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"As you breathe in, your mind fills with the only thing important to you: Pussy."

Fempire Conditioner


Sugar & Spice

Loops. Life is just a series of loops, each loop in essence a puzzle for us to break out of, our reward another loop. That’s what Alan Kingston thought as he sat strapped to the lacquered wooden chair, his wrist at his sides and held in place by a pair of supple leather cuffs. His knees were spread–feet strapped the same way as his wrists, attached to the chair’s legs–and he was completely naked. Alan was vaguely aware of the cutout in the seat of the chair thanks to the slightest brush of fresh air against his bare buttocks.

Loops. The thought–theory, really–was surprisingly cogent, the kind of epiphanous thinking that seems so obvious when Alan stumbled upon it but, like a fleeting dream in the light of morning, didn’t stay long before the shape of what Alan thought he was discovering faded again, returning Alan back to the numbed-out sleep-bliss of a mediocre existence. Then, with pulse-spiking excitement, Alan saw it: He wasn’t in his loop, he was looking down at it, seeing how it repeated itself, seeing how he was being pulled towards his loop’s completion and how, in doing so, he would be sent right back to its beginning, to live it all over again. But now that he knew that–

The door to the dim, small room that smelled strongly of vetiver and cedarwood clicked open. He turned to see two women enter. He knew them, but he didn’t, and their contrasting visages immediately made Alan nickname them Sugar and Spice in his head. Sugar was blonde, with pouty pink lips, and had on a white bodycon dress with crisscrossing latticework in the front and back that acted as a teasing window to her cleavage and the skimpy white satin thong that barely covered her crotch. Meanwhile, Spice’s silky dark hair was pulled back into twin buns, with two antennae-like bangs framing her sharp, pale face. She had an exotic look–exotic to Alan, anyway–with almond-shaped eyes and a long jaw and she wore a reflective, silvery bikini, with spikes covering the breasts and crotch; Alan couldn’t decide if the look was “Fear me!” conqueress or “Hands off!” chastised slave, but regardless, he found himself glancing from woman to woman, primal excitement growing.

“Loops,” he said to himself with a quiet chuckle, realizing he was losing his train of thought. We go around and around, repeat the same thing and then… what was it again? He furrowed his brow as he tried to remember what he’d been on the verge of realizing.

“Loops?” Sugar asked in a purr as she strode over to him, her hips swaying back and forth to test the stretch of the white bodycon dress. She knelt down between Alan’s legs and sat back on her heels, hands palms down on her thighs in a coiled gesture of seeming submission. “What about loops?”

Alan’s heart raced to have the sultry blonde perched right in front of his crotch like this. Spice approached as well, walking around so that she was behind Alan. She rested her hands on his shoulders. “Yes, tell us about these ‘loops’,” she said, her accent some triangulation of Japanese, Russian, and… Arabic? No, not quite. Alan’s mind reached for the name of a country but failed to grasp it. He felt the cold press of the spikes of Spice’s brassiere as she gently rested her breasts on his head. It was then Alan noted his head was shaved, though he couldn’t remember the last time he’d had a haircut, let alone a buzz cut.

“You know, like, when you find yourself doing the same thing, again and again?” Alan asked, frustrated with how stupid he sounded even as he was speaking. “And you… argh, why can’t I think straight?”

Sugar raised her hands and drew her bubblegum pink fingernails along the insides of Alan’s legs, teasing upwards towards his crotch. He let out a shuddery sigh. “Don’t be so hard on yourself,” she said, teasing up until it just seemed like she was going to tickle his balls before moving her hands back down to his thighs, repeating the ascent over and over while getting a little closer each time; even without her touching him directly, Alan’s cock started to grow.

Spice leaned a bit more heavily on Alan, and now the spikes pushed on his skull in a disarmingly relaxing way, like he was getting a cranial massage or acupuncture. Her hands snaked off his shoulders and slithered down to his chest to play with his nipples until they were hard.

“Do you really want to think straight?” she asked him, punctuating her question with a steady squeeze on both nipples. It was just on the edge of pain and Alan gasped.

Loops. The word burned bright in Alan’s mind and just as he was going to speak it out loud again, like some kind of signal flare for his future self, he felt Sugar’s fingers wrap around his stiff cock. She began to stroke him with metronomic precision, up down, up down, up down, fast enough to make him harder still but far too slow to get him anywhere close to release. He looked down at her with a helpless look on his face and saw that as she was stroking him, Sugar was lifting up the hem of her snug white dress, her fingers searching for her thong.

Spice lifted her bust off Alan’s head so she could place her head next to his and whisper hotly in his ear: “Take a deep breath in.”

Alan breathed in, his chest puffing out; Spice rubbed her fingers in circles around his nipples.

“As you breathe in,” continued Spice, her voice low and husky in that unplaceable accent of hers. “Your mind fills with the only thing important to you: Pussy.” The word was electric and, as if on cue, Sugar’s stroking speeds up. She shoots Alan a flirty glance while her fingers sneak under her thong and towards her sex. “Yes, that’s right. Pussy is the only thing you want, Pussy, pussy, pussy. Now, breathe out.”

His chest tight as a drum, Alan let the breath out. He could feel his pulse in his neck and his cock throbbing underneath Sugar’s stroking fingers. God, how he wanted her to go faster. He looked down between her legs, veiled fingers darting along those hidden lips. He wanted what was there, too.

“Each breath out washes away everything that is not important,” Spice said. “You feel lighter when you breathe out. Life is simpler. Your thoughts are less burdensome–no strain, no questions that cannot be answered. You become… calm. At peace. Empty. Ready for the only thing that matters to you. Breathe in.”

As Alan took another chest-tightening breath in, Spice chanted in his ear: “Pussy, pussy, pussy, pussy, pussy…” Sugar stroked him faster and Alan clearly saw she was pumping her fingers into herself in the same rhythm as she stroked, like her fingers were his cock through some miraculous feat of teledildonics.

Out of nowhere, a thought forced itself into Alan’s mind. An image, really. It was a laboratory, with standing whiteboards covered in dense equations. Something very important was going on there. He was doing something important. Teledildonics. Such an absurd, niche word. But not for him. Not in this image. Somehow that word meant everything to him in this intrusive thought, both the lock and the key to… to… he was so close to remembering, but he couldn’t.

Loops.

Alan blinked as if to snap himself out of a dream and he could feel Sugar hesitate in response, followed by Spice. The two women glanced at each other. The rush of surfacing built in Alan’s mind, like he was about to come up from the deep water for some much needed air… and then Sugar took her hand off his cock and leaned forward to take him inside of her mouth instead, swallowing him without any hesitation or struggle. Suddenly his cock was immersed in wet warmth, her tongue swirling around him in mind-obliterating bliss.

“Pussy, pussy, pussy, pussy,” Spice chanted in his ear again, licking the lobe tauntingly. “You want pussy, pussy, pussy, pussy. You need pussy, pussy, pussy, pussy. You will be a good boy for pussy, pussy, pussy, pussy. And you will be rewarded for thinking only of pussy, pussy, pussy, pussy…”

Alan didn’t know how long Spice went on chanting before he came in Sugar’s mouth. It could’ve been seconds or it could’ve been ten, twenty minutes. But when he came, it was so hard it was almost painful, making his balls feel drained as Sugar swallowed his seed and sucked him ravenously for more. His brain felt like a feathery, floating cloud and a pleasurable haze obscured all his senses. The next sequence of events was a blur: He was being uncuffed and led by the women to a warm and cozy room. It had a large bed, a massive 70-inch television, and a gratuitously-equipped cabinet full of tissues and lubes and realistic-looking silicone pocket pussies and masturbation sleeves. On the TV, porn played endlessly, a barrage of clips that only lasted for a few seconds each that depicted all kinds of ribald, torrid acts, many far, far more taboo than anything Alan was used to.

He was having trouble thinking and, as the strain of thought became too much, he walked over in a daze to the cabinet, picking out a silicone sheath and a bottle of lube so he could sit down on the carpeted floor and stare brainlessly up at the TV while he jerked himself off.

Yes. This feels good. Let’s do this, his brain whispered to him.

◆◆◆

Zarifa grumbled to herself, but loud enough for Mae to hear. She stared at the security cam footage and at Professor Alan Kingston gooning himself stupid to the Tank’s 24/7 pornography feed. He had a smile on his face that she wished she could slap right off him.

“What happened?” she asked, knowing neither herself nor Mae could answer the question. “He seemed like he was becoming cognizant, even with the conditioning.”

Mae twisted her pouty pink lips to the side as she rinsed her mouth with high proof mouthwash. A moment later she spit into a metal sink. “It looked like he remembered something.”

“But how? We provided no such stimuli,” said Zarifa.

“Well, he’s Tier III, right? Maybe his brain is… adapting. Looking for ways to make sense of things,” offered Mae.

But the suggestion only made Zarifa more annoyed. The Tank–or Think Tank, as it was also sometimes called, despite its official name of the “Center for Redistributed Intellect and Opportunity Discovery”–was a far cry from other such similar locations throughout the United Queendom. Unlike the labor camps or detention facilities or even the pleasure estates, the approach here was far more carrot, than stick. So-called male “guests” of the Tank were given cushy accommodations–all things considered–and of course were infamously treated to regular conditioning cycles, where the men would be teased and titillated and, eventually, brought to leg-shaking orgasm before being put back in their rooms, where the conditioning administered during their time out would leave them a brainless jerk-puppet until they needed a re-up.

What a fucking life. For the wardens of the Tank like Zarifa and Mae, their job was to not just monitor guests and provide the necessary conditioning, but to discover the particular paths of pleasure the guests found most arousing to create a detailed kink and fetish dossier on each of them which would then be used to find stronger and stronger pathways to deliver the necessary conditioning to keep the men docile. For women of the United Queendom–the fucking Fempire––it was an affront to the nation’s very ethos to prioritize a male’s pleasure in such a way.

Of course, from another point of view, it was a necessary evil, as these were no ordinary men. They were highly intelligent, each with a specialty of either direct or indirect interest to the United Queendom, and because of their prodigious intellect, simply removing them from the board by shipping them off to somewhere like Maidenfist or worse was a tremendous waste of human processing power. And so the strategy for dealing with them became this: Keep them blissed out on the euphoric highs of sexual pleasure to both prevent them from using their intelligence to attempt escape and to, ideally, turn them into unwitting servants of the Queen.

That was easier said than done, and so far the Tank was merely focused on succeeding at the first part of that directive and still they ran into issues. These intellects were of a far higher caliber than the subjects the conditioning was tested on in Shepard Labs and as a result, the conditioning schedules were ever-fluid, with unexpected hiccups like the one Zarifa and Mae had witnessed earlier with Kingston.

“I didn’t like all that talk of loops,” said Zarifa, snarling at the security cam feed of Alan. “If he is looking for a way to make sense of his time here and that way is that he’s stuck in some loop, the next thing that big brain of his is going to do is try to break the loop to see what happens. Who the fuck knows what that will lead to.”

A concerned look spread across Mae’s face. “He’s not just Tier III, you know.”

Zarifa sighed. “Yes, I know.”

Beyond being extra smart, Alan Kingston was also attached to a POI, or Project of Importance. In other words, he wasn’t being kept on retainer in case his specialty was useful, his work was actively being used by the Queendom–once a week, while at the height of his conditioning and his orgasmic pleasure, he was interviewed by a small group of researchers and engineers. This meant that any changes of courses to his “treatment” were heavily moderated to avoid risking the POI.

It was also why someone as experienced as Zarifa–and Mae too, to be fair–was assigned to Alan, and paid a very pretty penny for her work. The powers that be knew tickling a man’s pleasure bone was of little interest to Zarifa, and they made sure to figure out what magic number would get Zarifa on board with the work that had to be done. That little reminder of Zarifa’s aptitude gave her an idea.

“What’s the ETA for the Professor’s next session?” she asked Mae.

“Hmm… let’s see. Normally it would’ve been a week, but with what happened today… yep, I’m not surprised. Three days.”

Zarifa had to hold her groan back. The original promise of conditioning–and the work required by the Zarifas and Maes of the world–was that it would only be needed once a month, if that. Three days was just absurd.

“In his next session, we are going to explore the edges of his pleasure space,” announced Zarifa.

Mae gave her a deadpan “What the fuck?” look. “He’s POI,” she said, as if to shut down the conversation.

“We’re not going off dossier,” said Zarifa.

“We’re not?” asked Mae skeptically.

Zarifa brought up Alan’s dossier on her touch tablet. She scrolled through the exploratory data analysis results on the kink and fetish testing they’d given him, filtering and pivoting the data until she found a view she was satisfied with. “Nope,” said Zarifa. “We’ll be perfectly in boundary.”

Mae opened her mouth and closed it again, knowing better than to voice what she was about to and knowing that Zarifa knew just as well as she did what that meant: Being in boundary meant no reporting to the higher ups that treatment was changing and thus no oversight. It also meant that if things took a turn for the worst, it was Zarifa and Mae’s ass on the line.

Sweet as she may look, Mae was no fool: “You’ll be lead on the next session then.” It was a statement, not a question.

“I will,” said Zarifa, biting back her annoyance. She couldn’t blame Mae for her recalcitrance, but even so, they were partners–she would’ve at least liked a little more faith from Mae. Then again, there were two sides to this coin: As solo lead, Zarifa would bear outsize responsibility should anything go wrong… and outsize credit, should her instincts be right.

Nothing risked, nothing gained, thought Zarifa. Careful, Mae. With your aversion to risk, you might find yourself reporting to me before long, or…

Zarifa shoved her next thought away before it could turn into something problematic. Goddamn, why did she have to have such a thing for blondes?


Tender & Stern

Loops. Life is just a series of loops, each loop in essence a puzzle for us to break out of, our reward another… hold on, hadn’t Alan had this thought before? He lazily noted his cuffed wrists and spread knees, laughing thickly to himself at the déjà vu of it all. What was going on? Was he dreaming? He strained his mind to think about what he’d been doing before this, but all he found were sense memories without visual markers: His hand on his cock, his thumping heart, a feeling of being dehydrated. Then, with spine-tingling clairvoyance, he knew what would happen next–two women would arrive, one sweet, the other less so. They would come in here and…

The door clicked open. Alan felt a little dizzy.

Two women pressed their way into the room. They were dressed in only what Alan could call liquid latex, the blonde in white, the dark-haired one in black, with inscrutable insignia on their chests–drawing inevitable attention to their busts–and with mirrored, bug-eyed Aviator-like eyewear on that reflected the world back in miniature. Alan furrowed his brow. This felt… wrong, somehow. Unexpected, although what was expected, he couldn’t say. The numb buzz that saturated his mind thinned slightly and in its place crept disarming tendrils of fear.

“You have been ‘selected’,” the dark-haired one informed him. Alan saw the two as a natural duo, and a nickname jumped into his head. Stern and Tender. “What happens next is up to you.”

“W-what do you mean?” stumbled Alan; it felt as if he hadn't spoken in a long time.

Stern loped towards him, with Tender behind, their curves undulating beneath the tight, shiny latex. He couldn’t help but stare with want at their bodies. They seemed familiar, but not.

“Why can’t I remember anything?” Alan blurted out next. It was like his brain was being squeezed in a vice.

“Oh, I believe you know,” said Stern. Her accent was strange and exotic, almost otherworldly. “Isn’t that right, Professor?”

Tender came up from behind and whispered into his ear: “You were reading when we took you. Immersed deep in thought. There is much in your mind we want to understand, for our…”

“...species,” said Alan, completing Tender’s thought. Yes, of course. It all came crashing back to Alan now: His lab, a sudden and violent transit, then… here. These women, these beings. His heart beat hard in his chest, so hard he felt a little sick. Oh god. He crossed the threshold between mankind and whatever these women are. Was he the first? Was he–because of his mind, that fabled brain of his–somehow special?

“You are an interesting specimen,” said Stern. There's something about the way she said “specimen”, all melodic yet fragmented. “But we are wary of your kind and your innate desire for war.”

“No, not me,” pleaded Alan, desperate not to be lumped in with all those other people. The simple ones. The vulgar ones.

“We would hope not, but we are going to need a show of faith, Professor,” Stern said ominously.

“O… okay,” said Alan. “Like what?”

Stern grinned at him. “Just relax and make yourself available to us.”

Stern and Tender changed places, with Tender in front now and Stern behind. Tender straddled Alan’s spread legs and gently sat down on his thighs; the latex was warm and smooth against his skin. She looked down at him and, as Alan looked past her heavy bust and into her face, he saw himself in her Aviator-like eyewear. He was so small. So weak…

…and his head was shaved down to stubble. When has that happened?

Tender stroked Alan's chest and started to softly rock back and forth, as if she was riding him, and not wanting to be left out, Alan’s cock pulsed to life, growing and growing and growing until it was jutting up between him and Tender, sliding against her latex-clad crotch and belly.

Then, with a tensing jump, Alan felt something prodding at his buttocks. He instinctively tightened his cheeks.

“Show of faith,” Stern reminded him. “Show us you can be trusted by trusting us.”

It took a great deal of concentration for Alan to unclench his cheeks. He focused on the gliding sensation against Tender, wishing his hands were free so he could feel her body beneath the white latex, and then jumped again as something cool and wet pushed itself between his cheeks. It sank deeper, and deeper, and then was pushing up against that most intimate hole of his, desperate to be inside of him.

“Let me inside,” said Stern in a hectoring, authoritative tone.

Alan closed his eyes and bore down. As he did, Tender put her hands on his shoulders and Stern pushed the invading object–Alan imagined phalluses and plugs and probes–deeper, its widening girth stretching out Alan's asshole.

A fragment of memory rose up from his subconscious: …the most advanced concept in teledildonics. A phallus with transmission to and from the central nervous system, able to emulate for the wearer real, penile stimulation and to generate the behavior in those in contact with it we would associate with pulsing, throbbing, and…

There was a moment of gasping worry as the object in Alan’s ass spread him out a little past his limit and then it tapered back down, sitting snugly inside him, right up against his prostate. Tender dismounted, leaving Alan bound to the chair, plugged and erect.

“We have developed a sophisticated method of knowledge transfer for your kind,” said Stern, stepping around to join Tender, a sleek black controller in her hand. “It is quite ingenious, really. With the device I’ve inserted into you, I’ve created a link between your neural matrix–your thoughts–and the biology responsible for producing your species’ reproductive fluid.” Stern pressed a button on the controller and the plug in Alan’s ass began vibrating. Not only that, but it swelled, pushing against his prostate and his anus and then eased, swelling and shrinking in a steady rhythm that caused his cock to get rock hard. He moaned uncontrollably. “Which is to say: The contents of your mind will be transferred to the contents of your testicles and, upon extraction from you, will be ours to study.”

“Transferred?” asked Alan, in between moans. “Not… not copied?” Transferred meant moved and moved meant one way. What would happen to Alan then?

It was Tender’s turn to address him. She came in close, smelling heady and earthy, and brought her face right in front of his as one gloved hand lightly stroked the underside of Alan’s cock. “Yes. Transferred, leaving your mind empty. Drained. As compensation for your contribution to our study of your kind, you will be allowed to remain here, as our pet.”

“Pet?” squeaked Alan. The bulbous plug expanded, pushing extra long on his prostate. A drop of hot precum squeezed its way up his too-hard cock.

Tender looked over her shoulder. “That is the word, yes? Pet?” she asked Stern. She turned back to Alan, her plump, pink lips curled into a wide smile. “Something to play with. To tease. To… amuse ourselves with.” She drew a single finger up Alan’s cock and he shuddered at how devilishly good it felt.

“But… my mind! My brain!” cried Alan. “It’s my everything. It’s who I am.”

“Soon it will be who you were,” Stern said, looming behind Tender with a sneering grin on her face. “And you will be our happy, mindless pet. Our animal. Of course… if you do not wish this fate, your task is simple: Do not release your reproductive fluid.”

The plug continued its unceasing rhythm, milking the precum out of Alan so that it dribbled down his swollen cockhead and along his veiny, rigid shaft. He tested the cuffs holding his wrists and ankles in place, but the leather, though supple, was impossibly strong. Stern cackled with glee at the sight of Alan struggling. Then, to Tender:

“Get the extractor.”

Tender slinked over to a non-descript silver box, bending over and giving Alan the most amazing view of her heart-shaped bottom. From the box, she withdrew a bluish purple sleeve made of some kind of soft, bouncy-looking rubber; the sleeve seemed to change color under the dim lights of the room as she brought it towards him, showing Alan how its “mouth”–the tight, furrowed orifice at one end lined with countless little nubs–eagerly dripped warm lubricant onto his thighs and belly.

Alan stared at it wide-eyed. “What is that?” he asked. His chest heaved with panicked inhalations.

The women exchanged a glance that lasted for a weighty beat. Tender opened her mouth to speak, but Stern took over: “It’s your brain’s new home,” she said. “Cozy, isn’t it?”

“N-no…p-please!” begged a frightened Alan.

“Shh shh shh,” cooed Tender. “Just relax and let it happen.”

“Or resist,” Stern countered. “If that brain of yours is so precious, surely it calls the shots and not this thing between your legs, hmm?”

Tender pushed the mouth of the sleeve on Alan’s cock. He looked away as she slid it down, its endless nubs massaging him from all directions, the thick, viscous lubricant inside so pleasantly warm that it tingled to the touch. Alan’s legs trembled. This was too much, far, far too much, even without the stakes but, knowing what would happen to him should he release, the rush of pleasure became fiendishly tempting. A death wish, of sorts. A mental death wish, anyway.

The plug expanded and eased, faster now, pumping Alan’s prostate as it opened his ass wider and wider. He curled his toes and balled his hands into fists. Tender stroked the sleeve up and down Alan’s shaft; it seemed to pull at him with a greedy vacuum, something deep in that wet mouth hungry for him. He threw his head back and groaned helplessly and, as he did, he found Stern waiting for him, having unzipped the front of her liquid latex suit to reveal her full, lightly tanned cleavage.

“Take a deep breath,” she warned him.

Alan only managed half an inhale before she sank down on him, smothering him in her breasts. Her soft, pillowy skin blotted out his sight and sound and as Alan tried to breathe in, he instead got a whiff of Stern herself–rose, amber, jasmine, musky vanilla–and either the smell or the lack of oxygen made Alan even hornier than he already was. In a lusty fit, he thrust his hips up, pumping himself into the sleeve in Tender’s firm grip. Both women laughed.

“He will make a fine pet, won’t he?” Tender asked.

Stern pressed down harder on Alan, muffling his desperate moans. “Oh yes, I suspect he will. What is it the humans do with their cherished pets?”

“Play games with them,” suggested Tender, not sounding all too sure. “Travel about with them. Display them.”

As Stern lifted her cleavage off Alan, he took in a deep breath, sucking in more of that sensual musk of hers. He looked up at her upside-down visage with specks in his eyes. She licked her lips and for the first time, Alan noticed she was wearing some kind of matte, jet black lipstick lined in electric white; it made her lips look like some exotic, luscious fruit that was at peak ripeness. He glanced down–or up, rather–at Stern’s exposed breasts. The latex cradled them on either side, the nipples dark and perky.

Their physiology is so much like ours, wondered Alan, precious cerebral thought breaking through the waves of droning pleasure that wracked his body. Strange…

Stern noted the look on Alan’s face as he stared at her breasts. She exchanged another glance with Tender, one that some subconscious part of Alan’s mind observed. It seemed to convey wordless discussion and, then, decision.

“We were fortunate to find your kind,” said Stern, something a little off in her voice, like she was caught by surprise. “Lifeforms so like us. It has made cultural exchange so much simpler. Though…” Stern paused and the confidence returned to her expression. “...you must have realized how far advanced we are. So much so that even one such as yourself, with your intelligence, can aspire at best to be our pet. Does that thought frighten you, Professor?”

Tender pushed the sleeve all the way down, driving Alan’s head against its warm, slick inside. She wiggled it in controlled circles like a joystick, going around, and around, and around, grinding Alan’s prostate against the expanding plug as much as the plug was grinding against him. He blathered out some incomprehensible sound, something between exhaustion and shock. His dazed eyes floated from Stern’s perky breasts to the mirrored lenses covering her eyes.

“Yes…” he admitted softly. It was frightening and, frankly, a relief for these women–these strange beings–to admit it.

“It is a big universe,” Stern assured him, beginning to bring her cleavage back down to Alan’s face again. “There’s always a more advanced intelligence out there, somewhere. You should take solace in the fact that the intelligence superior to your own, our intelligence, is benign. At least to you it is, Professor.”

With that, Stern smothered Alan again. This time he was ready for it, taking in a big, deep breath and then losing himself in those warm, soft tits. He opened and closed his mouth like a fish out of water, sloppily sucking and kissing Stern’s golden, tawny skin. Alan could not breathe but he didn’t care–he didn’t want to be anywhere else right then and there, with Stern’s breasts eclipsing his senses and Tender driving the bizarre sheath against his aching cock. Every second that passed brought him closer to the point of no return and, as the women had said, to the “transfer” of his mind into the greedy, lubey wanting mouth sucking on him. What would it be like to be mindless? Truth be told, Alan had envied idiots before. Life seemed so easy for them, so… without struggle. Yes, they had to grapple with the basic primal questions of life–who didn’t?–but they were unburdened by the crushing questions that had so often made Alan and minds like his lie awake at night.

Speckly stars filled his vision and the air went thin in his lungs. Involuntarily, his body began to thrash and then thrust, jerking and humping, much to the delight of Stern and Tender. Then, another memory, this one so clear it was like Alan was reliving it all over again:

He was in his research laboratory, looking at a mannequin. At its hips it wore a harness, usually used for certain kinds of sex play, but today it had a different kind of strap-on phallus attached to it. It had a tangle of wires attached to the base that ran to all kinds of measurement screens and Alan’s lab assistant, a mousey woman who he didn’t much care for, was touching the phallus while Alan took note of the reactions on screen.

“Amazing,” he said. “It’s a near 100% sync.”

“Fucking’s back on the menu, boys!” a voice said from behind him.

General Yates, a cornfed military man who had made his career on being unapologetically outspoken. He was with another man, one 15, 20 years his senior. Field Marshal Kane. Kane’s expression was stony and controlled.

“Tell me, Professor–what happens if the neural connection is delivered to the person being penetrated with this device?”

Alan was silent. He’d never considered that possibility. As far as he knew, the use cases for his work were two-fold, as prostheses for unfortunate military members and as a safer sex option now that the Defense Ministry had revealed the Widowmaker virus was indeed real.

“Professor?” nudged Kane, with a chilling degree of politeness that Alan knew was impatience masked.

“Well… I suppose they would both feel the sensation of, ahem, being penetrated while also the feeling of doing the penetrating. I imagine it would be quite vexing. Particularly if the subject was, you know…”

“Was what?” Kane asked.

“Uninterested in penetration,” said Alan, as placidly as he could.

A smile showed at the corners of Kane’s mouth. General Yates clapped his hands together.

“Excellent!” the General roared. “How soon until it’s operational? Can we–”

Field Marshal Kane silenced him. “That’s enough, General. The Professor will let us know when it’s ready for use. Won’t you, Professor?”

Alan nodded, his throat dry. “Of course.”

“And that will be soon?” It wasn’t a question.

“Yes sir, very soon,” said Alan.

“Very well,” said Kane. “We’ll leave you to your work.”

The General and the Field Marshal left the lab, both men giddy but showing it in very different ways. Alan turned towards his lab assistant. She was looking at him in the most curious way.

“Is there a problem?” he asked, taking out the pushiness of the military men on his subordinate.

“No, not at all, Professor,” said the lab assistant. She, too, seemed to have a smile hiding in the corners of her mouth.

Stern lifted herself off Alan’s face, allowing him one quick breath before smothering him again, while Tender resumed her stroking, raising the sleeve’s “mouth” all the way up Alan’s shaft until it threatened to pop off. He could hear its thick lube squelching and squirting all about.

“You’re going to give us your thoughts now,” Stern told him, her voice muffled. “And you are going to become our brainless, happy pet. Now, Professor. Cum for us now!”


Mae & Zarifa

The Professor thrashed, his body tightening as he began to pump his load into the silicone sheath, groaning and moaning into Zarifa’s breasts as he did. Only when he became overstimulated and hypersensitive–and eager to have the sleeve removed–did Zarifa stand up straight, wiping away Alan Kingston’s sweat and spittle from her chest with a look of disgust she kept hidden from him. So far, he had reacted well to the new conditioning, his brain filling in the blanks of Zarifa and Mae’s insinuations; even so, it had required improvising on both their parts, and Zarifa was both curious and apprehensive to see if the suggestions she had planted into his psyche had taken root.

She gestured towards Mae. “Put the Professor’s mind away for safekeeping. I will make him more comfortable.”

As Mae deposited the cum-filled sleeve back in the silver box–a simple lock box that had been painted for the occasion–Zarifa walked in front of Alan and started to undo his wrist and ankle cuffs. She’d already turned off the plug inside him, but left it half-expanded in his ass just for the hell of it, thinking a little extra humiliating sensation would help sell the conditioning.

“Get on your hands and knees, pet,” she told him.

She waited. This was the moment of truth–either he would obey without question or hesitation, suggesting success, or he would grapple with the command and Zarifa would have to think fast on what to do next to keep from ruining his conditioning completely. Alan’s eyes fluttered open. He leaned forward, like a puppet pulled on strings and then, to Zarifa’s great delight, he flopped off the chair and onto his hands and knees. His posture was atrocious and the way he was positioned made his belly hang down, but as graceless as it was, it was nevertheless obedience. Her gambit had worked.

When Mae returned, she looked from Zarifa to Alan and back again. Zarifa nodded.

“Good boy,” Mae told him, leaning down to pat Alan on the head. He beamed with pride at the praise, and Zarifa knew–lead on this session or not–it was time for Mae to take over for a bit. She had that bubbly sexpot air to her that Zarifa neither could nor wanted to match and it was through that gentle dominance that Zarifa hoped to have Alan’s new condition further cemented.

“I’m receiving an urgent transmission,” Zarifa said, still in character. “Please make our new pet comfortable and give him an idea of his new life.”

Mae looked taken aback for a second, but seeing Alan’s obedience and listening closely to the non-threatening tone in Zarifa’s voice, she relented, assenting to Zarifa’s announcement with a tight nod.

Zarifa left them alone in the room and went back to the Panopticon, where she could observe the two in private. The Professor’s work on teledildonics seemed like the last technology she would’ve expected to find in the Tank, let alone one with a POI on it, but as it had been since time immemorial, the truth was simple: Sex was a weapon, and the Professor had built a new version of that weapon.

For the most part, the Fempire stayed out of open conflict with its enemies, preferring to apply soft leverage through economics and technological export. But that wasn’t always possible. Disputed lands–usually resource-rich areas of interest to the Queen–were particular hotspots, and even though traditional military weaponry had long since become non-lethal, there were ways to be horrendously violent without ever leaving a mark.

Zarifa seethed. That the WRA would permit such behavior from its soldiers was enraging. But the soldiers weren’t just permitted it, they celebrated it, calling it their “reward”. Zarifa had the thankless job of meeting with some of her countrywomen who had lost their battles and been treated as such a “reward”, and even though they showed tremendous resolve in living with the cost of such failure, even the sturdiest among them were forever changed.

Emotions aside, it was a foolish blunder on the part of the WRA and the Fempire’s patriarchal enemies. After all, with minds such as Aubrey Shepard and others at Shepard Labs at the Queen’s disposal, it was mere months before a countermeasure was developed: the Widowmaker virus. Technically, Widowmaker was an STD, though it only presented itself in men, and only after several weeks of dormancy, allowing it to be passed to man, back to woman, back to man without drawing attention to itself. Women were unaffected by it, but the men underwent a drastic, emasculating change, with Widowmaker causing their ugly, brutish cocks and balls to atrophy into the men’s bodies, until those pussy-obsessed aggressors found themselves with pussies of their own.

Needless to say, the “rewards” stopped flowing and all manner of new measures were put into place to try to contain the spread of Widowmaker. The Queendom never admitted to its role in the virus–as neither did the WRA to its soldiers’ behavior–and an uneasy stalemate was reached. Until Professor Alan Kingston, that is. With his advances in teledildonics–a real-feeling, acted penis you could strap on and strap off–the WRA raced to get prototypes out into the field, eager to have bigger, badder cocks than any single one of them had ever been born with.

Luckily for the Fempire, they caught wind of these developments early, and soon after that Alan Kingston found himself as a “guest” of the Tank, putting an end to his work to put the WRA’s brutes back in pussy-hunting mode.

But the Queen, as they say, sees all roads to paradise, and saw an opportunity not just to rob the WRA of its fancy new toys but to use those toys against them. What Zarifa also knew–and what was slowly becoming an open secret–was that there was more than one way to dick a man down, and that along with these space age, sensation-transmitting phalluses, the Fempire’s scientists had been diligently working to create the opposite of Widowmaker and produce a serum that would give a woman an authentic, fully operational set of male genitalia.

Zarifa couldn’t imagine why any woman would want that hanging between their thighs–she couldn’t imagine having to look at that thing every morning in the mirror–but evidently there was plenty of interest, especially from servicewomen. Sometimes, Zarifa liked to imagine the looks on the faces of male POWs as they found out that they were going to become some pissed off servicewoman’s “reward”... oh, how satisfying that would be.

Chuckling at her own daydream, Zarifa checked in on the security feed for the conditioning room. Mae had the Professor on his back, his arms and legs up like a dog rolled over, and was playfully petting his balls, his cock already hard again. The look on the man’s face was absurd. Glassy eyes, dumb, open mouth, rosy cheeks. He was loving this. Of course he was. Mae was a gorgeous creature, and this man had just been allowed to focus on nothing but spending time at her beck and call. Zarifa spoke into her wristband, sending a private message to Mae.

“Don’t be too nice,” she warned. “He’s supposed to be our ‘pet’, not a client at a brothel.”

Mae looked back to where the security camera was hidden in the corner of the room and gave Zarifa an angry little look. Oh Queen, was she cute when she was annoyed. Zarifa watched as Mae’s ball stroking turned into a sharp little flick, making Alan squirm in sudden pain. Mae stood up and snapped her fingers at the man and he was back up on his hands and knees, being drilled to follow her back and forth in the room, rushing forward to keep his face close to Mae’s latex boots.

Every time Mae turned her back to the camera and strutted away from it, Zarifa locked her eyes on Mae’s ass, enjoying the sight of it swaying seductively back and forth. She supposed there was maybe one thing could imagine using either Kingston’s teledildonic invention or a reversed Widowmaker for. Being balls deep inside of a beautiful, tight, wet pussy… men didn’t know how good they had it, and still they wanted more. Zarifa sighed out through her nose. They would all get what was coming to them, sooner or later.

◆◆◆

Mae clucked her tongue and let out a quick whistle, tweet tweet tweet, urging Alan to keep up as she moved faster and faster. He did his best, stumbling awkwardly on his hands and knees, and when she glanced back at him she could see his belly swinging back and forth underneath his prone form, his body jiggling about in an exposing, embarrassing manner.

No chance in hell that Mae would’ve ever called herself a “male sympathizer”–basically a slur in the United Queendom, particularly for those working for the government–but neither was she some man-hating bitch frothing at the mouth for their subjugation. Instead, she saw that there was a need for balance, or rebalance in the case of history between men and women. For thousands of years, men had dominated women, at times to grisly degrees; the result had been war, pollution, famine. Mae thought things didn’t have to be that way–and that women need not keep men under their bootheels to prevent it, either. As she saw it, deep down, men didn’t really want all that much. A little attention, a little direction, the promise that one way or another they’d get their little–and sometimes not so little–cocks played with. Give them that, and they were content, she thought. Starve them of those satisfactions and that’s when they became feral.

Mae spun on her heel and turned around; the Professor was lagging behind, and quite out of breath. She crouched down as he approached and gave him a beaming smile.

“Are you hungry?” she asked.

He nodded longingly; Mae knew that the conditionings effects on the guests of the Tank–their insatiable need for self-pleasure–came with a lingering thirst and hunger that the wardens purposefully did not indulge to help keep the guests docile. Unfortunately for Alan, Mae had no intention of indulging him in the way he might think, though she nevertheless thought he would find it enjoyable.

Mae stood and made her way to the chair Alan had been strapped to. She thought for a moment and then went over to the corner of the room, moving a cupboard aside so she could reach the power panel the security camera was connected to. She turned it off. Zarifa had wanted to lead this session and then, when she decided she was done, she had left Mae all alone; what she was about to do next was by no means in violation of warden code of conduct, but she wanted to give Zarifa her own little “fuck you” for putting her in such a situation and Mae just knew Zarifa would’ve much preferred to watch, that much was obvious no matter how the hard woman tried to hide it.

Returning to the chair, Mae sat down and unzipped the crotch of her latex bodysuit. She spread her knees wide and thrust the blonde bush of her pussy out. Thanks to the tight, non-breathable latex, she was drenched with sweat beneath the bodysuit, her bush damp and dripping, the smell of Mae strong in the air. She clucked her tongue at the Professor.

“Come and eat, pet,” she said.

Still acting on the weeks of conditioning they’d given him to crave pussy at all costs, Alan scampered towards her and as he sank his face between her legs, she closed her eyes and enjoyed his ministrations. It was far from the finest pussy licking she’d received, but what it lacked in technique it made up for in enthusiastic, dumb puppy zeal.

She was just beginning to climb towards orgasm when Zarifa returned.

The dark-haired woman stared at her through her mirrored lenses, as if to say: So this is what you’re doing?

“You’re needed elsewhere,” Zarifa said, coldly. “The …pet… must go to his dwelling, now.”

Mae suppressed a sigh and pushed Alan away. His face was glistening with her juices. She stood and zipped up her latex catsuit, ready to guide the Professor back to his room, but Zarifa held up a hand to stop her.

“His new dwelling, I mean,” she said, with a nasty little smirk on her lips.

Curious what Zarifa was up to, Mae followed as she led Alan out of the room, instead of going the direction of his room and those of the other guests of the Tank, she brought him down three levels, to where the holding cells were for temporaries and problem cases. They came to a narrow slotted door in the wall and Zarifa threw it open, revealing a cramped space inside without any of the amenities of his old space. There was a bowl of water, some kind of nutrient drip bolted to the wall with a bent nozzle, and a hole in the floor for waste. The lighting was crimson red and seemed to only turn on when the door was open from the looks of it.

“In you go,” said Zarifa.

Anxious, Alan crawled inside. She slammed the door shut and marched away, forcing Mae to catch up.

“What was that?” hissed Mae. Zarifa had discussed none of that with her.

“We start from the bottom and let him earn his way up,” said Zarifa, all huffy puffy. “That way, as he shows more and more obedience, he thinks he’s being given an upgrade to his life.”

“This is still in the dossier? On his pleasure map?” asked Mae.

“Uh huh,” was all Zarifa said.

But was it, really? Mae didn’t want to check–and show her doubt towards Zarifa–but at the same time she had trouble imagining they could go so far into imprisonment treatment like this and not be stepping over the line. They got in the elevator to ride up to the Panopticon.

“I’m worried we might be pushing him too much,” said Mae.

“Why did you turn off the security camera?” asked Zarifa in response.

“To earn his trust,” said Mae shakily. “To… to help with the new conditioning. The backups were still running, you know that.”

Zarifa huffed a quiet laugh to herself and shook her head. Neither one of them had the security clearance to access the backups.

“A word of advice for you, Mae: You're a shit liar.”

“I'll keep that in mind,” mumbled Mae.

The elevator doors opened and Zarifa threw her arm out, blocking Mae from exiting.

“The Fempire doesn't look kindly on turncoats, even suspected ones. Don't give them any reason to think you're up to anything against their goals, no matter how innocent or defensible your behavior. This country, it contains first and then assess… and it can take years before it reaches a verdict.”

Mae gave Zarifa a jerky, anxious nod and Zarifa let her go. The women made their way to the Panopticon. Inside, they brought up the Professor’s new holding cell. He had minimal light and so the feed was enhanced with night vision that gave the scene a ghoulish green cast. The man looked… forlorn. Mae snuck a glance at Zarifa. There was a cold smile on her face as she watched the Professor bumble around in the dark.

“Respectfully,” said Mae, her voice a careful tiptoe. “Isn’t a cornerstone of conditioning the free and easy–and encouraged–access to masturbation? In his current environment, won’t the Professor be more likely to get a hold of his thoughts?”

Zarifa pursed her lips and side-eyed Mae. “Right now, the Professor believes he is held captive on some alien spaceship or something. He thinks his brain has been sucked out of him through his cock. Giving him an environment where he’s incentivized to jerk off will only make him question that conditioning–after all, if he’s in control of his cock, he may come to think he’s in control of brain, too. No, we’ll have to take another approach with the Professor.”

“What approach is that?” asked Mae.

“We’re going to fuck his brains out. Literally.” Zarifa laughed gruffly. “And we’re going to use his own invention to do it. Or should I say… you are.”


Aurora & Nyx

Loops. Life is just a series of loops, each loop another gauntlet to secure the means for survival: Water, nutrients, sleep, shelter. This came to Alan in an intuitive way, underneath the mechanisms of thought–a primal understanding, no different than the sky being blue… at least the sky he was used to.

Alan knew he was elsewhere, but that was it. He’d been put in a cramped cell and left there, like a thing stashed away in a cupboard or a cabinet, awaiting its next use. Ever since he had been “drained” by the controlling, alien women, his thoughts–or what passed for them now–had been made exceedingly simple. Drink when thirsty. Eat when hungry. Urinate and defecate as needed. Sleep as needed. Repeat. Of course, the water and the nutrient drip available to him were not endless and, when gone, were gone until mysteriously replenished in a manner Alan could not–nor tried to–decipher.

Though he couldn’t fathom it, these simple directives allowed long stretches of hours to pass without the requisite boredom they would’ve brought him before. Whenever something close to boredom did manifest, the idea of being a happy, brainless pet for the seductive women anesthetized him, filling Alan with warm, soothing bliss. He thought of the blonde one–naming her Aurora, though he felt he’d attached another name to her that he couldn’t recall–fondly; he could even still conjure up the taste of her wetness from time to time. The other one, the dark-haired one–Nyx, he thought, again sensing some forgotten name out of reach–put him on edge. Though she had teased him in her way, there was a menace to her as well, one he saw in his mind’s eye as a coiled-up rattlesnake, ready to strike at any time.

He didn’t know how long it had been by the time he saw them again. But when the door to his cell opened, and he saw Nyx standing there in the doorway as the red lights overhead bathed him in harsh crimson, his heart sank. Nyx sneered at his disappointed expression.

She touched her stomach with put-upon concern. “I think I need to relieve myself,” she said, pushing tenderly on her abdomen. “Hold out your hands.”

Despite the hideousness of the demand, Alan found his hands rising up easily, palms cupped together, ready to receive. The disappointment on his face had melted into fear.

Nyx snorted derisively. “Never mind. False alarm. Come on, ‘pet’, you're due for a checkup.”

Alan scrambled after her, the hallway seeming intimidatingly large after his stay in solitary, seemingly endless confinement. He kept his eyes down and focused on her boots–they were heavy and clunky and looked made out of some kind of leather–and did not dare to look around, afraid how his actions might be misinterpreted by the hard woman. After traveling in some sort of lift that was so bright it hurt Alan’s eyes, he found himself in a room with mirrored walls, floor, and ceiling, the infinitude of the reflections dizzying to him.

It took him a moment to see it: Aurora, dressed in a white leather-like corset that was studded with silver adornments. She was standing next to some kind of a clear bench of sorts that looked like it was made of very hard glass, or perhaps some version of plexiglass. Her smile was radiant and merely seeing it made Alan smile back… until his eyes tracked down her form and noticed the object jutting out from her crotch. Like the bench, it was clear, but made out of some kind of jellied rubber rather than glass, and it was most definitely phallic in nature, a grotesque large-sized taunt of his own member, complete with big, intimidating testicles.

It seemed familiar to him, but he wasn’t sure why.

“Up, up on the rack,” snapped Nyx, nudging him brusquely with the toe of her boot towards the clear bench.

Alan scrambled towards it and then climbed up, Aurora and Nyx securing him to it so that he was raised up a foot and a half on his knees, with his body thrown forward over a clear support slab. His legs were spread wide and his hands were pulled behind him so they could be strapped against his waist, leaving Alan in an exposing, flattened S-shape.

It was Nyx who appeared before Alan first. In her hands she held something else that was familiar to him–the blue-purple “sleeve” from before, the one that had so greedily sucked his cock and wiped away his thoughts. She held it up to him and Alan recoiled, the smell of semen strong, albeit with a hint of refrigeration to it.

“Open up,” Nyx said.

Alan’s eyes widened.

Aurora too seemed surprised. “When did you…”

“Open up,” demanded Nyx. She didn’t wait for Alan to comply before she shoved the sleeve against his mouth and squeezed, squirting its contents–him–down his throat. She held his nose so he had no choice but to swallow.

“Zarifa! This isn’t what we–”

Zarifa? Who was that?

“Enough!” snapped Nyx. “I’m tired of playing games with this one.”

“But he’s Tier III!” Aurora said.

Alan’s head throbbed as he tried to figure out what they were talking about, Nyx squeezing the sleeve again to force more of the cold, foul semen down Alan’s throat. He gagged.

“How do your thoughts taste, Professor?” Nyx asked, something on the verge of madness in her eyes. “Able to think straight yet?”

And just like that, everything clicked into place for Alan: His research, the WRA, the Fempire, his abduction, this… this sick, twisted prison he was in. He felt as if he had just woken up from a long dream and was standing in between twin realities, the fantastical one of pleasure-soaked teasing marathons and kinky alien keepers fading as the oppressive one of imprisonment and enslavement came into sharp relief. Nyx–no, Zarifa, he remembered now–pulled the sleeve away. It dripped cum and Alan could clearly see it was just some garish sex toy that he had seen so differently before.

“What are you doing!” shrieked the woman he now remembered was named Mae.

“Taking initiative,” Zarifa said, throwing the masturbation sleeve aside. It landed with a wet squelch. “Professor, I have to admit: I’m fucking tired. We’ve been monitoring you for almost three months now, teasing you, pleasing you, milking you, leaving you in a horny heaven to keep you dumb and stupid for us. And you know… it pisses me off. Here you are, an enemy of the state–our state, the only state that matters–and you’re getting the fucking red carpet treatment. My superiors are convinced that’s the only way for someone like you to be useful to us. I’m not so sure.”

Zarifa stepped over to the corner of the mirrored room and looked up at a small, hidden camera stashed behind a dome of black glass. She addressed it seriously.

“Let this be a demonstration of the way things should be around here. If I’m wrong, well… do what you must. But if I’m right–and I’m sure I am–then don’t be surprised when I make demands in exchange for applying more of my visionary, strategic mind to endeavors such as this. Now, let’s begin.”

From the pocket of Zarifa’s black leather military uniform, she pulled out a small silver disc. Then, going back to Alan, she reached between his legs and attached it to his crotch.

“Do you like anal sex?” Zarifa asked Alan.

“W-what? What do you mean?”

Zarifa raised her eyebrows. “What is there to mean? Anal sex, Professor. Ass fucking. What’s your opinion on it?”

Alan’s mouth hung open in shock. He was still trying to reconcile his two realities, even as this one, the real one, blotted out the other. In the mirrored walls, he could see Mae had an expression not unlike his, though for clearly different reasons. Without trying, his mind tried to solve this puzzle–these two women were partners, on the same side. Yet it didn’t feel that way in the moment. Zarifa had, it seemed, gone off script, and Mae seemed surprised, even horrified by this fact. Maybe… maybe he could use that, somehow. An appeal to Mae or–

“I’m waiting for an answer,” Zarifa said impatiently.

“I’ve… I’ve never had it,” admitted Alan. “I wouldn’t know.”

“Well, you’re about to,” said Zarifa. She glanced past Alan, at Mae, and gave her a simple command: “Fuck his ass.”

“Wait wait wait,” pleaded Alan. “We don’t have to do this, I… I’m just a scientist. I can… I can help your bosses, I don’t need to be–”

Zarifa covered Alan’s mouth with her hand. “See? This is the problem right there. You’re offering to help us. Like we need you. No, no, no, Professor–you are not a free agent here. You’re a tool for us to use. I think it’s time you understood that.” Then, another glance at Mae, this one full of warning and threat.

In the mirrored walls, Alan watched as Mae approached from behind, the phallus between her legs swaying back and forth. He put two and two together–the disc that Zarifa had put on him must’ve been some kind of transmitter, the type that he had been working on with the WRA. He vaguely recalled his sessions with the Fempire’s scientists, all those questions, all those hypotheticals… they had completed his work, hadn’t they? They had figured out a way to distance the transmission of his real-feeling phallus so that others besides the wearer could feel the sensations. Which meant…

…oh god. Alan was about to feel what it was like to fuck himself in the ass.

◆◆◆

Zarifa leaned back against the chamber wall, able to feel a bit of flex from the mirrors she’d had plastered to the walls just the night before. Mae, with the hefty strap-on and her curve-hugging corset, was a sight to behold, and Zarifa watched without a hint of shyness as the naive blonde pushed the phallus head against the Professor’s ass. His gasp was one of both pleasure and pain and as Mae worked the cock in deeper, Alan’s face seemed to run the gamut of all possible sexual states–embarrassment, lust, need, ache–in such rapid alternation that Zarifa had to cover her mouth to keep from laughing at how ridiculous he looked.

Now this is how things should’ve been. No sultry whispers, no having a sexy minx like Mae sucking him off, but instead being put in a predicament of his own design, turned into victim and perpetrator all in one. Squeezing her hips forward, Mae sunk the phallus to its base and then, as Alan opened up, began to thrust with a steady rhythm.

“Faster!” barked Zarifa. “Ride that ass!”

As expected, Mae obeyed–after all, Zarifa had maneuvered her so she had little choice but to obey or risk Zarifa making good on her suggested threats. Mae’s pert bottom bounced up and down while she fucked the Professor’s ass and Zarifa caught herself biting her lower lip at the sight of it, still keenly jealous that the man had gotten to put his face between her legs–and that Mae had not just allowed it, but prompted it. It was one thing to have to tease men like the Professor during his initial conditioning, but the very point of Zarifa’s “alien gambit” was to do away with all that gladhanding. And what did Mae do? She went right back to it, once more treating this male to wonderful treats he was unworthy of.

Zarifa let out a little sigh. Sometimes, she thought, we give ourselves false possibilities merely to obscure the fact that we’ve already made up our mind. It’s easier that way, pretending like there’s still a chance we’ll choose the better, nobler option instead of the one that satisfies our selfish, base desires…

She pushed herself off the mirrored wall and went in front of Alan to observe his changing expressions up close. He cowered at the sight of her.

“How is it?” she asked, laughing. “Enjoying your first ass fuck?”

Alan grunted and groaned and moaned all at once, the sound ludicrous. “Please,” he begged. “Please make it… stop?” His voice rose at the end of his request in a way that spoke to hidden pleasure.

“It will stop when you cum,” Zarifa said nonchalantly. “If I were you, I’d focus on that goal–otherwise we’re going to be here for a long time.”

Mae shot her a tired look. Plowing ass wasn’t easy, especially when there wasn’t the same enjoyment to go with it that Mae would’ve had had the phallus been transmitting to her. Still, Zarifa was in no mood for mercy and, in a way, pushing Mae past her limit was itself a tryout for what Zarifa had in mind for her young accomplice.

It took nearly half an hour for the Professor to finally blow his load against the plexiglass bench. By then, he was red-faced with shame and strain, while Mae was covered in a glittering sheen of sweat, her hair damp from it. When the pair was done, Zarifa ordered Mae to remove herself from Alan’s ass. He moaned as she did.

“Now, Professor Kingston, what were you saying about ‘offering’ us help?” asked Zarifa.

Alan hung his head as if he could shrink into himself and escape Zarifa’s interrogation. Excellent.

“You belong to the United Queendom,” Zarifa told him. “You will serve the United Queendom, to the best of your abilities. End of story. Is that clear?”

Alan nodded, still unable to look up at Zarifa.

“Every week, the scientists who need to make use of you will report on your utility. If you are found to be insufficient for their needs, you will find yourself back here… only it won’t be her riding your ass, it will be me, and you won’t get to enjoy any of it. Is that clear?”

Again, Alan nodded.

Zarifa ground her teeth. She really didn’t want to say what she was going to, but even she had to admit there had to be some carrot to her preferred stick–or in this case, preferred dick. “And, should you be found to perform well above expectation… you will be permitted time for self-release, as you had been before. If for any reason you are not amenable to these terms, just let me know, Professor–I have plenty of other ideas to keep you motivated in service of the Queen.”

After letting her words sink in for a few moments, she addressed Mae with none of the candor of their partnership to this point and like she was talking to a lowly subordinate: “Clean him up and put him back in his cell.”

Zarifa turned her back on Mae and marched out of the room, knowing it was goodbye for them. Once Zarifa flagged the security feed to the top brass at the Tank, they would see that they had a missed opportunity to be far more controlling and demanding of their “guests” and that all this nonsense about coddling precious resources was weakness that had to be expunged from the Fempire if they were ever going to truly realize the Queen’s mission. Then Zarifa would be seen as she truly was: Ahead of the curve, deserving of far more power and privilege than she currently had and certainly more than Mae possessed or would ever possess for the rest of her pretty little life.


Epilogue

Director Zarifa Khan brought the wooden paddle down much harder this time–as hard as she would go today, she decided–and Mae cried into the oversized pink ball gag that was jammed between her teeth. A tear ran down the blonde’s face as Zarifa admired how much more crimson the paddle spank had left one side of Mae’s ass than the other. She rubbed the paddle against Mae’s buttocks, warming it and Mae while giving herself time to decide how much longer she would let the spanking go on for.

“We’re going to get this right no matter how long it takes,” Zarifa said, giving Mae a quick, surprising paddle strike that made her jump. “First, I like zigzags and then, when I’m really wet, I like big licks. When you’re doing those, tease my clit with your nose until I tap you on the head twice. Then you can focus on my clit. If I tap you on the head two more times, you go back to my lips, but not starting with zigzags again. When you go back, I want your whole face in there, like you’re motorboating me. If I give you one tap, it means slow down. If I give you three taps, speed up.” She doled out three nasty spanks, almost breaching the limit she had set for herself on how hard she’d go; Mae wailed into her gag, squirming delightfully on Zarifa’s lap. “It really isn’t that hard.”

Mae was nodding and crying now in earnest, her ass such a lovely shade of pink. Her methodology for the Tank’s “guests”–or “tools”, as she’d gotten others to finally start calling them and thinking of them as–had paid off in spades, with tremendous gains for the scientists from Shepard Labs and elsewhere. Zarifa was given a cushy promotion for taking such a risk and showing initiative and, as part of her compensation, she had requested something else, something that for the Fempire was taboo: She wanted Mae as her “ward”, the same designation used by women to take quasi-ownership of men in the Fempire.

She did not deign to explain why she wanted that and knew she was putting herself at immense risk by even requesting it. But she also knew she wasn’t the first to feel the way she felt–not just towards women, female-on-female relationships were common in the UQ, but to want to dominate one so thoroughly and completely. There had been rumors, little ghost stories told here and there how if some pretty young thing wasn’t careful in how she spoke about the Fempire, she might find herself at the end of the leash of a powerful aristocrat who had a taste for pussy.

Now it was Zarifa who was holding the leash and though she was no aristocrat–nor wished to be–she certainly had a taste for pussy. The same could not be said for Mae. Her taste for pussy was an acquired one, one that Zarifa had taken great joy in drilling into her through sessions such as this one. To Zarifa, half the fun was knowing that the part of Mae that made her good at coddling the Tank’s “guests”–all the blowing and sucking and teasing–was the same part that made her have to work so hard to service Zarifa to her liking. To see such an attractive creature have to strive so hard just to get Zarifa off made Zarifa absolutely intoxicated with power, and that intoxication worked to heighten the more primal pleasures Zarifa enjoyed.

Undoing the straps of Mae’s ball gag, Zarifa nudged her to the floor and spread her legs wide. On her knees, Mae’s shoulders were pulled back by the slackless tie joining her wrists together in a cross, her breasts pushed out and the weighed bells hanging from her nipple clamps tinkling softly. Zarifa presented her dark-lipped pussy with its wild mane.

“Try again,” she ordered.

Mae pushed her head into Zarifa’s sex and began to lick, beginning with zigzagging Z-licks that flitted up and down Zarifa’s sensitive skin. Then, minutes later when Zarifa was gushing with wetness that clung to Mae’s tear-streaked face, Mae switched to the big licks, brushing her nose against Zarifa’s swollen clit.

“There we go,” Zarifa said with a smug smile. “You just needed the proper motivation, it seems.”

She tapped Mae’s head twice, listening to the bells tinkle some more as she moved her attention to Zarifa’s clit. Then tapped two more times, testing out the convoluted instructions she’d given Mae. One tap for slow, three for fast, three more for faster, two back to the clit, two back to lips, one for slow, wait, another one for very slow, wait, yet another for agonizingly slow. It was like Zarifa had her own little fuckdoll that came with gesture commands. She was very, very satisfied.

“You know, they Widowmaker’ed our friend the Professor,” Zarifa said, amused at how the news she’d been sitting on for weeks made Mae pause ever so slightly before resuming her licking. “Right after they finished with his POI. I watched the video of it–you should’ve seen how much he begged for them to spare him.” Zarifa tapped three times on Mae’s head, speeding her up. “I was thinking we’d pay him a visit, just for old time’s sake. I just haven’t decided on what configuration would be the most fun–maybe I can watch you fuck him again with one of his mock-cocks, or see how he reacts to your blossoming pussy-munching skills. Or maybe we’ll double team him and give him both discs to give him the most confusing four-way fuckfest he’s ever experienced–two cocks in, two holes filled, all at once. Doesn’t that sound like fun?”

Mae pulled herself away for the briefest of moments to reply with her new standard: “Yes, Mistress.”

Zarifa tut-tutted. “I didn’t tell you that you could stop licking. Looks like that’s another spanking for you.” She patted her thighs. “Come on.”

The look of defeat on Mae’s face was real. Zarifa grinned at it, already savoring getting to give Mae more punishment.

Nothing risked, nothing gained, thought Zarifa as Mae shakily laid herself across Zarifa’s lap. And to the victor go all the spoils.

THE END
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Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed the story. Want another story, 100% FREE? I'll make you a deal: if you sign up for my newsletter today, I'll send you an exclusive download link to my Tease & Denial Femdom Erotica Chastity Checkup! It's the story of a boyfriend put in his place by his domineering girlfriend--at the dinner table in front of her college bestie! It's filled with delicious humiliation and nasty surprises.
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This 6,400-word ebook is no longer available anywhere on Amazon, so sign up today and grab your exclusive free copy! I promise your information won't be shared with anyone else and that I'll keep you in the know on my new releases, special offers, and calls for advance readers.
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https://mlpaige.link/mailinglist


—————————————

All you've got to do is click the link and follow the instructions.

Thanks again!

Stay kinky,

~ Michelle Lucia
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For a contest of self-debasement and degradation...
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Get it on Amazon
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A Teacher’s Pet must obey. In the Fempire, insulting the Queen is never a wise move. For best friends Alex and Josh, it gets them sent to detention where they will learn to respect their country as they compete in perverted, devious challenges to win the title of “Teacher’s Pet” for Miss Reid. But as the challenges get more intense–and they learn what fate awaits the loser–the best friends will turn on each other to please the older, sadistic teacher only interested in seeing how low these young men will go.
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For tease, denial, and non-stop milking...

[image: Going Cowgirl]

Get it on Amazon
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Pump, pump, pump. Out on the edges of the Fempire lives Delilah, a tough, sultry cowgirl who specializes in one thing: Figuring out what to do with men who’ve crossed the matriarchy. When Harland arrives to meet her, Delilah will put him through his paces, deciding what future he deserves–ponyboy, bucking bronco, piggy–only to choose a fate full of teasing, denial, and being kept on edge. Now Harland will learn how hard it is to get so close to what you want but not be able to have it…
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For intense training in the Fempire...

[image: Enslaved to Her Wicked Wishes]

Get it on Amazon

—————————————

From captain to captured. Pirate Captain Lance Heston, scourge of the United Queendom, has finally been brought to justice. And justice he will face. Imprisoned by Governess Rosita Blackwell, Lance will be humbled and humiliated as he’s walked on a leash like an animal through the streets of Pandora on his way to be transformed into the governess’s personal servant–or doom his crew to an even worse fate.




At the hands of Rosita, he will be stripped of his pirate bravado and be given over to her head trainer, Consuela, who will be all too happy to show Lance what will be expected of him in his new life. From degrading bondage to tongue-exhausting servitude to merciless discipline, Lance will become a changed man, one tamed with a collar around his neck–and elsewhere. And, as the coup de grâce to the captain’s capitulation, Rosita will show off her new trophy to a very special, very sadistic guest…




Will the once-proud pirate captain be able to please his new keeper? Or will she decide old dogs can’t learn new tricks after all?

—————————————

M.L. Paige's full catalog can be found on Amazon
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