilian calmed her breathing and followed. Into the vast lobby, over
the floor embellished with the symbols of an organisation that had
long since surpassed its mission to protect and serve. Service was how
obedience and protection was a stifling blanket of control; at least
that was the way that Gillian saw it all. Others argued that crime was
now a thing of the past, that there was no escape from the law, that
all were equal in the databases that followed and tracked the citizens
of this democracy.

A long corridor, seldom passing others, guided into an office and
offered a coffee before taking her place at the desk. The woman
behind the desk smiled, raised from her seat and leaned to offer a
hand.

“It's all a bit cold and colourless in this place,” she acknowledged by
way of infroduction. “I'm Janice Long, one of the operations directors
in the field.”

“You know who | am,” said Gillian with a wry smile. “In fact, probably
better than | do in this surveillance state...”

Janice showed no irritation at the jab and smiled.

“That's frue,” she said. “Very frue... but, we are not here to discuss the
morals and laws, systems and rights and wrongs.”

“SO?”

“Cut to the chase, Miss Kleing Good! | have little tfime for pleasantries.
We have called you into discuss a worrisome problem... Your
problem, actually!”

Gillian raised an eyebrow and wondered who was watching the
interview. A discrete cameraq, clearly noted, a threatening presence in
the room.



“And this problem is¢”
Janice sat back and tapped her desk.
“Arisk that we have identified!”

“The only risks that | have to cope with are those presented by this
federal government,” said Gillian. “Just look at this place. The endless
surveillance that breaks most of the constitutional rights of citizens. The
gathering of ‘evidence' in illegal and secretive ways. Without
warrants, without due diligence and oversight, without respect for
privacy... the constitution.”

“Yes, yes, all of that! You fight the good fight, stand up for the
oppressed and battle with authority! If | disagree with your point of
view, it is of no matter, if | believe in the greater good, that is my
concern, all | know is that we are dllies... temporarily. What you are
here to discuss is the risks that you are taking...”

“My risks are my affairl”

“As you like, Gillian, if | may address you by your Christian name? We
may not agree about your views, but we do actually have your best
interests at heart. You are here because we believe that you are at
risk from a deep criminal conspiracy that places you in considerable
danger. In partficular, the case that you are pursuing in Boston... Kevin
Underwood?¢”

Gillian nodded.

A minor case that she had taken on over a year ago. Kevin
Underwood, a fellow attorney, abducted two years before, a woman
who had disappeared just a day into a trial that had promised to be a
sensafion in Boston. With him and the evidence missing, there had
been no case to answer and Gillian had taken on the case to trace
the path of the investments and laundering to little avail. The case
had stood still for a year now and was just a folder that she had not
cleared because something stank, something niggled her sense of
right and wrong.

“It's not moving is ite” asked Janice. “The trail stopped at the wifeg”



Gillian nodded.

Somehow, the wife had been involved, but the connections were all
so vague and slippery. Ellyn, the wife... Then there had been that stud
of a lover of hers, the vague associations with some South American
outfit that seemingly left no trace and her connections with two
senators that hinted at misuse of federal databases that she longed to
expose.

“You got as far as you ever willg”

“Probably,” admitted Gillian with a shrug. “Misuse of information,
illegal access to files, probable money laundering and some
connections south of Panama. A typical case of political misuse of
private information...”

Her hand tapped her belly and she pulled a wry smile.

“It happens all the time, it always did, and it always will,” said Janice.

"

“Yes, but there was never so much information on offer...
Gillian.

replied

“We have a lead for you to follow up!”

The offer caused Gillian to start. Was this really happening? That the
reason that she was here was to be given information?e

“So, what's the deal2”

“There’s no deal on offer,” said Janice. “We are offering you a
choice, it's as simple as that!”

As she spoke, she pushed a piece of paper over the desk to Gillian’s
waiting hand.

“Papere”



“Better this way. Best not to have this sort of thing on some database
that could be compromised! You can follow this up or not as you
decide, but there is a condition...”

“I thought that you said, ‘no deal’,” said Gillian as she scanned the
lists of names on the sheet.

“No, you misunderstand, Gillian. You can take it or leave it. What we
are offering is some protection if you decide to follow this one
through! As you like.”

“What sort of protection?g”

“Someone to look after you and make sure that you are safe. A body-
guard assigned solely to ensure your safety! Take it or leave it, it's up
to you. We are making enquiries about this whole affair, but we need
someone to chase it up and keep the pressure on.”

“A patsye”

“Not at all, but it helps if the wasp’s nest is poked with a stick. It will
expose the players in this game. There's a quid-pro-quo. If we use you
as a smoke screen, then we offer some protection.”

“And, if | don't take it ong”

“Then you don’t!l”

There was a pregnant silence. On the small monitor tucked in the
desk, Janice could see the signs that Gilian was wrestling with the
idea. But, would she go for ite Did that increase in heart rate and
systolic pressure indicate fear or fearless intention?

“But, | have to take this man of yourse”

“Who said that it's a mang”

Gillian shrugged.



“Actually, it is, Miss Pierce! One of the best that we have. You won't
even notice his presence by your side. He will watch every move and
leave you to pursue your case to expose those in that list...”

“How do | know that this is not some political game?g”

“You don’t, Gillian. You don’'tl Just believe me when | say that we
actually both want the same thing here! We want to find Kevin
Underwood, if he is still alive. Indict those on that list and place the
results in your hand. We both benefit and afterwards we can argue
the morals of the modern state until the cows come home!”

“I'll let you know..”

“I need to know now..."

Gilian scanned the list, noting a few well-known names and a few
that had never come into her view. Clearly this was a difficult one.

“I'll take it..."

“Good, thought that you would. You will meet your bodyguard and
saviour shortly. Now, | will need that paper back...”

“I'll keep it,” said Gillian.

Janice shrugged.

“As you like..."”

Gillian folded the paper and stuck it into her jeans’ pocket. It seemed
to Gillian that Janice was not bothered, and she waited in vain for an
insistent demand. The door to the room opened on cue and a man

walked in.

“This is Jimmy,” said Janice with a smile as Gillian and the young man
shook hands.

“You don't look like a bodyguard,” said Gillian.



“And, you don't look like a crusading lawyer,” he smiled. “Actually, |
don’'t work for the agency,” he replied. “I've been hired by them to
keep an eye on you and keep you safe... With any luck, you won't
even notice that I'm there!”

“Oh, so you're not in reality a CIA agente”
Jimmy shook his head.

“He's the best, so you need have no worries. Just follow up on the
case and ignore him if you spot him from the corner of your eye,” said
Janice. “l wanted you to meet him, so that you know who the good
guys arel”

Jimmy shrugged and smiled.
“I'll be close by..."

They chatted for a minute or two and Gillian found herself dismissed.
There was a pit in her stomach. If the agency felt that she would need
protection, then there was probably more to this than seemed on the
surface, she thought as she was led back to her ride. Another thing to
get to the bottom of!l Her anxieties diminished as she left Langley and
she realised that this was a case that would prove interesting.

Deep in the bowels of the Agency, Janice and Jimmy laid out their
plans.

“You know that | hate to operate under my own name,” he said as
soon as the lawyer had left the room.

“Makes no difference, James,"” said Janice with a small smile. “Your
job is not to be abducted with her, but to get a line on them when
they make their move.”

“You don’t want me to stop them?e”

“Counterproductive,” chuckled Janice. “You are entirely passive until
we know the details, then we will find a way to insert you..."”



Jimmy shrugged. The last few missions had proved that they knew
what they were doing, this would be no different.

“And, the duration?”

“Probably a few months and no more... maybe!”
“It's just that | had planned a vacation in October.”
“Book it up! By then it'll all be over.”

“I'll start the prep then.”

“Keep me posted!”



Courting Danger

Investigations by the N10 department of the FBI have
been ongoing for five vyears, covering the possible
penetration of crime syndicates of the higher levels of
State and Federal judiciary. At this point, there is no
need for alarm and few signs that there 1s any
penetration of elected and unelected magistrates or law
enforcement organisations. This view 1s based on
statistical, investigatory and other means. We suggest
that the investigation not be terminated, but rather
that 1t be reduced to a ‘watching’ passive level that
would trigger a renewed 1nvestigation should the
evidence before the Senate Committee warrant its
renewal.

Extract from the Senate Committee on Organised crime.
Jan 2036
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The judge ran through the fickets in short order. Delays to gather
evidence, renewals of bail, sentencing hearings to be put on the
calendar and other such small business. Lawyers in the public seats
with clients, prosecutors chatted quietly at the back while Judge
Jessica Harriman sat and ruled on each case with a peremptory tap
of the gavel at each decision.

Seated on the rearmost row of seats, Jimmy watched his client
nervously flicking through the papers in a thin briefcase and referring
to her phone as each case was settled. In suit and tie, he felt
uncomfortable and ran his finger around his collar. The woman on the
bench was rather senior for this duty and the court room had a close
pensive atmosphere as the defence lawyers argued their cases by
the bench. Jimmy found himself almost losing interest but managed to
focus on the female judge who ruled with a rod of iron. Dismissing
some with a snort of contempt, others listened to carefully and
warrants examined.

It seemed that Gillian had managed to sort her briefs at last and she
composed herself and waited for her moment. Just a few seats away,
two smartly dressed women who were representing the Boston Bank



of Credit and Commerce watched her like a hawk. They were the
opposition, decided Jimmy. Young, dressed starkly to impress, they
waited and watched.

It had taken three months to get this far, a request for banking
information on Mrs Ellyn Underwood with an accompanying warrant.
Just the tip of the iceberg, it could be another couple of months
before they made their move.

“Case AGD4543-Y,” announced the court official as the previous
petitioners retreated from the bench. “Request by Klein for
documentation of her client’s financials from the BBCC, warrant
signed by Judge Last. Opposing and arguing continuance, the
representatives of the Boston Bank of Credit and Commerce.”
“Approach the bench, please,”
crook of her finger.

announced Judge Harriman with @

Jimmy watched as Gillian and the two other lawyers approached the
bench and focussed on the lawyers that he had just spent a week
investigating. Both from Darran, Frome and Partners, a firm that was
the regular representative of the bank. Unlikely that they would be
involved in some illegal plot. He had decided. Both attractive in their
tight skirts and heels, it seemed that the firm had sent a couple of
juniors to oversee this small matter. Gilian presented the copy of the
warrant to the judge and there was a whispered argument that
seemed, to Jimmy, to be going against the Bank. Judge Harriman was
asking questions that seemed to fluster the two opposing lawyers and
gave back the warrant to Gillian’s hand.

For a moment, it seemed that the judge was hesitating before she
waved away plaintiff and lawyers and made her ruling.

“In the case of Mr. Kevin Underwood versus the BBCC, case number
AGD4543-Y,"” said the judge in a clear voice. “The plaintiff bearing the
warrant will return in three days with the documented proof that she
acts for him. In the case that the documentation is satisfactory, the
petition will be granted. The bank is warned that they should gather
all of the requested documentation for presentation without fail.”
Gillian stepped forward.



“Your honour, | am acting in the interests of a client who cannot be
present...”

“I am well aware of that, Miss Klein,” said Judge Harriman.
“Nevertheless, the warrant declares that Mr underwood must be your
client for you to act in his interest...”

“A word? May | make a representation2”

The two other lawyers were waved back from the bench and Gillian
presented the judge with a folded paper which the judge read slowly
before passing it back to Gillian.

“A serious charge, Miss Kleinl On Monday we shall discuss this further in
my chambers before the presentation of your credentials. | shall rule
on it then... Monday... the fime will be issued after this session.”

She tapped her gavel and the court functionary called out the next
case. Gillian retreated from the bench and Jimmy watched her walk
by him without noticing his presence. He stood from the hard bench
and followed her out intfo the vast antechamber of the courts just in
time to see her hurrying through, onto the street.

Jimmy quickened his pace and saw her pull her phone from her bag
to hail a ride and did likewise. Clearly, the crusading lawyer was in a
hurry as she waited for a car to pull up and slid into the back seat. He
did likewise and used his card to override the destination matrix to
follow her. The two cars moved into the light traffic and he settled
back to see where his client was going. Her ride headed in the
direction of her apartment and he relaxed and thought about the
court session.

Finally, the flag was up, from now on it would get serious. Perhaps the
forces that Gillian had stirred would wait until Monday, perhaps even
longer, but from now on the risk factors were multiplying. He would no
longer be able to drop the surveillance operation and have to focus
on Gillian twenty-four-seven.

He sighed.



Gillian’s ride moved from the freeway at the junction that led to her
suburban apartment, while Jimmy's car moved discretely in tandem
with every movement. With the override in operation, every other
vehicle on the road would be moved to allow a clear sight of the grey
car in front and Jimmy smiled as he thought of all the training that he
had been through to frail a suspect unseen. All of that was gone now,
the ftraffic system and each vehicle were centrally controlled,
shadowing had become totally automatic.

The grey car in front moved down a leafy lane with low apartment
blocks to either side. Fifty meters behind, Jimmy's ride followed as they
approached Gillian’s destination. An area that Jimmy now knew well.
The Agency had hired an apartment just over the road in sight of her
front door and he braced in expectation of the halt.

The car in front passed the front of Gillian’s apartment and continued.

Now he was close enough to see that there was movement. The
woman in the back of the grey car seemed to move frantically and
Jimmy sat up in his seat to watch. It seemed that the abduction was in
progress!

Now he could see Gillian’s face, her mouth open as she pulled at the
doors as the car sped up as it headed towards some other destination
than she had chosen. Jimmy opened the control screen in his own
ride and issued a command to drop back.

Discretion... It would not do to arrive just as the passenger was
extracted!

He moved to the front seats and knelt on them to see forwards over
their backs. The phone in his hand recorded the scene of the car in
front bearing a frantic passenger back to the freeway while Jimmy
sent the code that signalled that the abduction was in progress. He
had never seen it done like this, though the advantages were
obvious! It took real power to override a fransit ride and he watched
in interest as the passenger finally realised that there was no escape.

Thirty miles of freeway, then off.



Jimmy dropped back a little more, he did not have to see the halt
that was coming. In fact better not to. By now a team would be in
Gilian’s apartment taking it to pieces for clues whilst he could be
lucky enough to see the actual capture. A mile behind the grey car,
Jimmy still filmed. Who knew if there were clues that could be
deciphered by Langley?

His car slowed.

That could only mean that the quarry had halted and Jimmy patted
his ankle as if to assure him that his pistol was still there. The comforting
hardness of the steel under his hand comforted as the grey car came
into view in the distance. Pulled up on the verge, doors open, Gillian’s
transit car was already emptied. Another car came in the other
direction and shot by and for a moment, Jimmy caught the face of
Gillian pressed against the window.

Then it was gone, and Jimmy pulled up by abandoned vehicle.

The grey car was switched off, something that only the company
could do, immobile and no longer connected to the fraffic control
system. Jimmy checked the area to see the tracks of the other car
that had been waiting to meet it. A shoe lay in the wet grass, Gillian’s
phone crushed by its side. He called central to report and waited until
the crew arrived.

No worries, that other car would leave a tfrace, the chips in the
abductors registered and identified. Soon it would be time to begin
the second phase of his mission.



Ride To Hell

The East Coast Kidnappings.

as yet there are no requests for ransoms, no sign of
the missing abductees and seemingly no discernible
patterns that would lead to a task force being
effective...

the details of our summary of victims, circumstances
and possible motives have been passed to a higher level
for reaction...

Extracts of New York State Dept. report. Feb 2035
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Gillian fought, kicked and lost her shoe, but the two women that had
her in their grip simply used their prods to leave her limp and helpless
as they bundled her into the second car. A moment to toss her phone
and stamp on it, another to climb in and the second part of her
kidnap proceeded with an almost casual brutality.

Face pressed to the window, her limbs weak and jerking after the
shock, she struggled, but the cuffs that pinned her wrists behind her
back rendered her helpless. She caught a glimpse of another car for
a second passing in the other direction the windows went black and
all sight of the outside world was cut out.

Not a word had been spoken, the two women who were busy
immobilising Gillian with straps and fetters worked together before
pulling her from the window and seating her opposite them on the
front bench seat. She recognised neither of them and decided that
perhaps she could reason with her abductors.

“I'm a lawyer,” she started. “You'll never get away with this...”
“Miss Gillian Klein,” said the redhead with a chuckle. “Three four
seven, Aspen Drive, apartment five, lately poking her nose into

business that does not concern her!”

“What do you wante” asked Gillian.



The whole scenario seemed so unreal, but one thought calmed her.
How could they possibly know that the CIA were involved? By now,
Jimmy would be on his way, this car would be under observation from
above and she would be rescued from the two smiling bitches that
sat easily on the seat facing her.

“Just you,” said the redhead.

“You have a long ride ahead, so settle down and stop asking
questions...” said the blonde.

Gilian inspected the two young women that sat in front of her. She
pulled at the fetters on her wrists and they tightened; causing her to
relax on the seat and wonder if she could learn anything that could
be useful when she was rescued.

One thing was for sure...

Anyone that could reroute her transit car was not a trivial opponent.
Was it the banke Some other force at worke Mrs Underwood, the
woman who was not exactly missing her husband, Keving That was
the first point to get clear... who was it that had abducted her?

“Ellyng” she guessed.

The woman had the money, the motive and was clearly the primary
suspect.

“I said, no questions,” said the blonde. “Time to learn a little
obedience, you'll need it where you are going!”

“Where are we going?¢”

“Oh dear,” said the redhead with a leer. “I really think that the slut
doesn’'t want to know where she is headed...”

The two women started to laugh as if a joke had been made and the
redhead put her arm around her companion.

“We have hours before we get there, Katie,” said the blonde.
“perhaps Gillian here could amuse us to pass the time?¢”



“Sounds like a plan,” said Katie as she kissed the blonde on the lips.
“Better get her ready for what's coming..."”

“Mmm, a little play on the way?2”
“Why not¢ These jobs always make me so horny!”

Gillian pressed herself back into the seat and felt a surge of terror at
the two afttractive women that were mocking her. They seemed
almost to be flirting with one another in a mockingly coy way and
Gillian bit back any comment or question.

“Laura,” said Katie. “Let’'s see what we have here...”

The redhead smiled wickedly and reached into the pocket of her
jeans. A switchblade was displayed, and Gillian could not help herself
but to utter a scream of panic. The hand with the blade moved and
she writhed on the soft seat as it approached.

“Doesn’t like foreplay!” laughed Katie as she brushed her long red hair
from her face. “That will be corrected! Stay still, bitch!”

Gilian was trapped in the corner between seat and door and she
lifted her feet to have Laura put a stilettoed foot to pin the fetters to
the floor of the cab. The blade moved, Gillian flinched and then it
hooked the hem of her skirt and ripped upwards. She dared not
move, dared not recoil for fear of that steel edge as Katie cut away
her clothes. Skirt, pantyhose, blouse and jacket. They all yielded like
paper to the razor edge of the switchblade in the redhead’s hand
while Laura pinned her and pulled away the scraps of cloth with
sudden jerks of her hand.

“There, that's better,” laughed Katie as she folded the blade away.
“Our furn now!”

Inside the lit cube of the vehicle, the two abductors shed jeans and
jackets. Each one slowly undressing the other with small pecks in
between. Zippers slid from waist to back and the denim fell away.
Studs popped to reveal corsets underneath as they laughed and
kissed with obvious relish.



“I thought that she'd be begging by now,” laughed Laura between
kisses.

“She willl" said Katie as she picked up the prod from the floor of the
cab and made as if to use it.

Gillian cried out as a spark jumped from the tip to the naked flesh of
her thigh and jerked at the command of the shock. Rendered helpless
and quivering, the two kidnappers loosened her ankles and pulled her
legs wide. Each ankle was strapped to a harness point on the floor
and Gillian started to cry in anguish.

It seemed that her breakdown amused her captors and they sat back
to admire their handiwork as Gillian's naked breasts were flushed with
shame.

“This one will end up in Silver, if | know Veronica,” laughed Laura.
“She’ll make a perfect pet...”

“My bet’s on Crimson,” said Katie.

Gilian wondered what they meant; through her tears she did not
understand any of the meaning. Silver and Crimsone What were the
two sadistic beauties laughing about?e

“Lessons have to be learned,” said Laura as she reached to put a
hand on Gillian’s knee. “Meddling in the affairs of our clients inevitably
leads to punishment and training!”

The hand slid up a quivering thigh, slid between her legs and touched
Gillian lightly on the lips of her pussy.

“Not at all enjoying our foreplay,” commented Laura. “Now let’s
see...”

Gilian twisted on the seat to try to deny the fingers that were
between her thighs from moving, but her legs were so wide that she
could not evade the finger that pressed and stroked her slowly. They
massaged and fondled, the leering face of Laura smiling and locking



eyes with her victim. The hand pulled free and was raised to the
pouting lips that then tasted.

“Please, please,” wailed Gillian, unable to resist the urge to entreat
the redhead from violating her.

“That's better, slut. | like it when you beg!”

Gillian shook her head to clear the tears and screamed as she saw
the prod moving between her thighs. In Katie's hand it slid slowly, the
coldness of the contacts pressing her quaking flesh.

“Good girls do as they are told,” laughed Katie.
“Oh, God, yes, please tell me...”

“That’s better,” soothed Laura. “Katie can easily get offended; she
likes to get her way all the time..."”

“That’s why | always go first,” said Katie with a grin.

The blonde reached with her other hand to grab Gillian’s hair and
pulled her slowly forward as the prod slid into contact with the lips of
Gillian’s pussy.

“Don’'t upset me, bitch,” said Katie as Gillian slowly tipped forward
from the seat. “I would have to fuck you and my finger could slip and
give you another taste of electricity...”

Gillian’s ankles were wide, her ass left the seat and she was pulled to
her knees whilst the prod slid from her thigh to glide to her breasts.
Katie was seated opposite, her hands pulled as she opened her own
legs. Laura chuckled and moved to kiss her lover as Gillian’s face was
pulled inexorably down to the soft pussy that waited for her lips and
tongue.

“That’s right, pet, this is where the fun really begins...”
Katie opened her legs a little wider just as Gillian’s knees slid to the

floor. The lips of her cunt wet with her demand for attention, the clitoris
swelling. Gillian felt her chin on the seaft, the soft flesh close around



her, the imperative was clear as she came into contact to hear a sigh
from far above and a hand moving to fondle the nipples of her
hanging breasts.

“Learning fast,” came a breathless voice from above.

The other captor moved from her seat and stepped one foot over the
helpless Gillian. Moved to sit behind her and slapped her ass lightly.

“Nice ass,” came Laura’s voice. “Now let’s see...”

Hands slid over Gilian's ass, parted the cheeks and pushed her
forwards. Slapped at the vulnerable flesh, slid to find the wetness that
trickled from Gillian and then teased before pressing deep.

“I just love these business trips,” chuckled Laura.

Katie moaned in reply as lips were pressed to hers and her clitoris
rubbed on a tongue that was just starting to learn what it was for.

“She’ll make a perfect pet!”



Planning

Investigation — File No. SAXW 000345 C.I.A. 347 Central

..and should be kept strictly under ‘need to know’
basis. Resources are to be sourced from the Ghentl78
account to avoid 1leaks and materials supplied direct
from 347 resources and tasked by 347 personnel of the
highest level. A suitable Agent has been briefed and
prepped; we expect a speedy resolution that can then be
passed to the F.B.I. at the highest level to complete
the legal side of the investigation.

Extract from:
Intelligence Brief 347-SAXW under level red. Dec 2036
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“There’'s no other way?2"” asked Jimmy.
Janice shook her head.

“We lost the traill Somehow, the sensor was set passive and a mile
down the road we lost contact!”

“At least we know who the kidnappers were,” sighed Jimmy. “The only
way to take aride is by being chipped!”

“We did a frace, of course we did,” replied Janice with a wry smile.
“The two signatures are bogus! The holders of the accounts died last
year and were not cleared from the system! Forensic examination
gives unknown to all of the DNA apart from previous rides. They are off
grid...”

“Fuck,” said Jimmy. “I thought everyone was registered by now... How
could they escape?¢”

“We are tracing camera traps and so on,” said Jimmy's boss. “Not
much luck so far, but it all has to be checked manually. No DNAZ?
Then there's certainly no face recog. We'll get there, but the labs say
it will take a couple of weeks!”

“So that takes us back to what | do next...”



“It has to be, Jimmy, and you're probably the only one that can
manage itf..."”

“| volunteered to infiltrate, not to be added to the list of victims,” said
Jimmy. “No way, no way at all that I'm going for this..."”

“It's easy,” said Janice. “This fime we intervene and stop it on the spot.
When we pull you out, we will have the two women that kidnapped
Miss Klein and we can hold them in isolation. Then you can do what
you volunteered forl”

“Fuck, fuck and fuck again,” he sighed. “OK, what do | have to do¢”
“You go Monday to the court, present the evidence that we have put
together and use the copy of the list to make sure that it happens.
Just be a lawyer for the day and by the evening we'll have them in a
cell in Langley. It's as simple as that!”

“They know that she works alone!”

“They can’t risk it, can theye We'll use the tracker on your chip, we
can’'t lose youl!”

“You'd better!”

“You almost sound as if you don’t trust me,” said Janice with a shake
of the head. “In just minutes we'll have you out, we plan to put up a
couple of drones as well...”

“Like you should have today!”

“Costs are important,” laughed Janice. For one of our own..."”

“Two days to gen up on the role | have to play, then,” he replied.
“Don’'t worry. You'll be briefed word for word. Anyway, we are
speaking to the judge now to make sure that she handles the

operation from her end.”
“Is that wise?2 The fewer that know the better.”



“We've done our due diligence, Jimmy. Judge Harriman is on our side
in thisl She'll make sure that she rules in our favour and then the
kidnap will be guaranteed.”

“They might resort to harsher action...”

“What, kill you? | doubt it! Statistically there has not been a single
murder, not once Noft as far as we are aware...”

“Maybe it happened afterwards!”

“Stats don't lie, Jimmy. It has to be you, you know the method. You
are the only one that has the IT knowledge to bring home the bacon.
With the kidnappers held in quarantine there's no risk of recognition.
Anyway, it cost a bomb to build a new profile for you, and that can’t
be wasted. There's no room in the budget!”

“And, it all comes down to the money..."”
Janice shrugged.

“If the truth be told. Then there’s another option... we let it all happen
and you penetrate from the inside. As a victim!”

“No way..."

“Not my decision, Jimmy. It would come from higher up. There are
eyes following this operation from as far as the big house in DC. That
means that there’s a medal in it for sure!”

“The President?g”
Janice pulled a wry smile.

“Could bel Maybe not quite that level, but not heard from my lips,
Jimmy. Listen, we need you in there, one way or another. | agree with
your approach, far more control, but all I'm saying is that there are
two ways to do this!”

“I can’t step away, can 12"

She shook her head.



“I'll have you going on that vacation of yours, that | promise, and |
never break my promises.”

“Months away!”
“Where you off to in October?” she asked.
Jimmy shook his head.

“It's sort of a secret,” he said. “A friend in encryption is going as well.
Some place in Brazil that should be a real blast.”

“Sounds great, jimmy. Don't worry, you'll get to Brazl, and that's a
promise!”



Insertion

Each vehicle is self-monitoring as well as joined to the
network. The vehicle is linked by an encrypted network
that prevents the occupant’s destination being
controlled from without, but diversions are possible due
to road conditions. Updates of traffic congestion, road
works and other hindrances are uploaded in real time.
Now that there are only ten per cent of the vehicles on
the road not self-guiding, there is little to prevent a
date Dbeing set for the Dbanning of all human-guided
vehicles.

White Paper - How the roads belong to data.
Aug 2031
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All the effort, all the prep that it must have taken. Subverting the traffic
system, the use of illegal personal chips, the planning and timing.
Jimmy could not believe that after all of that, they picked the same
spot to transfer him from his ride to their vehicle. If he had even
thought that this would have happened, there would have been a
team waiting for their arrival.

The tyre marks from last Friday’s events still on the wet verge. Stunned
by the expected prod, Jimmy saw them pass under his eyes as the
two women almost threw him into their ride. For a moment he
remembered Gillian’s face up against the window, just like his. Then
the glass went privacy-black and the cuffs pulled his wrists together.

For good measure, it seemed, they stunned him again and he passed
ouft.

When Jimmy came around, there was a confused moment. First
thought, even if he was only out for a minute, the team should have
been in control by now! Instead he was kneeling, hunched with his
arms pulled hard upwards. His mouth was dry, a sour taste, eyes
caked almost closed. Every muscle ached, his legs were numb, and
he tried to shift and opened his eyes.



Caged in a fruck... The wire bars just an inch from his face, the red
stilettos of a blonde presenting their heels.

“Ah, coming around at last,” said a female voice.

The struggle to move caused Jimmy to feel as though his shoulders
were about to be dislocated, pins and needles in his limbs caused a
wave of agony. Kneeling crouched on the hard floor of the cage,
there was no movement to be had.

“Don’t worry,” chuckled the voice of the woman whose spiked heels
were almost in his face. “We're nearly there...”

“Where am I2"

“No need to bother your little head about it, boy,” said the blonde.
“You'll find out soon enough!”

Jimmy’s eyes came into focus to look beyond the worn soles and
heels of the red shoes. Long stockinged legs stretched to the young
woman sitting chuckling at him. A round face, pouting pink lips, she
could have been as young as eighteen, as old as thirty, but attractive
in a girlish way. Next to her sat another woman who was intently
scanning the screen of her phone. Red hair a miasma of curls and
wisps, perhaps older, perhaps not...

He tried to turn his head, but the limit was just a few degrees. All he
could make out was that he was in a van fitted with several cages at
the back and luxurious seatfing facing from the front. The windows
were blacked out, not merely darkened, but totally black.

“You drugged me..."”
“Clever boy,” said the blonde with a small shrug. “Can’t have you
whining and begging the whole trip! Now then, no more from you until

we arrive...”

The road noise of the van was a mere whisper, a smooth ride that
seemed to indicate that they were on a freeway.



But where... And, if he had been out for hours, where was the
intervention?

Jimmy calmed his breathing and tried to rationalize. Right now, there
would be a drone following this vehicle, perhaps they were just
waiting for the arrivale Thoughts rattled in his head, moving from one
scenario to the other. If they were holding back, then what about the
plan to isolate the abductors and squeeze them drye He pushed that
thinking to the back of his mind and concentrated on the two young
women that were seated comfortably in front of him.

Both were attractive and gave the impression of two young women
out on a day trip. The blonde watching him, the tip of her tongue
running over her lips, the redhead still intently on her phone. Both
eminently fuckable, both eye-catching and composed.

He tested the limits of his fetters. A discrete pull of the arms that were
bound together over his back revealing the thin wire bars of the cage.
A strap around his thighs that allowed no movement, especially with
the weight of him on his knees and calves. Moving his head revealed
some sort of collar that was also anchored to the sides of the cage
and he looked down at his folded knees to realise that he was naked.
It was difficult to see himself, but it was clear that he had been
stripped, moving his feet a little rasped his skin on the steel floor of the
cage.

“There’s no point,” said the blonde with a chuckle. “I have the keys!”
Her hand lifted and stroked her ankle and now Jimmy could see the
thin chain around her ankle with a single small key that moved under

her fingertips.

The redhead angled the screen of her phone a little to show her
companion and she said: “These ones? | think that I'll buy them.”

The blonde turned her attention to the screen and shook her head.
“Nice, but | prefer the others... let me show you.”

The blonde took the phone and her finger swiped on the screen and
the redhead laughed.



“Fucking hell, they would be murder to wear...”

“But perfect, Laura, perfect with the rest of the outfit!” she replied as
she handed back the phone.

Laura nodded and inspected her lover’s choice.

“Perfect for our upcoming trip,” she commented. “I'll order both!”
Jimmy felt as though he was in a dream. Caged and aching, he
could feel a cramp coming on in his legs and could do nothing to
relieve the distress. Meanwhile, the two bitches that had him in @
cage were discussing trivia and fashion.

“Where are you taking mee” he asked.

“Tsk, tsk, little boy, said Laura. *No questions. Katie asked you nicely to
be quiet...”

There was an intense dislike in her eyes as she looked down at the
caged agent. Like a personal hatred, Jimmy decided. Her legs
stretched luxuriously as if to contrast her comfort with his discomfort
and now he had two pairs of stiletto heels in his face.

Laura turned back to the blonde.

“It's so fucking tiresome doing these runs,” she said. “Fine when it was
just a couple of times a week, now it's nearly every day! I'm so glad
that we are getting down to the Domains in a week’s time, Katie.”

“Mistress Veronica warned us,” shrugged Katie. “It's hotting up, in a
couple of years it will be nonstop.”

Laura sighed.
“Not much play-time for us, though!”

Katie laughed.



“Darling,” she said. “You're only moaning because most of them are
men, if all the livestock were all female you'd be in heaven!”

Laura frowned petulantly and Katie planted a small kiss on her lips.
“How long before we get there?” asked Laura.

“Now you sound just like this bitch,” said Katie as she looked at her
watch. “An hour, maybe more if the crossings are busy..."”

Jimmy calculated.

If he had been out for three hours, if there were crossings where there
was heavy fraffic, if it was an hour to go... His mind played over a
map of the East Coast and he decided that the only possibility for the
desfination was Long Island. He put the knowledge in the back of his
mind and tried to be patient to gather more information. That they
were so careless with data was a sign of self-confidence, he thought
of the drone that was following them and tried hard not to smile.

“Plenty of time,” said Laura in a coy tone.

The two women kissed and folded their arms around each other.
Jimmy felt a twinge of excitement that he tried hard to supress as she
watched hands move infimately and their bodies turn towards one
another in a sensuous clasp. The heels and soles of their stilettos turned
and moved and Laura gasped as Katie teased a nipple and
chuckled.

“I's all you ever want,” she breathed in Laura’s ear. “To be fucked!”
“Fuck me..."”
“Forever!”

The caged agent watched limbs entwine, hands explore, and lips
press in long kisses. The whole scene was ever more dream-like.
Trapped naked in a cage while two women made love tenderly in
front of his gaze. Laurq, large breasted, the more mature of the two;
Katie, like a girlish slut teasing and laughing at each touch that
aroused her lover. He could feel his own reaction, despite being



almost numb and in agony from his position, despite the last dregs of
the drug draining from his system.

After the first round of lovemaking, Laura was breathing heavily as
Katfie's hands petted her naked breasts. She lazily pulled her phone
out again and showed her lover the screen.

“I think that our captive is all aroused by us,” she smiled, looking down
at the lifted face of Jimmy. “Look, he's at one-forty!”

“Ooh, naughty little boy, getting all excited...”

“Shall, we show hime”

Katie took the phone from her lover’'s hand and flicked at the screen.
“There, | set it, let’s see if he can control himself!”

Jimmy looked down at the soles of the shoes and closed his eyes.

He could feel his erection dying between his closed thighs and
controlled his breathing. What she had said was true, he was
stimulated by the two bitches and he coughed as he regulated his

breathing.

“Down to one-twenty and falling,” said Laura. That's the sweet point
to set it at.”

“Done!” replied Katie. “Now we can have some more fun.”

Jimmy watched them through the slits of half-closed eyes. The two
temptresses were kissing again. Katie's hand wending its way down
between Laura’s thighs, sliding into the open zipper and exploring
while the redhead’s breathing became a series of gasps.

He could not help himself.
Between Jimmy's thighs, the erection had hardened. His eyes were

rivetted to the two women who were provoking him and it became
difficult to stop his breath rasping in his dry throat.



The hand that was exploring pushed in further and Laura gasped, her
thighs opening reflexively to accept the invasion. Katie had a small
smile on her face as she looked down at the caged captive and blew
him a small kiss. It was then that there was a jolt, sudden internal
piercing agony that caused Jimmy to cry out in shock. From deep
within, overwhelming and unstoppable, a pain that lanced inside,
punishing him for his thrill.

As Jimmy cried out in shock, Laura climaxed at the sound. Gasping
and quivering in Katie's arms as fingers probed, as the sound of
Jimmy’s cries filled the inside of the van. The soles of two stilettos
pressed hard on the cage, as Laura’s thighs quivered and flexed, a
spiked heel pushing through the narrow openings in front of Jimmy’s
face.

The caged agent could not understand the agony that was pulsing
inside himself. All he could see was the heel that almost touched his
face. The worn edges, frayed by concrete, the scratched soles, black
patches on cream smoothness.

“Kiss it, bitch,” said Katie as she pressed hard between Laura’s thighs
with her hand. “Make the agony stop..."”

Jimmy resisted, gasped and whined as the heel pressed hard, the sole
of the stiletto bending the wire bars of the cage inwards, just half an
inch from his dry lips. In his vision, over the pointed toes of Laura’s
shoes he could see Katie smiling as she blew a kiss and repeated the
command.

“Suck...”
He strained forward, impelled by the agony that the two lesbians
were inflicting with his cravings and his lips were scored by the edges
of the worn heels. In his sight, that smile, between his lips the heels of
her lover.

“Is hee"” asked a gasping Laura.

“Passionately...” said Katie.



Laura climaxed a second time, thrusting her feet against the bars of
the cage, imagining the lips of the captive suckling on her stilettos as
she cried out in bliss. Legs relaxed, but the heel was still rasping
Jimmy’s lips. He could see the look of pleasure in Laura’s now open
eyes as she watched him.

“Good little boy,” she breathed. “Don’t stop... we can make the pain
come back at any time!”

There was just the mere shadow of that piercing agony now. A dull
throb that was the residue of the punishment. Jimmy's mazed brain
had registered that it came from within.

Deep inside him, unstoppable...

Kafie slipped her fingers free and licked them lasciviously.

“You see, my dear little man, you can do nothing but serve us now!”
she said.

“How?e"
The agony returned, a jolt that was triggered by a finger stroking the
screen of Laura’s phone. He cried out, felt tears well in his eyes and his

muscles bunched and fought the straps that held him fast.

“Not a word,” said Katie like a schoolteacher. *Not unless answering a
command. That's the rule now, make sure that you take it in!”

Jimmy could feel the hard heel between his lips, and he kissed it in
supplication.

“Learns fast,” commented Laura.
“They all do, babes,” came the answer. “Men are so easily tfrained...”
It was Laura that answered Jimmy's question. Speaking slowly as if to

a child, she took pleasure in divulging the little secret that caused
Jimmy to realise the depths of the conspiracy that was revealed.



“Three years’ service in the military,” she said. “A little implant that
nearly all have deep inside. The one that you approved and voted
forl A little fraitor that puts you in our power...”

Katie's smile broadened as she watched his face.

“You see,” said Laura, “there is more to it than just chipping you,
knowing who you are, knowing all your dirty little secrets. What you
spend, when you fuck. Where you fuck, who you fuck! Knowing where
you are, where you have been, who you are with and what readings
can be taken from youl!”

Jimmy’s lips opened in outrage.

“Keep Laura happy,” interrupted Katie as his lips parted from the heel
of her lover’s shoe. “Show her a little respect...”

Jimmy pressed forward.
“That's better, now listen carefully...” said Katie.

“You see, we conftrol that chip, and through it, we control you and all
the rest. We can make you do anything for us, there is no escape...”

Jimmy’s eyes widened as he took in the vast implications of the
victorious speech. So many millions were already chipped, so many
more waiting for the insertion. The chip that now was the only identity
and document in the country. The chip that held them all in the palm
of the government’s hand. The chip that could administer punishment
at the stroke of a finger.

“Let's have a look at our little captivel What have we here?” said
Katie. “What secrets does the pretend down-town Boston lawyer have
to reveal?”

She hefted the phone and touched here and there whilst Laura
looked smilingly at the screen.

“Military service,” muttered Katie. “A year in the Rangers and then
seconded to Fort Lauderdale... Mmm. What's thise¢ A block on the
recorde One sec...”



Her fingers danced on the unseen surface of the screen.

“Well, that's a first,” she said questioningly. “No records after thirty-
three... Where's the law school and all the rest of ite”

“Defective chip?2” asked Laura.

“Perhaps! We'll have to let them sort it out in the Institute! Can't
access the records in DC."

Jimmy swallowed.

For a moment he had believed that the two bitches could access his
full records. Placing the mission in danger, exposing him, dooming him
for sure...

“We're almost there, babes,” said Katie.

The only thing that was a comfort was that now he knew what his
bosses in DC had to know. The awful secret that was the guiding
compass for a new reality.

An appalling truth that he had now to risk all to expose.

A burden of duty that was terrifying in its weight.

And, Jimmy was imprisoned, in their power.

How could he possibly know the truth?e

That drone had never launched.
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“How do we play thise” asked Janice. “It's all my fault!”

The director of internal operations on the East Coast, Jason Brawne,
looked at the woman who was his junior and felt a wavering set of
emotions that twisted him this way and that. On the one hand, the
agent that had vanished from the surveillance operation that was
now in the hands of the very people that they sought. On the other
the mature woman who sat on his naked torso, his come still dripping
from her thighs.

In his officel!

Hers was the entire blame for this farrago, he thought, but he knew
that just was not true. One drone still on the runway, the other circling
uselessly over the point of abduction. The three cars that were still
poised for action and had nowhere to go.

“Jeez, what a mess,” he muttered. “Fuck it, Janicel How could you
allow them to slip through our fingers like thisg”

She smiled coyly.

“It happens,” she breathed. “Does this mean that we move to plan
Bell



“There is no plan B,” he sighed. “You know as well as | do that with no
contact to the agent, there is no plan B! The beacon that he carried
stopped broadcasting just a minute after he was taken. By now he will
be fully retired, it's been three hours now... and we have no idea of
where he is!”

Miss Janice Long looked down at the man that lay between her
folded legs. A weakling, when all was said and done, she thought to
herself. Posturing and a pretence of leadership combined with almost
no saving graces. More scared of his assertive wife and her social
pretentions than even the risks that he would take for herl She
decided that it was time to soften him up a little more and her hand
dropped behind her back to fondle his flaccid cock to semi-hardness.
Nails pulling at the soft skin of his balls, fingers sliding and cupping
them and closing as if to prove her sway.

“I screwed up,” she breathed and leaned a little forward to allow her
face to hang over his face. “What happens nowe”

Jason groaned a little and shifted his hips.
“I am supposed to launch an investigation,” he said.
“Will youg”

His mind rationalised the events of the last hours and sought a way out
of his responsibility. If he instigated that probe, then it was all over! All
of itl Would the unpredictable Janice spill the beans? What would his
wife do when she found out about their affaire Why had he not been
in the very cenire, in personal command of an operation that was so
crificale The thought sent a shiver down his spine that his lover seemed
to interpret as a response to her teasing.

He was naked, she was fully clothed. Her stocking tops and the clips
that held them in place rasping at his hips, her panties pushed to one
side, his come running from her to drench his pubes and her thighs.
Somehow, emblematic of their whole affair. As if he were just a
disembodied cock that was occasionally permitted entry...

“OK, plan B,” he said at last.



As if rewarding him for the comment, the hand loosed his balls and
turned its attention to the hard stalk that now stood in the valley of her
ass. It slid fingers the length of him, cupping the tip in a wet palm.

“But, you said...”

“I know, | know what | said,” he replied. “But... there could be a plan
B!"”

“You mean that we would pretend<e” she said as if shocked.

He looked up at her face and wondered if he really understood this
woman. Devious, scheming and so cunning at one moment and then
naive the next. Jason decided to take the words at face value,
simpler that way.

“Exaggerate perhaps,” he replied. “There is a possibility..."”
“Of whate”

The hand was more insistent now. It fucked the wet cock slowly,
mazing his lines of thought, giving an urgency to every word. Would
she lift and then settle on him, milking him of the last dregs of his
need?¢

He prayed that it would.
“Just a project under development!”

Janice felt her mind suddenly focussing on a singularity of
concentration. He knew something that she needed to know,
something important, and her heart fluttered with excitement. What
projecte

“So, we could find Jimmy, | mean it could work?2”
“Perhaps, | need to speak to a couple of people that | know...”

“Thank God for that,” she breathed as she lifted her hips and
straightened. “He would be inside, and we would have the location
where they took him. There would be no need for an investigation...”



The tip of his cock was poised parting the soft lips of her cunt.
Opening the lips of her sex, nestling in the warmth as her hand guided
it for the moment that she would drop and impale herself on him. The
moment stretched to seconds and Jason groaned with expectation.

Something was needed to conclude his craving and he moved his
hips as if to remind Janice of what he wanted. What he desired. A
whine from his throat came involuntarily, but she simply fondled him,
teasing him to an unbearable height of yearning. Anything to feel her
slide onto him, take him in and fuck him...

“Perhaps we can trace that chip of his...”

The words had scarcely slipped from his lips when her cunt swallowed
his cock with a single fluid motion. Skewering the wetness of her as she
slid down the pole and danced for him. Twitched her hips and lifted,
slid once more down and braced her hands on his chest. Each stroke
was delayed by a second of hesitation, each swallowing of his
erection more than he had hoped for.

As Janice fucked, her mind closed on his words, searching for the
meaning, considering the possibilities. From a few paces; yes, the chip
could be read, could be controlled, uploaded and reprogrammed.
From further than that, the signal was too weak.

What did Jason know?

That she and the Domains did not?

She slowed the fuck, paced it, controlled it and found that, despite
herself, she was climaxing with her contemptible lover. Was it the root
of him against her or the thought that she had him in her grip that
caused the waves of elation?

His eyes were closed.

Janice gasped and settled hard on him.

Squeezed tight and then pulled her nails over his chest.



Too hard, too fierce! Crimson lines stretched from each nail on the
skin.

Jason gasped and thrust upwards and Janice rode his climax like she
was swaying in the saddle of her favourite pony. Moved with him to
lessen its impact and take the conftrol from her chosen mount. For a
few moments, she was back in Roan, a crop in her hand as her
chosen stallion ran with the sweat of its efforts to service her. The
image in her head caused her to laugh out loud and she finally
brought her weight to bear to force every drop from his sore cock. Her
climax rolled over her like a wave and his caused him to whine
piteously as he came deep inside her.

“I guess that it's plan B after all, then?g” she asked.

Brought back to earth with her words he tried o nod.

Janice shrugged and dismounted from her exhausted steed and
squatted over him while her fingers moved over the bloody scratches
on his chest. She lifted a finger and tasted the blood on the tip of her
tongue and his head lifted to look at the four grooves that cozed red.
“Shit,” he said at the sight. “Fuck...”

“It happens,” she said lightly.

His hands moved to stop hers and then he propped himself on his
elbows to inspect the damage.

“They'll heal in a couple of days,” she continued as she moved a little
to allow him to see his come dripping from the lips of her pussy. “Wifey
will never know!”

He glanced up between her thighs and shook his head.
“This is crazy,” he said. “In the fucking office...”

“Door’s locked,” she smiled. “What's the problem?”
He started to slither from under her and she allowed him to go. It was

always the same! Lust, need, craving, fucking, coming and then
regretl How laughable he was! Thinking that there would not be a



high price for his little pleasures. It was just that the price was paid
without ever realising what he had lost, she thought.

“Tell me what happens next,” she asked.

“I will speak to those people,” he sighed. “DARPA has a little project
that could solve the problem, but it's under wraps at the moment.
Need to know and all that!”

Now he was on his feet, pulling on his clothes with a fumbling haste.
Janice passed his tie to him as he buttoned his shirt and then moved
to pick up his pants.

“DARPAZ" she asked innocently.
“I really shouldn't mention it,” he muttered as he pulled his belt tight.

“But you will,” she insisted. “l think that | have the clearance for things
like this..."”

“I don't,” he said. “So, you definitely don't!”

“I can keep a secret,” she said with a chuckle. “This little affair proves
it

Was that a threate he wondered. Blackmail?2 He looked at her and
shrugged. Soon it would be common knowledge in the firm anyway,
so why note Once again, he ratfionalised in his own interests. He
looked at the face that was close to his and realised that they had
never kissed. Fucked, sucked and fondled, but never kissed! He
moved slightly and she moved away.

“The concept is simple. Each chip works at a frequency that...”

Janice could not help her face betraying her interest and he
hesitated as if suddenly realising that what he had been about to say
was a something that would be a bombshell. Politically and militarily.

“You were about to say?¢” she asked.

Her ass moved to rest on his desk and her legs were wide, stiletto heels
planted on the carpet, the hem of her summer dress barely covering



her stocking tops. Her hand lifted the hem an inch and her boss’s eyes
were transfixed by the almost casual flutter of her fingers.

How had she acquired this power over him? he thought as he
watched the reveal. It was not by threats or blackmail. Janice had
never even hinted that she expected any quid-pro-quo for their fucks.
Never used it against him as far as he could see. In fact she was
almost artless in her attitude, no demands on his time out of the office,
no insistence on supplanting Belinda, his wife. Just a controlled fuck
here and there and her utter sexual hungers.

Stocking tops, wet with come, creamy thighs that led to...

“...can be picked up by the seven G network...” he said. “They can't
see every chip all at once, but a single one could be located to a
couple of blocks... If what | heard was true,” he finished lamely.

The look on her face morphed, for a moment her eyes looked right
through him and then her naive smile reappeared, and the hem lifted
to show him herself in all her glory. The tiny ring that pierced her clitoris,
the swollen lips of her cunt, the drip of her mingling with his emissions.

“So, we can frace Jimmy?2" she said triumphantly.
“Possibly,” he said. “It's a possibility and that's all...”

She looked at him staring at her sex and supressed a grin. The
implications were endless, and so very dangerous! By now, Jimmy
would be in the Long Island Institute and if the area was covered by
seven G, the everything could be compromised.

“Well, Jason. You speak to them and I'll mobilise a search. If they can
find him, then we can cover it all up.”

“It'll take a day and he could be retired by now..."”

Retired? she thought. Just like in the movies, these men just could not
shake off their silly pretentions and euphemisms. Pathetic! Her hand
allowed the hem to drop and she stood free of his desk. Her fingers
almost twitched with the need to communicate the information that
she had and a desperate need to get back to her office.



“I'll get on to it,” he muttered. “Save your ass!”

“My ass does not need saving, Jason,” she retorted. “My ass needs
kissing!”

He watched her unlock the door and pause at the opening.
“One word to anyone,” he said threateningly.

“Not to anyone,” she said with a finger at her lips and the door closed.
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Obscured under a tarpaulin tied tight. The cage was teased from the
open doors of the vehicle and on to a dolly. Inside and under the
cover, Jimmy suffered at each lurch, his arms pulled as his body
swayed. He could not help himself and groaned as the cage rocked
and then straightened and then moved up a ramp that put more
strain on his cramped legs.

He heard chatter around him. Female voices saying inconsequential
things as they parked the dolly and stood and chatted. His impression
was that this was an everyday occurrence, the only one suffering the
nightmare as others passed the time of day and discussed trivialities.
The urge to scream was suppressed with difficulty as the dolly was
impelled into movement once more. The squeak of the castors, the
click of the heels of the woman pushing, the rattle of a padlock that
tap, tap, tapped on the cage in time with each step.

They parked him and left him.

The echoes of their heels suggested a bare room, the clicks of metal
on ceramic told of the tiled floor. Jimmy tried to move, pulled at the
straps that held him in place and then gave up. There was no flex at
all and he could not relieve the discomfort of his crouch.

Lost in his thoughts, his hopes slowly fading to black, Jimmy felt a tear
make its way from eye to jaw. Soon, it had to happen soon, he
prayed. Right now the forces of the Agency would be gathering to



net all of them in one go. He imagined the SWAT teams in balaclavas
and laden with their equipment, the vans waiting for the word. Jason
Brawne giving the order, the dust from the wheels, the drone circling
overhead...

But, the dream was fading as he waited in his cage.

His thoughts turned to the betrayer buried deep inside. Not himself,
not the agent that knew what he knew, but the sliver of silicon that
punished at the will of its controller. He imagined the soldiers that
could be controlled and immobilised at the touch of a button, the
police and law enforcement officers at the mercy of organised
criminals, the state brought to its knees by the very forces that they
had unleashed, and his thoughts turned to Gillian. The crusader and
lawyer that he had taken to be some sort of fantasist. She had been
right after all, and the thought made him almost queasy.

Where was she now?

Jimmy could not even imagine what was going to happen to either of
them. Or for that matter, all the others that had disappeared. Not now
that he was one of the victims...

The click of heels approached, and the cover was pulled from the
cage as if it were part of a magic act. He rolled his eyes upwards to
see a woman dressed in nurse’s whites looking down at him with a
small smile.

“Time to get you ready for transport,” she said. “You're going on a
little trip tomorrow and we need to get you all packed up and ready.”

“To where?¢"” he asked.
She shrugged and made no move to punish him for his question.

“You don’'t need to know,” she replied. “Our job is to prepare you, so
make it easy and do as you're told. That way we will make sure that
you are ready for transit without having to punish you more than is
strictly necessary!”

He made as if to speak again, but the nurse held her finger at her lips
and he fell silent. She walked around the cage and took the handle



of the dolly it rested on. Out of the white tiled room and down a long
corridor. The lights passed overhead, and they passed through a gate
at the far end where several other cages were already stacked in @
neat row. Each one held a single naked man or woman, all of them
bound in their cage in the same fashion as Jimmy. Arms behind back
and pulled to the top of the narrow cage, straps ensuring a kneeling
position and a broad collar on their necks.

Two other nurses worked under the supervision of a middle-aged
woman who moved to inspect Jimmy in his cage and produced a
small bunch of keys to open the front.

“Collar it up and then we can get the livestock ready,” she ordered.
“The shipment has to be ready to be loaded at six to meet the flight,
so we need to get going.”

Unreall The scene was like a drug induced nightmare, half fetish
movie, half medical hallucination. Nurses in white, parodies of their
medical counterparts. Stiletto mules and latex stockings. Little tight
dresses so tight that every movement stretched and rippled over
muscles and breasts. Little caps, each perched on plaited hair that
wound tfight around their heads. But, the frightening aspect were the
masks. Red lips where the smooth white latex broke over their mouths,
long lashes where the eyes looked through the holes and otherwise a
smooth visage that held no emotion.

Hands extended and fastened the ordered collar on his neck. From
shoulders to chin, a posture collar that required one buckle after the
other to be pulled tight until the little movement that had been
possible was purged.

The nurse’s eyes looked into his as she worked under the supervision of
the Madame that directed the operation and she pouted as she
tightened the buckles.

“Start with this one,” said the Madame as she pointed at Jimmy's
cage with a manicured nail. “No slip-ups, we don't want them to
arrive damaged!”

A lock snicked, a chain rattled and Jimmy cried out in pain. His arms
had been released and the agony in his shoulders caused him to cry
out in agony as they dropped to his back.



“Gag itl”

The frightening nurse turned from the cage and Jimmy got a look at
the cages that faced his. Frightened eyes, gagged lips, straps and
chains.

The middle-aged woman whose breasts were circled with a soft
leather crisscross of straps was weeping silently as she looked at Jimmy
as if pleading with him. As though he could help her!l He could see the
heaving of her chest, the rings that pierced her nipples and the rolls of
her stomach and hips where the tight straps pulled in tight.

He looked at the next and shuddered.

A young man. Drool dripped from the gag in his lips. Marks of
punishment criss-crossed his skin, welts and stripes, yellowing bruises
and recent purple ridges where the can had been used. The young
man moved his head a littfle and Jimmy saw the short black cock that
jutted from his gag in profile. Veined and smooth matte ebony, it
caused Jimmy to yelp in shock.

Then the view was cut off as the nurse returned to attend tfo him. In
her hands was a similar gag and he clamped his jaws tight.

“Open!”

It was more than an order, it was a command that he could not resist!
The nurse proffered the gag whilst the madame stood behind, a small
dongle in her hand, a finger poised at the single button. Jimmy
remembered the savage pain of disobedience and relaxed his jaw
and opened his mouth.

The nurse slipped the blunt wide cock into his open mouth and pulled
a strap tight. He could feel the intruder in all its awfulness. The bulging
head and the small depression that represented the hole at the tip of
the rubber prick. He made a sound in his throat and received a
casual slap from the nurse.

Gagged and collared, Jimmy was released from the cage. Straps
and locks were unfastened and the floor of the cage slid free to



present him. Pins and needles assailed him, cramps as his thighs
moved, the feeling returning to him as shackles were fastened to
ankles and wrists. By the time that he had recovered enough to
attempt resistance, he was once more fettered. He was crouched on
the floor, at the feet of the woman who supervised the nurses with
curt commands.

“Travel insertions,” she said.

Jimmy rolled his eyes upwards to look up at her and he shivered in
terror. Like some sort of evil headmistress, she stood with feet wide, her
stockinged legs disappearing into the darkness of her tight skirt. She
glanced down at him and raised an eyebrow.

“How dare you,” she spat and her hand closed on the dongle.

Jimmy expected a wave of agony from within, but instead there was
a short jolt from the collar at his neck. It caused stars in his eyes and a
nauseous feeling that almost caused him to empty his stomach.

1

“This will go quicker if we make an example of this one,” she said.

“Pass me the crop...”

One of the nurses arrived in Jimmy's sight with a short riding crop
resting on her open hands. She curtsied as she presented it to her
Mistress and Jimmy cried out as the short latex mini-shirt revealed the
tiny cock and balls that hung between the nurse’s legs. His eyes
looked up and saw the vast breasts that moved under their skin of
white latex and he felt almost choked by his reaction to the exposure.

Mistress took the crop and gave it an experimental swing before
moving to the rear of Jimmy. Out of sight was not out of mind. The first
cut of the crop causing him to yelp and cry out through the gag.

“Silencel!”
The second blow laid on the first and tears stung Jimmy's eyes, but he
managed to choke back the whimper.

“That's better,” said the voice behind him as the third cut caused him
to start. “Respect and obedience!”



The tick of her heels on the ftiled floor signalled her moving and Jimmy
blinked back the tears in his eyes as she walked past him and took up
a position where she could supervise the work. Standing with her feet
wide, the skirt stretched over her thighs, she tapped the crop in her
hands.

It seemed that there was no need for the Madame to give orders. A
routine came into effect and the white-masked nurses began their
work. A slap on his ass and then a strange cool feeling that dribbled
cold down the crack of his ass was followed by an infimate touch.
Jimmy gasped as a nurse’s fingers probed and then started to shave.
The feel of the razor moving over his skin caused him to freeze while
another nurse appeared with sheets of wood and laid them to each
side of the one that he was kneeling on.

He was being crated and could do nothing about it!

The whole procedure was done silently, not a word spoken, each of
the nurses doing their part. The cleaning and shaving took just a
minute and more cool liquid was drizzled before another intimate
touch signalled a fresh assault on his behind. Jimmy whimpered as
fingers probed and then took his semi-erect cock and rubbed it.
Slithered over the tip, rubbed the liquid the length of him and then
held him steady before something was inserted into him.

All the fime that he was being prepared, the Madame stood before
him tapping the crop in her hands, a threatening presence, her feet
wide, the shapely ankles and calves just a foot or two from his eyes.
Deep inside he could feel the catheter wending its way. Abruptly it
passed some crifical point and he felt himself drain involuntarily
through the tube. A hand on his thigh strapped something there and
then that finger pressed into his ass. The feeling was infimate, a
momentary stimulation before it withdrew, and something pressed at
him. Broader than the gloved finger, it was pressed home and then
swelled with a hiss to plug Jimmy's ass, filing him and making him

gasp.

A slap on one cheek of his ass signalled the next phase of his
incarceration. He could not see what the nurse was doing, but the
cold metal shackles that were added to his thighs just above his knees
closed with a click. The rattle of a chain pulled between the cheeks of



his ass that was pulled tight to the collar to hold his head high, more
straps, more fetters as wrists and torso were added to the restraints.
Pads were placed under hands and knees and then the wooden
sides of the crate were lifted, abruptly closing his view of the room.

Now the agent was enclosed, and a wide tube was added as a final
touch. From the gag it wound out of sight, and Jimmy found that it
allowed him to breathe easily as the first of the packing was poured
into his crate. Inch by inch the granules passed his wrists, his elbows
and his legs. A covering for his eyes that took his sight of the nurse’s
pouting crimson lips and more of the granules were poured into the
crate. The level submerged the crated Jimmy unftil at last he was
covered and the lid was crewed tight to the crate.

As it was forced down, the packing material seemed to press from all
sides, holding him in a soft grip. His breathing was loud in his ears, a
sighing at each breath, a whistling that was the only sound in the
darkness.

Jimmy suddenly felt the claustrophobia hit him, it caused him to cry
out in the darkness. A blend of terror and dread, a closing in of the
world, a soft prison that allowed no movement, no control, no power
over his own fate.

His stomach tightened, and he felt a stream that released his bladder.
A relief accompanied by a sigh that hissed in the breathing tube.

With an effort of self-control, he stemmed the tide of fear and then a
subtle sensation became nofticeable. A vibration that came from
behind, a throbbing from deep inside, a gathering erection that filled
him with dismay. It emphasised his helplessness, underscored his
vulnerability, welling from within and without, causing him to gasp,
whine in his throat, suck on the gag that filed his mouth as the plug
that filled his ass swelled and moved within him. Teasing and violating
his helpless body.

He tried to move, but there was no give in the soft pressure from all
sides as his cock swelled. Pulsed in the grip of the packing granules as
the violating plug relaxed and became still. Wild thoughts filled his
mind, panic threatened to overwhelm him and then the cycle began
again and Jimmy started to weep.
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In Crimson



As a material, latex is either of two separate parts of
the process 1n the creation of rubber. The first meaning
is the sticky white sap of the Hevia tree that 1is
collected for processing. It is also a colloquial term
for one of the finished products of this sap that has
particularly elastic properties, especially when drawn
into thin sheets for the creation of clothing and other
wearable items.

Worn next to the skin, latex 1is fully impermeable to
water, and thus sweat as well as the shedding of
epidermal skin cells. It is not healthy to have latex
covering large portions of skin for prolonged periods.
We suggest that clothes are worn no longer than a week
at a time, even 1in temperature-controlled conditions
after which a period of around a quarter of the time 1is
required for skin to recover from the event. Normal
Domains procedure 1s to strip and recover livestock in
permeable clothing (e.g. Spandex) unless it 1s decided
that the 1livestock are committed to a parlour where
longer periods of wear are required.

The intimate and close feeling of Latex 1s a requisite
of the training programs as well as to amuse and arouse
the clients. It 1s recommended to clients that corporal
punishment should not be carried out on a latex clad
area as the level of damage can be difficult to estimate
without...

Domains Mistress Introductory Seminar
‘Punishment & Fetish’

Level T

Jan 2030
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Jimmy was no longer Jimmy!

Perhaps in his head he was still James Bush, freelancer for the agency,
the man destined to penetrate the Domains. But, to those who had
him under their wing for the last ten months, Jimmy had a plethora of
names depending on the client he was assigned to or the Mistress
that was his personal guardian.



The haze of his former life was like a dream after waking. Just there, a
thing that could be seen, but not touched. A meaningless series of
disconnected events and incidents disconnected from the reality of
his here-and-now.

Uncomfortable, always in discomfort...

The seeming credo of Crimson that wore a slave down by infinitesimall
degrees, broke him to the routines and surprises that drifted by in
helpless succession. Time was something that there was no
accounting for, marked by cage-bars, chains and fetters. Suits and
punishments, invasions and reliefs that seemed almost random in
sequence.

His mission... What mission?¢

Hope had long deserted him, all that remained was a desperation to
fulfil the wishes of his owners and keep that small kernel that was
James Bush deep inside his skull.

What did Jimmy know?¢

He knew that he was in a place called ‘Crimson’ and that he had
been in a place named ‘White'. He knew that he was a mere toy for
the women that passed through his days, a paid for sexual slave, a
whore and a slut. He knew fear of punishment and he knew
indulgence of occasional reward, but one thing filled his head, his
every waking thought, his meaning...

Sex!

In a thousand demented forms, a hundred fetishes, the entire purpose
of his being was to please and obey. Suffer and become ever more
channelled by the whips and goads that urged him to greater efforts.

He moved.

A single bar extended from the wall, locked tight to the steel loop of a
collar that held him in position, ready for use. From the corners of his
eyes he could see those that were lined to either side of him. All alike,
all indistinguishable from him in their red latex coverings, all ready to



be taken at a moment’s notice and presented to the clients. With his
arms pulled behind his back and elbows forced together, his feet in
their excruciating ballet boots fixed to the hard floor and his legs wide
making every breath a struggle to allay the discomfort.

Jimmy was no more than an object in storage, awaiting his next
assignment. Every hole in his body plugged, no sounds penetrated,
the only sensory participation was the steady pulse of the penetration
in his rear and the calisthenic pulses that ensured muscle tone and
pulmonary exercise. A bout had just ended and the sweat inside his
latex suit found its way to drip from the opening at his groin and ass, a
welcome feeling that gave respite.

There was no teling how long he waited, there was nothing to mark
the time in a meaningful way. Except for the occasional change of
costume that gave a break from the clench of the latex, no larger
events imposed themselves except the bouts of service that seemed
endless until the monotony of storage reassumed their endless hours.

His mind wandered to the last event... or was it the one before?

The coos of the three women that used him for their amusement and
then punished him for their idle pleasure. Kneeling below a single
heavy pane of glass, a human table on which porcelain rested whilst
they took their ease and enjoyed a pleasant afternoon sipping tea
and discussing their lives. Hours of staying so still that limbs were numb
and cramps assailed him in thighs and arms.

The afternoon spent in their company said more about their sadism
than any whipping or fucking. He was simply ignored, part of the
furniture to match the décor. The foot of one of the women, unseen
and sitting at the end of the table that was held aloft by the slave
teased his balls with her stilettos as she spoke and the others had
laoughed at the reaction that had come despite his efforts. The
erection that came and stood for hours until his groin was cramped,
until his balls were aching from a need to discharge. But, even that
was at their pleasure and the three mistresses had no inclination to
allow him relief and simply chuckled at his need.

The thought of that service flooded his mind as he stood to attention
with the others that awaited use and abuse. Now he could feel the



rising and tension of stiffness in his cock again and it moved into the
edge of his vision. Bobbing and straining to touch something, to at
least have an iota of friction. Almost hypnotised by his reaction, Jimmy
mewed through the gag that plugged his lips and knew that he
would be punished even for this small delict.

But, he could not help himself...

So intent was he on the plum ftip of his cock, its swaying search for
contact, his thoughts of the sole of the shoe on his balls, that it was
only when the mistress moved full into his vision that he was torn from
his reverie.

She pursed her lips as she contemplated the giant erection that stood
from the latex of his fight suit and then looked into his eyes. Her hands
reached to the side of his head and fiddled to allow Jimmy to hear
her words.

“Naughty slut!” she said to herself with a smile.

He looked at her face and knew fear and adoration for the mistress
who had never revealed even her name to him. She could not be
described as beautiful, but she was attractive beyond Jimmy's wildest
dreams. A proud beak of a nose, rich full crimson lips, bare breasted
with merely a short tartan skirt hiding the treasure between her thighs.
The breasts hung a little, but were all the more attractive for that
imperfection. The two plaits in white moved around her shoulders as
she looked down and then back into his eyes. Her voice was like silk, a
slight Midwest accent, a lilting sound of sexuality.

The mistress’ hand reached, and she tapped the collar where his
stock-number was displayed.

“My, my,” she smiled. “Ten months now, one of the longest on
probation...”

Her hand dropped and touched his quivering organ briefly, an almost
affectionate stroke that caused Jimmy's body to buck in his fetters. It
moved to touch his face and he felt a rush of air in his mouth as the
plug was withdrawn from the gag.



“I think that it is about time that you were placed where you can
respond best to stimuli,” she said.

Her voice became almost wistful as she patted him on his head.

“But, there is a question first that will determine your place in
Crimson...” she continued. “Make sure that you answer honestly!”

Her other hand appeared holding what might have been a mobile
phone and she tapped the screen a couple of fimes before
continuing. Jimmy knew better than to interrupt the young woman,
any unsolicited reaction would result in punishment.

“I have three things on my list,” she said as if her victim were in a
therapeutic session. “Each of them might be the central stimulus, our
job is to discover which is primal and which are incidental. In reverse
order..."

She moved a step nearer and pressed herself against him.
“Being held rigid and helplesse”

It seemed to be a question, but Jimmy had no idea what form the
answer should take. He remained as still as possible, even holding his
breath in his rigidity.

“Of course not,” she cooed as she inspected the screen of her
device. "l knew it because that’'s what happens here and you would
be aroused all of the time. Still, had to ask...”

She stepped back.

“Next on the list, babes,” she said. “The situation as a piece of
furnituree”

Now he knew what the perfect mistress was looking forl She wanted
to know what had passed in his mind and caused his arousal. His mind
recalled the agonising hours with heels bound to thighs and hands to
shoulders as the heavy glass rested on his back and some of his
arousal slipped away.



It seemed as if this answer was satisfactory and she smiled brightly.

“Forniphilia would be rare,” she said with a twist of her lips. “That brings
us to the third possibility.”

The mistress laughed in amusement and stooped down before arising
with one of her white stilettos in her hand. For a moment she turned it
in her hand in his view and then proffered the heel to his lips. He could
see it, he could almost touch it, perhaps reach with his tongue...

“You may,” she smiled.

He dared and flicked the rough heel with the tip of his tongue. Her
eyes were on the screen and then she stepped back to admire the
magnificent size of his quivering cock.

“Very good, slut! | think that we have it...”

He gasped as she lowered her hand and rubbed the sole of her
stiletto on the fip of his weeping cock. Her eyes were fixed to his, her
triumphant smile filled his vision.

“That wasn't so bad was itg”
He fried to shake his head, perhaps she noticed.

“Oh dear me,” she laughed. “This will be heaven for you my little shoe-
bitch! Such a shame that it took so long, but then rewards are all the
better for being delayed...”

He moaned and her face dissolved as tears began to fill his eyes.

“So many clients want to trample their slaves underfoot,” she said as
she pressed harder at his organ with her stiletto. *Make their chosen
slut come with their slender metal heels fucking a big cock and watch
the slime seep over their boots.” She paused a moment and licked
her lips. “You have chosen what you will be, now perhaps a small
rewarde”

He gasped and the mistress popped the plug back into the gag.



“I can't have you upsetting all of the others,” she laughed as she
moved a little closer.

Jimmy could feel her grasp him with her free hand, hold his cock
steady and he whined as she looked down and stroked him to the
point of distraction. He could not climax, but the arousal was enough
to make him sag in his fetters. The mistress pursed her lips in irritation
and Jimmy straightened and tried to lock his knees.

“Better, slut. Now then, what happens nexte”

What happened next caused Jimmy to jerk despite his attempts to
remain still. He felt the touch of her shoe on the tip of his cock and
then it slowly entered him. Pressed through the small opening as her
hand guided it.

“Fucked by my heels, bitch,” she cooed. “Can you feel me taking
youe”

A whimper from his throat.
A thwarted cry blocked by the plug pressed between his lips.

It moved deep, it refreated and moved deep again. In and out as
she guided him with a satisfied look on her face. His mind was filled by
the vision that was denied his eyes. His imagination swamped as he
saw in his mind’s eye the sliver of heel fucking the cock that strained
to fill her hands. The heel filing him, swelling him as it pushed home.

“That’s right, slut,” she whispered. “You will learn to love to have these
big balls frampled under the weight of the women that fuck you. Long
to feel the soles of their stilettos on your cock, yearn to have them
fuck that tender ass with their heels and have you lick their soles clean
if you permitted to come! You are on your way to becoming a shoe-
dolly, fixated and consumed by a need to feel patent leather at your
lips and women's spurs on your flanks...”

The heel slipped from him.

“Now you can have your reward...”



No touch, no smile, no suggestion of contact. She slipped on her shoe
and stepped back fastidiously as she compelled her victim to
fountain. A grip deep inside Jimmy, a vibration, a pulse of electricity, a
valve that opened, a permission given.

And it was over, almost as it began.

Before he could empty, spout to completion, the mistress closed off
the climax with a jolt and laughed at the dismay in the eyes of her
bitch.

She sighed.

“That’s all there will ever be, shoe-slut! A beginning with no ending, an
inception with no completion, | am afraid that it will be automatically
controlled by the system, babes! This is not for your pleasure, it is for
whatever client wants a helpless dolly to tend to her heels!”

The mistress shrugged and stepped back to allow Jimmy to see her in
full. The white heels and tight cream socks on her calves. The tartan
skirt that barely covered her pussy and the breasts that heaved in the
aftermath of her games.

“Never mind, just be glad that you are of use!”
Jimmy watched his dream girl go. A slight swing of narrow hips, sexual
youth radiated from her every motion. The click of her heels on the

tiles, the focus of his attention.

At last he had a future...
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A gentle warm breeze moved softly and rustled the sweet-smelling
blossom of the tree that shaded the veranda. Overlooking a distant
forest, small pink villas below, two women stood enjoying the view
under the shade of a parasol held by a maid in pastel pink. Leaning
on the balustrade they took in the view silently and enjoyed the late
afternoon zephyr and the silence that was only broken by the twitter
of some concealed song-bird.

Both women wore gold filigree collars and otherwise, only bikinis and
stilettos. Tanned and athletic, they stood as if posing for some elegant
holiday brochure, at ease and relaxed.

“I so love coming out here,” said Janice as she watched tiny figures
moving below with their leashed pets in tow. “I'm not looking forward
to going back at all...”

“Paradise on earth,” said the other woman with a smile. “A place
where we are goddesses and every whim is catered for!”

“Just the way it should be,” chuckled Janice. "Uncomplicated,
everyone knows their place in the scheme of things and runs to cater
to every whim..."”

Janice glanced at the maid and smiled.

“They are happy to serve,” said the other woman as she too
inspected the maid. “"Aren’t you deare”

The maid nodded ever so slightly and the attention of the two women
turned back to the glorious view. Far below, two Mistresses were



engaged in a conversation, their pets sitting patiently by their feet.
Janice watched as they laughed at some comment and then turned
to continue their afternoon stroll whilst a small carriage passed them.
The clopping of the stallion’s hooves just about audible across the
distance.

“We've come so far,” said Janice. “Just ten years ago all of this was
empty land at the far reaches of nowhere, now thousands of women
get to enjoy the delights of the resort.”

She glanced at her companion and felt a twinge of envy. Latino and
shapely, Mistress Consuela was tanned magnificence. A rounded
figure matched with strength and inteligence. Ruthless and
conftrolling, she almost emanated an aura of strength matched with
femininity.

“There’s still far to go,” said Mistress Consuela idly. “Pink, Crimson and
Roan are fully operational, but there is so much still to do. White needs
to become a full domain, Silver really needs shaking up to get it right
and then there's Blue...”

Janice shrugged.

“I was here for the planning,” she said. “We break the ground in just a
couple of months..."”

Consuela turned to Janice with a frown.

“How's it going at your end?”

“Oh, the usual, one crisis after the next!”

“I heard that you were on that special congressional committee...”
“Which one,” laughed Janice.

“The corruption one,” said Mistress Consuela. “Expenses and project
funding...”

“I got my word in,” said Janice. “But, the decision was based on first
amendment issues rather than anything else. Touch the constitution



and they are all in an uproar. That's what got the project closed
down, not the fact that the spending was too high... the project to
use the phone system to trace chipped citizens has been closed
down.”

“Just as well,” said Consuela with a sigh. “It caused quite a panic here
amongst the seniors. We can’t have the government using the system
that we created against us!”

“It's just a pause,” said Janice with a grimace. “There will be more, we
need to stay on top of itl The latest problem is that there are questions
being raised as to why it is not an American producer that
manufactures the chips. National security and all that!”

“It is an American company! Barrington Rossi’'s corporation owns the
maijority of the company.”

“Ah, but the production plants are in Korea and that really hurts. In the
end it comes down to price and the markets are on our side. Anyway,
now that the German, Korean and British governments are buying
from us and the Chinese are moving that way, the prices should drop
again and there will be no other option but to buy from us.”

“What about the security of the chipse”

“The next generation are next to impossible to reverse-engineer,” said
Janice. "We are already rolling it out nationwide and now that the
banks won't accept any but the new chips for payments, there is a
rush to get them implanted.”

“You are an essential part of the Domains’ strategy now,” said Mistress
Consuela as she changed the subject. “In charge of appointing and
hiing agents means that we have a chance to infiltrate the
Agency..."”

“Human resources!” laughed Janice. “The job that no one aspires to.
When | get back to Langley to take up the appointment, | will make
sure that all the right people get promoted. Of course, the policy will
be an equal opportunities program! More women are needed in key
positions and all that!”



“Our policy here!” laughed Mistress Consuela. “A liberal agenda fully
realised!”

Janice smiled and winked.
“Once Blue is up and running,” she said, “the trap will be open...”

“The pieces are falling intfo place,” said Mistress Consuela, brushing
her hair from her face.

The sun was poised on the horizon and a chill came into the breeze.

“I need to get ready for the gala tonight,” said the Latino Mistress.
“Should be interesting... | can get you an invite if you like.”

Janice shook her head.

“Last night before | fly back,” she said. “I have a few things to attend
to...”

Mistress Consuela glanced at the maid and shrugged.

“Maybe next fime?”

“Of course.”

The two women retreated from the balustrade, followed by the maid
even though the shade was no longer required. They entered the
lounge that opened onto the veranda and Mistress Consuela

glanced around the luxurious room.

“This was always the villa that | used,” she said. “The playroom, is it sfill
as it waseg”

Janice nodded.

“I haven't changed a thing,” she laughed. “I love Roan, but in the
end Silver always pulls me back!”

“Enjoy your last evening.”



“Iwill...."

Gloria’s Pleasures

...strange to say, there are no brochures, no
advertising, no hint of the resort in any place. But, a
resort it must be, and exclusive to the point of a



singularity! I attempted to board the hypersonic flight
to Boa Vista and discovered that no amount of money or
pleading would get me on the American Airways flight
210. So, I watched those who arrived and tried to
interview them. Strange to say, all female, all
seemingly well-heeled, all passing without a word of
comment. The same went for the return flight. All women,
all dressed to the nines...

...to that end, I would like to put in a formal request
for funds to carry through this investigation. This 1is
something that will fascinate and excite our readers and
I am sure that there 1is a greater story behind the
private flights to Brazil that are scheduled five times
a day from various places in the U.S.

N.Y.T. Reporter request for funds. Kelly Broage. Travel
Dept. Chief Editor - Travel and leisure.

Passed to the Phoenix Sherriff’s Dept after his sudden
disappearance.

Stamped - No action necessary.

* k ok k)

Outside the darkness had fallen. Inside, a soft light lit the lounge where
three Mistresses sat relaxing after their meal. Glasses in hand, the ever-
present maid standing in the shadows ready to answer any call for a
drop or two of wine while the two guests and Janice enjoyed the
anticipation of their entertainment for the night.

Janice had already chosen their play-pets for the evening and felt a
thrill of eagerness that she tried hard to supress. Tonight was the night
when she would inform her latest possession all about his future...
There was nothing so exhilarating as having the power to do just as
she liked! Better yet, it was exquisite that her latest acquisition was a
man that knew her from the outside world. It gave that extra little thrill
to have the victim of her pleasure suffer. Tonight’s little amusements
would be both poignant and entertaining for her chosen guests.

“What have you planned?” asked the woman sitting facing Janice.
“Something speciale”



“I don’t want to spoil the surprise,” said Janice, almost bursting to tell.
“But, | managed to get one from Pink that is in for a surprise!”

The woman smiled and ran her finger around the glass in her hand to
make a throbbing tone.

“I take it that this one is specialg”
“They are all special...” said Janice.

Mistress Jessica was one of those that had that look of indeterminate
age. She could have been anywhere between thirty and forty, the
rejuve-smoothness of skin and perfection of her figure the result of
endless treatment to keep her in her youth. There was always a look, a
particular air of those that had frozen their aging. The figure, the
features, the skin and the vigour tempered by experience that could
somehow not be masked. So far, Janice had not entered the
program in White, even though, as a Gold, she was entitled.
Somehow, going under the knife and putting herself through the
endless treatments was not to her taste. Give it a few more years, she
thought to herself, and | will put a stop to the aging and join all the
others who would live forever...

“Mmm, not a surprise at all,” laughed Mistress Jessica. “They come to
my courtroom in their hundreds...”

“Well, you've had plenty pass by,” said Janice. "l doubt that you'll
remember this onel”

“I visit my ex in Roan every time,” said the other woman with a smile.
“The first time was such fun! | was there to hold his halter the first time
that he discovered what it means tfo be a mare.”

She flicked her ringlets back and laughed. In her mid-twenties, Mistress
Gloria was slim and pretty. Pert lips and almond eyes, her Chinese and
Italian parentage giving her an innocent look that concealed her
heartless nature.

“You should have seen the terror on his face when he realised that he
was presenting for the stallions that were lined up for service! | think
that the fact that | was there to enjoy his fucking was the worst part of



it for him. Babbling and pleading while | told him what was in store
and then the first was led for relief and my little pony discovered what
was in store.”

The Mistress’ pretty round face lit as she recalled the moment and
took a sip from her glass.

“It's the best,” said Mistress Jessica. “l love it when they beg... being
part of that special moment is such a thrill.”

“This time | spent a whole day with my little mare,” said Mistress Gloria.
“A last little outing for us both.”

“The last time?2" asked Janice.

“Oh, yes! | forgot to say that | had it moved to the parlour last night. It
was tfime for me to clear the way for my new interests and anyway it's
for the best. Can’t live in the past, | think that he realised that | need
to move onin my lifel”

“So, what's nexte"” asked Mistress Jessica.

“Pink, of course!” laughed Mistress Gloria. “I love all of the colours, but
Pink is the new passion in my life. | never thought that I'd be so hooked
by the sissies and sluts there, but a couple of months ago | spent a
week there with a lover and fell in love with the place!”

“I getit, I really do,” said Janice. “It was Pink that hooked me, Crimson
that showed me what was possible, but Silver, that is the place that |
lovel”

“Roan for me every time,” said Mistress Jessica. “But, if | had to choose
something else, it would be Silver. In the end, all of the Domains are
perfect, its’ just a question of mood.”

She held up her glass and the maid stepped forward to fill if.
“So, tell us all about what happened when you took him out for that

last run, Gloria,” said Janice, eager to hear the details from her friend.
“I want all of the juicy stuff...”



Mistress Gloria’s lips twitched, and she sipped at her glass.

“You know all about Jeremy of course,” said Mistress Gloria. “Rich,
successful and perfect for me, but such a fucking bore. Anyway,
when | had him brought here, he ended up in Roan. The thought of
my ex as a mare was such a perfect turn-on. You should have heard it
cry when he was covered... Anyway, that was a year ago and |
decided that it was time to part ways. | had everything all arranged to
make the day special for me. Whenever | am in Roan | pop in to see
the mares, this time | had him brought out and hitched up. Of course,
it was a shock for my little pony to see me there with the crop in my
hand waiting for my ride.”

“Did you tell him before you set off then?2” asked Mistress Jessica.
Mistress Gloria shook her head.

“No, no, the whole idea was that we would go out on a little run and
then | would say that | had managed to get him moved out of the
mares’ stable, and that’s exactly the way that it happened. We got to
the spot that | had picked for a picnic and | stroked my sobbing mare
and sympathised and teased him.”

“I thought that they had them docked as mares,” said Mistress
Jessica.

“Oh, he's been snipped,” said Mistress Gloria. “Balls off, but arousal is
possible once the restraint is off. He didn’'t have much beforehand
anyway, so they left his little cock intact. Well, | was so understanding
and explained that when we got back, he would be released from
the stables. Oh, it was so delicious, he just couldn’t do enough for me
and | even allowed a last little fuck.” Mistress Gloria paused and licked
her lips, “The fact that a mare can’t possibly climax made it last
forever and ever!”

“You are so wicked,” said Janice with a grin.

“I know, | am, but | just can’t resist having a little joke!” replied Mistress
Gloria with a flutter of her slim fingers. “He was sobbing his little heart
out, so convinced that | had bought him a