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Chapter 1: Matt Knows this Girl

“Dr. Cooper?” said a young man at the open door of Benjamin Cooper’s University of Kansas office.

“Hey, Matt,” Cooper said, looking up from his PC and smiling warmly.

“I had something you might be interested in.”

“Come in,” Cooper said, pointing to one of the two plastic chairs opposite his desk.

Matt entered, stopped, looked at the door.

“Go ahead and close it, if you need to,” Cooper said, and Matt turned and eased the door shut before he sat down.

“So,” he began, setting his bookbag between his feet. “You said, uh, if we met someone who had, you know, a . . . a vagina . . . that’s got . . . you know . . .”

Cooper nodded encouragingly, clearly aware how difficult his line of work was for some people to contemplate, discuss, even to imagine.

“Okay,” Matt continued. “So I had, you know, an experience, with her.”

“Just one?”

“Yeah, just one, a week ago. I don’t know if it will happen again. Kind of a unicorn.”

“Unicorn?”

“We were out, a group of us, and someone knew her, and then I kind of got pushed together with her, and we talked and she had all this crap on her blouse, and—”

“Crap on her blouse?”

“Yeah, probably salad dressing. So, you know, I said come to my place, which was right around the corner, and get cleaned up, and she did, and things happened. But then, the point is, she had . . . well, you know, it was really good.”

“Really good,” Cooper echoed. “Can you elaborate?”

“Well, sure. It’s the kind of thing you talk about in class. A really, a really strong, you know, grip. Vaginally. Vaginally. Crazy tight. Like, almost hurt ya tight. And wet.”

“Did you use a condom?” Cooper asked.

“Should I have?”

Cooper shrugged and smiled. “No judgment here. But for our purposes, it’s better if you didn’t.”

“Okay, yeah, I didn’t,” Matt confessed.

“And very soft, very smooth?”

“All that,” Matt said. “The best, you know, by far, the best I ever . . .”

“Do you know her name? Where she lives?”

“Yeah, she’s a part-time student here. She lives with her parents, or her mom at least. I can probably get her address. Or her phone number. I have her phone number. I got it from her afterwards.”

“Does she have any children, any dependents that you know of?” Cooper queried.

“I don’t think so,” Matt replied. “No, definitely not.”

“Well-to-do?”

“Huh?”

“Are her parents wealthy?”

“No, I don’t think so. She takes the shuttle, only goes to school part time, works at a coffee shop bakery kind of place.”

“Which coffee shop?”

“Near campus. Beans & Bread. Have you heard of it?”

“I have,” Cooper said. “Can you tell me a little about her disposition?”

“Doesn’t give a fuck,” Matt said.

“Doesn’t give a fuck?” Cooper echoed. “Like, nihilist, activist, rage against the machine?”

“No, not really,” Matt said. “More like . . . not sure how to put this . . . sort of does whatever, you know. Like, goes with the flow. On steroids.”

“What’s her name?”

“Titania,” Matt said. “Titania Rushmore.”

“Okay, thanks,” Cooper said, scribbling on a legal pad. “She’s a student here?”

“Yeah, maybe a sophomore.”

“Okay, I’ll look her up.”




Chapter 2: A Girl with Things on Her Mind

Anyone who spent time observing Priscilla van Dross from outside her body could be forgiven for making assumptions about what was going on inside her mind.

The girl known as 14067 – a name that had been tattooed into her flesh in four places, no less – would seem to be preoccupied with fitting in, following the rules, and getting what pleasure she could from the things being done to her in the name of research. Almost nine months before, in August 2018, her name had been taken from her and she’d become a numbered item of research inventory at Atlanta General Female Laboratory and Services (AGFLS). She was, in effect, a piece of equipment, an object to be tested, examined, experimented upon. And the state of her mind was, by all outward appearances, amendable to that condition.

She never resisted the return to her cage, the space a veritable prison cell in a room where 19 other cages held, at full inventory, 19 other girls, all kept nude per lab policy. She never resisted being chained, cuffed, bound, clamped, tested. On the rare occasions she was caught breaking a rule, she went to punishment resignedly but without protest. And she accepted the fringe benefits of her role here with what might be called carnal enthusiasm.

Priscilla, it seems, through no fault of her own, was the possessor of a remarkable vagina, an organ of exceptional tone and tightness, but with a lining that might be called mystically soft – a delicate, delightfully silken, velveteen, and profoundly sensitive chamber that was also armed with an extraordinary grip.

Heretofore among human endeavors, the ability of particular vaginas to provide exceptional delights to the penises placed within them had been a neglected area of study, but the researchers who brought Priscilla into their labs day after day were determined to make up for lost time.

The research was, by necessity, rigorous. And thorough.

The methodologies for studying a unique vagina had inevitably to involve the twin torments of penetration and stimulation. The organ had to be entered, over and over, by tools, sensors and of course the living penises of Priscilla’s research partners. All that flesh around the hole had also to be tested, the lips spread and tugged, the anus plumbed and probed and monitored, and the clitoris subjected to the full battery of known provocations – pressing, pinching, circling, squeezing, grinding, thumping, flicking, licking, twisting . . . well, one gets the idea.

And so, in mid-May 2019 – nine months since she’d been tricked into captivity – one could be forgiven for assuming that the sum total of Priscilla’s existence was enduring the indignities and violations of this place while she wrested what pleasure she could from the orgasms it afforded, whether self-imposed, inflicted intentionally by others, or occurring as acceptable by-products of a study protocol.

But no, there were other things going on in the girl’s mind. Invisible things, but no less real. Life was about to change, possibly in multiple ways, and this had her preoccupied to the point of constant distraction.

The most obvious alteration to Priscilla’s existence was the impending decision by AGFLS to engage the services of Cassock Corporation for that most critical of lab functions: keeping order.

AGFLS had certainly done its share of business with Cassock in the past, purchasing equipment now and then to restrain, confine, punish or examine its human inventory. But now the lab was all in, handing over complete disciplinary operations to the firm. There would be new equipment, new rules and protocols, new ways of measuring and enforcing obedience. There would be – and this is what had Priscilla and her peers most anxious – an initial round of what was euphemistically called “calibration.” And there would be a new system of what was called, again euphemistically, “weekly maintenance.”

The announcement had been made three weeks ago, the last Thursday in April, and it had been delivered in person by Gwen Beales herself, the lab’s chief of operations. All female lab inventory had been given the news first thing that morning, just after inventory pass, through the peculiar channels used by the institution.

That day, as on most weekday mornings, Priscilla and her peers were roused by the room’s morning alarm, and they yawned and stretched and went to their toilets first, and then to their bidets to clean thoroughly, and from there to their inventory cuffs, four restraints mounted to the bars at the front of every cage, two up high for wrists, two by the floor for ankles, each cuff set in accordance with the dimensions of the female in that cage.

Priscilla, like the rest of the girls in that cageroom and in all the other cagerooms in the building, raised her arms, tapped the catches with her wrists, felt the cuffs close, looked down, tapped the lower cuffs with her ankles, grimaced slightly as she was bound below.

Within a few minutes, all 80 cuffs in the room had clicked shut and all 20 girls had been secured, arms up high, legs spread to make way for the inventory pass.

On this particular morning, the two-member inventory team worked with their standard efficiency, arriving at each girl’s cage in turn, wheeling the sampling machine up to the bars, pushing down on the handle to raise the twin inspection rods up through the slot in the barred door and between each female’s legs, continuing to press until the rods were fully inserted within the female’s anus and vagina, gathering the data there that would help determine the day’s assignments or, if the vaginal probe found evidence of unscheduled masturbation, appropriate punishment.

As usual at this point in the morning, the bound girls vocalized quietly as their chambers were plumbed. There were quiet grunts, an “ah, ah,” some pronounced sighs, the noises born of pleasure, or of pain, or both.

The inventory team, done with the 20th girl, left without freeing them, and this represented an unexplained departure from the morning process. Normally, cuffs were unlatched immediately upon withdrawal of the probes, but today, the females were left standing, splayed out, breasts protruding between bars.

“So . . . they’re leaving us here all day?” asked someone a few cages down from Priscilla.

“Did anyone hear anything about punishment?” someone else asked, because when enough girls in one cageroom broke the rules, all of the females would suffer through an hour or two in cuffs.

“No, they would have told us,” someone else said. “They always tell you what you did wrong.”

“Maybe it’s an announcement,” someone else ventured. Occasionally, there was an item of news so important it would be shared like this, all the girls held securely to help them attend. The departure, onboarding or death of an important employee might be handled this way. Major policy changes could as well.

Priscilla suspected that it was this last thing, that all female inventory were about to get some news. In fact, because of an experience of hers a few months prior, she believed she knew what this new development might be. She kept her guesses to herself, however.

They stood waiting another 15 minutes before operations chief Gwen Beales arrived, holding a sheet of paper.

“Good morning,” she began, continuing briskly with her announcement. “We wanted to let everyone know that we’ll be starting a new contract with the Cassock Corporation. We’ll be making them responsible for all disciplinary matters here at the lab.”

Beales looked down at her sheet. “We’ve set a target effective date of Tuesday, May 28, and it’s going to mean changes for all of us, staff and inventory. There will be new rules, new ways of enforcing rules, and new ways of measuring overall order. We know there’s been some speculation, and some very unfounded rumors, so we’re going to ask everyone to stop getting distracted with stray comments. Cassock, once the contract formally begins, will serve as the source of all information, and they’ll be glad to explain things once they’re in place. We will not be answering any questions before that time, and asking about it, or passing along guesses and scuttlebutt, will be considered a punishable offense. But I will say this: if you’re obedient, you should be very comfortable with the new arrangement. Thank you.”

As soon as she was done speaking, Beales turned on her heel and left the cageroom, and the regular morning procedures resumed, staff arriving to release the girls from their cuffs and apply chains for the walk to their assignments.

There were a few hushed whispers outside earshot of staff, but no one had enough information to say much, even if they were allowed to. No one, that is, except Priscilla, who had played a central role in the Cassock sales presentation in February. She had listened as the Cassock approach was detailed. Several items of Cassock equipment had been inflicted on her, inserted within her, used to hold and restrain her. As corporate brass and visiting dignitaries watched, she had endured a handful of orgasms while under the control of various Cassock technologies. But she was expected to keep her experiences to herself, and she had, wisely, followed that order. She had no reason to stir things up, or draw attention to herself. And she couldn’t be sure what of her experiences would be replicated anyway. They might not leash by the anus, or the vagina. They might not implement the cool-down stock. They might not calibrate.

Or they might do all those things and more, and Priscilla and her peers would suffer accordingly. Not terribly. Not intolerably. But more, probably, than they were suffering now. The premise of the contract was greater order and obedience, after all. Greater pain to that end was a given.

The new Cassock contract and the heightened discomfort it would bring wasn’t, however, Priscilla’s principal concern on that mid-May Thursday morning.

Instead, there was another contract in the works with particular relevance to her.

During that same Cassock Corporation demonstration where Priscilla had been used to model the firm’s technologies, she had met Ben Cooper. Currently a member of the faculty at the University of Kansas, he knew more about the vagina than any man, ever, or any woman, for that matter. He was an engineer, a scientist, a scholar, a behaviorist of sorts. And Priscilla’s lab had been pursuing him for years.

They’d met, Priscilla and Cooper. She’d been hanging upside down at the time, on Cassock’s patented cool-down stock, arms bound beneath her, legs opened above, and Cooper had been invited to investigate her hole, and he’d spread her lips and felt within her, and he’d been impressed. Impressed enough, even, that the availability of Priscilla’s vagina as an object of research seemed to have an impact on his decision-making.

He hadn’t committed yet, but Priscilla knew negotiations were in the works. And if he did sign up, things would change for Priscilla, most likely for the better. There had been talk of a separate area for Cooper’s research inventory, new cages for the females he chose to study. The work would be different, and possibly better in some ways. Less rigorous, perhaps. She might be given more control over when she orgasmed, whom she partnered with, how long sessions lasted. Punishment would also be handled differently, she believed. Cooper’s females might not fall subject to the lab’s protocols at all, might escape some or all of the unpleasantries of the Cassock system.

Timing was important. If Cooper signed up now, arrived in a week or two, whisked Priscilla away to his enclave immediately, she might never have to suffer under Cassock, or at least not with the same severity. But Priscilla had no idea how close Cooper was to joining the lab, or if he even would.

There were other things on her mind as well, some she would readily admit to, some she might prefer to keep to herself.

She was struggling with romance, as ill-advised as it was inevitable in a place like this. Often enough, her body was forced around tools, objects, sensors or stimulation equipment, and she would respond as directed, tightening or relaxing or climaxing or simply offering her opinion, without suffering any emotional reaction to the objects inserted between her legs. At other times, however, she was subjected to the insertions of live penises, belonging to live boys, and try as the researchers might to keep things professional and clinical, she could not help but feel a tug now and then on one of the few parts of her body she could keep separate from her possessors – her heart.

Things would be said. There might be a joke now and then, the quick, discreet sharing of histories, perhaps some empathy spoken or implied for Priscilla’s condition, for she was invariably secured to an examination chair, bound to the wall, chained hanging while the research proceeded.

And then there was the sex itself. Even when a girl and her mate were tied, leashed, manacled, and their coupling took place in a lab under the careful supervision of doctors and staff, there were things that could not be measured or observed during the insertion of penis up vagina. Even when the boy’s thrusts were carefully prescribed – use steady, deep thrusts, he might be told, or push within her quickly and shallowly – creativity was possible. Now and then as he labored, he might stutter briefly, take a pause before his next jab, reposition himself as he strove for a deeper or more pleasurable insertion, and smile at her during the transition. He might change direction, pushing to one side or the other, dropping subtly to slide his head against the especially sensitive front wall of Priscilla’s sheath, or lift just a little so his tip rubbed the back portion of her vagina, denying optimal pleasure for as long as he did it that way.

Priscilla could also communicate with gestures invisible to observers but impossible for her mate not to notice. Tightening was one such tool, something she was especially good at. But she didn’t have unlimited freedom there. Often, before she carried out her duties in the lab, she would be ordered to raise her hips from the table or bend at the waist or open her legs so a monitor could be pushed into her anus, and through that means, the research team could track much of what was happening in that region and through the rest of her body – vaginal and anal constriction, arousal and orgasm, temperature and pulse. Even the strength of her climax could be measured by her vital signs, the spasming of her uterus, the swinging of her hips. But if there was no monitor, she could entertain the male as she pleased, speaking to him discreetly through pressure, squeezes, changes in grip. And even with a monitor lodged in her rear hole, she’d found she could do things the boy could sense that the monitor couldn’t.

So with the right boy, under the right circumstances, a whole conversation could be conducted, she smiling as she tightened and loosened, the two making eye contact as he responded to her athleticism with a deeper thrust, a groan of surprise, a pulling out and quick return to the chamber. They might talk a bit when it was allowed, even while their organs were fully engaged, questions about family life, schooling, how they ended up here. And if it were Priscilla’s job to orgasm during the visit – or if an orgasm wasn’t specifically forbidden – the right kind of boy would sense her growing arousal, her increasing need for release, the last moments before she crossed the divide and began the inevitable slide to reward, and he would use his organ to propel her to near-madness, withholding stimulation at one moment, delivering his penis all the way up her slot in the next, grinding his pubic bone against her clitoris in the third, and smiling as his expertise worked its magic and she froze, wide-eyed, drew in her breath, and finally screamed through her arrival while his own member responded to her completion by contracting and thickening, pumping the male elixirs against her cervix and throughout her feminine temple.

Some boys were just better at it than others, regardless the girl, but with some boys, Priscilla felt a special connection, a sense that they were particularly attuned to the way her body worked and, more importantly, the way her mind – or even her heart – worked.

She could ask for certain boys, and sometimes her requests would be honored, and her heart would leap when one of them was brought to her, naked and restrained like her, his penis already erect or growing quickly once he saw who his partner would be. And sometimes, when she had nothing else to think about, she might imagine life with one of these, a free life together in which she and he could speak openly of anything, could dream, strive, thrive, all punctuated with the kind of lovemaking in which her needs were addressed with exquisite dedication.

So these were the things upon which Priscilla was fixated – the Cassock contract, the possible arrival of Ben Cooper, the boys she liked. But still, these were not the only things on her mind.

There was also the unjust manner in which she’d become a captive of this place, tricked by her mother and her new step-father, a deadbeat if ever there was one, the two of them playing on her guilt to get her to sign the rest of her life away as a research female in order to settle a slew of his substantial but petty debts.

Most of the research subjects were here under some form of duress – financial problems, loans in arrears, a court order or conviction – but at least they knew what they were getting into beforehand, at least they were given a choice between this and a finite prison term or a revised (but still impossible) repayment schedule. Priscilla, 21 years old and about to begin her senior year in college, had been railroaded, fooled, lied to, the victim of a deception that had deprived her of her scholarship and her future just as surely as she’d been separated from her clothing.

One would certainly expect her to want out. One might even imagine she was taking steps to affect the same. And with that in mind, one might wonder about the purpose of the little doodles she created during free time in her cage, the lines and marks and labels she put down in multiple pen colors, most often after she was taken to some new place in the seven-story lab building. She had been studying architecture, so perhaps it was just her way of remembering coursework in which she excelled. But if one studied her drawings carefully, one might find an uncanny similarity between certain lines she’d drawn in certain colors, and the floorplans of places she had been in the building.

And then, what else might be going on here? For if Priscilla did manage to win her freedom through some means, would she not want to hold people to account? Even the most acquiescent of girls – and Priscilla had certainly been one of these, pursuing appeasement as the best way to coexist with her selfish, demanding mother – should want some measure of retribution after what had been done to her.

There were other things on Priscilla’s mind – a long-vanished sister, in particular, who might be trying to communicate with her – but enduring, improving, and eventually escaping to address injustice – must be called a central concern.

Now it was May 16, three weeks after Gwen Beales’ Cassock contract announcement, less than two weeks before the contract’s implementation. It was morning, just after inventory, Priscilla enduring the ritual of having both holes probed with her customary grunt. She’d been freed from her cuffs immediately this morning, had returned to her bed to await the decision about how she’d be used today – a model of compliance whose mind harbored less compliant things.

Elsewhere in the lab, she knew, the facility’s various departments were bidding, negotiating, submitting orders for the male and female inventory they wanted to work with today. Once all had been decided, the staff returned to the cageroom, bearing chains – handcuffs, leg irons, four-point restraints – reaching through the bars to put each girl into her assigned fetters.

Priscilla, as on most weekdays, was bound hand and foot this morning, a chain joining her feet and ankles together, the manacles allowing her to walk at a slow, steady pace, and not do much else. The lab’s concern for security was understandable. There were more than 300 females here, dozens of males as well, and each needed to be where they were expected when they were expected. Research inventory allowed to wander off, make time with friends, investigate doors that someone might have forgotten to lock, wouldn’t do.

After she’d been bound, another pause began for Priscilla, a wait for the staff member who would walk her to her assignment. So while she waited, Priscilla returned once more to her bed and tried to find the most comfortable position for reading a new romance novel. With her cuffed ankles tucked under her thighs, her hands close to her belly, her chains arranged to deliver no more irritation than necessary, Priscilla glanced up occasionally from her book to watch her neighbors shuffle off. To her surprise, three girls had been assigned to punishment this morning, their fate indicated by the way they’d been bound: the telltale clamping of wrists behind backs, a single ring of metal holding their hands together, the chain between their ankles so short they had to take three steps for every step taken by their escorts. Further, Priscilla knew from personal experience, the insides of these restraints were lined with cruel, sharp teeth, not long enough to draw blood, but designed to distract, weaken, and thereby maximize compliance on a walk no girl wanted to undertake.

One or at most two girls went off to punishment on any given morning, but everyone knew what was going on now. With the Cassock contract looming, none of the lowest tier of employees wanted to be accused of lenience. The consensus among the staff seemed to be that personnel wouldn’t be dismissed by Cassock for sending too many girls to torture now.

Was it true? Would Cassock begin their work here by looking at the last month’s punishment records, and reprimand or terminate anyone who hadn’t been strict enough? Priscilla had her doubts, but she knew it didn’t matter. If there was even the remotest chance that more pain among the inventory meant more job security for the staff, more pain it would be.

Two of the girls headed to punishment seemed to know why they were going, lips pursed in pain, faces grim, but the third was clearly surprised by her sentence.

“No one said anything to me yesterday,” she protested breathlessly, her hands making fists against her bottom, her mouth twisting with every step. “Shouldn’t someone . . . have said something?”

“Did you masturbate?” the girl’s handler asked.

“Yes, but I got permission,” the girl lamented. “Just once, at bedtime. So it’s something else.”

The girl’s handler didn’t bother responding.

Close to a dozen girls left for punishment or other assignments that morning before the handler named Cecilia came for Priscilla.

Priscilla slid off her bed, raised it and clamped it in place, not an easy thing to do in full chains, but something the lab required, and Cecilia already had her cage door open as Priscilla shuffled out.

“Where to today?” Priscilla asked.

“Lab 3,” Cecilia said. “Something weird going on there.”

“Weird?” Priscilla repeated. Here, weirdness was relative. What did “weird” mean in a place that had been beyond her imagining until she was brought here in chains?

Cecilia waited until they were in the elevator, the door closing behind them, to elaborate.

“I hope you’re up for taking a lot of cock.”




Chapter 3: Barton Knows Titania Too

“Yo, Doc,” said a young man when he spotted Dr. Benjamin Cooper having coffee at Wheatfields.

Cooper looked up, squinted as if trying to remember something.

“Barton McArdle,” said the young man, offering his hand. “I took your reproductive anatomy class last year.”

“Ah yes,” Cooper said, clearly still not remembering the student.

“Got a second?” Barton said, not waiting for an answer before he pulled up a chair and set down his coffee.

“I do,” Cooper said noncommittally. “What can I help you with?”

“Aren’t you looking for . . . “ Barton scanned the establishment before he finished, “super pussies?”

Cooper laughed. “That’s not quite how I’d put it, but—”

“Okay, I know,” said Barton. “I’m not trying to be scientific here, but I think I found you one.”

“Where?”

“She’s a girl that lives in town,” Barton said. “And I did her a couple of weekends ago, and I was like, damn, girl, just damn, but I sort of forgot about her until I saw you just now.”

“What makes you think I’d be interested?”

“Dude, her pussy,” Barton replied enthusiastically before he searched the room again, leaned forward and lowered his voice. “Her pussy was epic. Like, best ever. Make ya cum twice without goin’ soft in between. That good.”

“Can you describe it in the terms we covered in class?”

“Yeah, I didn’t do that great on the tests,” Barton admitted. “But let me try to remember. Okay, well, strength. That was part of the class. Strength. Right?”

“We talked about muscle tone, tightness, strength of grip,” Cooper said. “You’re talking about things like that?”

“Oh, yeah, all of it,” Barton said. “It’s like a fucking hand down there. Like she’s got some dude’s hand. A weightlifter’s hand. Okay, that sounds weird, but you know what I mean,”

“Has she been exercising it?”

“I doubt it. She’s not the kind that would do that.”

“What do you mean?”

“She didn’t, like, give a fuck. Like, nothing mattered.”

“Is she your girlfriend?”

“No, we just hooked up after a concert,” Barton said. “Eight Olives. They were awesome. So I’m leaving and she’s leaving, and I smell beer. It’s all over her, in her hair and down the back of her t-shirt, so I said ‘Whoa, someone spilled beer on you, and she said ‘Yeah,’ and I said ‘Yeah, I saw some people spilling some beer,’ and she said ‘Yeah, maybe you saw the same people who spilled beer on me,’ and I said ‘You here with anyone?’ and she said ‘No,’ and I said ‘Wanna get some more beer, to drink this time?’ and she didn’t laugh, but she said okay, and we went to Skippers, and then my place was around the corner, and we went there, and we made some time, and damn, that hole was . . . fucking platinum.”

“You didn’t use a condom?”

“Should I have?”

“Up to you.”

“No, I didn’t. She said she was on birth control, so I felt like I was practicing safe sex.”

“So she had solid tone,” Cooper said. “Where along the barrel?”

“Barrel?”

“Sheath, vagina, chamber.”

“The whole freaking barrel, dude,” Barton replied, and he looked down at his crotch as if he were at this moment mounting the girl in question. “The first inch, she’s just holding on like, damn, and you go up and it’s the same, and more up and the same thing, and you get your whole rig up there and she’s squeezing every part.”

“Did you get her name?”

“Name?” Barton repeated. “Oh, yeah. We’re friends on Look! now. Titania. Titania Rushmore.”

“Is her page public?”

“I guess so, I don’t know,” Barton said. “I didn’t check. I just friended her and barely looked at her page, because it’s all just boring crap.”

Cooper raised his eyebrows so Barton continued.

“You know, I just bought another hat, here’s all my hats. Shit like that.”




Chapter 4: The Benchmark

“What does that mean?” Priscilla demanded. She had a right to ask, now that things had been brought up. Cecilia didn’t need to say anything about Priscilla’s assignment that day. The handlers never did. But as the occupants of the lab hierarchy’s lowest tier, Cecilia and her fellow handlers did what they could to keep the job interesting, to exercise what little power they held over their charges. Some handlers took the safe, boring route and said nothing. Some, to their credit, made a sincere effort to detail what was in store, if they were sure in the knowledge. And some passed on whatever they’d half-heard, mixed it with their own hunches, or things made up from whole cloth, and one never knew which was which until one got there and the people in charge started doing things. So Priscilla had learned to take the handlers’ advisement with a grain of salt, and to not react too much to any of it. That’s what they wanted, of course—reaction. Girls reacted one way when they didn’t want certain things done to them, another way when they very much did want certain things done to them. They might be excited about a certain boy, or hoping to avoid a certain boy. And how they felt about whatever they’d been told to anticipate would show, in the way they talked, the way their eyes shifted, the way they walked in their chains. Nipples that had been soft might firm up. Vulvae might swell and go pink. There might be a furtive tug or two on the clitoris, a few caresses of a suddenly moist hole, not hard to get away with when one’s hands were cuffed in front.

Cecilia was, overall, one of the more tolerable of the handlers. She did her job, didn’t go out of her way to write people up, didn’t seem overly interested in provoking reactions from the research girls. Nor was she scrupulous with the facts. She could get things wrong; she sometimes had bad days, and she’d take it out on the girls under her control with a cutting word, a threat, a prediction of something unpleasant.

Cecilia had promised Priscilla “a lot of cock” today, and as the elevator rose from the third floor to the fourth, Priscilla hoped for an explanation.

“They brought in a bunch of guys,” Cecilia offered.

“From where?”

“I don’t know, but they’re not our guys.”

“How many?” Priscilla asked.

“Maybe a dozen.”

“Why do you think they’re all going inside me?”

“You get the main chair is all I know. Just doing the math.”

“The main chair?” Priscilla echoed. “There’s no main chair in that lab.”

“Someone said main chair is all I know, and then someone pointed to a chair and said I needed to put you in it.”

“Who’s up there?”

“The guys I told you about,” Cecilia replied, “and they were still bringing girls up the last time I was there, probably going to be nine or ten plus you. And then, of course your best friends, Dr. Bank and Dr. Morrow. And someone remotely.”

“Who’s remote?”

“Some guy from Kansas.”

“Kansas?” Priscilla echoed.

“It just says University of Kansas on the screen.”

“Okay,” Priscilla said blankly, as if the information meant nothing to her, while in fact it told her a great deal. Ben Cooper was still considering a position here, and whatever happened today would be a factor in his decision. Maybe the final factor. But the news also meant he hadn’t signed yet, and even if he signed today, he most likely wouldn’t arrive before the Cassock contract began in two weeks. So whatever Cassock did to every other girl would be done to her as well.

Priscilla followed Cecilia out of the elevator and down the hall, her chains ringing with every step.

Accept, she told herself. Accept and endure.

Lab 3 was as busy as Priscilla had ever seen it. Of the 12 examination chairs here, set up in two rows of six, 10 were occupied, each girl reclining, ankles chained to stirrups, wrists chained beside hips, legs spread wide, vulvae spread as well. Priscilla recognized two girls from her own cageroom, but she was at least familiar with all of them, knew that all of those present were, like her, part of the lab’s vaginal research program. These were the lab’s best chambers, then, here to prove themselves before Ben Cooper. And that, obviously, was why there were eight males Priscilla had never seen before lined up along the wall (not the dozen that Cecilia had estimated, but that was a minor error). Each had been handcuffed behind his back, each had been fastened to his neighbor with long ankle chains, and each was sporting a penis of respectable size. Some were erect, rods extending horizontally or angled up or curving malevolently up or down, but even the soft members looked like they could make an impression, all respectably long, dangling thickly. All of the males looked restless, Priscilla noted, like horses at the starting gate, shifting and rocking, whispering quietly to each other, staring at Priscilla until she stared back, probably talking about her. Were all of them going to be put inside her before this assignment was done? On her busiest days, Priscilla took three or four penises up her slot, but she believed she could do eight if they didn’t stay too long or thrust too hard. She was slightly daunted, then, but her sex organ seemed less worried, warming up, churning out its first wash of lubricant.

As she continued studying the penises, she noticed something else, a faint glint of metal around the testicles, a ring perhaps that each boy had put on for this occasion, or that each boy had been forced to wear by someone else. Did they want to wear them? What were they for?

Dr. Frank Morrow and Dr. Douglas Bank were here, of course, standing side by side and peering together at one of the room’s three PCs. They were not Priscilla’s best friends, regardless what Cecilia or any other member of staff believed, but she’d been working closely with them since her first days at the lab, and she knew them as well as she’d ever known any adults.

Dr. Morrow, chief of anatomical directives at the lab, and Dr. Bank, special projects researcher, had dedicated a good portion of the last nine months to measuring, testing, and understanding Priscilla’s vagina. And there was much more to learn than one might imagine. Tightness, endurance, capacity, the ability to generate orgasms all varied depending on Priscilla’s point in her cycle, the type of clitoral stimulation she was receiving, the size of the penis or object being pushed inside her, the timing and intensity of her last orgasm. In short, there was an endless array of variables to try, tinker with, adjust, and Priscilla persevered gamely, no choice but to cooperate, and thereby to contribute to the world’s burgeoning body of vaginal knowledge. Often enough, her cries for relief and her eventual screams of anguished pleasure were loud enough to be heard from the halls outside the closed doors of the clinics, a by-product of the study that no one bothered to measure.

Along with the two men in charge, there were six staff milling about, two dressed males, two nude males, one erect, and two nude females, waiting for instructions, checking on the bound females, conversing. Per policy, the four nude staff had been put in metal collars, locked around their necks to ensure they didn’t get confused with lab inventory.

A large monitor had been wheeled in, and this was where Priscilla peered last, immediately recognizing the face of Ben Cooper, who was at the moment looking to the side of his camera, probably at something lying beside his PC, but the commotion as Priscilla was transferred from her walking chains to the restraints of the examination chair seemed to catch his eye.

“Here’s our benchmark,” he said, his voice surprisingly clear, his eyes directed toward what Priscilla guessed was his PC screen. “Hello, 67.”

“Hi, Dr. Cooper,” Priscilla said, hoping it was okay to use his name here. Priscilla knew his recruitment had been a secret so far, but here he was on the wall for all to see.

“Put her in the second chair,” Cooper said, and Cecilia tapped Priscilla’s elbow, and the girl headed for the second of the last two vacant chairs, and she executed the next set of steps with a fluidity that could come only from nine months of doing this, over and over. She turned, backed up until her rear hit the chair, lifted on her toes, settled her bottom on the cool plastic surface, pivoted until her shoulders came to rest against the chair’s sloping back, raised her right foot to the stirrup and crossed her left leg over it. Cecilia took over at that point, raising the right stirrup cuff to Priscilla’s ankle and locking it, unlocking the ankle cuffs of her walking chains, moving her left foot to its respective stirrup and cuffing it, then repeating the process with her wrists, removing the rest of Priscilla’s walking restraints and getting her hands bound by her sides. Next came the anal monitor, a small black plug that Cecilia fished out of her pocket, and Priscilla tilted her pelvis up and winced slightly as Cecilia pushed the device into her body. Finally, Cecilia pulled out a pen-sized scanner, waved it over the barcode stamped into the skin over Priscilla’s right breast. The scanner beeped, indicating the successful transmission of Priscilla’s current location, and the time of day, to the lab’s central brain.

Priscilla’s four chains were a short six inches or so, long enough to allow a little movement, a little shifting in place, but no more. If Priscilla’s nose itched, too bad. If she was overcome with modesty, suddenly embarrassed about her exposed sex organ and desperate to drape a few fingers across her pink folds, there was nothing she could do. If she wanted to defend her hole, push away the maddening tool or the thrusting penis, give herself a brief reprieve from overwhelming stimulation, no luck. The rigors of science took precedence.

“How have you been?” Cooper asked, his two-foot tall face breaking into a grin once the girl had been joined to the chair and had her monitor inserted.

“Good,” Priscilla lied, lifting up on her elbows, adjusting her rear, getting as comfortable as circumstances allowed.

“Ready to give us a little guidance?”

“I don’t know,” Priscilla said. “I’m not sure what I’m supposed to do.”

Priscilla looked over at Bank and Morrow, and Bank glanced at her briefly while Morrow remained focused on the PC.

“Frank, Doug, ready to get started?” Cooper said.

“Indeed,” Morrow said, turning his face toward Cooper while his eyes remained on the PC screen. “Just wrapping up the administrative stuff.”

Bank waved impatiently to one of the nude female workers.

“Finish getting the encounter input done,” he said as she took Morrow’s place at the screen. “We’re not sure how to code them. Maybe assessment. Just make sure it’s the same for everyone.”

The girl nodded, the only acknowledgement necessary, and Morrow moved to the middle of the room, cleared his throat.

“Welcome, everyone,” he began, adding without a hint of irony, “and thanks so much for joining us today. For those who don’t know me, I’m Frank Morrow, a dedicated student of anatomy here at Atlanta Female. This is my colleague, Douglas Bank, who heads up special research projects. And the man on the screen is Dr. Ben Cooper, a leading light in the field of female reproductive anatomy, and currently at the University of Kansas, but – confidentially – considering a career change.”

“Hey, all,” Cooper said, waving.

“Our goal today,” Morrow continued, “is to establish to Dr. Cooper’s satisfaction that we’ve got suitable vaginal inventory. Before we can bring him aboard, he’ll need to know he’s got at least six acceptably-endowed females to work with, starting out. So we’ve brought 10 of our best organs up, and we’ve rented eight assessors from a third party to do side-by-side comparisons with our benchmark vagina.”

With these last words, Dr. Morrow turned to Priscilla with a brief but reverent bow.

Priscilla smiled back, understanding things a little better now. The eight males here, with their eight varied but uniformly intimidating penises, were each going to slip themselves up her sex, after which they would enter the other girls, and if a minimum of five holes compared favorably to Priscilla’s chamber, Cooper would have the inventory he was looking for, and he’d leave Kansas for Atlanta.

Priscilla still had questions, about how exactly this was going to be done, if the males were going to remain in their chains throughout, how they would know which vagina to report to at any given moment, what role the two nude female staffers would play, but the biggest question had been answered. Yes, Cecilia had been crass but correct: Priscilla would be taking a lot of cock today. But each penis would presumably be inserted only long enough for its respective male to get a sense of the vaginal standard against which all other females must be judged. Indeed, the most difficult aspect of today’s assignment for Priscilla might be that no one would be staying in her long enough to give her satisfaction. One way or another, she would orgasm today, she knew. Drs. Morrow and Bank were very indulgent when it came to allowing her to finish. But she didn’t want completion done by machine, or delivered by one of the staff with a talent for masturbating her. She strongly preferred to climax while a penis was lodged within, and preferred it that it be moving, and preferred that the timing work, that her orgasm coincide with the swelling and contracting of the penis, the boy bucking and groaning with her and delivering his cream to the depths of her chamber in thick spurts, which she could feel, of course, the hot, sticky mess that roared into her sheath coating her partner’s rod like grease around a piston, enough of it deposited that it would ooze out of her hole for an hour afterwards.

Did Priscilla feel guilty that all the other girls here were going to be judged against one organ, her organ? Did it trouble her at all that some females here, who would have enjoyed working on Cooper’s team, presumably, might not make the cut because they didn’t measure up to Priscilla?

No, of course not. All of this had been decided by other people. Priscilla was simply an object in this instance, without agency, devoid of will. No one else would blame her. She would not blame herself.

“Alright, Dr. Cooper, I’m going to let you take it from here,” Morrow said, gesturing toward the screen. “Everyone, if you can’t hear Dr. Cooper, let us know now.”

“Hello?” Cooper said. “Can everyone hear me?”

No one indicated otherwise.

“Good,” Cooper said. “Bring the male chain around so I can see them, this camera has terrible peripherals.”

“Sorry,” Morrow said, gesturing toward one of the male workers, who in turn gestured to the first male of the eight bound together, and the first male pushed away from the wall, and his seven compatriots followed him, until all were standing in the space between the two rows of chairs, facing Cooper on his screen, Priscilla eyeing their backsides and their bound hands.

“Redhead, you’re number one,” Cooper said. “Nod to me so I know you’ve heard me.”

A boy with short-cropped red hair dropped his head and raised it.

“Tall and black, you’re number two.”

The designated male nodded his head, and Cooper continued down the chain until all eight had been numbered.

“Now, females,” Cooper continued briskly. “Our benchmark is in row 1. Chair 1 row 1 is empty right now. The benchmark is in chair 2. The girl next to her is in chair 3, then chairs 4, 5 and 6. And then, on the second row, the girl across from chair 6 is in chair 7, and then 8, 9, 10, 11, 12. All clear?”

“It is,” Morrow replied.

“Frank, can you mark each girl, please? Let’s put each girl’s number on the inside of her thighs, thick and black.”

Morrow nodded to one of the dressed male staff, went to the drawers and rummaged around before he found a black magic marker, uncapped it and made his way to Priscilla, standing between her spread legs, applying the cool, pungent ink to the skin on the insides of both of her thighs, writing “2” there, stepping to Priscilla’s neighbor, giving her the number 3, moving on.

Priscilla’s belly churned, something about this process stirring her. Today, this morning, she would be part of a machine, a mechanism with eight moving male parts and a dozen or so stationary female parts, if you counted nude staff girls, and all the female parts were going to be entered by some number of male parts, eight or maybe more if male staff got involved, and it would feel good, or it might hurt, and Priscilla had only to hold still and, if she could, enjoy. But there were unknowns here. Things could go wrong, she vaguely believed, although the nature of any possible calamity escaped her. In its essence, this was all quite natural, of course.

But this was different from what she was used to, so a little anxiety was to be expected. Most of her time in the lab was spent with Drs. Morrow and Bank, and even when she was being pushed to her limits, or beyond them, even when she was pulling at her chains and begging for release, there was collegiality. She was often asked if she was ready for penetration, and given a little time if she requested it, to go to the toilet or get herself mentally prepared. She was able to chat with her partners, with the researchers, with other staff, before she was entered or, often enough, while her chamber was being tested. Today, things would be by necessity regimented, ordered, systematic.

Priscilla grimaced and squirmed as the first string of vaginal lubricant crossed her anus.

“I see we’ve got four service staff,” Cooper said. “Males, you need to be erect, females, you need to be wet, and I need one of you in the first chair, next to our benchmark, as a prep vagina.”

Georgie and Circe, the two nude service girls, looked at each other. Circe, tall and black, was senior, giving her the choice of who went to the chair, and she nodded in a way that made clear this would be Georgie’s job.

Both girls were frequently assigned to work with Priscilla, and by necessity were well-versed in her sexuality, physically as well as mentally. They’d witnessed countless of her orgasms, attending research sessions in which the girl was penetrated by machine or penis and pushed to climax. Both were also intimately familiar with Priscilla’s lubrication. When the deposit of semen within Priscilla’s organ wasn’t desired for some reason, the penis would be withdrawn from her and, still coated with Priscilla’s juice, pushed up Georgie’s or Circe’s vagina for release. When Priscilla needed to be wetted and engorged for the next procedure, it was their job to get her ready, pressing and stroking her with efficient finger swipes but denying her that final completion. Or if they needed to bring her all the way, they could do that too, both workers very good at the job, the lab placing a high premium on staff who understood female responsiveness, and Priscilla’s responsiveness in particular. Indeed, they were familiar enough with Priscilla’s sexual profile that they knew when fingers wouldn’t be enough and a mouth was called for, and both would without hesitation press lips and teeth and tongues against the entrance to Priscilla’s female chamber, building her arousal or driving her to climax as necessary.

Priscilla’s orgasms were always of concern to the lab, and she would never be denied completion, at least eventually. For Georgie and Circe, however, orgasms were incidental to the job, fringe benefits in a sense, allowed but not guaranteed, permitted as long as they didn’t interfere with lab functions. When either staff member was being used by male staff as a completion aid and wanted release, she would rub while the research male moved within her, striving to finish by the time the boy withdrew his penis. If she couldn’t orgasm by then, her time was up, her need irrelevant, the next task now her only concern. Either girl, thus deprived, would remove her fingers from her hole and step to the sink to wash up, and Priscilla could sense the frustration in their shoulders, the way they moved their legs, the way they clipped their words when next they spoke. Crueler still, they were sometimes assigned to masturbate Priscilla to climax after they’d been unable to accomplish the feat on their own behalf, standing next to the bound research female and manipulating her sex organ while their own swollen and semen-enriched holes went neglected. Given the choice, Priscilla had decided early in her time here, she preferred to be masturbated by Georgie and Circe when they’d been deprived. Their touches were a little firmer, their movements a little more vigorous, their fingers quicker, as if they could feel between their own legs at least a shadow of what they were doing between Priscilla’s. She usually came harder and more quickly when masturbated by a frustrated staff girl.

Their unsatisfied desire bothered Priscilla not at all, it should be said. When their shifts were done, their collars would be unlocked and they’d go home, possibly to a lover or a husband. Of course, what man (or woman, for that matter) would want a partner whose job included being routinely penetrated by other men?

Georgie stepped to the first chair, nodded to Priscilla as if they were seated next to each other on an airplane, and she climbed up and rested her heels in the metal stirrups.

“What’s your name?” Cooper said. “Chair one, what’s your name?”

“Georgie,” she said, looking at the screen.

“Okay, Georgie, I want you fixed to the chair. Can we do that? Frank, can someone chain Georgie down? We’re going to ask as much of her as every other female here, and I want her to stay in position.”

Circe, not waiting for Morrow’s order, did the honors, moving to Georgie’s chair, picking up the ankle cuffs first and restraining the girl’s feet, chaining her wrists, fastening her just as securely as the 11 inventory females, and Priscilla detected a slight grimace, a subtle reddening of Georgie’s cheeks, because she was a professional here, not an object.

“Georgie, you’ll be female 1, someone mark her please.”

As black magic marker was applied to Georgie’s thighs, Cooper continued giving orders, his voice rising, the pace of his words increasing.

“Service female two, your name?”

“Circe.”

“Alright, Circe, bring the males around. Bring the first male to Georgie, I want him up her vagina now. Is he erect? I can’t tell. Is he erect?”

“Not fully, no,” Circe said, looking down as she led the parade of eight nude males into position.

“That’s your job, then,” Cooper said. “Get him fully aroused, and when he’s ready, he goes inside Georgie.”

Circe stepped before the male, smiled slightly, reached down to caress his penis, gripping it, stroking it.

“Oral’s going to be faster,” Cooper said. “Do that.”

Circe dropped to her knees, wrapped her mouth around the first male’s penis, slid her tongue against his shaft and pulled back, pushed forward and back again, revealing a fully-enlarged member, extending horizontally, the tip flared.

“He’s ready,” Circe announced.

“Georgie, are you wet enough for penetration?” Cooper asked.

“Yes,” she replied.

“Good. Circe, get male one inside Georgie.”

Circe stood and brought the boy to the place between Georgie’s legs, and because he was handcuffed behind and Georgie was also chained, Circe had to guide him up her colleague’s sheath.

As her hole was filled, Georgie clenched her jaw, breathed out and lifted slightly off her chair, but she accepted the penis with professional stoicism and, Priscilla sensed, perhaps a little pleasure.

“Now, male 1, into female 2 for a benchmark assessment,” Cooper ordered. “Circe, is female 2 wetted?”

“Yes,” Circe said, confirming Priscilla’s arousal with a quick touch between her lips.

“And is our second male, male 2, erect?”

“Yes,” Circe replied.

All of them were hardening, Priscilla noted, now they had something interesting to watch, penises rising, lengthening, thickening. Priscilla could feel herself responding in kind.

“Male 2, into female 1,” Cooper said.

The males each took their places, the second male stepping up to Georgie. The first penis had left her lips parted, so the bound male needed no help, tilting his hips to angle his penis up, touching his tip to her spread opening, and driving in while she grunted.

Meanwhile, the first of the males stood between Priscilla’s legs, and she looked up at him and offered a half smile, her dark eyes flashing acceptance. He smiled slightly back, and Circe stepped to Priscilla’s side, spread her vaginal lips wide and positioned the male’s tip, still coated with Georgie’s fluid, at her vulva.

The male did the rest of the work, easing his member into Priscilla’s hole, slowly, inch by inch, face going tight as he savored the firm, velvet grip of her feminine walls.




Chapter 5: The Boy from Mirabilis

“Who’s watching the monitors?” Cooper suddenly said with the tone of someone just remembering something important. “We’ve got someone watching the anal monitors, right?”

One of the dressed male staff, standing before a PC, raised his hand.

“What’s your name?” Cooper asked.

“Burke.”

“Alright, Burke, good,” Cooper said. “You can see all 12? I mean, all 11? We’re not monitoring, uh, Georgia. Uh, Georgie. You can see if any of the 10 candidates tighten their vaginas? Or if our benchmark, if she tightens?”

“Yeah,” Burke confirmed, peering at the screen as if, even now, he was scanning for any vaginal tightening.

“No one should be tightening,” Cooper said. “Benchmark and candidates, leave your vaginas relaxed. We’re examining resting tone. No squeezing, no tightening. Everyone understand?”

“Yes,” said a few of the girls, including Priscilla. “Yeah,” was said a few times. “Sure” as well.

“This isn’t a contest, it’s an evaluation,” Cooper continued. “And to keep everything fair, our benchmark is not ovulating. She’s close, I believe, but not starting for another couple of days. Right Frank?”

“Three days, right,” Morrow said. “Sunday.”

“Good,” Cooper said. “Now, I need to make sure everyone heard me, about not tightening. Can you confirm that the benchmark and the 10 candidates know not to tighten?”

Morrow turned to look at the girls bound around him. “Two, three, four, no tightening, right?”

The girls nodded.

“Five, six,” he continued, then turned to eye the six girls along the other row. “Seven. Eight. Nine ten eleven twelve. Everyone understand?”

Each female nodded.

“Burke, if you see any vaginal tightening on your screen, let me know immediately, and who,” Cooper said.

“Okay,” Burke said. “Do I look for orgasms too?”

“Yes,” Cooper said. “No male should be climaxing during the examination, but for females, if it’s inevitable, go ahead. And some constriction is permissible while she climaxes. But if you see anyone tightening independent of orgasm, let me know, and she’ll be disqualified. And Frank, this isn’t my call, but I’d recommend you have her punished.”

“We’re about to move to Cassock,” Morrow said with a chuckle. “My understanding is they don’t punish. They correct.”

Cooper laughed loudly enough that his voice emerged from the speakers with grating distortion. “When does that start?” he asked.

“Coupla weeks,” Morrow replied. “May 28 is the official date.”

“They’re a good outfit,” Cooper said. “Okay, focus, focus. Male 1, move to female 3. That’s right, you’re done with the benchmark, move to female 3.”

Priscilla raised herself on her elbows and watched with some disappointment as the first penis was removed from her sheath and, bobbing wetly, transferred to the girl with the number 3 written on the insides of both her thighs.

“Male 2, female 2,” Cooper said, and the line of eight males shifted, chains rattling against the floor, and the penis that had been inside Georgie was now brought to Priscilla’s vulva, her opened lips requiring no further manipulation to allow entry, and she gasped and lifted up on her chair as the long rod went inside her.

“Who’s doing surveys?” Cooper asked. “Who’s got the questionnaires?”

“I’ve got three to ask your questions,” Morrow said, motioning to the three remaining dressed staffers, one male and two females, each holding a tablet.

“Alright, the male at female 3 needs to be surveyed,” Cooper said. “And let’s start surveying every male during or immediately after penetration.”

One of the clothed females stepped up to the girl beside Priscilla and looked at the boy who was still inside her, moving slowly.

“On a scale of one to ten,” she began, peering at her tablet as the boy cast a distracted glance toward her, “how comparable is the tightness of the first third of her vagina to the benchmark?”

“Six,” the boy said.

“The second third?”

“Eight.”

“The third and deepest portion of her vagina?”

“Three.”

“The smoothness of her vaginal lining?”

“Five.”

“The quantity of her lubrication?”

“Eight.”

“Overall quality of vagina compared to the benchmark?”

“Uh . . . seven.”

“Male service staff,” Cooper said. “Are you both erect?”

Both males, hovering at the middle of the lab and sporting healthy erections, turned toward the screen where Cooper’s face loomed.

“I need you to get females 4 and 5 ready,” he said. “Oral is fine, but I want penises up both vaginas if possible. Open them up for the comparison, but no male orgasms.”

And so it went, Cooper conducting an orchestra of sorts, but instead of brass and strings and percussion and woodwinds, there were the penises of eight chained males and 10 chained candidate females, plus the benchmark known as Priscilla, and the prep female called Georgie.

Cooper had a knack for this, once he’d found his stride, barking out the number of a male and the female he wanted the male to sample, his spatial talents on full display as he ordered male 7 up girl 10, male 5 up girl 8, male 3 back to Priscilla’s sheath before a visit to girl 11, all the males with just enough slack in their ankle chains to do Cooper’s bidding, the three clothed staff members with their tablets rushing from chair to chair, gathering data, the two nude males opening up the candidate females for the next male, and Priscilla doing her best through it all. And no one, she quickly realized, was being asked to do more than she. Before anyone entered any of the candidate vaginas, Cooper wanted a quick trip to female 2, the benchmark female – Priscilla. Was Cooper going to require that all eight males enter Priscilla’s chamber before they entered each of the 10 candidate females? If so, that would be eighty separate insertions up Priscilla, each boy entering her eight separate times before trying out the 10 other vaginas being evaluated here. Eighty separate acts of lovemaking, none of them either born of love or being done long enough to provoke an affectionless orgasm. Were she at a job, Priscilla would ask for a raise, a bonus, a promotion after this; or at the very least, some time off. But that’s not how things worked here.

It felt good, but that was beside the point. Every new penis gave her new things to sense, to feel, a new boy to experience, however superficially, but her curiosity in that regard was no compensation for what was being asked of her. She was going to be fucked eighty times before this was finished. No, not fucked. She had been brought here against her will, and held here against her will, and she had been chained to an examination chair for this exercise – again, by definition, against her will. No, she wasn’t being fucked. She was being raped. And it would happen eighty times this morning. Eight males, each ordered up her sheath 10 times before they tested the sex organs of 10 other females: a systematic, orchestrated series of rapes. Eight males, ten candidates, and Priscilla.

Georgie wasn’t being raped, because this was part of her job. Eight males, ten candidates, and Priscilla.

After she’d been entered a dozen times or so, Priscilla started counting. Sixty-five more to go, she thought. Sixty more to go. Fifty-five.

It wasn’t hurting yet. Her reliable vagina was pumping out lubricant equal to the demand. Her soft walls were embracing every penis with the same firm grip. And when Cooper ordered each male out of her, she struggled with the loss, because having them inside her felt consistently rewarding, and she wanted someone to stay until she could get completion.

But it was going to start hurting soon, she knew. Once she’d held her 30th penis, or her 35th, or her 40th, her lubricant was going to wane, her walls were going to go raw, and the pain of this exercise was going to have her moaning for all the wrong reasons. How could she pursue an orgasm when her organ was a swollen, aching mess?

And yet, this was interesting. Even compelling. A mechanized expression of sexuality that was still as human as any sex, anywhere, for all sex was at its core a mechanical act.

For a time, Priscilla lost track of her penetration count under the influence of other stimulants, not the least of which was the ring that had been closed around each boy’s scrotum, a hoop of metal that seemed to be locked on, holding him tightly. She could feel the rings, usually, when the boy went all the way in, the warm metal touching the sensitive flesh of her perineum, or brushing her anus, tickling her.

Of course, every girl here had a different reaction to being plundered, and Priscilla always paid attention to that as well. Some groaned, some gasped, some uttered a quiet “whoa” or a soft chuckle. Nor were the males silent, the sudden gripping of their shafts by the vibrant holes of Priscila and her colleagues prompting at least a quick intake of breath, if not a grunt of unexpected pleasure.

And there were more sounds at the end of each coupling, sighs of frustration, a quiet “aww,” even an ironic “bye, see you later” from a girl two chairs from Priscila. There might have been a few female orgasms, Priscilla wasn’t sure, hearing a series of sharp grunts from somewhere to her left, a long sigh somewhere else.

The rattle of the chains never ceased, even when Cooper’s commands paused, everyone holding their places under his last set of instructions. The males shifted their feet for deeper or more satisfying thrusts, and the females stirred in their chains reflexively, feet lifting and dropping back down into stirrups as vaginas were entered and stretched, their hands clenching and flailing and reaching in vain for parts of their bodies they couldn’t touch.

There were less definable sensations as well, a sort of essence of sex in here, immeasurable, a smell perhaps, but more than mere chemicals up the nose. A distribution of heat and steam, of oil and pheromone, the concert of orgy, and Priscilla listened, and absorbed, and languished under the grip of her chains, and rocked her pelvis with every new penis brought to bear against her femininity, and now and then on this day, it might be said she was . . . fascinated.

“Alright,” Cooper said, his voice louder and more definitive, breaking Priscilla’s reverie. “I believe every candidate female has been entered five times, and there should be an evaluation for each encounter?”

No one disputed Cooper’s estimate, the three clothed staffers scrolling through the survey results on their tablets and nodding.

Priscilla, despite all the other distractions of the last hour, had to admire the man’s mind, his ability to track a machine with close to two dozen parts, some moving, some stationary, their individual interactions all stored in his consciousness. He had never looked away from the camera during this event, never consulted some legal pad or laptop or written manifest to ensure that every candidate had taken five different penises, that Priscilla had taken, what . . . forty? Yes, eight males, each testing her genital constitution before sampling the goods of five other girls. No one had been reamed today more than Priscilla, and yet she was still frustrated, still wanted more. So she wouldn’t be getting 80 insertions, but was 40 enough, especially for as briefly as they were visiting her? She didn’t know about the rest of the girls here, didn’t particularly care, but she knew she wasn’t getting the attention she needed, and that, at the moment, was all she could think about.

“Burke, did we have any female orgasms?” Cooper asked.

“The female in, uh . . .” Burke looked up, matching the girl’s inventory number with her chair position, “female number 6 orgasmed twice, and, um, 4, and, uh, 9, and 11, had one orgasm each.”

“Did you see any tightening?”

“A little during some of the orgasms,” Burke said. “Nothing willful otherwise.”

“Okay, good,” Cooper said. “Those females may leave the lab. Now, of the remaining eight girls, who would like to try to finish on a penis?”

Priscilla and her peers, still bound to their chairs, couldn’t raise their hands, a dilemma Morrow quickly recognized.

“Would any female not like to finish with a male now?” he asked. “Just speak up.”

“May I go back?” said girl 8.

Morrow nodded.

“Okay, we’ve got eight males and seven females expecting relief,” Cooper said. “Circe, we need your vagina to balance things out.”

“Okay,” Circe said. She had spent the exercise hovering next to Georgie, helping any male to achieve full erection before he entered the prep girl. She’d been left to her own devices for the most part, usually using her mouth to deliver stimulation, but several boys had asked quietly for her lower opening, and she’d provided it without protest, turning and bending to be filled from behind

“Males, find the nearest female that isn’t 6, 8, 9 or 11,” Cooper said. “The remaining girls all want orgasm, so please do your best to hold off on your own climax until she’s been given relief.”

The first three males on the chain lined up along the chairs opposite Priscilla’s row, sliding into the three available holes, and Priscilla could tell when contact had been made, because the muscles of shoulders and thighs would suddenly go taut, backs would bend, the girls would grunt or gasp, and the male bodies would begin moving rhythmically, bound hands clenched behind them.

The remaining five took their places on Priscilla’s row, Georgie grimacing as she was penetrated, Priscilla smiling at her final lover, an olive-skinned boy with thick black hair who had already pushed into her five times today, each time briefly and politely, gazing at her hard nipples, too shy to look into her eyes.

“Hey,” she said quietly as he stepped up and bent slightly to bring his thick tip to her damp chamber door.

“Hey,” he said back, just as quietly. “So I guess you’re supposed to cum first.”

“Yeah,” she agreed.

They were not the only two talking. As the last two males took their places between the bound legs of their assigned girls, what began as a few hushed words between partners grew to a roomful of conversations.

The rules for post-procedural socializing were flexible at the lab. Some researches preferred no talking while partners pursued relief with each other. Others usually permitted it. Some didn’t care. If they weren’t sure about the rules, Priscilla and her cohorts would start by speaking quietly and, if no admonishment was forthcoming, raise their voices to the level of any conversation – an injection of normalcy into the otherwise bizarre lab world, and something Priscilla always appreciated.

“Where are you from?” she asked.

“Georgia,” he said, his jaw tightening as he eased his tip between Priscilla’s lips.

“Where in Georgia?” she asked, tilting her pelvis back slightly to raise her hole.

“Savannah.”

“What do you do there?”

“Breeding,” he said, and he looked into her eyes, his expression uncertain, or perhaps surprised.

“Sorry, you don’t want to talk?” she asked, looking at him before she closed her eyes and grimaced, his penis halfway up her chamber now. It didn’t hurt, exactly, but her insides had been rendered particularly sensitive during the exercise.

“You want to talk?” he asked.

“Sure,” Priscilla said. “If you can while you do this?”

“Yeah,” he said, his voice a little short as he finished pushing inside her. “I just thought . . .”

“Thought what?”

“Well . . .” he said, smiling a little shyly, and his eyes went to the ceiling as he held his penis in position, tip against Priscilla’s deep cervix. “Benchmark . . . the head girl . . . I’d think . . .”

“Yeah . . .” Priscilla said with a light sigh. “It’s not . . . like that. I’m just another girl chained to a chair.”

“But you’ve got the best . . . damn.”

“And what? . . . You think that . . . makes me special?” she said, and she laughed, her voice briefly the loudest in the room.

“I don’t know,” he said, sliding back an inch or two before he pushed in again. “I’m a little new to this . . .”

“You’re doing breeding?” Priscilla asked.

“Yeah, at a place in Savannah,” he said. “That’s where we’re all from.”

“What place?”

“Mirabilis.”

“Mirabilis,” Priscilla echoed, lifting up in her chair again and angling her pelvis down to increase the pressure on her clitoris.

“You want me to press there?” he asked, thrusting forward to bring himself against the top of her vulva. She answered with a gasp and a quick nod.

For a time, the boy focused on the clitoris, Priscilla’s body shifting in her chair with every thrust.

“Want me to tighten?” she asked. “It’s allowed now.”

“Yeah,” he grunted, and she immediately applied her considerable strength to his shaft, and his eyes went wide with shocked pleasure and, a moment later, with the start of a profound, unavoidable orgasm, and the movements he made over the next minute, the sliding and pressing, the hard insertions and the grinding of pelvis against clitoris, combined with the rhythmic spattering of cream, pushed the girl to her own shaking climax, and for a time, that was the principal sound in this room, from Priscilla and her mate and the rest here, male and female voices raised in songs of carnal arrival.

Priscilla recovered first, staring up at the boy from her examination chair.

“What’s it like?” she asked.

“What?” he said, still standing between her legs, his penis softening but remaining between her lips.

“What’s Mirabilis like?”

“Strict,” he said.

“They keep us in cages here,” she said, scanning the room quickly to make sure no one was listening to what might be called whining.

“Same there.”

“And they chain us when they take us out.”

“Same there too.”

“What’s that ring for?”

The boy stepped back, his softening penis sliding out of Priscilla’s body, and he looked down.

“Yeah,” he said, “we all have to wear them.”

“They’re locked on?”

“As soon as we sign up, we get one. And yeah, it’s locked.”

“What’s it for?”

“It keeps my balls cool,” the boy said. “And they leash us by it.”

“Does it hurt?”

“You get used to it. You have to, since it doesn’t come off until we leave.”

“You get to leave?”

“When the contract is up.”

“How long is a contract?”

“Two years,” he said. “Some people stay longer. I got there six months ago. Eighteen to go.”

“I’m here for life,” Priscilla said, her eyes clouding over.

“Life?”

“They can keep me as long as they want. I guess that’s the deal they made with my mom.”

“Your mom?”

“Long story.”

“Think you’d ever want to be bred?” he asked.

“What happens to the kids?”

“They sell them.”

“To who?” Priscilla demanded, eyes narrowing.

“No, it’s legit,” the boy said. “To parents. Like an adoption.”

“That would be hard, to give up your baby,” Priscilla said, and her mind wandered to a life where she could not only get pregnant, but keep the result, and raise it with a boy she loved.

She shook her head to clear away the illusion.

“You’d make the cut,” the boy said.

“The cut?”

“It’s very hard to get into Mirabilis,” he explained. “They don’t take just anyone.”

“You have to be good at sex?”

“Was I?” he asked hopefully.

“You made me cum,” she said, shaking her legs for emphasis. “That’s worth something.”

“Thanks,” he said. “But no. I mean, yeah, you have to be able to do it. To do it a lot. But she chooses based on race. She likes mixing it up.”

“What are you?”

“African, Mongolian, Irish.”

“I’m just white,” Priscilla confessed.

“She’s got some white girls. Really pretty white girls.”

“She?”

“The lady who runs it. Harper.”

“And the girls have a contract too?” Priscilla said wistfully. “They get to leave when it’s up?”

“Yeah.”

“I’d love that,” Priscilla said. “But they’re keeping me here.”

“Because of your pussy?”

“Yup,” Priscilla said, looking down at her mound disdainfully. “They’re going to study it until kingdom come.”

“That wouldn’t be a bad thing at Mirabilis,” the boy said.

“What do you mean?”

“The tighter the pussy, the more semen,” he explained. “The more semen, the more babies.”

“That sounds almost scientific,” she said.

“Yeah, they take it very seriously,” he agreed.

Everyone who could finish had done so, all the males climaxing, and most of the girls, including Georgie. Two unfulfilled girls to Priscilla’s left scowled in frustration, but nothing more could be done, because the staff had begun pulling the couples apart, leading the first male on the chain toward the door of the lab.

“Hey, see you later,” Priscilla said.

“Yeah,” said the boy, backing away, his penis firming up again slightly. “Bye.”

Drs. Morrow and Bank were at the PC, two staff members standing beside them, juggling the tablets that had been used for the vaginal surveys.

“You should be seeing the first set of data,” Morrow said. “Has it populated the account yet?”

“Okay, it’s here,” Cooper said, looking to the side.

“The rest should be uploaded in the next half hour,” Morrow said. “If it’s what you’re looking for, how long before we get your decision?”

“Give me the weekend to look everything over,” Cooper said. “I’m signing off now. Thanks!”

Priscilla felt a brief pang of anticipation, tinged with sorrow, and she looked to watch the boy whose cum was leaking from her pass through the lab door. She’d never even learned his name.

No reason to, really.




Chapter 6: An Angry Demi Wants Titania Volunteered

“Dr. Cooper?” said a young woman at the Spencer Museum of Art. “Hi, aren’t you Dr. Benjamin Cooper?”

“Hi,” Cooper said, holding wine in his left hand, offering his right. “And you might be . . .”

“It’s very nice to meet you,” she said, wrapping her right hand tightly around his. “I’m Demi. Demi Swanson. I’ve heard about you.”

“I don’t think you’re in one of my courses.”

“No, but my boyfriend is. He talks about you a lot. I think your research is very interesting.”

“Oh,” Cooper said, smiling indulgently. “What have you heard?”

“Well, you study girls’ body parts, right?”

“That’s one way to put it,” Cooper said. “Body-mind dynamics, with an emphasis on the reproductive platform.”

“Yeah, right. And I know you’ve got some of them down in the science building.”

“Ah yes, the volunteers.”

“Totally volunteer?” she asked, turning to look at a portrait of a buffalo-headed politician with a red tail.

The event was what they called the Senior Showing, the early-May exhibition of the best art from the University of Kansas’ graduating class. Corporate funding came and went, but this year some of Kansas’ wealthier firms had stepped up to pay for wine and beer, heavy hors d'oeuvres, live chamber music. Cooper turned his gaze to the musicians, pausing before he answered.

“Would you like to volunteer?” he asked.

“Well, no,” she said. “There’s just . . . there are some rumors, about things you’re looking for.”

A server approached with a tray of bruschetta. Cooper used his free hand to grab two. A tall black girl trotted up, hugged Demi, and the two laughed as they touched the sides of their faces to each other, too much work done to risk smearing things or breaking something off. The black girl had a piece in the next hall. While she described it to Demi and Demi promised to take a look, Cooper could have excused himself. But he lingered, sipping white wine with his left hand, pushing bruschetta into his mouth a little awkwardly with his right. And when the girl had gone to recruit other art afficionados, Cooper was still there, gazing at Demi expectantly.

“Sorry, friend of mine,” she said. “Okay, so. If I knew someone, or knew someone who knew someone, who had a really good body in certain ways, would you want to know about her?”

“I would never not want to know about someone,” Cooper said.

“And if you thought you could use her, as a volunteer, would you just tell her she had to?”

“Had to what?”

“Volunteer?”

“The laws are a little convoluted there,” Cooper said. “I’d be glad to sponsor you if you wanted to do an independent study on the legal dynamics.”

“Thanks anyway,” Demi said. “But is it possible? If someone had a very good sex part, could you file the paperwork and take her?”

“Short answer, yes,” Cooper said. “But there are all kinds of variables to consider. Are there dependents, for example?”

“None,” Demi said quickly.

“So you have someone picked out?” Cooper said with a smile.

“I do,” Demi said, and her eyes went, briefly, hollow. “I think you should be very interested in her.”

“Is she here tonight?”

“No, she doesn’t come to shit like this. She doesn’t give a fuck about normal things.”

“How do you know her?”

“My boyfriend knows her.”

“He works with her?”

“No,” Demi said flatly. “He doesn’t work with her.”

“I sense tension,” Cooper said with a disarming smile, and he sipped his wine and waited for Demi to react.

“How can any guy fall in love with some bitch just because her pussy’s good?” she demanded with a deep scowl. “I thought Bruce was different, but he’s obsessed.”

“He’s told you he’s obsessed?”

“He doesn’t have to,” Demi said. “I can tell. I mean, I did catch him once. She was leaving his place in the middle of the afternoon, and he had some bullshit excuse about how she was handing him coffee and he spilled it on her and he brought her to his place to try on a new shirt. I mean, you know, shit happens, but this was more than that. This is like an addiction. I’ve gotten into his stuff, into his phone, and I know he’s hooking up with her, every chance he gets.”

“He doesn’t know you know?”

“No, I don’t want him to know I can do that.”

“So she’s seducing him?” Cooper asked.

“No,” Demi said. “She just never says no.”

“Does she orgasm?” Cooper asked.

“Huh?”

“Does the girl climax when she’s with your boyfriend?”

“Oh, uh, no clue. Is there a way to know that?”

“You’d have to ask her.”

“Well, other than by asking her?”

“There are technologies,” Cooper said, “but I’d be surprised if they were being used in this context.”

“Cool,” Demi said. “I mean, it’s cool that there are technologies.”

“Have you talked to her?”

“I don’t need to. She knows she’s wrong.”

“But does she know how angry you are?”

“She should know that.”

“You said she doesn’t give a fuck.”

“So?”

“People who don’t give a fuck aren’t able to understand those who do,” Cooper noted, and he paused and smiled again, a lecturer warming up to his subject. “We understand the people best who are motivated like we are. If they are driven differently, we see them as foreign. Even frightening.”

“I thought you were a sex doctor.”

“No, I’m a psychologist, in essence. Sexuality is primarily a mental phenomenon.”

“Oh, this is all physical,” Demi said, shaking her head. “You should see the shit he writes to her. Shit about how she must be exercising her pussy, if she goes to the weight room, just embarrassing shit.”

“Do you know her name?”

“Of course. Titania. Titania Rushmore.”

Cooper looked up, as if making a mental note of a name he’d already heard, had already written down.

“So,” Demi continued, “you could make her one of your volunteers, right?”

“Well, yes,” Cooper replied. “But it’s not a simple matter. One doesn’t just snap one’s fingers.”

“What would be involved?” Demi asked.

“It’s complicated,” Cooper said, obviously not wanting to go into detail. “And boring. There’s tests. Paperwork. Government forms.”

“Okay,” Demi said, nodding solemnly and doing a passable job of feigning sympathy. “I think that would be best, whatever you have to do. I think she would be happy there. Not that I’m sure she knows what happiness is. But it would be okay for her, I bet.”




Chapter 7: New Research Initiatives

Priscilla was notified of Cooper’s decision the next Monday, after she’d been chained to a lab chair and her location scanned, but before anything had been done to her.

“Dr. Cooper found seven,” Bank said, standing next to her chair.

“Seven?” Priscilla echoed.

“Seven acceptable vaginas,” Bank clarified. “Eight including yours. He’s signing the contract this afternoon.”

“Congratulations,” Priscilla said.

“I should say the same to you,” Bank said.

“Why?”

“Because you’ll be on his team,” Bank replied. “That’s a given.”

“When does he get here?” Priscilla asked, hope briefly revived that she might dodge the worst of the Cassock correctional system’s implementation. It was a faint hope, given the Cassock start date was eight days away. And it was immediately dashed.

“July 1,” Bank said.

Six weeks away.

“Okay,” Priscilla said. “Will anything happen before then?”

“He’s given us a laundry list,” Bank said. “They’re sending a male here, probably this week, to give you some preliminary training, and then we’ve got to get the new space set up.”

“Where will it be?” Priscilla inquired, and her chains clinked as she rose up on her elbows and adjusted her feet in the stirrups.

“The fifth floor,” Bank said. “We’ve got a storage area up there we’ve been kind of holding for this.”

“How many girls will be there?” Priscilla asked. Between Dr. Bank and Dr. Morrow, Dr. Bank was the less personable of the two, but he seemed talkative today, and Priscilla had questions.

“We’ll be building ten cages,” Bank said.

“You might recruit some more girls?” Priscilla inquired.

“Eventually, yeah,” Bank said. “We’re going to try to get to 10 ASAP. And Cooper says he might be bringing a girl, so he should be at least to 90 percent on day 1, and most likely we’ll throw him another girl so there’s someone in every cage. I’m sure he can find ways to get her vagina up to snuff.”

Bank turned to Georgie, fully-clothed and hovering near the PCs. “Georgie, get her monitor in.”

Georgie reached for the row of sanitized black anal monitors, selected one and stepped up to Priscilla.

“Can you put it up my vagina first?” Priscilla asked. She preferred to be penetrated with a lubricated sensor, and her own fluid, flowing copiously this morning under the influence of ovulation, was as good as anything.

“Don’t,” Bank said. “We’re looking at her production today.”

“Sorry,” Georgie mouthed quietly, and Priscilla raised her hips and angled up her openings, and she winced as the little black sphere was pushed without lubrication into her rear hole.

Bank turned back from the PC, grabbed a chair and rolled it between Priscilla’s raised legs, sat and spread her vaginal lips to examine the mouth of her sex, where a thick, cloudy syrup had gathered. He touched it with his finger, smeared it with his thumb, separated thumb and finger to check the thickness of the string.

“When did it first start flowing?” he asked.

“It started coming out last night after dinner.”

“Arousal level?” he asked.

“The same as always when it starts.”

“Did you masturbate?”

“Is that a trick question?”

“Why?”

“I didn’t get permission to masturbate,” she said. “So I didn’t.”

“Did you want to?”

“Of course.”

“What are the chances you’d be caught if you’d done it last night?” Bank asked.

Priscilla narrowed her eyes at him, well aware of the directions this conversation could lead. She’d been caught – and punished – a handful of times for unauthorized overnight masturbation, but there were other times she’d escaped notice, times when the morning inventory pass had failed to detect the lingering remnants of her midnight relief.

How many times had she gotten away with it? She hadn’t counted. This wasn’t, obviously, something she would write down in a journal. Maybe her little crime went unnoticed half the time, maybe more than that, maybe a lot more than that. There were things a girl could do to cover her tracks, and these were shared quietly among her neighbors: Go to the toilet and wipe thoroughly, insert a finger a few times and wipe that, or stay in bed, insert fingers and lick them until one no longer tasted one’s juice. Sometimes, when the inventory pass was inconclusive, they might consult the recordings made overnight by the cameras mounted in every cageroom, but it was generally understood that going back through hours of recordings to find a girl touching herself in the darkness wasn’t worth the staff time, especially in that no girl was dumb enough to throw off her sheets, splay her legs wide and work her sex organ with both hands. Catching a girl who’d indulged overnight was a needle-in-a-haystack challenge, the search for a few minutes of rhythmic motions under the sheets, a brief shake of the hips, the spreading of legs. Priscilla’s approach was turning on her side beneath her covers, extending one leg and drawing up the other to achieve unencumbered access to her vulva, and resting one hand innocently against her hip while she reached down with the other, stroking her clitoris lightly and, when done, dampening her response to climax to a few soft gasps and no more than a twist or two of her pelvis.

Why didn’t the lab belt the girls’ sex organs overnight, or restrain them to make touching impossible? Because of the overwhelming logistics, Priscilla imagined, of managing nightly chains or belts for 300 plus girls. It would take dozens of staff at bedtime and again at dawn to enforce such a regime, versus the two or three workers required to torture the rulebreakers. In this, as in all things here, efficiency reigned.

Priscilla had learned the physical arts of furtive pleasure, as well as the mental forms. The first time she broke the rule, she tossed and turned the rest of the night, barely sleeping as she worried about getting caught. And she was indeed found guilty on that first occasion, and two gray-suited members of the punishment team came for her soon after inventory, putting her in full restraints, hands bound in back with spike-lined cuffs, the chain between her ankles particularly short, and she was marched down to the room where discipline was meted out. It being her first visit there, she was worked over professionally, and very thoroughly. Her initial stop was a tiny standing cage, where she was left for half an hour to watch the suffering of the other girls scheduled for discipline that morning. After that, she was brought to a pair of dangling cuffs, her hands were freed only long enough to get them secured overhead, and she was raised until only her toes could reach the floor, left like that for close to an hour. After that came the table, the innocuous-sounding piece of furniture where, after her hands and feet had been bound at either end, she was stretched tight and a narrow rod was brought to bear against her bottom 10 times.

But she’d survived it, and had gone on to complete the day’s research assignment, where three more orgasms were wrested from her middle despite the welts across her rear, and from thenceforward, she’d trained herself to sleep well after her nighttime indiscretions. What was the point of that fleeting pleasure, she’d asked herself, if you were going to suffer not just the lab’s formal tortures, but also the miseries of guilt and fear? Masturbate when unavoidable, she’d decided, not just for pleasure, but as an exercise in sexual autonomy, a symbolic expedition into a world that was otherwise closed off. Looked at from that perspective, the twin victories of climax and self-determination outweighed the occasional suffering, and one might have noticed a smile – grim, perhaps, but a smile nevertheless – on her face while she was tortured.

None of which, of course, needed to be shared with Dr. Bank. As close as their relationship had by necessity become, these were calculations only she would be privy too, and the statistics of that phenomenon – how often she masturbated with impunity – must also remain private.

“I almost always get caught,” she lied.

“Nothing’s going to change in that department when Dr. Cooper gets here,” Bank said.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“Things will still be strict,” he said. “The rules and the punishments will be a little different, but there will still be rules.”

“Well, yeah, with Cassock, coming in,” Priscilla noted.

“I’m not just talking about Cassock,” Bank said. “Cooper has his own way of doing things. He’s agreed to abide by the Cassock approach, in principle – that was a negotiating point – but there will be some variations for girls on his team.”

“Okay,” Priscilla said, not sure why this was being brought up. “I sort of expected that.”

“You just need to understand that moving up to Dr. Cooper’s section doesn’t mean no rules,” Bank said.

“Of course not,” Priscilla agreed, and she raised her eyebrows at him, because that’s all she needed to do to ask the question about why he was saying this.

“We just don’t want . .  .” Bank began, before he stopped and restarted. “There’s some concern things might go to your head. You’re a prized asset, but we don’t want any confusion about—”

“Dr. Bank,” Priscilla interrupted, looking up soberly before her expression softened and she looked down at herself, at her unclothed mound and the cuffs around her ankles. “I know what I am. No one needs to worry about confusion there.”

“Okay,” Bank agreed, blinking. “Dr. Cooper will be making his first official visit in a few weeks, and he’ll want to go over things with you.”

“Like what?” Priscilla asked.

“He’s interested in your opinion of the space,” Bank said. “He wants input from some of his team, so of course that’s going to include you.”

“Sure,” Priscilla said.

Dr. Bank returned his attention to Priscilla’s vulva, spread her lips wide.

“How much of what I’m seeing now is ovulatory fluid,” he asked, “and how much is arousal lubricant?”

“I don’t know,” Priscilla said with a laugh. “Maybe about half is from arousal.”

“Are you aroused now?”

“I have been, yes,” she replied. “Getting inventoried started me this morning, and having chains put on usually does too.”

“Why?”

“It just means I’m coming here,” she said. “So I start thinking about what’s going to happen.”

Bank removed his hands from Priscilla’s vulva and stood.

“I’ve been wanting to do a fluid study,” he said. “What you release when, in absolute quantity and in proportion to each other. And how the dynamics impact insertion sensation.”

“You’re starting it now?” Priscilla asked.

“It’s something I’ve been wanting to look at for months,” Bank explained, “but while Dr. Cooper was in the wings, I held off. He gave the go ahead this morning, though. He said it sounded like a good study, something he hadn’t thought of.”

Bank’s pride was obvious to Priscilla. In fact, much of what she knew about the men who spent the most time studying her was gleaned from non-verbal cues, from things they said to each other when they didn’t think she was listening, from the pictures she could see on desks and walls when she visited their offices. She knew about their families, the existence of their wives and children. Gathering and memorizing details served no purpose she could think of, was just something she did because experiencing a free life vicariously was better than her life alone. But she took the pursuit seriously.

Bank, in his mid-30s, was younger than either the 40-something Cooper, or Morrow, in his early 50s, and the pressure to prove himself was commensurately higher, Priscilla knew. There was always an edge to his work, a pushing to higher objectives, an ambition that translated, where Priscilla and the other girls were concerned, with urging them on as well. It was most often Bank in charge when Priscilla’s body was getting stretched to its limits. With his black hair and goatee, his piercing eyes, and the sharp angles of his face, Bank looked a little like a devil, and the labs where he presided felt at times to Priscilla like a strange variation of hell, where the unsaved were tormented not by pain but by too much pleasure, groans and shrieks produced not by flame against flesh or the insertion of red hot pokers, but by the carefully engineered over-stimulation of female genitalia.

Morrow, no stranger to ambition himself but better able to temper it, would step in now and then to check Bank’s zeal, to give the girls a chance to catch their breaths, or to finish them off if the delay in climax was causing undue suffering.

Where would Cooper fall along the spectrum? Priscilla wondered. Would he be more demanding than Bank, or more like the fatherly Morrow? He had certainly pushed her the previous week, subjecting her to 41 separate penetrations, all but one too brief, all but one insufficient where orgasm was concerned.

The door swung wide and a female staffer entered, leading her chained male, the number 02519 stamped into his flesh in four places. Priscilla knew the boy as Nick, and he was one of her favorites here. He was newer than she, had also gone to college but hadn’t finished, and his appearance reminded her of herself, the same black hair and dark eyes. She’d been one of his first girls, splayed out for a product demonstration on a machine designed for holding research females still, legs spread wide, while he plumbed her chamber and they whispered introductions to each other.

She smiled, he smiled back, and he was led over to her, his hands bound behind his back, his steps shortened by the chain between his ankles, his penis quickly hardening.

“Hi,” he said as he drew near. The girl who’d brought him departed and Georgie stepped over to make a quick inspection of his penis, touching the shaft, raising it to check the opening in his tip, feeling his testicles.

“Hello,” Priscilla said back. She longed to say more, to chat as if they were not in this place, to say his name:

“Hello, Nick. How are you doing, Nick? My, your penis is certainly erect today, Nick. I can’t wait to have it shoved into me, Nick. I love you, Nick. Hey, Nick, want to get married and make babies together?”

She said none of that, of course. Everyone was looking for excuses to punish the females lately. Surely she’d hang for an hour for saying half that. She forced her attention to Dr. Bank.

“So, what happens today?” she asked.

It was an impertinent question. The researchers typically refrained from telling research females what was in store. But Priscilla was never punished for asking, so she always asked. The worst thing that could happen was silence, but Bank opted for volubility this morning. Clearly, getting Cooper to sign up as a researcher here had pleased him. And getting Cooper’s approval for a vaginal fluid study pleased him even more.

“We’ll be doing a tandem excretory analysis, intermittent probe and penis insertion, cross- tabulated against a standard stimulation battery.”

“How long will it take?” Priscilla inquired, familiar enough with lab terminology that she didn’t need him to translate. She looked at Nick and he looked back and nodded. He probably understood the part about “penis insertion” at least. Boys tended to focus on things like that.

“All day,” Bank said. “Hour for lunch.”

“Orgasms?”

“We’ll need to ration those,” Bank said. “But you’ll get a few.”

“How many?”

“Ready to start?” Bank asked, finally done answering questions, and he didn’t wait for Priscilla’s answer before he motioned to Georgie and stepped to one of the PCs.

“Probe her vagina.”

Georgie grabbed a scanner from the counter, a modified version of what was put up each girl every morning during the inventory pass, thick and smooth and black, and Priscilla leaned back and watched it go in, tightening enough to sense its contour, its texture and its slight curve upward, and Georgie held it in her just long enough to get a full reading, peering at the screen in the device’s base, and then it was gone and Priscilla frowned.

“About 70 percent ovulatory, the rest arousal lubricant,” Georgie said.

Bank tapped the data in. “Let’s use O and A,” he said.

“Okay.”

“Male in,” Bank said, using two words to order an act normally preceded by many words more, by walks in the park and dinners out, ceremonies in churches, flowers, cards with hearts on them, confessions of love.

Georgie reached for Nick’s penis, used it to pull him the rest of the way to Priscilla, lowered it slightly to bring his tip against her opening, and Nick did the rest, pushing forward and grimacing as his shaft impaled Priscilla.

“Five minutes of moderate thrusting,” Bank said. “No orgasm. 67, stay relaxed.”

“May we talk?” Priscilla said.

Dr. Bank waved his hand the way he did when a question was too trivial to be answered beyond that. But Priscilla had to ask. More than once during procedures like this, he’d cut short a conversation with one of her partners, and it was embarrassing.

“Any interesting assignments lately?” she asked as Georgie stepped away, drew out her phone to set the timer and, Priscilla suspected, began scrolling through news, or emails.

“Helping some of the females with squeezing practice,” he replied. “I go in and they tighten until they’re worn out.”

“Is that fun?” she asked.

“Yeah,” he admitted, pulling out and thrusting again, slowly, judiciously. “More at the start, before they get fatigued.”

“How did they feel at the start?” she asked.

“About half of what you’ve got right now,” he said. “But then, I’m sure all the boys tell you that.”

“Hah,” Priscilla said, scowling.

“What have you been busy with lately?”

“I had a bunch of guys up me last week,” Priscilla confessed.

“How many?”

“Eight,” she said. “And each had to go inside me five times.”

“Five times?” Nick said, looking puzzled.

“It was me and 10 other girls,” Priscilla said, deciding not to elaborate on her central role in the affair. “They were doing, uh, I guess you’d call it sampling.”

“Why?”

“It’s sort of complicated,” she replied. “And possibly confidential. But long story short, they just wanted to know how tight we all were.”

“You won I bet,” he said.

“It wasn’t a contest,” Priscilla lied.

“Which guys?” Nick asked. “I never heard about it.”

“They were from someplace else,” Priscilla said. “Savannah. A place called, uh, Mira . . . Mirables . . . or . . .”

“Do they call it Le Mis for short?” Nick asked, punctuating his joke with a deep insertion, and Priscilla’s laughter was cut short with a groan, her head swinging back, her eyes briefly glazing over before she focused them, half closed with pleasure, on Nick again.

“What are we studying today?” he asked. “Any idea?”

“Uh,” she replied as Nick pushed in a little to the side, and particularly deep, his pubic bone grinding against her clitoris. “I’m ovulating, so I’m wet from that, and then I’m making lubricant, and they’re . . . uh, damn . . . they want to see how much of it there is from . . . from different kinds of stimulation.”

“So that’s all I am to you?” Nick asked, trying to feign offence and doing it badly, because an expression of intense pleasure flickered across his eyes and mouth. “Stimulation?”

“Well . . . that’s all your penis is,” Priscilla said. “But I like the rest of you too.”

“Georgie, how much time is left?” Bank inquired.

“Thirty-two seconds.”

“Male,” Bank said, because he didn’t know Nick’s number and had no interest in learning it, “I need you to concentrate on the specific sensations of her vagina. I want you to compare what you feel now to what you feel during your next penetration.”

“Yes, Sir,” Nick said, and he pushed within Priscilla while he looked down to feign deep, studious concentration, before he gazed up and offered her a subtle grin, full of irreverence and sedition, and she smiled back but didn’t laugh, and her heart skipped a beat, and it wasn’t because Nick was moving his penis within her, but because there was something else magical going on.

Georgie’s phone offered up its familiar chime, and Priscilla knew what it meant. Their five minutes were up.

“Okay, out,” Georgie said, stepping up, and Nick pulled his penis out of Priscilla’s vagina and took a step back, looking at least a little disappointed, no subtle grin this time.

Georgie escorted Nick to the wall, clamping his handcuffs to a small cleat, and she returned and wiped off the probe and drove it into Priscilla, and Priscilla’s eyes went wide and she lifted her rear off the chair.

“50 O, 50 A,” Georgie announced, and Bank entered the figures.

“Good,” he said. “Five minutes on a clitoral tap.”

Yes, this was going to be one of those days, Priscilla thought ruefully, hours spent under torment while her orgasms were meted out on subsistence. It was after procedures like this that she was most likely to exact retribution, in the only way she knew how: at night, in bed, giving herself the pleasures she’d been denied during the day.

She understood the need for the rules about when she could and couldn’t cum, of course. If research girls were allowed to relieve themselves overnight, that’s what they’d do, and they’d come to their stations the next morning already spent, their lubricant depleted, their desire weak. The lab needed its female subjects fresh, in mind and body, so it could consume their libido at its own measured pace. They had either to conform to that pace, or suffer.

Priscilla could feel her sex organ stirring as soon as she’d heard what was next, despite the frustrations it entailed. She clenched her jaw and looked at Nick, watching from the wall, and he looked back, his penis still furiously hard, his eyes sympathetic.

The clitoral tap in particular infuriated Priscilla with its stinginess, judiciously thumping her most sensitive place, stimulating and arousing her, but never allowing completion. Its operation was directed by the sensor in her anus, and the two devices worked together and rarely erred, for as soon as her vital signs indicated the imminence of climax, the taps slowed, even stopped, and nothing she could do improved things. Not that she didn’t try, of course. She would angle up her pelvis, squeeze her legs together as much as her chains would allow, reach reflexively for her mound, her hand stopped by the unyielding fetters.

Georgie retrieved the tap from its place in the cabinet, brought it to Priscilla, and the bound girl lifted her middle and held herself up while the belt was passed beneath her hips, tightened around her waist, and buckled at her left side.

The tap itself – a device of industrial steel, a few buttons and a small display – was mounted at the front of the belt, and once the belt was wrapped around Priscilla, Georgie angled the tap down and clamped it in place.

Considerable precision was required on Georgie’s part at this step, and this was an area where she excelled. Because the tap wasn’t inserted up the vagina – a positioning approach that would provide too much stimulation to the female – two clamps were attached to the female’s inner labia. Every girl’s lips extended differently from the mouth of her vagina, thus every vulva Georgie worked with had to be uniquely secured. To work with Priscilla’s relatively modest labia, Georgie had to pull each lip firmly out and away from her hole, open the jaws of the clamp, allow them to bite down, and hope she’d gotten it right and wouldn’t have to do it again. Every application of clamp to the pink flesh between Priscilla’s legs – a sensitive place to be sure – delivered a brief jolt of pain, so too much correcting and repositioning meant enough discomfort that it could knock a girl off her sexual stride. Even Priscilla, once or twice, had gone dry as someone inexperienced struggled to position the tap.

Priscilla winced and breathed out as the clamps dug into either door of her genitals, but Georgie’s work proved true this morning, the stimulation tool positioned where it needed to be. She set the device to on and it began its slow, steady work, the active end of the mechanism extending until it struck Priscilla’s clitoris, pulled back, repeated, and the girl leaned back, settling her shoulders and her head against the exam chair, closing her eyes. A careful observer would conclude she was not at peace, however. Her hands were balled into fists by her sides, her toes were curled, and with every thump of the hammer, her pelvis tensed and her thighs widened.

Could she fool it? Could she control the messages her anus was sending to the sensor lodged there, somehow convincing it that nothing was going on, that she was bored and unaroused and thinking of other things until, like an animal leaping from the shadows, her orgasm sprang from nowhere, driving its claws into her restrained body, convulsing her with pleasure?

She wouldn’t be punished for cumming that way. The machines would be blamed, the anal sensor for not paying attention, the clitoral tap for not following orders.

The perfect crime.

She’d tried. She’d striven to break the rules. She wanted to disrupt things. She wanted to climax when she wanted to climax. But it never worked. Her rear hole was too honest, too expressive.

And this encounter with the device, like all the others, proceeded the same way. In the first minute, she went from a state of post-penetration arousal to something akin to the first minute of masturbation, the pleasure building, the juice flowing, her vagina warming. But just as she reached that next phase of reward, the part of a session where she would settle into the project, edging herself to that steady roar of ecstasy from which she could order an orgasm as she saw fit, the machine lost its swagger, the thumps diminished and dwindled, and she groaned, shaking her hips with despair.

And then, just as she went limp, the tapping resumed, her heat climbed, her muscles tightened again.

And so it went for five minutes, until the tap beeped that its time was up, and Georgie unclamped the device from Priscilla’s lips, and Dr. Bank wheeled his chair over for a visual inspection.

Leaning forward, he spread Priscilla’s lips, pressed his finger against her opening, slid it inside and pulled it out, studying the cocktail of fluids clinging to it.

“Probe,” he said, wheeling back, and Georgie stepped in and pushed the thick measuring tool up Priscilla’s sheath, and she tightened around it, clung to it until it was pulled out.

“O, 30 percent,” Georgie said, reading the measurements. “A, 70. Her lubricant’s really climbing.”

“Male,” Bank said, turning to glance at Nick, and then at his still-firm penis, and Georgie released him from the wall, escorted him to the place between Priscilla’s thighs, put his tip in position, and allowed him to do the rest, filling the girl.

“Male, compare and contrast, two minutes,” Bank ordered, and now Nick looked off seriously, his rebellious grin abandoned.

“Smoother,” he said through clenched teeth. “Not as much resistance when I push in. Maybe softer. Like, her lubricant is making the walls of her vagina almost . . . uh . . . okay, I need to stop moving. Oh god.”

For a long moment, Nick looked down in abject terror at the base of his penis, the rest of his shaft lodged within Priscilla and staying there. What would happen if he came? What punishment awaited males who suffered a premature release of sperm? Priscilla wasn’t sure, but she was certain it wasn’t as bad as what they did to the girls.

Nick remained stationary within Priscilla’s hole until the moment passed, until he stepped back from the abyss of unscheduled climax, inched his penis out of the girl and slid it back in gently.

Ah yes, Priscilla thought. If he cums too soon, he won’t get asked back again. They’ll choose another penis to put up her chamber. Is that the punishment Nick feared most? To lose access to Priscilla? Or to her sheath?

“Hey, Nick, what do you like about me? Do I seem nice, fun, lovable? Or is it all about my pussy?”

Georgie’s phone chimed and Nick eased his glistening rod out of Priscilla’s body, this time with an air of relief. He needed to regroup, obviously, and that was going to be easier outside her wet embrace.

“O, a little under 30,” Georgie announced once she’d secured Nick to the wall and pushed the probe up Priscilla. “A just over 70.’

“Oral,” Bank ordered, and Georgie withdrew the probe and set it aside, slid the chair between Priscilla’s legs, sat and leaned forward to bring her mouth against Priscilla’s vulva.

Georgie’s mouth was no more likely to bring Priscilla to climax than the tap, but Priscilla found this part of a lab session far more tolerable. Enjoyable, really. The machine was there to bother her, a soulless instrument of frustration. Being licked by Georgie was, in Priscilla’s mind at least, more like lovemaking, Georgie there to tease and stimulate without finishing because she wanted to build the girl up to a sweeter final reward. And Georgie knew what she was doing, her tongue pushing Priscilla’s soft doors out of the way so she could lick the nectar inside, the tip of her tongue entering the hole, exiting it to dance across the hard clitoris presiding above, her teeth grinding against the clit, against the lips, inner and outer, and Priscilla spread her thighs and rose up on her elbows to watch, rocking her pelvis back and forth while she breathed steadily, deeply, eyes half-closed, lower jaw jutting.

“Probe,” Bank said, and Georgie rose, used a hand towel to wipe off her mouth and the probe, and drove the tool back into Priscilla’s body.

“Uh,” is all Priscilla said as her fluids were studied again. “Ah,” she said as the device left her body.

“O, 25 percent, A 75 percent,” Georgie announced.

“Male,” Bank said as he entered the data, “compare, contrast, and finish.”

Nick stepped up, offering Priscilla only the briefest of glances before, with Georgie’s help, he was deep in her slot again, wrestling with her body and his own urges.

For a minute or two, the research couple communed in silence, Nick concentrating on studying Priscilla without climaxing, Priscilla concentrating on enjoying the steady thrusts without tightening, and without trying too hard to orgasm.

If she came, it would be Nick’s fault.

“Yeah,” Nick began, ready to deliver his verdict, “still really soft, about like last time, but something’s . . . something’s . . . I swear something’s making me more, uh, sensitive, like I can . . . oh, oh, oh . . . feel everything . . . oh, goddam oh yeahyeahyeah damn . . .”

Priscilla couldn’t help but tighten as Nick’s penis swelled, the veins of his rod engorged across the surface of his shaft, his head spitting ropes of thick cream. And as Priscilla manipulated him, she could feel the way his aim changed, the first jolt striking to the left of her cervix, the second lashing the roof of her tunnel, the third and fourth scoring direct hits against the cervical mouth itself, sending untold numbers of Nick-flavored sperm into her chamber of chambers, where they must thrash and flail and fight over an egg that would never be allowed to grow.

As he gushed apace, Nick pressed forward, the bone of his pelvis crushing Priscilla’s annoyed clitoris.

Why did he do that? Was he supposed to do that?

What was done was done.

Priscilla grunted once, raised her feet and her hands until her chains stopped her limbs, and she grunted again, louder, and her abdominals went taut and her next grunt began a series of them, one after the other, fast and urgent, her vagina clamping down so tightly around Nick’s still wooden penis that his semen was pushed from her hole and creamed up around the place where flesh joined to flesh, a white cocktail of male and female joy coursing over her lips and down to her plugged anus.

Bank and Georgie waited patiently for the couple to work through the aftershocks. Nick continued to move within the girl, like a sated dog licking an empty bowl, and Priscilla dropped back against her chair, relaxed her bound limbs, closed her eyes and panted, ribs rising and falling, hard-nippled breasts rocking.

Only when Priscilla raised her head and directed her open eyes at Nick, who looked back soberly if a little dazed, did Bank speak.

“She made you more sensitive,” he said. “What did you mean by that?”

Nick looked down and eased his still half-hard penis out of the hole.

“I’ve felt it happening before while I was in her,” Nick said. “Sometimes more, sometimes less. But the second time I went into her, it was definitely more.”

“It’s a positive contributor to penetrative sensations?” Bank asked.

“Yes,” Nick said. “It was very hard not to orgasm during the second time.”

“Orgasm strength, scale of one to 10.”

“Eight,” Nick said.

“Why not 10?” Bank asked.

“I’d like to have spent a little more time inside her,” Nick said. “My best orgasms come when I can finish whenever I want.”

“How long do you think you could stay inside her?”

“Maybe 30 minutes,” Nick said. “Less time if she starts squeezing, of course.”

Nick had been looking toward Bank, but Bank was focused entirely on his PC, so Nick turned his gaze back to Priscilla, and smiled with diffidence. Did she mind being talked about like this? Of course not. This was her life. Yes, she minded the context, of course, but the particulars of the research – even when they involved frank discussions of her most private body parts – was something she had long ago learned to endure. She answered Nick’s uncertain grin with an open smile of her own.

“Nick, it’s okay, we’ll get through all this together. And that was a great answer, by the way, about staying up me for 30 minutes. I’m sure Dr. Bank will be bringing you back to see if you really can. And I promise not to squeeze, until the end. I can feel your cum leaking out of my cunt, by the way. I’m sure that thing Georgie shoved up my anus is a mess.”

“Take him back,” Bank ordered, “and bring me another large penis, someone sensitive if you can find one. I want to run two more cycles of this morning’s procedures before we send 67 back to her cage.”

Georgie tapped on her phone and Nick looked wistfully at Priscilla.

“Hey, see you around,” he said. “I hope.”

“I’m sure you will,” she said. “And good job today.”

“Male,” Bank said. “I need you to keep today’s findings to yourself.”

“Sir?” Nick queried.

“Particularly about the increase in sensitivity you reported.”

“Yes, Sir,” Nick agreed, and he nodded toward Priscilla with ironic seriousness, and his penis hardened slightly, and Priscilla knew he could probably enter her again, and she wished he would.

A female staffer showed up to bring Nick back to his cage, and a few minutes later, a second male arrived, led by a male worker, and the whole process repeated itself, Priscilla getting tapped again, getting probed, getting licked by Georgie, getting a new male’s penis pushed into her chamber twice, cumming again as he poured his juice into her.

When asked, he also reported a higher sensitivity on his second insertion. But was he just saying what he thought Bank wanted to hear?

Once the second male had been taken away, Georgie took out Priscilla’s anal monitor, shackled her ankles together, opened the cuffs that bound her to the chair, and walked her to the table to have lunch, her right hand free, her left hand chained to the tabletop.

Today, it was General Tso’s chicken from Priscilla’s favorite Asian place, a restaurant near the lab where she would probably never go, the street address stamped on the cartons meaningless to her.

Over the meal, Bank talked shop, offered the occasional anecdote about his homelife, discussed potential research directions once Cooper arrived, asked about Priscilla’s vagina.

“Nick said some interesting things about your lubricant,” Bank said at one point. “That could be a completely new field of study – the ability of the female to deliver a sensitivity-enhancing coating to the penis.”

“I’ve never really thought about it,” Priscilla said. “It seems like the same things happen with the boy in the end, no matter what.”

“Yes, that’s because it’s your vagina,” Bank said. “But imagine if you didn’t have your tone or overall quality, or attractiveness. That chemical interaction might make all the difference in the male’s ability to orgasm.”

Bank looked at the ceiling, continued pondering. “What degree of heightened penile sensitivity makes up for a lack of vaginal tightness? And what is it that contributes to sensitivity? Is it something we can enhance artificially?” He looked at Priscilla in frustration. “I could spend years on these questions alone. And a valid study would require a hundred females at a minimum.”

Priscilla nodded, kept eating.

“Georgie, did you notice any difference in the sensitivity of your tongue as her fluid ratio changed?”

“I think so, maybe,” Georgie replied, shaking her head apologetically. “I’ll pay more attention this afternoon.”

“There are things the human mouth can detect that no sensor is going to notice,” Bank said, and he picked up his phone and began tapping into it, and Priscilla and Georgie exchanged a vague glance.

Did Georgie like licking Priscilla’s sex organ? Priscilla sometimes wondered idly. Did she ever wet her panties while she tended to the research females? After a round with Priscilla in the lab, did she masturbate as soon as she got home? Or in the toilet while still at work?

After lunch, Priscilla was put back in her chair, splayed out and treated to a third round of examination. Once again, the male came, Priscilla came, the male agreed that something in her sheath made him more sensitive, and now, Georgie was doing her best to examine Priscilla’s juices, tonguing and savoring and looking up, connoisseur-like, before she expounded on the fine points of the girl’s chemical profile. So thoroughly did Georgie test the subject’s vulva, in fact, that Priscilla was driven to a fourth orgasm, thighs shaking and ribs rising and falling as she grunted wearily “Oh, oh, oh” before dropping her head and staring at the ceiling.

Back in her cage, thinking through the day over the bland but nutritious loaf that passed for dinner there, she decided there would be no retribution tonight. She would be good. She would go to sleep and stay asleep, sans masturbation.




Chapter 8: An Unexpected Visitor

The following Friday, four days after the news that Cooper would be joining the team here, Priscilla went to her toilet, went to her bidet to clean her anus and vagina thoroughly, as she did every morning, was cuffed and inventoried, but when the crew came through to apply restraints, she was placed in nothing but shackles, and she wondered briefly about it but had learned to focus on appreciating the unexpected, and she set her worries aside. She climbed onto her bed to read and to doodle, her ankles crossed a little uncomfortably but her hands free, and she watched her fellow inventory head to the day’s assignments, most going to research, another three going to punishment, and after the morning commotion had tapered off, she concentrated on her little projects, glancing up with one eye now and then when the door to the hall opened or someone shuffled by in chains.

But when Cecilia arrived with a bound boy, she didn’t at first notice them.

“Sixty-seven,” Cecilia said.

Priscilla looked up wide-eyed, first at Cecilia, then at the boy, and she didn’t know him and knew immediately why he was here. Dr. Bank had warned her Monday that a male would be arriving to provide a first round of training, per Dr. Cooper’s orders, so this must be it. And that explained the shackles as well. Because she wouldn’t be leaving her cage for today’s assignment, there was no reason to restrain her more thoroughly; just a little something to discourage a bid for freedom while her cage door was open to let the boy in.

But this was unusual. Males and females very rarely visited each others’ cagerooms, were never put in each others’ cages. Any partnering was done in one of the labs, where whatever they were doing with each other could be carefully supervised, where thorough restraints ensured things were done properly, and could be redirected or stopped at any time.

The boy had been shackled and handcuffed, his arms behind his back. He looked tall, scholarly, with black-rimmed glasses and short, wavy, light brown hair. He was peering in at Priscilla, still on her bed and sitting cross-legged, books and papers scattered around her feet. As Cecilia unlocked Priscilla’s cage door, she looked without any self-consciousness at his penis. And why should that embarrass her? It was going to be put up her vagina before he left her cage, of that she was certain. She had every right to know what she’d be holding.

The boy’s member was hairless and, at the moment, still firming up, its tip pointing toward the floor.

He stepped into Priscilla’s cage, and Cecilia closed and locked the door behind him, and he backed up to the bars and Cecilia freed him, first his wrists, then his ankles, and draped both over the cross bar.

“Let’s get your chains off,” Cecilia said, motioning Priscilla over, and the girl stood beside the boy and looked down as her ankles were freed. Immediately, she turned to await further instructions, but none came. Cecilia simply turned and left the cageroom, Priscilla watching slack-jawed until the door to the hall closed behind the staffer.

“Where did she go?” Priscilla asked, looking at the boy, first into his eyes, then down to his penis, which was continuing to rise.

“Into the hall is my hypothesis,” he offered.

Priscilla looked at him, mystified, because this was very strange. There was always a trip to one of the labs when boys were involved, always chains, always instructions. And nothing went up either hole without a clear, concrete directives. The end result was always the same, of course: penetration, stimulation, an orgasm or two, withdrawal. But first, there must be words. Orders. Commands. And restraints. How could Priscilla do anything without them?

Until this moment, Priscilla had never questioned her dreams of a normal domestic life, full of comfortable, freeform lovemaking. But here it was, brought to her very threshold, and it had left her utterly at sea. Were she and this boy just supposed to do it, whatever it was? Were they supposed to talk first? Decide between themselves what would happen? Or was he even here for that? Maybe this wasn’t sex at all. Maybe they were just supposed to converse. Maybe this was just an interview. Like a job interview, something Cooper wanted done. And the boy was naked as a matter of course, and she was naked because she was always naked.

With her eyes fixed squarely on the boy’s chest, Priscilla’s mind grasped for a way forward. Go to her bed and spread her legs? But if he wasn’t here for that, she might fairly be accused of being a slut, a whore, an outcome she felt at the moment irrationally averse to. Maybe she should introduce herself, by her number? Well, no, he already knew who she was. Or should she just ask him what he wanted, which perhaps she had already been told and had forgotten, thus making a very poor first impression?

“I can come back later if now’s not a good time,” he said, startling her from her reverie, and she looked up at him and settled on the simplest path.

“What is this?”

He smiled, stepped back, crossed his arms.

“When you say ‘this’, can you be more specific?”

“Why are you here?” she asked.

“No one told you?”

“Uh,” Priscilla stammered. “Well, does this have to do with Dr. Cooper?”

“Yeah, he sent me,” the boy said. “He wants me to do some training with you.”

“Yeah, yeah, that got mentioned, okay,” Priscilla said, nodding quickly. “A few days ago. Monday. Sorry, it’s just usually . . . explained right then.”

“Are you ready to start?” he asked, eyebrows raised. “Need to take a powder?”

“A powder?”

“It’s an expression,” he said. “It means—”

“Right, right,” Priscilla said. “I know. I’m just . . . I’m . . . well, I don’t know what to do.”

“You’ve been here awhile, right?” he asked, and he reached up and, with an air of intimacy that seemed sincere, slid her hair away from her right eye.

No one had told him to do that, no one was there to record that he had done that, or to punish them both if he wasn’t supposed to do that. It was an entirely unscripted moment.

Priscilla smiled, disarmed by the gesture, and she looked down to see that his penis was continuing to firm up, almost horizontal now.

“What’s your name?” she whispered.

“Derrick,” he replied just as quietly. “Why are we whispering?”

“If they hear us say real names, we get punished.”

“Why?”

“We’re supposed to go by our number, only. Isn’t that the rule where you are?”

“No, it’s a little more cas’ over there. Not as many people to keep track of, I guess.”

“Okay,” she said. “I’m Priscilla. But you didn’t hear that from me. And if you call me that, I’ll get in trouble. It’s my real name, though.”

“What do they call you here?”

“My full name is 14067, but they usually just call me 67.”

“Sixty-seven,” Derrick echoed. “They should give you a nametag.”

“I already have one,” she said, and she raised her finger to the tattoo over her right breast, and she noticed that her nipples had flared up while they’d been talking, and she found that embarrassing.

Derrick leaned over to inspect her black ID mark, and he touched it, leaned back to regard the second one, over her left hip.

“They gave you two,” he said.

“Four,” she replied, turning to show him, turning back quickly. Something about this was making her nervous, excited, agitated. He was here to do things to her, she understood that, but how and when and in what positions seemed to be at their discretion, and she found that to be a disconcerting novelty.

There was, for the first time in nine months, the possibility of making her own choices about how she was penetrated, and she believed with a vague fear that she could make the wrong choices – something that wasn’t appropriate, or that revealed some flaw in her character, or her sexuality.

“What are we supposed to do?” she asked.

“They said we’ve got an hour or two,” he replied, as if that was all the answer required.

“To do what?”

“Dr. Cooper wants me to go over rolling with you.”

“Rolling?” Priscilla said, aiming her dark eyes at Derrick’s chest again. “Okay, yeah, he mentioned it. Where I . . .”

She couldn’t finish. Since the previous August, she’d grown used to having her body poked, prodded and discussed. She’d grown used to offering up any intimate detail about herself she was asked for. But something about this moment was different. It was like a date. A first date. The first moments of a first date. And talking about doing things – down there – seemed strangely premature.

“Systematic vaginal tightening and relaxing,” Derrick offered.

“Yeah,” Priscilla said. “I think he said something like that.”

“So I just need to get you wet, and then we can go over some things.”

“I think I’m already wet,” Priscilla said.

“I’d be glad to check,” Derrick said, narrowing his eyes.

Was he seducing her? Coming on to her? If so, what was she supposed to say back? What was she supposed to do? Agree to be seduced? Seduce him in turn? Play shy, sexy, hard to get? Laugh like a school girl?

“How would you check?” Priscilla blurted. It was an instinctive reply. When in doubt, ask the first question that comes to mind.

“My tongue is a little more sensitive than my fingers,” he said.

Priscilla looked at his mouth, wondering if he was being honest, if it was the rule in the lab where he worked that Derrick could use only his mouth for certain forms of inspection, that he spent all day examining girls that way, instead of using his fingers.

“Okay,” she agreed. “Here?”

“If you don’t mind. My place is in Kansas.”

“I mean . . . standing here?”

“There are easier ways to reach it,” Derrick noted.

“I could . . . I could turn, I guess,” Priscilla said, her voice quiet again. “And bend over.”

“Do that.”

Priscilla turned, bent, put her palms against her kneecaps, set her feet wide, and waited.

Derrick knelt and the tongue arrived a moment later, starting at her hair, moving to her clitoris, and she angled her pelvis to make the sensitive flesh at the top of her hole easier to reach.

Derrick knew what he was doing, which didn’t surprise Priscilla, and she breathed in and curled her toes as he offered her clit a variety of stimulation – teasing flicks, hard strokes, light passes, a firm press now and then – before he moved his attention to the slot itself, where he pushed her lips out of the way and moved his tongue into the mouth of her sex, searching for lubricant with deep, earnest insertions.

He must be finding it, Priscilla thought. She was sensitive enough to know when she was wetting herself, and she knew that her vagina’s clear honey was at present coursing along her walls, flooding her organ from her uterus to her pink folds.

So as his examination continued, she began to suspect that this was all a ruse, that he just wanted to lick her vulva, for his own purposes. This wasn’t Georgie, licking around her hole as part of her job, or an inspection meant to test her readiness for the next procedure. This was foreplay. This was . . . lovemaking. And surely, it was reciprocal. For the first time in nine months, she had permission to partner as she saw fit. Derrick was her boyfriend, her husband, her lover, and she could do as she wished with him.

Still bent with her hands on her knees, she peered between her legs at Derrick’s penis. He was squatting behind her, his penis rising from between his thighs, straight and shaved, with its thick, rounded tip and its little ring of darkness, its texture of thick veins, the balls dangling from its base.

Derrick’s attention had not wavered since he’d first pressed his tongue against her pubic hair, and he was continuing his journey upward, his tongue now making its first tentative jabs at her anus, and when she sighed and didn’t pull away, he continued his exploration of that hole, and she might have let him continue, but now it was her turn.

She crouched, dropped to her hands, spun on her knees, looked briefly into his eyes before she lowered herself to her elbows, crawled forward and brought her lips to his penis. She opened her mouth wide, striving to bring as much of the shaft into her body as she could, if not all of it, and only when his head reached the back of her throat and prompted a slight gag did she draw back, tighten her lips around the mid-point of his penis, and run her own tongue up and down the organ’s underside.

Self-doubt was inevitable, of course, and Priscilla fought to subdue the scolds in her mind, concentrating on Derrick’s member and the way it tasted, the way it felt between her teeth, and silencing for the most part the countervailing sentiments.

Yes, this was freedom, and she was beginning to understand that this exercise in agency – unlike her illicit nighttime self-pleasurings – would go unpunished. Here was a male body, in her own cage no less, delivered to her for her own use. Other than whatever training he was here to provide, his body was hers. In her mind, this would be a breaking of the rules, an egregious example of it. That she was the only one aware of the violation made no difference to her.

Could she make him cum like this? Could she use her mouth and her tongue to provoke orgasm? What would it taste like? How much would he release? More than she could swallow? Would making Derrick orgasm into her mouth spoil his mission? Would he return to Dr. Cooper in Kansas and confess that Priscilla had thwarted their plans? Would she be sent to punishment for it today? Or not until Cooper had arrived? Or both?

As her head bobbed and her mouth worked at Derrick’s penis, Priscilla’s thoughts continued coalescing around a simple idea, that using Derrick represented the breaking of unspoken rules, the overturning of the foundational premise here that her only role was to be used.

Still on her elbows, she angled up her right hip and slipped her arm beneath herself, reaching for her vulva and clitoris, spreading her legs and raising her bottom, exploring her slit with two wetted fingers, reaching back to stroke her anus, still wet from Derrick’s attention.

Derrick shifted, sighed, spread his knees, rose slightly and dropped, but there was no reason to thrust into Priscilla’s mouth. She was doing all the work.

“Uhh,” he grunted, shifting again, to the side, and Priscilla knew what was happening, because she could feel it in his penis, a sort of buildup of tension, a thickening of his shaft and a sudden, electric stillness familiar to her, for she had felt the same thing in her vagina often enough, but the first jolt of semen was a surprise, a long string against the roof of her mouth and the back of her throat. She had the good sense not to breathe in, fortunately, as Derrick’s penis continued to spasm, and by the fourth shot, she raised her tongue to cover his hole, the rest of his ejaculate pooling harmlessly at the front of her mouth while she swallowed his earlier deposits, and anyone watching from the side would have seen her throat work through its contents, expanding and contracting while her lower jaw bobbed.

As soon as Derrick’s penis finished spitting, she raised her eyes to him and, mouth still wrapped around his shaft, tried to feign apology. When he looked back at her, with bemusement as his only sentiment, she let the penis slip out of her mouth.

“Sorry,” she said. With the fingers of her right hand still massaging her genitals, her hips rocking up and down, she was fooling no one, of course.

“Why are you sorry?” Derrick asked.

“Didn’t you need, um, not to cum?” Priscilla asked, and she pushed herself up, pulled her legs beneath her, sat down cross-legged, and put her right hand once again across her sex, stroking casually, not intending to drive herself to orgasm, but relishing the right to do so, relishing every action at her disposal that manifested the relative anarchy Derrick had brought to her cage.

Derrick, still appearing mostly amused, mirrored her pose, stretching out his legs before he crossed them and rested an elbow on his thigh, his wet penis aimed down at the moment.

“How long have you been here?” he asked.

“Nine months,” Priscilla replied. “What about you?”

“Coupla hours.”

“You know what I mean,” she said. “How long have you been at Dr. Cooper’s lab?”

“I’m not there anymore.”

“Where are you?”

“I’m in Kansas,” he said. “At the school. But now I’m a student.”

“You’re not in the lab?”

“I was,” he said. “My contract ended a few months ago. But they called me for this, the price was right and the timing worked.”

“Why didn’t he just get a boy from his lab?”

“My understanding is this is extracurricular.”

“What do you mean?”

“Cooper still works for University of Kansas,” Derrick explained. “They’re not going to let him ship a male to Georgia for some other job. And I don’t think he’s announced he’s leaving yet. They’ll probably cancel his lab access as soon as he does, and I think he still wants to finish up things with some of the girls.”

“You don’t mind?” she asked.

“Mind what?”

“Being here? All the rules?”

“They pay me,” he said.

“But it doesn’t . . . trigger you?”

“Trigger me?”




Chapter 9: Ben and Titania: A Meeting

“Oh. Hi.”

“Titania Rushmore?”

“Yes.”

“I’m Ben Cooper. May I join you for a moment?”

Titania turned her coffee cup 180 degrees and looked at the wall. “Sure. I guess.”

She was fair-skinned, almost vampirically so, her jet black hair cut shoulder length and rolled outward, the bangs above her forehead rolled in. Her eyebrows were arched and black, her lips bearing smudged pink lipstick, a pair of gray feather earrings just visible between hair and neck. She was in a white long sleeve-sweater and a red apron, black jeans. Her face was a little long, nose angling downward sharply. Her gray-irised eyes never settled on Cooper, but it wasn’t an artifact of nervousness, it didn’t seem.

Cooper sat down across from her at the little table and set his own cup down.

“You work here then.”

“Yes. I’m on break.”

“Good timing. So, I had a very unusual inquiry.”

“Yeah?”

“And I want you to promise me that if you get uncomfortable about what I’m saying, you’ll let me know.”

“Um, what?”

“I’m an instructor at the university, and I also do a lot of research.”

“Cool.”

“And one area of interest is a very personal topic.”

“What is it?”

“Sex.”

Titania laughed, making a sort of “ha ha” sound.

“So I study the physiology of sex, because I think it’s very important.”

“It is.”

“Pardon me?”

“It is,” Titania repeated.

“Yes, right. And so, to do my job properly, I need volunteers.”

“Do you have them? Volunteers, I mean?”

“Yes. But I’m always looking for more.”

“That’s great.”

“Yes, yes, it is great,” Cooper said, nodding. “A lot of human progress has relied on the willingness of people, of men and women, to participate in research.”

“I feel that way too.”

“Good,” Cooper said. “So how would you feel about volunteering?”

“I guess.”

“In some of the research I’m doing?”

“You said it was sex.”

“Yes,” Cooper agreed. “Do you think humans know everything they need to know about sex?”

“No. Especially some people.”

“I agree,” Cooper said. “So what if you could help?”

“I would do that,” Titania said, turning her cup back around and staring at the label, because something written there seemed to have caught her interest.

“Oh, that’s wonderful to hear,” Cooper said, smiling broadly.

Titania answered with a blank stare.

“Not everyone is qualified to help, though,” Cooper said. “Even if you really wanted to, we would have to examine you, and make sure you were what we needed.”

“Yeah.”

“So would you be willing to be examined? To see if you might be able to help with the research I’m doing?”

“I guess.”

A buzzing sound emanated from Titania’s hip. She reached to the back pocket of her jeans, pulled out a phone, unlocked it, stared at it, put it away.

“Okay,” Cooper said, and he slipped his bookbag off his shoulder, the kind the students all used, and he set it on the floor beside his chair and unzipped it and pulled out a slip of paper. “I have a form that you would sign. If you were interested in being examined.”

Titania held both her hands palms up, almost reverently, and Cooper set the document there, and she bent her head to read it, line by line.

“It says I’m Candidate,” she said with a hollow laugh. “Like for president or something.”

“You’re a candidate for research, yes,” Cooper agreed.

“No, I mean, it says that’s my name. It keeps saying I’m Candidate, instead of Titania Rushmore. It even capitalizes it.”

“But there’s a space for you to write your name, here,” Cooper said, pointing. “And then the rest of the time, Candidate is the same as your name.”

“Okay,” Titania said with a solemn nod. “But it’s still funny.”

“I guess it is.”

“Are you going to ask me about my name?” she asked. “I mean, my real name – Titania. Not Candidate.”

“Yes, I was,” Cooper said.

“Okay,” she said with a quiet sigh. “She was a character in a play.”

“Shakespeare,” Cooper said. “A Midsummer Night’s Dream.”

“Exactly,” Titania said. “Do you know what her job was?”

“Oh, I think, uh, a queen?”

“Faerie queen,” Titania said. “A very important occupation, that I wish was real.”

She scanned the rest of the document, looked searchingly up at Cooper.

“It says if you find out anything about me you need to know more about, you can, um, compel me to submit to further study.”

“Yes,” Cooper agreed nervously, “we do have to include that clause, because there are times—”

“Do you think you would though?” Titania asked.

“You mean, keep you for further study?”

“Yeah.”

“It can happen. It has happened.”

“Cool. Do you have a pen?”

Cooper pulled a pen out of his bag, handed it over, and Titania filled in every blank – name, address, birthdate, social security number, and present occupation, which she listed as “part time university student and also I work in a coffee shop.” Her occupation filled the line, ran over it, curved and continued down along the right edge of the form.

She signed it at the bottom and used both hands to present the document to Cooper, who looked it over, paused on the address.

“So you live close to campus,” he said.

“With my mom, yeah. She’s a teacher there.”

“Oh really? What subject?”

“Music theory. She’s really good at it.”

“And you’re a student there?”

“Yeah, just a couple of classes the last semester. I got A’s.”

“Congratulations. You don’t have any children of your own, correct?”

“I guess not,” Titania replied.

“If you ended up helping out with research, how would your mom feel about that?”

“I guess she would think it’s a good idea,” Titania said.

“She might not see you as much,” Cooper said. “You might need to stay with the research department for extended periods.”

“Really?” Titania said, voice rising.

Cooper slipped the form into his bag, stood, picked up his coffee.

“It’s been very nice meeting you, Ms. Rushmore.”

“I guess.”




Chapter 10: A Discovery

Priscilla leaned back, looked down with mild distress at the little oval of lubricant she’d released onto her floor – they sometimes punished girls who didn’t clean up such things – and she leaned forward to return to whispering.

“I’ve got enough memories here to last a lifetime,” she told Derrick. “If I ever get out, I’m never coming back.”

“What are they doing to you?” Derrick asked, looking around, his eyes revealing sincere concern.

“Everything,” she said. “Being in a cage, getting chained up, going to the lab, getting punished.”

“How did you end up here?”

“Long story,” she replied.

“How long are you here?”

“I don’t know,” Priscilla confessed. “Maybe forever.”

“Do they feed you?” Derrick asked.

“Well, obviously,” she said, looking down, cupping her hands under her full breasts and letting them fall.

“That’s not something you should take for granted,” he said. “I spent three years in Cooper’s lab, and that earned me a free ride, academically, once I got out. But I’ve gotta take care of food, and some months, I don’t have . . .”

Derrick’s voice trailed off.

“How big are you?” she asked.

“Almost eight inches,” he said. “It’s one of the reasons Cooper wanted me.”

“And now you can’t use it,” Priscilla lamented.

“I’ll get my strength back before they take me away.”

“What should we do now, while we wait?” Priscilla asked. It was a playful question this time, and she smiled at him, no nerves. She was getting used to this, being with a male where she was allowed to do whatever came to mind. They had one small task to complete, but the rest of the time was theirs, a revelation Priscilla realized she liked. She had always been comfortable with being told what to do. It’s how she’d survived her mother, and it served her well here too. But some day, maybe, she’d be free. Or freer. Maybe Dr. Cooper would bring new freedoms. And if one of those freedoms was freestyle, unchained, undirected lovemaking with a boy, she needed to be ready for it. Do not let them kill that part of your mind, she told herself. The next time they bring Nick, imagine being with him uncensored, without monitors. Even if that’s not the case, imagine it, think about what you’d do, play with him in your mind.

Be ready, always, to have your way.

“I think we should kiss each other,” Priscilla offered.

Derrick raised an eyebrow, smiled indulgently. Was he amused, or interested? Priscilla wasn’t sure, and for a brief moment, her eyes clouded over with self-doubt, and that might have concluded the matter, because when a girl spends nine months moving back and forth between a cage and the steel restraints of an examination chair, her confidence suffers. But Priscilla’s spirit had not yet succumbed, and it might never, and she rose up on her hands and knees and angled forward until her mouth met Derrick’s, and that’s what they did, they kissed.

It started off tamely, just closed mouth to closed mouth, but Priscilla could feel her nipples harden, her sheath pump out the first new rush of lubricant, and she pressed forward, pushing Derrick back until he had to throw his arms behind himself to keep from falling backwards, and still Priscilla advanced, forcing him to lower himself all the way flat, lying down with his legs straight, his head inches from the bars of her cage, and now Priscilla was on top, mounting him, open mouth to open mouth, knees on either side of his hips, caressing his hardening penis with her wetting vulva.

“Stick it up me whenever you want,” Priscilla said, moving her mouth to Derrick’s ear, and he responded with a tensing of his middle, a slight lifting of his pelvis, and things became inevitable at that point. He took the girl’s shoulder in one hand and urged her upward so he could survey the nether aspect of things and, satisfied with the progress there, he wedged his arm down between Priscilla’s thighs, grabbed his mostly stiff penis and raised it, placing his other hand on her hip to guide her down for her piercing, and as the tip found its mark between her delicate folds, her eyes went wide and she stuck her tongue out and bit it.

With a few more shakes of his hips, Derrick got the rest of his length into Priscilla’s body, and she continued to react, her face a study in contrasts, of the demeanors of simultaneous pleasure and pain, eyes half closed with the joys of vaginal impalement while her mouth fell open and she gasped in shock. Sensitive as she was, one might assume that having the head progress between her wet walls felt good, but having all of the organ pushed inside her, the tip lodged against her cervix, hurt.

Priscilla might have slid off, stood, gone to her bed or her toilet to recover, but now it was time to do her job, and her job at present was learning whatever Derrick had come to teach her. After one more kiss, and a few more grunts of mild anguish as Derrick plumbed her depths, both seemed to understand the task at hand. Priscilla straightened her arms, propped herself over Derrick and looked down at him, and he looked up and stopped moving within her.

“Okay,” he said with obvious tension. “Tighten the full barrel.”

Priscilla obeyed, gripping the length of Derrick’s penis from his tip to his base.

“Good,” he said quietly. “Yeah, good. Now, just the mouth. Tighten the first third or so.”

Priscilla smiled as she carried out step 2.

“Good,” he said. “Right. Now the middle third. Yeah, oh yeah, I should probably be on top for this, that’s normally how it’s done, but yeah . . . oh . . . yeah . . . okay, last third. Deepest third . . . yeah. Yeah.”

Priscilla looked down at the place where Derrick’s penis entered her, and she grimaced and lifted herself slightly, exposing an inch or two of his glistening shaft before she settled down on him again.

“Don’t move too much,” he grunted. “I’m not ready for that. Now . . . can you string it all together? Can you . . . tighten front to back, um, seamlessly?”

Whether one were observing from in front or behind, one would have seen evidence of Priscilla’s work ethic, for her face bore the hallmarks of concentration – jaw clenched, mouth tight, eyes set on the bars of her cage – while the image of her from behind also evidenced determination, her vaginal lips contracting around the base of Derrick’s bare penis, her anus tightening and relaxing in concert with her feminine exertions.

“First time you’ve done this?” Derrick asked a little thickly.

“Yeah,” Priscilla said, barely opening her mouth. “How is it?”

“You’re good,” he said. “I’ll be leaving something for you to practice on, but yeah, yeah . . .”

“So we’re done?” Priscilla asked. “That’s all you came here to do?”

“Yeah, but it’s important,” Derrick said. “To Dr. Cooper.”

“But we’re done?” Priscilla asked again, a little more breathlessly. “We can do what we want now?”

“Have at it.”

Priscilla dropped down, her mouth at Derrick’s neck, and she licked below his ear, kissed his cheek, opened her mouth against his, and all the while, she was working her lower half as well, pelvis rocking, thighs tensing and relaxing, anus tightening intermittently, for she was still rolling, still practicing this new thing, caressing Derrick’s penis with undulating constriction.

But Priscilla was also tending to matters of direct concern to herself, it must be noted, for even while she gripped rhythmically with her sheath, she was pressing her clitoris against Derrick’s body, using the base of his penis for her own pleasures, and any experienced observer could have seen the orgasm begin and build, from the way her toes curled and her calves and hams tensed, to the growing urgency in the way she bobbed her hips, to her throat, issuing the desperate sounds of a girl no longer quite in control of the forces she had unleashed. Unexpectedly, perhaps, her selfishness made Derrick a beneficiary, a result one might assume from the way he was reacting to what was happening over him. His eyes went wide, he groaned as if in pain, he reached up with both hands to squeeze Priscilla’s rump so tightly her skin went white beneath his fingers, and his own pelvis began to rock in a tight arc, the gesture of one in the throes of semen delivery.

Did Derrick pour as much ejaculate up Priscilla’s vagina as he had into her mouth a little earlier that morning? The answer was lost to science. Science, in fact, didn’t particularly care. But were science positioned between the couple’s feet, it would have noticed that a thick white cream seasoned with clear lubricant was now oozing out copiously between Priscilla’s pink folds and Derrick’s base. Even taking into account Derrick’s ample length and girth, and Priscilla’s ability to squeeze methodically all along the male rod – meaning the inevitable eviction all in that chamber that was not penis or vaginal wall – even then, the quantity of male seed escaping from Priscilla’s opening, running down her thighs and flooding her pubic hair and bathing Derrick’s scrotum, would have led science to agree with itself that, Oh my, yes, that was a lot of semen.

After it was all done, the orgasms and the release of sperm and its expulsion from the chamber, Priscilla rose up on her arms and continued to slide up and down on Derrick’s still-firm member, an act of affection now rather than sex, and she looked down at him and smiled, and he looked back and squinted, because at some point in the affair his glasses had come off and were lying between his head and the cage bars. He reached up, found them, put them on, and Priscilla chose that moment to disengage, rising slowly and looking down to watch the penis leave her body, and she released it gently, using her vaginal mouth to lower the tip to Derrick’s belly, and she swung her leg over him and stood and went immediately to her toilet, unrolling a handful of tissue to remove the remnants of their coupling.

“Are you coming back?” she asked, looking down at herself, just the merest twinge of sorrow in her voice, because she already knew the answer.

“Maybe,” Derrick replied, and perhaps there was a little sorrow in his voice as well. “If I decide to go to grad school, I’ll have to do another two years of this. And maybe they’ll send me back here.”

“I hope you stay fed,” Priscilla said.

“This’ll buy a few months of groceries,” he said, and he sat up and drew up his knees, wrapping his arms around them and watching Priscilla.

Priscilla, who at the moment was pressing the tissue against her inner thighs, looked at Derrick and scowled.

“Don’t watch,” she said.

“Why not?” Derrick asked.

Priscilla raised her eyebrows and gestured down at the toilet and her middle, the answer obvious.

“I’m asking sincerely,” he said. “What are the rules?”

“The rules?” Priscilla asked. “You mean, about a girl on her toilet?”

“Yes,” Derrick said, nodding.

“Well, you don’t look,” Priscilla said. “Didn’t your mom teach you that?”

“Oh, yeah,” Derrick said, nodding ironically. “Don’t look at girls in a sex lab when they’re on the toilet wiping off your cum. She told me that a long time ago, but I forgot until now.”

Priscilla scowled again and went to work on her thick pubic hair.

“Don’t you think it’s interesting, though, the rules people make?” Derrick asked.

“It’s not really a rule you make,” Priscilla said. “It just is.”

“Okay,” Derrick began, “so you go to the lab what, every day?”

“Most weekdays, unless I’m on my period.”

“Okay, sure. And you’re partnered with males? You’re penetrated? They make you orgasm?”

“Yeah,” Priscilla confirmed, pausing with the tissue in her hand to wait for Derrick to make his point.

“And they watch you, and record you. They look at your pussy before, during, after. Right?”

“Yeah.”

“But now you want privacy, to clean up.”

“Yes, I do.”

“Why?”

Priscilla pondered for a moment before she spoke. “Because you don’t need to watch this,” she said. “You’re not doing a study.”

“Yeah, but . . .” Derrick persisted. “It even crosses your mind? You suddenly get modest, after everything else they do? Being looked at on the toilet doesn’t seem normal to you, after awhile?”

“Nothing seems normal here,” Priscilla countered.

“I normalized it,” Derrick said. “I got so used to it that when I got out, I had to adapt. I had to remember to shut the bathroom door. I had to remember not to tell people I was masturbating when they called.”

“I think I could go back to it, to a normal life, without any problem,” Priscilla said, and she looked at Derrick, and for the moment his eyes were directed elsewhere, so she finished tending to her pubic hair and worked at her inner and outer lips and the hole itself and dropped the tissue into the toilet, and looked at the black tattoo that had been injected into her flesh above her breast, and she scowled at that, because it would always be there, along with the other three, front and back.

“You got everything you needed?” she asked, flushing and rising, stepping to her sink to wash her hands and face.

“Needs met,” Derrick said. “Wants met.”

Priscilla turned and smiled, believed she could go a third time with Derrick if he stayed long enough, but she knew he would be leaving soon, and she had questions.

“So what are you going to tell Dr. Cooper?” she asked, moving to her bed to sit.

Derrick maintained his place on the floor, crossing his legs, his penis soft.

“You did good,” he said. “No surprise, but for someone who’s new to rolling, you showed a lot of control. And you’re very strong, too.”

“Why is it a thing?” she asked.

“It’s just another way to enhance sensation,” Derrick said. “And the male doesn’t have to move if he doesn’t want to.”

“But don’t you want to?” she inquired.

“Some men can’t,” Derrick said. “Back problems, paralysis, injury. So if you’re in a situation where the male can’t thrust and the female shouldn’t be moving too much either, she takes him inside and rolls.”

“Is it that popular?” Priscilla asked dubiously. “It’s not something anyone has had me do here.”

“It’s not something you just tell someone to learn,” Derrick explained. “There’s a training system involved, equipment you have to license.”

“A lot of money, then,” Priscilla said.

This industry was like any other, Priscilla had been reminded often over the last nine months. Money drove everything. Caging, chaining, monitoring, probing, training, punishing – there were firms eager to help out with all of it, for a price.

The door to the hall opened, a female staffer appeared at the bars of Priscilla’s cage, bearing chains.

“You first, 67,” she said, and Priscilla stepped up to be bound, this time by both wrists and ankles. Derrick stood, put his hands behind his back, put his feet together to be shackled.

“You’re going back to Kansas today?” Priscilla asked as the male was bound.

“Yeah, flight out at 5.”

“How are you . . . what are you . . . going in?”

“A seat,” Derrick said.

“Chained?” Priscilla asked, curious about how this worked.

“No, coach,” he replied. “Chains come off as soon as I get back to first floor reception.”

“Is that how you got here?”

“No, they flew me out in an exhibit crate”

“Exhibit crate?”

“It’s just a box with chains and clamps. You use it to send someone to another lab, to a demonstration, a display, a conference, whatever.”

“How long were you in it?”

“They put me in yesterday, I got here last night.”

“You spent the night in it?”

“You can sleep in them.”

The staffer unlocked and opened the door and Derrick shuffled out.

“Have a safe flight,” Priscilla said with a lump in her throat, and she moved to her bars, and Derrick seemed to understand and, with no fear of punishment, he turned and offered his mouth and Priscilla offered a quick, final kiss before she moved back to her bed, listening to the rattle of Derrick’s chains and the opening and closing of the door to the hall, and she hoped they’d come for her soon and her next assignment would be interesting enough to make her forget the boy she’d just made love to.

But she wouldn’t forget the lesson she’d learned: she needed to know how to perform unrestricted, unmonitored lovemaking. She needed to pretend she was free to do as she pleased even when she wasn’t, so that the next time the opportunity presented itself – whenever that might be – she would know what to do.




Chapter 11: Titania Gets a Letter

“Hey, Mom, I got this letter,” Titania announced from the kitchen table.

“What’s it say?” asked Dr. Rushmore from the den, where she was listening to Liszt.

“I had this conversation with this other professor at school. It came from that.”

“Yeah?”

“I have to go in and get checked out, for research.”

“What kind of research?”

“Sex research, I think.”

“That’s strange.”

“I know it sounds strange now,” Titania agreed. “But it seemed normal when we were talking, when I met him at the shop last week.”

“What was he like?”

“He was a professor. He had on brown loafers, not black. He was nice.”

“Where do you have to go?”

“It’s all at the school. He’s a professor there.”

“Is it for a project?”

“I don’t know. But if I do really well, he said they might keep me.”

“Keep you?”

“Keep using me in research.”

“Do you want to do that?”

“I guess.”

“When is the examination?”

“I have to make an appointment online. I’ll make it for right after work Tuesday.”

“Okay.”

“I’ll be nude.”

“What?”

“I’ll be nude. It says I’ll need to take off my clothes for it.”

“Okay.”

“And I can’t be on my period.”

“Is it a long letter?” Ms. Rushmore inquired.

“No, it’s short. It’s one page. They can really pack a lot of information into letters these days.”

“They could do that before. I used to get letters with lots of information when I was your age. Maybe even more than you got.”

“Did they have URLs back then, though?”

“No.”

“Because this has a website where I have to go. That’s a new thing since you were my age.”

“Okay.”

“I have to bring my ID,” Titania said. “That’s another thing it says. It’s in a very secure part of the building. So they’ll check it, to make sure I’m really the one they want to see.”

“That seems sensible. Imposters are causing a lot of trouble lately.”

“That’s so true. It says the rules are strict there, and I should be ready for that, because it’s high-security.”

“Okay.”




Chapter 12: A Conference Call

Priscilla sat on her bed for close to half an hour before Cecilia came for her.

“Where to?” Priscilla asked once they’d reached the hall.

“Small conference room on the seventh floor,” Cecilia replied.

“Who’s there?”

“Dr. Morrow ordered you, that’s all I know,” Cecilia replied.

In the elevator and down the stately hall of the building’s seventh floor, Priscilla kept the rest of her questions to herself, guessing that this would be one of her more mundane assignments. Not much of either pleasure or pain was likely in a small conference room on one of the executive floors.

Ahead, through an open door to the left, she could hear Dr. Morrow’s sonorous voice and, oddly, her heart fluttered briefly.

Why?

“Can you see it?” Morrow was asking.

“Not yet,” came the reply, a voice Priscilla suspected belonged to Dr. Cooper. “I’m just seeing a website.”

“Damn it, let me try again,” Morrow said.

Priscilla arrived at the door, Cecilia behind her, and she paused to take in the scene: Dr. Morrow and a Black woman Priscilla didn’t recognize sitting on either side of the six-chair table, looking at a large monitor where Cooper’s face hovered.

Morrow was clearly annoyed, scowling at his laptop, touching the screen, impatiently rapping the space bar. He looked up from his laptop, tapped the place at the table near his seat, and Cecilia guided Priscilla by her arm to the chair.

Priscilla looked down at the seat’s dark leather and turned back to Cecilia. “Get me something to sit on,” she said quietly, and she eased toward the wall to wait for a towel. She was still leaking the last of Derrick’s semen and her own lubricant, including the new stream that usually accompanied the walk to an assignment, and she didn’t want to put down a puddle on the nice furniture. Could she get punished for that? She wasn’t sure, and didn’t care to find out.

She looked at the table, noticed that along with the laptops before Morrow and the Black woman, a blue case waited, a handle on top, its latches closed. She suspected it contained something relevant to her, some mystery equipment related to what Derrick had come to see her about.

“Is that fourteen oh six seven?” Cooper inquired, using Priscilla’s full ID, something that almost never happened at the lab. Oddly enough, she appreciated the gesture. It was as though he were using her full name out of respect, instead of just her first name, or her nickname. Fourteen oh six seven.

Morrow looked up briefly, twisted to gaze balefully at Priscilla, turned back to his laptop.

“There she is,” he said absently.

“Hello, Dr. Cooper,” Priscilla said, leaning to make sure the camera was capturing her face, and again, her heart gave an unexpected little trill. A new role, a new space, a new researcher, she told herself. That’s all it was.

“Thank you for joining us today,” Cooper said, and again, Priscilla appreciated the gesture, ironic as it was. She might have held out her hands to remind him she was wearing four-point restraints, might have quipped about looking for an excuse to get out of her cage, but she opted for the completely professional: “I’m glad to be here,” she said. “I hope I can help.”

Cecilia appeared, bearing a thick white towel, set it down on the chair and straightened it, and Priscilla sat.

“Thanks,” she whispered to Cecilia’s departing form.

“How ‘bout now?” Morrow queried.

Priscilla looked up at the screen, where Dr. Cooper’s face had been shunted to the lower right corner to make room for what looked like a professional blueprint. Indeed, it was a blueprint, not unlike a hundred drawings Priscilla had created in her last two years of college. This one was simpler, however. And it was real. Priscilla realized with a start that she was looking at a diagram of her next home.

“There we are,” said Cooper, and Morrow nodded in relief.

“Parmin has taken your sketches and run with them,” Morrow said. “You’ll see she’s mapped out the plumbing, the electricity, and the overall logic of the space.”

“Ah!” Cooper said, leaning forward to stare at his screen. “Yes, you’ve made some improvements to my flailing. Very nice.”

“Parmin, take the floor,” Morrow said. “This is your work.”

Parmin drew in her breath, began speaking. “The executive elevator is right outside the entrance, here,” she said in what Priscilla guessed was a North African accent, and she moved a cursor arrow over the image on the screen. “The secure entrance has two doors with security windows, and a full AV system too, so staff inside can verify either way before they open the door. And then, as you suggested, all restraints are stored next to the inside door, so they’re ready to put the girls in before they step outside.”

Parmin’s cursor continue to float over the diagram. “Next, here’s the lab area. Five chairs, two sinks, two showers and a toilet, a work table, a walk-in supply closet with valves for all the cages, three standing pens, and two examination racks.”

“Did you say walk-in supply?” Cooper asked.

“I did,” Parmin said, circling the little square with her cursor arrow.

“All credit to Parmin on that one,” Morrow said. “We were going to give you two standard cabinets, next to the valves, but she got creative with the space.”

“Yes!” Cooper said, nodding his approval.

“Ten cages here,” Parmin continued, “all based on our current design. Bed, toilet and bidet, sink, and shelves.”

“Are those solid walls between the cages?” Cooper said.

“Yes,” Parmin said. “Narrow cinder. Solid walls are indicated by double lines. The symbol for bars is double lines with circles between them. So you’ll see bars in the front only, and every girl gets full window exposure through her bars. The windows are here, three lines.”

“Okay, very good I see that.”

“Punishment area here,” Parmin continued, moving her cursor to a large open area to the right of the cages. “Two posts here for swatting, and the table you asked for here, then four hanging stations, two isolation closets, and some unassigned space for anything else you want to bring in.”

“I’m sure we’ll be installing one of the cool-down stocks,” Cooper said.

“That can go here,” she said, moving the cursor.

“Ben, just to make sure we’re understanding your sketches,” Morrow said, “you don’t need the punishment area enclosed?”

“No, Parmin’s got it right, no walls necessary,” Cooper said. “Why do you ask?”

“For anything major, we punish in a separate part of the lab,” Morrow explained.

“You mean ‘correct’, right?” Cooper said. “I believe that’s going to be the lingo in a few days.”

“Yes, correct, that starts on Tuesday,” Morrow said dismissively. “And yes, I’ll adjust my language once it begins, but . . .”

“But what?” Cooper prompted.

“Call it what you will, it’s still going to generate the same reactions,” Morrow said. “Depending on the girl, and the procedure, you’re going to get some noise, some vocalization, a little screaming now and then.”

“We’ve always corrected right next to the cages here in Kansas,” Cooper said, “and believe me, sometimes it gets loud enough to make your ears ring. But we’ve never documented any issues. Just the opposite, in fact. I haven’t studied it scientifically, but I’ve heard more than once that our females like to know when one of their own is receiving consequences, and they’ll offer verbal comfort when it’s over, and of course, there is that very tangible deterrent effect.”

“Fair enough,” Morrow said. “And then, did we read your drawing accurately? Chains only by the door?”

“Yes, I want them in four-point restraints any time they leave my lab,” Cooper said.

“What about within the lab?” Morrow said. “You don’t want them in chains whenever they’re outside their cages?”

“I’m inclined to use the new leashes Cassock makes,” Cooper said. “You’re getting those as part of the contract, right?”

“Are we?” Morrow said, looking first at Parmin, who shook her head unknowingly, and then at Priscilla, who replied with a blank stare. Yes, she said to herself, the leashes were part of that Cassock presentation a few months ago, and it was her impression they would be added to the lab’s equipment next week. But there was no reason to say anything about it. Morrow didn’t know what she knew, and if she talked out of turn and got something wrong, there could be consequences.

“You said it’s a leash?” Morrow queried.

“Yes, it goes up the girl’s anus,” Cooper said.

“Okay,” Morrow said, nodding dubiously.

“It’s got a locking system,” Cooper continued. “The tip expands to a pretty intimidating size, so the female isn’t going to be able to take it out. It’s secure, but it’s a lot less trouble than the chains, easier for the female to move around on, she can keep wearing it for some procedures, and for punishment.”

“Correction,” Morrow noted.

“Indeed,” Cooper agreed.

“Do you use these at Kansas?” Morrow asked, clearly not entirely convinced.

“We haven’t,” Cooper said, “but I’ve seen them demonstrated. In fact, I was here when they put one up 67’s rectum a few months ago.”

Morrow looked at Priscilla with mock accusation in his eyes.

“You didn’t tell me about that,” he complained.

“I must have forgotten,” she quipped back.

“What did you think?”

“It was okay,” Priscilla replied, wondering what exactly Morrow was looking for.

“Yes, Dr. Morrow, I loved it! Having something shoved up my bottom and expanded was a real thrill! And it was definitely as secure as the chains!”

“Did it hurt?” Morrow asked.

“Not exactly,” Priscilla said. “It felt a little strange, though.”

“And it kept you secure?”

“Yes,” Priscilla replied. “After it was locked inside me.”

“It’s got a disciplinary feature,” Cooper observed. “At least, the model I saw. There’s a button you can push that gets the girl’s attention.”

Morrow nodded but didn’t ask for more information.

“And it can provide mild sexual stimulation,” Cooper added. “If the female is led from the front and the leash is pulled up, the restraint interacts with her vulva and clitoris. So she’s getting prepped for penetration while she’s walking.”

“Okay, that’s interesting,” Morrow said. “I’ll make sure those are part of the contract.”

“Great,” Cooper said. “And you’re going to send me Parmin’s files when we’re done today, right?”

“Yes, as soon as we wrap up, I’ll get you all her work. There are plumbing and wiring schematics she’s created too.”

“Great, I’ll go over every inch of it.”

“Do you still want to do a walk-through in mid-June?”

“Yes, absolutely,” Cooper said. “I’m looking at my schedule now. Maybe June 10? It’s a Monday, and I think it would work.”

“I’ll put it down tentatively,” Morrow said, pulling out his phone and tapping into it.

“Can I reserve a female?” Cooper asked. “I’d like to go through the new space with a resident, if that’s possible.”

“Once your travel plans firm up, I’ll have 67 set aside.”

“67 herself,” Cooper said. “Perfect. And an architect to boot.”

“Architect?” Parmin said, turning to look at Priscilla for the first time.

“A rising senior when she joined the lab,” Cooper said. “One of the best in her class.”

Priscilla bit her lip and looked at the man on the screen.

“I like to know about the people I’ll be working with,” Cooper said. “Sixty-seven wasn’t hard to research. They’ve still got her page up at the website for Georgia Tech’s College of Architecture, and she made it into at least a half dozen student newspaper stories. Some very nice work.”

The pain was instantaneous, striking Priscilla like one of those bolt contraptions used to stun or kill livestock before it was slaughtered. One moment she was looking with modest hope at a diagram that spelled out improved living conditions, and the next she was forced into a psychically violent collision with the artifacts of a life lost to her, the digital detritus of the girl she used to be, a free, successful girl whose promise had nothing to do with the quality of her vaginal embrace.

Priscilla sensed people looking at her, Morrow and Cooper and even Parmin, who must have heard of Georgia Tech’s prestigious architectural program. Watched thusly, Priscilla did her best to smile through the pain.

And why do otherwise? What purpose would it serve if Priscilla wore her heart on her nonexistent sleeve, wept outwardly as piteously as she felt inside? She would not go free. She would not earn an iota of improvements to her life. She would not even earn sympathy. No one who worked with the research males and females here could afford to feel sorry for their charges, to regret what was done to them, the way they were kept. Compassion in such an environment would quickly disable any employee.

“Who will be doing the work on my lab?” Cooper asked.

“We’ve got three contractors in town we get bids from when we need interior work done,” Morrow replied. “But we haven’t done a project of this size in years, so we’ll open it up to others. Of course, given the short time frame, one of our top criteria is going to be immediate availability.”

“What I’d like to have for my June walkthrough,” Cooper said, “is clear markings for everything that’s not in place yet. Even if it’s just masking tape on the floor. I want to know where all the cages are going, the tables and chairs. I need as much of a feel for the place as possible, so I know what I’m doing July 1.”

“Parmin will have everything ready for you,” Morrow promised. “And I’ll put 67 in for a priority assignment that day.”

“Excellent,” Cooper said, and Priscilla saw him focus on his screen and suspected he was looking at her. “Now, 67, I’m sorry for making you sit through all the preliminaries. I asked Dr. Morrow to bring you here so we could go over some self-training I want you doing in June.”

“Okay,” Priscilla said evenly. No one had asked her to self-train before. All instruction was done in a lab, under close supervision.

“Derrick tells me you did well this morning,” Cooper said.

“Okay, that’s good to know,” Priscilla said, adding a little awkwardly, “I enjoyed, um, meeting him.”

“He says you went over the basics of rolling.”

“Yes,” Priscilla confirmed, content to leave that as the summation of a tryst that left her swallowing semen, gasping for air, and reconsidering her approach to all the males in her life. “I feel like I have a lot to learn.”

“Always the modest one,” Cooper said, smiling. “He told me you’re already better than half the girls in the Kansas lab.”

Priscilla nodded, not interested in earning more praise for some ridiculous thing they wanted her to do with her pussy.

Is Dr. Cooper gay? Priscilla wondered. Asexual? How can an adult male end up making this their life’s work? She imagined Dr. Cooper housed in a little office near the lab at his university in Kansas, living celibately, waiting until the evening to masturbate to whatever he’d seen that day – assuming any of it did anything for him. Did he lust after his research females, ever? Or the males? Did he lust after Priscilla? If he did, would he go mad, studying her without ever being able to consummate? How could a man like that have a wife, a child?

“Go ahead and open the case there, on the table,” Cooper said.

Because of the way she was chained, Priscilla couldn’t get her hands over the table’s edge, so Morrow slid the box over to her, and she stood and contorted herself a little until she could reach it, and she set it in her lap and unlatched the top and opened it up. As she expected, the main contents appeared to be something designed to go up her vagina, a hefty gray rod with a sharp point, nestled in blue foam. It wasn’t a simple dildo, however. Nothing that went up her slot here was a simple dildo. This object seemed to be covered in gray, fingernail-sized scales, six-sided, reminding her of a bee’s honeycomb.

“Okay,” Priscilla said. “I’m looking at it.”

“Take it out,” Cooper said, and Priscilla reached her fingers in between the foam and the device.

“Carefully,” Cooper added.

Proceeding both cautiously and, due to her restraints, awkwardly, Priscilla worked the device out of its foam cocoon, held it with both hands over her lap.

It was unlike anything Priscilla had seen before, or felt, every scale yielding individually to her touch, pressing slightly inward with subtle clicks, like a computer’s keys. At the base of the device was the same kind of informational screen much of the lab equipment featured, but this screen was aimed upward and back, so that it could be read by the girl who had placed it within her body.

“I named it, officially, progressive vaginal constriction self-trainer,” Cooper said. “Put it up your vagina and practice rolling, and it will tell you how you’re doing.”

“Okay,” Priscilla said again. “But . . . are there any instructions?”

“Insert it,” Cooper said.




Chapter 13: Titania Goes to her Examination

A bright yellow sticker with black letters had been affixed beside the basement button on the Ruger Biology Hall elevator.

“AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY,” it declared.

If one were audacious or careless enough to push it anyway, the trip to the building’s subterranean level would be disappointing, nothing more than a visit to a concrete box, floors and walls in light gray, the ceiling gray and featureless as well, two floodlights in cages on either side of a single locked metal door with a button, a speaker, and a camera’s black eye mounted on the wall near the knob.

“AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY,” said a sign across the door.

Titania, dressed in jeans and a green sweatshirt, stepped forward, pressed the button.

“Yes?” said a female voice.

“I’m Titania Rushmore. I have an appointment for now.”

“Can you hold your ID up to the camera please, and let us see your face?”

Titania pulled her driver’s license out of her back pocket, bent and held it up next to her nose.

“Can you see everything?” she asked.

“Come through the door,” said the female voice, and the door clicked, and when Titania pulled on it, it yielded, allowing her passage into a second room, as plain as the first but a little larger, and with three doors instead of one: the door behind her, one to the side, one in front.

Footsteps echoed from behind the door in front, and it opened with a beep, and a girl appeared, not much older than Titania. She was dressed in black pants and a white lab coat, “Marsha” stitched over the right breast.

“Hello, Titania,” Marsha said. “Thanks for coming in today, let’s get you undressed.”

“Your coat says Marsha,” Titania noted.

“That’s my name,” Marsha said, heading toward the door to the right, and she opened it and looked back, and Titania followed her through it.

This room held a small cabinet of gray steel, a sort of industrial armoire, the doors opened to reveal a rod and three hangers. There was a table with nothing set upon it. And hanging from a board mounted into the wall was a wide array of chains.

Titania stared at the table, stepped beside it, untucked her sweatshirt and pulled it over her head, exposing a white bra straining around a pair of heavy breasts.

“It’s a little stained,” she said apologetically, showing Marsha the place on the sweatshirt where something orange had soaked in, around the neck and down the back. The sweatshirt also bore a large coffee-colored stain across one shoulder and the right breast, but Titania neglected to mention that before she set it on the table. She unbuckled her belt, unsnapped her jeans and pushed them down, pushed off her sneakers with her toes, pushed down her white panties, unsnapped and removed her bra, her breasts swinging with her exertions.

“You can put everything in there,” Marsha said, pointing to the armoire, and Titania obliged, hanging her shirt on one hanger, creasing her jeans and placing them on the next, snapping her bra back so it would hang properly on the third. How to store her panties seemed to perplex her a little, and she studied the hangers before she nodded to herself, folded the small garment in the middle and draped it over the bra hanger. She slipped off her socks, slipped them into her shoes and laid them on the armoire’s shelf, and she turned, completely nude, to await further instructions.

Titania’s small nipples were dark pink and, at the moment, very hard. Her long, unusually straight pubic hair, brushed down and inward, formed a perfect black triangle between her hips. The hair was thick enough to cover the top of her vulva, which curved upward in front, but between her slightly-parted legs protruded a pair of thick pink lips, the female flesh growing excessively around her opening.

If she was at all modest, it didn’t show. And if she was uncomfortable about being chained, that didn’t show either, no hesitation apparent as Marsha pulled a set of restraints from the wall and turned toward her.

“We’ll need to keep you in these while you’re here today,” Marsha said, holding out an opened cuff, and Titania offered her hands and looked at the wall.

“You have so many,” Titania observed.

“So many what?” Marsha asked, closing the cuff and raising the second one.

“For tying people up,” Titania clarified. “Are some for boys and some for girls?”

“It’s for different sizes,” Marsha said. “I picked out one of our bigger sizes for you.”

“I was five feet four in fourth grade,” Titania said. “At my school, I was called Giant Girl, or Giant Freak, or just Freak.”

“Kids can be really mean at that age,” Marsha said, and she knelt to chain Titania’s ankles, and she checked the fit of all four cuffs, tugged on the chain that connected Titania’s wrist and ankle restraints.

“Mean?” Titania said.

“Cruel,” Marsha added. “Bullies.”

“No,” Titania countered, and she held her bound hand straight out, palm down, and moved it back and forth. “I would pet them.”

Marsha gazed at Titania, and Titania gazed back blankly.

“Do you need to use the bathroom?”

“Not yet,” Titania replied. “I went this morning.”

“Okay, I’m going to bring you into the facility,” Marsha said, stepping back to the first room, and Titania followed, clanking behind her, through the small intake foyer and to the door that beeped when it opened.

It beeped again, Marsha pulled it wide, and now they were in a third space, a larger room, a professional area with cubicles and tables and the glass doors of offices at the far end of the space.

“Are you playing solitaire?” Titania asked a female worker who’d been staring intently at her screen. She looked up, first into Titania’s eyes, and then at the rest of her bound body, looked back at her PC.

“This way,” Marsha said, guiding the naked girl through yet another door and into what was obviously a living area, a couch visible and a TV audible through an opening to the right, and what looked like a small clinic to the left, an exam chair in the middle of the space, posts and chains, shelves and cabinets along the walls, anatomy charts pinned up here and there.

“We’re going to do your exam standing up,” Marsha said.

“I stand at work,” Titania offered, and she followed Marsha over to a pair of hip-high posts with chains and cuffs fixed at the top and beside the floor.

“Okay, right here,” Marsha said, pointing, and Titania took her place beside the left post and gazed about the room as her left wrist and left ankle were secured.

Marsha removed Titania’s four-point restraints and set them on the counter, and Titania shifted to the mid-point between the two posts, again looking away as her right wrist and ankle were bound.

“Good?” Marsha asked.

“Interesting,” Titania replied, and she swung her hands to the limits of her restraints, her fingertips brushing her thighs, and looked down at her feet, forced apart by the chains. “How do I go to the bathroom?”

“Do you need to go?”

“No, not yet,” Titania said. “I’m just wondering if it all comes out on the floor, or if you have a bucket for it.”

“We’ll let you go to the bathroom if you need to,” Marsha said. “Just let us know.”

“Okay,” Titania said, sounding slightly disappointed.

“You’ll be on the posts for about two hours,” Marsha said. “That’s all the time we should need today.”

“I can probably hold it that long.”

“Good,” Marsha said. “Any questions before we get started?”

“What do people watch?”

“Pardon me?”

“Isn’t there a TV down here?”

“Yes.”

“What do they watch? I like game shows that you can play at home. I’m pretty good at them.”

“Oh, yeah,” Marsha said. “I really don’t know. It’s up to the girls when they’re out for breaktime.”

“Every man for himself,” Titania said.

“Huh?”

“That was an answer I got on one of my TV shows with just three letters,” Titania explained. “Every man for himself. It’s a saying, I think. For when men need to be by themselves.”

“Is that what it means?” Marsha asked a little doubtfully.

“Either that, or for when men are drinking. Like, ‘I’m going to have this bourbon myself.’ ‘Hey, so am I.’ ‘Well, then, I guess it’s every man for himself.’”

“Okay,” Marsha said slowly, and she turned toward the closet and opened it.

“All I had to work with were all the e’s. There were three, that’s all.”

“That’s good.”

Marsha pulled two items out of the closet, returned to Titania.

“I’m going to put these up your vagina and anus,” she said.

“What for?”

“Measuring your angles,” Marsha explained.

“Angles?” Titania said. “Down there?”

“Yeah, it’s part of what we like to know about every girl.”

Marsha slid one rod into her coat pocket, clicked the second rod. Its tip glowed red, and Titania’s eyes followed the beam to a place on the wall.

“How much like a laser-pointer is it?” Titania asked.

Marsh bent to spread Titania’s vaginal lips and positioned the pointed base of the object at Titania’s vaginal opening.

“It is a laser pointer,” Marsha said. “But with a few minor adjustments to the handle. Can you widen your legs?”

Titania obliged and Marsha eased the device up into the girl’s vagina, the red beam now pointing almost straight down.

“There’s a graph down there!” Titania exclaimed, bending to peer at a grid pattern etched into the floor, the beam angling out behind her.

“It’s the best way to measure things,” Marsha said. “Now, put your feet here and here, big toes on line 5, there.”

With a rattling of chains, Titania moved her feet into position, bending to study the floor.

“Okay, back straight,” Marsha said, and she retrieved a tablet from the nearby counter, tapped it to life, tapped some more, and watched as the little red dot made its way into position, slightly behind Titania’s heels. The beam didn’t go completely stationary, however, pulsing slightly backward and forward.

“It’s still moving,” Marsha said.

“Sorry,” Titania said. “I’m sort of squeezing it.”

“Why?”

“I can’t really help it. I like how it feels.”

“Do you normally react that way during penetration?” Marsha asked.

“Who wouldn’t?”

Marsha studied the wavering position of the red dot, entered a number into her tablet, pulled the glistening tool out of Titania’s front chamber.

“Are you aroused?” Marsha asked.

“At a 10, I’ve been told,” Titania said, nodding solemnly.

“But right now?” Marsha asked.

“I guess so.”

Marsha set the first device in the sink, returned to Titania and drew the second laser from her pocket.

“I’m going to put this up your anus,” Marsha said, stepping behind Titania, and the girl bent for penetration, her toes curling as the device went in.

“Party on,” Titania said.

“Huh?”

“Party on,” Titania said. “You’re supposed to say something like that when you get it back there.”

“I didn’t know that.”

“Well, it’s what I do.”

“Okay,” Marsha said. “Toes on the line again.”

Titania obeyed, bending first to look, then straightening, and this time the red dot remained fixed at a spot between her feet, and Marsha noted the coordinates and pulled the laser from the girl’s rear and set it in the sink.

Marsha went to the closet, retrieved another cylindrical item, this one a little thicker, set it on the counter and tapped it to life, tapped on the tablet and then on the cylinder again.

“Do you like stuffed aardvarks?” Titania asked.

“Sort of,” Marsha replied absently, and one might imagine her answer was neither false nor true but simply meant to get Titania to stop talking, because who could do their job with all of that going on?

“I’m going to put something else up your vagina,” Marsha said, turning to face the girl. “A probe, to measure certain attributes.”

“How long?”

“Eight inches.”

Titania laughed, bending slightly and pulling at all her chains, regaining her composure as Marsha waited.

“I was wondering if you could laugh when you’re tied up,” Titania said. “I didn’t think so, but now I know you can.”

“Did you think of something funny?” Marsha asked.

“No, I thought of what you said.”

“What did I say?” Marsha asked, advancing on the bound girl.

“Eight inches, which is a length,” Titania said. “I was asking for a unit of time. As in, ‘How long will that thing be up my treasure chest?’”

“Treasure chest?” Marsha echoed.

“Don’t you think that’s a great name for it?”

“I would have to think about it,” Marsha said, and she bent and raised the object to Titania’s sex organ and spread her lips, and the girl widened her thighs and watched as she was penetrated.

“Try to relax,” Marsha said.

“I like big things,” Titania offered by way of apology, and the new object pulsed, and Titania appeared to be anything but relaxed.

Marsha went back to the tablet, sitting on the counter, bent to peer at the screen, scrolled, peered, tapped.

“You’re very high on the scale,” Marsha said, turning to look at Titania.

“What does that mean?” Titania asked.

“Muscle tone very good, an outstanding grip,” Marsha said. “One of the highest read—”

“No, I mean, what does it mean for here?” Titania said. “Are you going to take me prisoner? Am I going to have to stay here, between the posts, just eating and going to the bathroom here?”

“No,” Marsha said. “We don’t keep people between the posts.”

“Why not?”

Marsha looked at Titania for a long moment before she spoke, and one might imagine she’d never considered the question before, and was struggling with how to answer it. Finally, she arrived at a plausible reply: “You couldn’t rest if you stayed here, and we like our research subjects to have rest.”

“People are different, though,” Titania countered.

“You think some people would be okay with that?” Marsha queried.

“They could get used to it, I bet.”

“You think you could?” Marsha asked.

“With help, maybe.”

“Squeeze a little,” Marsha said, watching the tablet. “Okay, a little more. Okay, now as much as you can.”

Titania closed her eyes and made fists, the muscles of her abdomen went tight, her buttocks lifted, and she grunted quietly to herself.

“Wow, very good,” Marsha said. “Do you squeeze this tightly around penises?”

“No, murder is illegal.”

“Okay,” Marsha said. “You can relax.”

Titania exhaled and slumped, and Marsha stepped to the girl and pulled the probe from her vagina and set it in the sink, all of its length coated with arousal fluids.

“Did you hear about the cow truck that crashed?” Titania inquired.

“Cow truck?”

“On the highway,” Titania said. “It was full of cows. The truck crashed and split open, and the cows got out.”

Back to the closet Marsha went, this time pulling out a set of equipment, a sort of kit of things –short chains, weights, clamps, straps.

“They started walking,” Titania continued. “Just walking.”

“I’m going to put you on what we call a motivational tension system,” Marsha said.

“Don’t you wonder what they were thinking, though?” Titania said.

“Who?”

“The cows,” Titania said. “First they’re going to be a hamburger, and then their world breaks in half and they’re walking next to the highway.”

“Do you think they knew they were going to be food?” Marsha said, holding a pair of straps.

“It’s their problem if they didn’t,” Titania said. “People should know what’s going to happen.”

“But they’re cows.”

“Everyone should take some responsibility for things.”

Marsha stepped up to Titania, wrapped a thick leather strap around the midpoint of her left thigh, cinched it closed and buckled it to the post. She repeated the steps for Titania’s right thigh, forcing the girl’s legs apart before she crouched to peer at the gap on either side of the girl’s vulva, rose and grabbed a rod laden with short chains from the counter.

“Is that another thing for my bouquet?”

“You call it that too?”

“I have a lot of names for it.”

“Yes,” Marsha said, “I’m going to put it inside you and have you hold it for as long as you can while I add weights to the chain.”

“Oh, I get it!” Titania exulted.

“Get what?” Marsha asked, kneeling before Titania and peering at her opening.

“It’s why you tied my legs apart. I could just hold it between my thighs if you didn’t.”

“Correct.”

“But that would be cheating.”

“Well, it would defeat the purpose of the test,” Marsha said, and she reached up, opened Titania’s labia and touched her opening with the rod’s pointed tip.

“You’d know I was cheating, though,” Titania said. “You’d see me close my legs.”

“Yes.”

“So you could just leave those things off my legs and tell me not to close them, and I wouldn’t.”

“Are they bothering you?’ Marsha asked, turning to look at the band around Titania’s left leg.

“No, they’re interesting. This is all really interesting. But I wouldn’t close my legs if you told me not to.”

“You might though,” Marsha said. “There are reflexes involved.”

“When things go inside me, I open my legs,” Titania said. “That’s my reflex. I think it is for a lot of girls. When you like something, you try to make it easier to happen.”

“But you’ll receive a mild punishment when it drops out,” Marsha warned.

“What kind of punishment?”

“I’ll show you in just a second.”




Chapter 14: A Little Self-Training

Chained by her wrists and ankles in the little conference room, Priscilla leaned back in her chair, held the trainer with one hand, spread her lips with the other, pressed a fingertip against her opening, found herself sufficiently lubricated, and brought the tip to her vaginal opening.

She widened the pair of fingers pressed against her labia and pushed the device in, all her focus on sliding the object up her sheath, and as its girth stretched her lips and forced her walls apart, she opened her mouth and issued a quiet gasp.

The feeling of the scales was even odder to her sensitive sheath than it had been against her fingers, the hexagons clicking under the intermittent pressures of her sex.

With the trainer halfway inside her, the screen came to life of its own accord, and Priscilla stopped inserting and watched.

“Welcome,” it flashed, pink letters against a black background. “Are you 14067?”

“Yes” and “No” appeared, and Priscilla tapped “Yes.”

“Please be patient while I phone home,” the screen said, followed by a telephone emoji. Priscilla smiled, touched by the whimsy of Cooper’s creation.

“There it is now,” Cooper said, turning to look down at something. “It syncs with an app that’ll run on Windows and most phones, so we can all see the same things you’re seeing.”

Cooper, still looking down, tapped something, and after another pause while signals traveled at the speed of light between the lab and Kansas, Priscilla’s device flashed another message.

“Synced!” it said. “Now, insert me all the way in, please.”

Priscilla obeyed, forcing the tool within herself until the end reached her cervix.

“Okay, I think that’s deep enough,” it said. That message disappeared and another flashed up. “Now, let’s start by getting to know each other.”

Priscilla released her lips, allowing them to hug the shaft of the trainer. She kept her other hand against the device’s base, holding it in position and awaiting instructions.

“Tighten all along the barrel,” it said. “Squeeze as hard as you can.”

Priscilla complied, performing what for her was a familiar task. The sensation was odd, however, dozens of small clicks as she pressed down on the scales, a little like typing with her vagina.

“Wow!” said the screen. “You got 100 percent!”

After a brief pause, the device said “Now relax,” and she let the muscles of her sheath go slack, the scales rattling within her sex as they clicked back into position.

“Okay, again!” said the trainer, and Priscilla squeezed, and she sensed more resistance this time, many of the scales not clicking until she redoubled her grip.

“Eighty-three percent,” the screen announced. “Relax.”

Priscilla, all her attention focused on the screen between her thighs, exhaled, relaxed her organ and breathed in, waiting.

“Squeeze,” it said.

Priscilla clenched her jaw and her vagina simultaneously, dark eyes aimed at the screen as she grabbed the trainer with all her might. Despite her determination, she sensed clicking in little more than half the scales.

“Fifty-three percent,” the trainer announced. “Relax.”

“Very impressive,” Cooper said. “Most girls don’t get more than 50 on the first squeeze, nothing close to 50 on the third.”

“It got harder to do,” Priscilla said, looking up at Cooper, whose face filled the screen again.

“Yes, that’s why I put progressive in the name,” he said. “Not to brag, but engineering it with varied resistance to vaginal pressure was no small achievement.”

Priscilla looked down at the device, looked at Morrow and Parmin, the former looking back at her with his usual professional respect, the latter with an expression harder to read. Priscilla had never seen Parmin before, wondered if she were new, if this was her first exposure to one of the female research inventory, and to what the female research inventory were required to do.

Certainly well past any sense of modesty or self-consciousness, Priscilla looked back at the trainer, eased it out an inch and back in. The texture was different from anything she’d held, not smooth exactly but not rough either. An interesting sensation, pleasurable in its own way.

It knew what she had done, of course, its screen flashing a simple diagram of itself sliding in and out of her vagina before it summed up the simple action with a set of numbers: “1 Withdrawal-Thrust; Average Distance: .93”; Tone: Relaxed.”

“You moved it,” Cooper said.

“Yes,” Priscilla agreed.”

“Are you seeing the report you generated?” he asked.

“It says I did it once,” Priscilla said. “And my tone is relaxed.”

“And you pulled it out almost an inch,” Cooper said. “It averages the distance of every thrust, so we all know what you’re doing with it.”

“The average over the trainer’s lifetime?” Priscilla asked.

“No,” Cooper said. “A good question, but that wouldn’t be necessary. When it decides to provide an average will seem a little arbitrary, but it’s based on a whole set of assumptive algorithms. It just reported the distance of one thrust, because it decided you were done moving it. Another time, you might move it in and out a dozen times before it gives you a number. If it decides you’re masturbating to climax, it will wait until you orgasm to report. So it will seem a little capricious, but just understand there’s a lot of thinking behind it.”

Priscilla nodded.

“Now, the training,” Cooper said. “Let’s continue what you started with Derrick.”

“Are we completed on the plan for the space?” Parmin blurted.

“What?” Cooper said.

“Ben, can we excuse Parmin?” Morrow said. “I’m sure she’d like to get those files to you.”

“Oh, sure,” Cooper said. “Thanks, Parmin. Thanks. I’ll let you know if I have any questions.”

“Thank you,” Parmin said, rising and rounding the table, exiting the conference room and leaving Priscilla with the clear impression the woman had heard all she cared to about 67’s vagina.

“Okay, 67, go ahead and roll,” Cooper said.

Priscilla looked down at the equipment in her sheath, pushed it in until the tip engaged again with her cervix, and she clenched her jaw and tightened the parts of her vagina in turn, first at the mouth, then in the middle, and finally, deep inside.

“93-86-77,” the screen reported on the first line. On the second appeared the numbers “58” and “31.”

“Do you see my scores?” Priscilla asked.

“Yes,” Cooper said. “They’re very good for a beginner.”

“What do they mean?”

“The first three numbers are your tightness, starting with the opening, then the middle of your barrel, then at the end,” Cooper explained. “The second two are the smoothness of your transition. You did okay between your hole and the middle, but your transition from the middle to your cervix was a little weak.”

Priscilla scowled, annoyed she hadn’t done better.

“Let’s do this twice a day, seven days a week, until I get there,” Cooper said. “Frank, can we commit her to that?”

“We can, gladly,” Morrow said. “67’s work ethic is as impressive as her physical prowess.”

“What am I being committed to?” Priscilla inquired. She needed more information before she was ready to offer her full-throated agreement. Not that disagreeing might do any good – her role was to follow orders, after all – but she could at least voice her concerns, or propose minor modifications to whatever was being asked of her. Morrow and Bank had always listened to her input, and occasionally abided by it, with no threat of punishment for talking out of turn. She was going to assume Cooper operated the same way until she’d been told otherwise.

Dr. Cooper, to Priscilla’s relief, seemed to belong to the same camp, smiling with what felt like a sincere appreciation for her question.

“I’m going to upload a two-a-day training module,” he said, adding “ten minutes, twice a day. Is that realistic?”

“When during the day?” she asked.

“That’s up to you,” he replied.

“There are mornings when I go straight from inventory to chains to my first assignment,” Priscilla said. “I don’t have 10 minutes.”

“Frank,” Cooper said, “can we make sure she gets a little extra time in the morning before she’s restrained?”

“It seems like she can do it with chains on,” Morrow noted, gesturing toward Priscilla’s restraints.

“Unless I’m chained for punishment,” Priscilla said. “Then my hands will be behind me.”

“Just stay out of trouble then,” Morrow said.

“They’re really cracking down,” Priscilla countered. “I think because of the new contract they’re about to start, everyone is getting in more trouble than before.”

“Then you could do it twice at night,” Cooper proposed.

“This is very important to Dr. Cooper,” Morrow said, looking earnestly at Priscilla. “I hope that’s obvious.”

“This isn’t just about vaginal training, 67,” Cooper said. “I’m going to need leaders in the new lab, and you’re the logical choice. But the way things have been done there – and Frank, I know you and Dr. Bank will back me up on this – the way things have been done, there’s not a lot of autonomy among the research females. So I see this, I see the trainer as not just a chance to improve your vaginal dexterity. I also see it as a chance for you to demonstrate your own initiative. Work on it twice a day, whenever you want, and I’ll figure out a way to reward you.”

Okay, Priscilla thought to herself. Fine. No sympathy here. We’ll be putting things up your vagina, like always, and now you’ll have to add to what’s going up there on your own.

“Can I take it out now?” Priscilla asked, looking down.

“What?” Cooper asked. “Oh, yeah, go ahead and remove it. But don’t put it back in the foam. It needs to be washed first.”

Priscilla eased the tool out of her sheath, her nectar making a slicking sound, the scales just rough enough to aggravate her as they scraped against her vaginal walls. If she’d asked for relief now, she probably would have gotten permission, but she was determined to cover all the bases before she left this meeting, and she had a more general privilege to request.

“You mentioned masturbation,” Priscilla said. “Can I do that during training, if I need to?”

“Frank, what are your policies on that?” Cooper asked.

“We try to set limits on that with both our males and females,” Morrow said. “We really don’t want them masturbating at night, because it makes the males soft, and the girls don’t get as wet as we need.”

“And there are consequences if they break the rules?”

“Yes, if they’re caught,” Morrow said, shooting a side glance at Priscilla, while she stared innocently back. Surely he knew she indulged at times and wasn’t caught.

“What happens?” Cooper asked.

“I don’t know the specifics,” Morrow said, “but just about every girl here has been disciplined for it. You’ve been caught right, 67?”

“Yes.”

“What did they do?”

“Hung me for an hour by my wrists,” Priscilla said. “Got some swats.”

“All that’s about to change, probably,” Morrow said, looking at Cooper. “But for now, that’s what’s done.”

“Are you talking about self-relief every time you train, 67?” Cooper asked.

“No, definitely not,” Priscilla said. “But I’m sure I’ll want to do it sometimes. Having something in there can trigger it. And if it happens at night and I can’t take care of it, I don’t sleep as well.”

“Can we find a way to accomplish everyone’s objectives?” Cooper asked, smiling.

“We can try,” Morrow said. “But I’ll be the first to admit we work 67 hard in the lab. We really count on her ability to get aroused, to produce lubrication, and to see things through to climax.”

“Maybe we can cut her some slack every second or third day?” Cooper offered. “Or she can get her training done between procedures while she’s still in the lab?”

“I hear you Ben,” Morrow said. “But anything you propose is going to add another layer of complexity to things that are already very complicated. Doug and I are sharing her the best we can, but other departments outbid us close to once a week. Having her carry around that trainer, that by itself is very irregular. We almost never ask our females to carry anything after they’ve been chained. And they do sometimes stumble, and I know you don’t want her dropping it.”

“Maybe we could . . . integrate the trainer’s scheduling functions with the bidding system there?” Cooper persisted.

Morrow shook his head impatiently, a gesture that was not lost on Priscilla. Yes, Dr. Cooper was a celebrity in the field, but Morrow was still in charge here.

“No, Ben,” he said, “it’s going to be more trouble than it’s worth. It’ll take IT three days just to understand the problem.”

Morrow clasped his hands, looked at Priscilla, nodded the way he did when he’d made a decision. “Sixty-seven, we’re just going to have to put this on you to sort.”

Priscilla nodded back, unsurprised, but she wasn’t done challenging the directive.

“Okay,” she said, “but can I get a little guidance?”

“Alright,” Morrow said, drawing in his breath, straightening his back. “The priority is Dr. Cooper’s training for now. Get that done twice a day.”

“Yes,” Priscilla agreed. “But, um, what about during my period?”

“Yes, every day,” Cooper said. “Clean it with mild soap – hand soap – and warm water. Not hot.”

“And if I miss a practice?” Priscilla asked.

“You shouldn’t miss,” Cooper said. “Ten minutes twice a day.”

“Yes, I should be able to,” Priscilla agreed. “But just for the sake of argument, then, what happens if I miss a practice?”

“Frank?” Cooper said, holding up his hands.

“You mean, if you miss it willfully?” Morrow said.

“No, not at all,” Priscilla said. “Just, if I’ve been in the lab all day, and you kept me late, and there was a lot of penetration, and I wasn’t able to train that morning, so I can’t . . . so I can only do it once that night.”

“There will always be excuses,” Morrow said.

“Okay,” Priscilla said. “So what happens?”

“If Dr. Cooper notifies me you missed a training,” Morrow said, speaking judiciously, “I’ll ask them to hang you for an hour and do whatever corporal is standard. The same consequences as masturbating. Does that seem fair?”

“A half hour,” Priscilla shot back. “And three spanks.”

Morrow waved his hand, and it was done.

“What’s a spank?” Cooper asked.

Morrow looked to Priscilla for the answer. While the researchers counted on compliant, obedient females in the lab, the mechanics of keeping them in line was someone else’s concern.

“It’s sort of a catch-all term,” Priscilla said. “Anything that hurts. It’s usually spanking our bottoms, but not always.”

Neither Morrow nor Cooper stopped her, so she continued. “They use whips, and there are some canes there, and paddles. It’s up to them.”

Priscilla could have talked at length about how things worked there, and it seemed like the doctors would have allowed it, more perhaps from personal interest than anything professional. But Priscilla had other things to address.

“And then, masturbation,” she continued. If Dr. Morrow wasn’t going render guidance voluntarily, she would drive him to it.

“What do you want?” Morrow asked wearily, clearly not interested in extended horse-trading while he and Dr. Cooper had the rest of their agenda to work through.

“How about,” Priscilla said, “three nights a week?”

“Up to three nights a week,” Morrow said back, emphasizing the first two words. “You do it when you need to only, you refrain when you can. We always want you fresh in the morning.”

“Consequences?” Priscilla said.

“Let’s do it this way,” Morrow began. “Any time Dr. Bank or I get the sense you’re not fully engaged – you’re not producing lubricant the way you normally do, you’re not reaching climax the way we expect – we check performance on the trainer. If we find out you masturbated to orgasm the night before, we’ll have to conclude you decided to use up energy you could have saved for the next day, and you’ll hang.”

“For thirty minutes,” Priscilla ventured. “Three spanks again.”

“Fair enough,” Morrow said.

“Sixty-seven, any other questions about training?” Cooper inquired. He wasn’t exactly beaming, but he was smiling warmly. He seemed to enjoy watching Priscilla stick up for herself.

“That’s all I can think of,” Priscilla said. “So I’m taking the trainer with me now?”

“Yes,” Morrow said, tapping his phone. “Let one of the handlers carry it for you.”

“And just one more session today?”

“Yes,” agreed Cooper. “But make it a good one.”

“Get it done now, and I suggest you don’t climax,” Morrow said. “I know Dr. Bank is expecting you before lunch.”

“Is he working on her fluid makeup today?” Cooper asked.

“Yes,” Morrow said. “He believes he’s onto something. I tend to agree with him.”

A red-suited male handler, summoned by Dr. Morrow’s texted instructions, appeared at the conference room door.

Priscilla stood, shuffled to the side.

“Can we get the trainer washed before we put it back in the box?” Cooper said.

“Right, yes,” Morrow said, and he looked at the male handler and pointed, because he clearly had no idea what the young man’s name was and certainly wasn’t going to learn it. “Take that to the restroom down the hall and wash it thoroughly.”

“Hand soap and water,” Cooper said. “Warm water. Not hot. Warm. Lukewarm.”

The handler disappeared, and Priscilla looked after him, wanting to get back to her cage and get the rest of her day started.

She was going to fail. She already knew that. At least once, but maybe two or three times, she would fall short. She would either not get a training done, or she would end up masturbating on the trainer some night she wasn’t supposed to, and Dr. Morrow or Dr. Bank would end up dissatisfied with her performance in the lab the next day. But there was a wildcard. Would Dr. Cooper turn her in? Would he complain to someone in Atlanta if Priscilla hadn’t gotten her two trainings done? If Dr. Morrow asked him for Priscilla’s masturbation records, would he – knowing why Morrow was asking, of course – confirm she had indulged?

Yes, Cooper would send Pricilla to the ropes, to the stocks, to the table or the post and the holding cage, just as readily as anyone here in Atlanta, she decided. He was a professional. He knew how to manage female inventory as well as Bank or Morrow. He gave off that vibe.

But for the first time in nine months, other thoughts were occurring to Priscilla.

What if she . . . introduced something . . . less than professional into lab dynamics?

Priscilla didn’t like the way she’d been tricked into lab service. She didn’t like what she was forced to do here. She didn’t like what was done to her here. But she had always played along with the culture itself, limiting her plans of rebellion to things extraneous to the lab’s professional sensibilities. But what if she didn’t? What if she struck from within, at lab convention itself?

It was an interesting thought. It was a distracting thought, something she could ponder when the tedium of lab existence overwhelmed her. But was it also a productive thought? Were these the seeds of something real? Had Derrick, as he released his ejaculate into her mouth and vagina, released ideas into her mind as well?

Morrow and Cooper droned on, discussing where Cooper should look for apartments in the short-term, and where he might look for a home once he’d gotten settled in. The topics meant nothing to Priscilla, and she tuned them out, other than noting that Dr. Cooper did seem to want a normal home. He wouldn’t, apparently, be sleeping in a closet next to his lab. In that way, at least, he was conventional, Priscilla thought.

The handler returned, bearing a progressive vaginal constriction self-trainer which was not only cleaned, but dried, and he nestled it in the foam of the box where it was kept, and latched the box closed, and he picked up the box and motioned Priscilla to join him without asking for any further instructions, and that was how Morrow and Cooper wanted it done, pausing only briefly from their conversation about local real estate to bid Priscilla an efficient farewell.

“Hey, 67, I’ll see you soon,” Cooper said once she’d reached the conference room door.

She turned, offered the hip-level wave her chains prescribed, followed the handler down the hall toward the elevator.

He was new here, Asian, with a way of looking down that made her think he was shy, or overwhelmed with the nature of the job. But then he spoke and she wasn’t so sure.

“What’s that thing for?” he asked once they’d reached the elevator door.

“What thing?” Priscilla asked, surprised both by the question and by his decision to talk at all.

“In the box,” he said. “That I had to wash.”

“Isn’t it obvious?” she asked.

“Where it goes is obvious,” he said. “What you do with it when it’s up there isn’t.”

“Why are you asking?” Priscilla inquired. She was facing the elevator door, waiting for it to arrive, not even bothering to turn to the boy to talk to him. In the unwritten lab hierarchy, she outranked him, and this was her way of letting him know.

“I’m just curious,” he said. “I’m that way.”

“How long have you been here?”

“Two weeks. Why?”

“I’m not sure this is a good place to work if you’re curious.”

“You’re not going to tell me?” he asked.

The door opened and Priscilla shuffled in, stopped, turned around, aimed her eyes at the boy. He was slightly taller than she, but only because he was in shoes and she was barefooted.

“Is the pay good?” she asked.

“Better than assistant store manager. And better hours.”

“What kind of store?”

“Electronics.”

“Where do you park?” she asked.

“What?”

“Where do you park your car?” she clarified.

“In the back, near the loading docks,” he replied. “They open the gate for us. The buses that bring in people use it too.”

The boy hit the button for the third floor.

“It’s to train me to tighten a certain way,” Priscilla said, nodding at the case the boy held. “Starting at the front, then the middle, then the back. The deepest part.”

“Does it feel good?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said. “They told me I can masturbate with it in. Sometimes.”

“Are you going to?”

“Yes. What’s your name?”

“Clark. What’s yours?”

Priscilla turned to regard the tattoo on her shoulder before she looked back up defiantly. “Priscilla,” she said.

She looked up reflexively at the wide-angle camera mounted in the elevator’s upper corner, the black screen of a microphone beside it. This was dangerous territory, she knew, the kind of behavior that could get her strung up and tormented for a full hour. But how often were staff poring through the mundanity of lab life?

“You’re cool, Priscilla.”

In the end, it was another calculated risk Priscilla had decided to take, because she couldn’t not take it.

“I hope you get to handle me again,” she said, and the elevator door opened and the pair said nothing more as he escorted her to her cage and locked her in and took off her chains. She didn’t even say thanks for that. But he looked at her one last time before he left the cageroom, and Priscilla looked back and smiled and marveled at the ease with which she had created romance where none had been, where none was ever supposed to be.

She went to her bed, worked the trainer back up her vagina without having to masturbate first. Something was keeping her wet. The trainer counted down the 10 minutes it needed her to train, giving her scores that were no better than her first set. But at least she had gotten it done.

She wanted to masturbate, but again she refrained. Dr. Bank would be sending for her soon, and she knew she’d get all the relief she could ask for in his lab. And if she struggled at all to get wet or to achieve orgasm in accordance with his timetable, Dr. Cooper would be consulted, the premature orgasm would be reported along with Dr. Morrow’s earlier suggestion that she not give herself one, and off Priscilla would go for her half hour of unpleasantries. She could of course pull the tool out before she gave herself relief, but then she’d be subject to the standard cageroom rule: lab inventory didn’t masturbate in their cages unless specifically authorized to do so, and it was something the lab paid attention to during the day, both by camera and by the direct observation of the staff who passed through the room throughout the day.

Annoying as being hung was, that wasn’t the only thing she disliked about punishment. Before she could be hanged, they would put her in special restraints, cuffs lined with tiny pins that dug into the flesh of her wrists and ankles. And then, all punishment was done in a single room, where the girls were forced by design to witness each other’s suffering. There would be the steady grunts of the girls getting whipped or paddled or shocked, a sharp cry now and then when the tool hit a particularly sensitive place, or the same place more than once. Some girls, typically the newer ones, protested throughout the process, insisting on their innocence, offering their unsolicited opinions on how effective punishment should be done, attempting to negotiate or bargain with their punishers – all to no avail, of course, and more often than not just leading to additional discipline.

Priscilla had learned to tune out most of the noise, the shouts and the wordless cries, but when the victim spoke even halfway intelligibly, human nature required she attend, even when she knew in advance the words would be of no account. Indeed, Priscilla brought some of the worst words back with her, gray matter souvenirs her memory refused to sweep off the shelf:

“Wait, wait, just a second, let me catch my OWWWW!”

“Can you not, can you please not, NOOOOO! I’m asking nicely, PLEEEEEEASE!”

“OW! Why are you OW! can’t you just OW! ah fuck goddam . . .”

Punishment would be handled directly in Cooper’s lab, Priscilla had learned, meaning she could be subject to the pain and protestations of her fellow research inventory at any time, not just when she’d been sent to suffer. This was a negative of the new life that awaited her. But then, there would just be 10 of them there. How often would Cooper and his team be running their girls through the wringer? Rarely, Priscilla hoped. Never, maybe. But she would have a window. This she had also heard. A way to see a world she could not touch or breath in. But yes, a window was good.

Briefly, darkly, as she washed her trainer, dried it with a hand towel, pushed it back in the box and put it on her shelf, she remembered Cooper’s words. Her likeness lingered, out there in the world, the images of a free Priscilla van Dross, a successful Priscilla van Dross, a girl with her life ahead of her, a girl smiling in an internship photo, over a blueprint, shoulder to shoulder with other scholarship winners, a girl entirely ignorant of the fate that awaited, a fate, unending, of use as a sexual guinea pig.

Priscilla would go on to fail twice in the next two weeks with Cooper’s trainer, once before the Cassock contract was fully underway, the second time afterwards. She found the difference in consequences interesting.




Chapter 15: The Examination Continues

Marsha pushed the rod into Titania’s chamber, and the girl squeezed and relaxed.

“It’s rough,” Titania observed.

“We’ve textured it to help you hold onto it.”

“Oh, thank you.”

Was Titania being sarcastic? No way to tell.

“Now,” Marsha said, “look down so I can show you the motivational chains.”

One long chain hung from the end of the rod, and two more chains dangled from either side of the base, each ending in a large clamp.

Marsha raised the two clamps, pulling them forward so Titania could see them.

“I’m going to clamp these to your inner labia, one for each side,” Marsha explained.

“What’s the third chain for?” Titania asked.

“I’ll apply challenge weights to it.”

“Oooh.”

“So when you release the rod, it will fall the length of the motivational chains before they stop its descent.”

Marsha pulled Titania’s right vaginal lip out and away from her hole and applied the clamp, prompting laughter.

“It kind of hurts,” Titania said.

“You’re laughing, though,” Marsha noted.

“I just remembered a joke,” Titania said. “Want to hear it?”

“No, kinda busy,” Marsha replied, and she clamped Titania’s left labia and stood.

Meanwhile, the rod continued to undulate.

“This is what we call an escalating motivational system,” Marsha said. “Every time you release the rod, it will be a little heavier, and the flesh between the clamps will be a little more sensitive.”

“Are you going to count how many times I drop it?” Titania asked.

“Yes, we’ll stop at 20, if you go that far.”

“Out loud?” Titania asked.

“I could.”

“It would be sort of weird,” Titania said, adding quickly, “but in a good way.”

“Okay.”

Marsha stepped to the counter, returned with a handful of metal weights, each with a hook at the end, and she affixed three to the chain hanging from the base of the rod.

“I hope this isn’t supposed to be hard,” Titania said.

“Want me to add a few more?” Marsha asked, and she put three more weights on the chain before Titania could answer, and then she stood back and tapped something into her tablet.

Titania looked down and gave her pelvis a shake, the chain and its six weights swinging between her legs.

“Still easy?” Marsha asked.

“Yes,” Titania replied. “Do you need proof, though?”

“Just the weights,” Marsha said, and she grabbed another handful and hooked them onto Titania’s chain. “You’re at 17 now.”

“Seventeen pounds?”

“No, it’s our own unit of mass, for this test.”

“I wish it was pounds.”

“Why?”

“Because then I could say I did 17 pounds, and people would get it.”

“Between 17 and 20 is where we start to see some releasing. But they’re not pounds.”

“I like it,” Titania said. “I’m not close yet.”

Marsha continued loading up the chain, another five weights added to the links, and Titania grimaced but her grip stayed true.

“You’re at the high end now,” Marsha said, and she turned to the closet, returned bearing more weights, and she applied them wherever she could find room on Titania’s chain.

“Yeah, yeah,” Titania grunted. “Oh, Robin Hood, oh yeah, Robin Hood, do your band of merrymen . . . yeah, oh, have time . . . when you’re not . . . stealing from the rich . . . uhhhhhhhh OHHHHHHH!”

Titania, despite her peculiar circumstances – or perhaps because of them – was obviously having an orgasm, her hands wrapped around her chains, the restraints on her feet rattling as she shifted, her pelvis rocking and her bottom and breasts shaking with unstoppable pleasure, the rod slipping out of her hole, inch by inch, until on the fourth distinct wave of climax, nothing but the tip was inside her, and it left her chamber and the whole assemblage dropped between her legs, a brief freefall before the motivational chains went taut and the clamps dug into her labia and held fast, the pink sexual flesh extending more than an inch on either side of her vaginal mouth.

Titania looked at Marsha, puzzled, before she bent to examine her stretched vulva, and at last, the pain made its way through her brain and to her mouth.

“Oh my stars!” she cried, and now her thighs were straining against the straps, the girl desperate to do whatever it took, with any available limb, to relieve her straining sex.

Marsha stepped over, grabbed the swinging rod at the base, raised it, and Titania sighed with relief. Marsha plunged the wet tool back into the bound girl’s front chamber, picked up a pair of weights that had dropped off, hooked them back on the chain, and stood.

“A midnight train to Zanzibar,” Titania said apologetically. “I wasn’t trying to do that.”

“That’s what you call an orgasm?” Marsha asked.

“It’s one of the names I made up for it, after I found out it was a thing, and it had a name, orgasm, which sounds too much like organ. Like church organ.”

“Why midnight train to Zanzibar, though?” Marsha asked.

Titania laughed. “It was the most exotic thing I could think up, at the time.”

“Think it will happen again?”

“Do you want it to?” Titania asked, and she looked down and angled her pelvis forward, the chain and all its weights swaying.

“You can if you want,” Marsha said. “But it seems like climaxing makes you relax, so you’ll have to do it at your own risk.”

“I feel like I can really talk to you,” Titania said. “That doesn’t always happen.”

“How does it feel?” Marsha asked.

“Strangely satisfying,” Titania replied. “I’ve been told my communication channels have been warped by a dissociative dis—”

“No, I mean physically,” Marsha interrupted. “How does your vagina feel?”

“It was a nurse who tried to diagnose me, though,” Titania said. “So that should not count against me.”

“Our focus today is on the physical,” Marsha said. “So I’d like to know how you feel, physically.”

“Too good,” Titania said, and she bent over to study the dangling mass. “Am I allowed to pull it in, or is that cheating?”

“You can try, but I don’t think—”

Two inches of the rod immediately slipped out of Titania’s vagina, and Marsha fell silent to watch.

And sure enough, the rod and its ponderous weights began inching, slowly but inexorably, back into the girl’s body.

Marsha turned to the counter to tap this latest development into the tablet.

“I haven’t seen that done before,” she said.

“I learned to do it on boys,” Titania confessed, her voice a little strained. “They sort of like it, I guess.”

“Is it going to make you cum again?” Marsha asked.

“You want me to, right?” Titania queried.

“I have no opinion either way,” Marsha said. “I just want to know what to expect.”

“It dropped out the first time,” Titania noted.

“Do you always relax when you orgasm?”

“I think I do both. Squeeze and take a break. Squeeze and take a break. It’s a very important time for me.”

“You enjoy cumming,” Marsha said flatly.

“The time of my life,” Titania agreed.

Marsha pulled four more weights from the closet, knelt before Titania, studied the chain, eventually found four places where hooks could be fitted.

All the while, the rod and its dangling chain moved, oscillated, swung, powerful things happening within Titania’s well-endowed chamber, the girl wincing and grunting, rising to the challenge between her legs with the passion of a world-class athlete.

And yet the rod began to descend, nothing she could do anymore to keep it up her hole, her ability to draw it inward completely vanquished by the new weights, vaginal fatigue, persistent gravity.

Titania shifted, drew in her breath audibly, and the rod – all its length coated with female lubricant – dropped out, fell a malevolent eight inches, jerked violently, bounced back up as weights spun off the chain and spiraled across the floor and came to a stop in random places, near Marsha’s feet and against Titania’s left toe.

“Aw, shucks, that smarts!” Titania cried out, bending again to study the assemblage stretching her vulval lips downward, the flesh almost white under the torment.

Marsha wasted no time getting the rod back up Titania’s vagina, the suffering girl agreeable with the plan, widening her thighs through a temporary reprieve as her lips were rescued and her sheath was put once again to the task.

“Sarcasm is a distraction,” Titania said. “I’m not trying to be rude.”

“I didn’t even think that,” Marsha said, gathering the weights and readorning the chain with them.

“You didn’t hear me?” Titania said, sounding almost hurt.

“Hear you?”

“I said ‘Aw shucks, that smarts,’” Titania said. “Didn’t you . . . think that was . . . rude?”

“I truly did not,” Marsha said.

“I would have said something completely different, if I was being honest,” Titania said, and she looked down, the rod once again slipping out of her slot, a wet inch exposed so far and more on the way. “I think ‘Oh you motherfucker shit goddam’ in my head, but then I said ‘Aw shucks.’”

“It’s really hurting?” Marsha said.

“When it drops and pulls my lips, yeah,” Titania said. “I’m sure I’m not the first victim you’ve tortured here.”

“For the record, it’s not torture,” Marsha said.

“If it hurts, it’s torture,” Titania countered.

“If you get a tooth pulled and it hurts a little later that day, is that torture?”

Titania bent and issued a distressed little moan as the rod slowly exited her body, a full four inches protruding from her sex. And at that point, the outcome was inevitable, every inch that left her body one less inch for her to grasp with her sexual walls.

“It is torture,” Titania said through gritted teeth. “Dentists literally go to torture school.”

“I don’t think that’s literally true.”

“In my mind, it is,” Titania said, adding a desperate “Oh no!” before the rod exited her vagina, fell, stopped with a jerk, shook and swung, shedding weights all the while.

“Ow-ow-ow-ow-ow,” Titania mourned. “Damn you!”

Marsha gathered up the loose weights and pushed the rod back in, the tool and Titania’s vulva both so wet a slicking sound accompanied the insertion, and Titania grunted and sighed and, for the moment, clung to the device, gasping with determination as Marsha hooked the weights back on.

“You’re doing great,” Marsha said, turning around to tap more data into the tablet.

The door that led to the entrance creaked open, and Titania turned so suddenly the chain beneath her swung widely, striking her left thigh.

“Dr. Cooper,” she said breathlessly. “If I cum, it’s gonna be bad.”

Benjamin Cooper smiled, stepped before the girl.

“Hello, Titania,” he said. “So you showed up.”

“That was my idea,” Titania agreed, looking down at the weights hanging from her feminine chamber. “The rest was things Marsha thought up.”

“Actually,” Cooper said, following Titania’s gaze, staring with a furrowed brow at the mass Titania held, “you’re experiencing a test I designed.”

“It’s fun,” Titania said, “until it’s not fun.”

“How many times has she dropped it?” Cooper asked, turning to Marsha.

“Three so far,” Marsha said. “I’ve been keeping notes you’ll want to see.”

“Summarize.”

“She was able to pull it back in, early in the session,” Marsha said.

“How much of it?”

“A few inches, when the mass was at 25.”

“Very good. I’ve never seen that before.”

“And her first drop was precipitated by orgasm.”

“Orgasm?”

“She came on her own,” Marsha said. “The rod made her release.”

“Do you relax during orgasm?” Cooper asked, turning to Titania.

“I do both,” Titania said. “The boys like it, I think. And the customer’s always right.”

“Have you worked as a prostitute?” Cooper asked.

“Are there rumors about that?” Titania inquired.

“I haven’t heard anything,” Cooper said.

“Because, no,” Titania said. “But in this day and age, the social medias will just pick up something and run with it, and there’s nothing you can do about it. It’s like a wildfire that you try to put out with your feet, and then you give up and say ‘I wish I had bigger feet.’”

“You said customer,” Cooper said.

“Customer,” Titania echoed, her words rushing out, her anxiety obvious. “A double almond milk latte with two pinches of cinnamon, one shake of nutmeg, extra kale froth. I had a customer like that.”

Cooper stared while Titania seemed to be counting down in her mind to a punchline of some kind.

“In bed, he was vanilla,” she concluded, and she laughed, a single explosion of mirth before she looked down, gasped. The rod was easing out of her hole again, almost two inches visible, the base of the device ringed with droplets of her vaginal lubricant.

“I’m going to masturbate you,” Cooper said. “I want to see how it affects your ability to hold.”

“Mi vulva su vulva,” Titania proposed grimly, and she angled her pelvis up and opened her eyes wide, staring intently at Cooper, and when he reached down and pulled apart the girl’s ample labia to find her clitoris, she breathed in and made as if to help him, her left hand moving toward her sex organ until the chain went taut with a quiet clink.

Cooper needed no help, of course, pulling at Titania’s clitoris, squeezing and pressing it, adjusting to her responses, continuing with those things that made the girl draw in her breath or twist her hole upward, and the chain swung and the weights rattled and Titania stood and shook – vibrated might not be too strong a word – her breasts and bottom rippling on the unstoppable journey to another orgasm, and the sounds that emanated from the little lab area would make no sense to anyone who wasn’t a direct witness, first a hoot and then a “yeah!” and then an odd pronouncement, “Shame on him who thinks ill of it!” followed by the clink of chain going taut, the ting-ting of metal pieces rattling across the floor, a cry of pain, and something about the wheels on a bus going “round and round.” And finally, an urgent female voice shouting, “Plug it back in!”

Cooper did the honors, pushing the rod back into Titania’s chamber while the girl panted, grimaced, squeezed around the evaluative tool.

Cooper did not pick up the scattered weights, however, nor did Marsha, and Titania stayed silent on the matter.

The next words were Cooper’s: “We can finish with this part of the examination if you’re ready to take a penis.”

“A boy penis?” Titania queried hoarsely.

“We have a few here,” Cooper said.

“Please don’t build me up,” Titania said by way of assent.

“What do you mean?” Cooper asked, his puzzled expression matching the occasionally mystified face of Marsha.

“I won’t be able to squeeze,” Titania advised. “Probably. Since my River of Jordan is worn out. So he should come expecting an ordinary, everyday vagina.”

“Go get Rick,” Cooper said to Marsha, and the girl quickly exited.

As soon as she was gone, Cooper turned to face Titania, and she looked back at him with a mix of curiosity and tension, the latter expression presumably because the weight hanging from her vagina remained considerable, and when it dropped, it was going to hurt.

“I’m already pretty sure I’m going to formally take you,” Cooper said. “Penis insertion is mostly a formality.”

“I knew as soon as we met we’d end up like this,” Titania said.

“End up like what?”

“You taking me,” Titania said. “I just had a feeling.”

“You understand what I’m considering, then?”

“No,” Titania said. “Other than the taking part. I have to go somewhere new, right?”

“Yes,” Cooper said. “It’s a legal matter, for the courts when necessary. There’s a concept called eminent domain that’s applicable here.”

“Is there going to be a test on this later?” Titania asked, probably being serious.

“No,” Cooper said. “But I like to explain what’s going to happen.”

“I’m all ears,” Titania said, and she tried to raise her hands but the chains stopped her short, and she looked down with an air of surprise.

“I keep forgetting I’m in those,” she said. “I was going to put my hands behind my ears.”

“So you want me to explain?”

“Picture my hands next to my ears,” Titania said. “That means yes.”

“Eminent domain applies to some form of private property, where the use of that property has a public value,” Cooper explained. “In this case, the private property is your sex organ, and because of its unique qualities, your private use of it for socializing, pleasure and reproduction is not its highest, best use. In your case, it’s highest, best use is as an object for others to study. Am I making sense so far?”

“I guess,” Titania said.

“You sound confused.”

“No,” Titania said. “I know about eminent domain. The property is taken away from the owner. But you won’t take my vagina away. You can’t. That would be life ending, I bet.”

“No, it stays between your legs.”

“Then I don’t see the taking part,” Titania said.

“We’re taking it in the sense that we’ll decide how it’s used,” Cooper said. “That will no longer be your decision.”

“As long as you’re using it,” Titania said.

“Huh?”

“If you said you were taking it away so no one could use it, I might find that disagreeable. But you want to use it.”

“Yes, in accordance with a comprehensive research program.”

“You’ll put things in it?”

“Yes.”

“You’ll bring boys to it, so they can do what they tend to do?”

“Yes.”

“And I can go on trips with it?”

“Go on trips?”

“The light fantastic.”

“You’re talking about masturbating?”

“Yes.”

“No,” Cooper said. “We have to put limits on that. For the sake of the research.”

“What happens to the people who trip anyway?”

“It depends on the facility.”

“I want to know some examples,” Titania said.

“Here, we’ll hang her by her wrists, and spank or whip her,” Cooper said. “That’s pretty common. She might be forced to hold a very uncomfortable position. Or the punishment might fit the crime, research permitting. She might have her labia shocked or pinched, or her clitoris overstimulated while she—”

Cooper paused, studying Titania’s face, because it had frozen, all her features contorted into a mask of terror, of despair, her eyes wide, her mouth set open, her nostrils flared. And then she began to shake, first her breasts, then her buttocks, and her belly rippled and her hands clenched and unclenched and her throat issued a low, persistent moan, and the chain between her leg gave its telltale rattle before the rod slipped out of her hole, dropped a cruel eight inches, jerked back up, weights scattering and labial flesh stretching, and Titania managed only the first few words of the famous speech – “Four score and seven years ago, our—” before her voice went insensible, becoming nothing but a wordless, high-pitched scream.

Always the dispassionate researcher, Dr. Cooper stood back and observed, allowing Titania to suffer noisily for another 15 seconds before he knelt before her and unclamped the mass hanging from her feminine doors.

“Ow,” Titania said simply as the blood rushed back into her genitals.

“You had another orgasm,” Cooper observed, removing the straps that held Titania’s thighs apart.

“Yes,” Titania agreed. “Seven on the Richter scale.”

“Seven?” Cooper echoed. “You know it goes higher, right?”

“Yes,” Titania said. “Buildings were damaged but not destroyed.”

“Did you feel any of them falling?”

“I saw them shaking, like I always do,” Titania countered. “Dust, sparking wires, people running for their lives, some with flaming clothes.”

When Cooper said nothing, just looked at Titania as if trying to assess her seriousness, she continued: “I’m not afraid of my imagination, and my therapist said that’s what makes me different.”

Marsha appeared, escorting a tall Black male, nude and erect, keeping pace with the worker even though his ankles were chained together.

“Titania, this is Tyrell,” Marsha said. “He’ll be doing a final check of your vagina.”

“Have we met before?” Titania said, looking at the boy.

“You see, I’m from Cleveland,” Tyrell said, his restraints ringing as he took his last few steps up to the girl, planted his feet between hers.

“I’m going to need to drop a little to get inside you,” he said, the only preamble he offered before he bent his knees, grabbed his long penis at the base, angled it up, used his other hand to spread Titania’s lips, and quickly impaled her.

“Romance,” Titania grunted, buttocks tightening and chains ringing out as she reacted to having her chamber pierced yet again. “Express.”

“On a budget,” agreed Tyrell, who seemed for the moment to be understanding the girl.

Because Tyrell’s chin was up near Titania’s forehead, she could not kiss him, so she kissed his shoulder instead, her cheeks puffing out each time the arch in his back indicated another deep insertion.

The exercise ended quickly, Tyrell’s work ethic coupled with the unexpectedly persistent magic of Titania’s chamber getting things finished with no more than a few dozen thrusts. As things wrapped up, Tyrell breathed out deeply and shook and bounced his penis within the girl’s loins, and she gasped with what seemed to be pain or pleasure or both, and she shook around him but did not make a speech or attempt one and did not seem to be having another orgasm.

And when he slowly drew his penis out of her sheath, the evidence of both partners’ satisfaction with the proceedings veritably glistened, a thick sheen of female lubricating honey marbled with the male cream of impregnation, the cocktail running over his scrotum and, as his penis softened and sloped down, dripping from his tip as well.

“Tyrell, 15 words or less,” Cooper said.

“Two,” Tyrell shot back. “Da bomb.”

“I found my second wind,” Titania said with a note of apology, turning to Dr. Cooper. “I went into rehabilitation while we were talking, and I was ready again.”

“Thank you, Tyrell,” Cooper said, his meaning clear to Marsha, who placed a hand on his upper arm and escorted him from the lab area.

“Fuck ya later, babe,” he said with one last glance at Titania.

“I’ll squeeze your dick till you cry next time,” Titania agreed, and Tyrell was laughing as he left the space and returned to the place where the TV was on.

As soon as he and Marsha rounded the corner, Cooper was standing before the girl, and he reached up and put a hand on her shoulder and looked earnestly into her eyes.

“You’re mine,” he said. “One way or the other.”

“There are only two ways?” Titania said, looking just as earnestly back.

“There are as many ways as there are research girls,” Cooper said. “But they come in two primary categories. Voluntary and . . . not so voluntary.”

“Which one am I?”

“Which one do you want to be?”

“I don’t know.”

“I’m going to file an order with the courts on you,” Cooper said. “That has to be done no matter what. And they’ll send the order to you, assuming there are no issues, and—”

“What kind of issues could there be?” Titania asked, sounding worried.

“Pending criminal charges, excessive debt, dependents or other legal obligations,” Cooper said quickly. “Documented behavioral history.”

“None of which apply to me,” Titania said. “Fortunately, no one has bothered to document anything, that I know of.”

“But there is one other challenge,” Cooper said.

“Ooh,” Titania said, narrowing her eyes conspiratorially.

“I can’t keep you here.”

“Good, I don’t want to watch that TV station.”

“You’re not going to become Kansas University property.”

“Is it something about me?” she asked.

“No, it’s something I’m doing. I won’t be here much longer, and I want to take you with me.”

“Take me where?”

“I can’t say yet,” Cooper replied. “It hasn’t been announced officially.”

“When do I go?” Titania asked.

“Soon,” Cooper said. “I’m going to try to get the paperwork filed in the next week, and then we’ll pick you up.”

“Pick me up?”

“At home, where you live.”

“Okay.”

“You’ll be living with me for some of the time. And then we’ll move.”

“Should I quit my job?” Titania inquired.

“Not yet,” Cooper said. “Wait until you get the order.”




Chapter 16: Consequences for Failing to Train

Priscilla finished ovulating the following Monday, the last day in May, Memorial Day. She thought she might have the day off because of the holiday, a third day of light duty after the weekend, and she completed her first session with Dr. Cooper’s trainer that morning immediately after her cageroom was inventoried, but she was chained soon after, and she went on to be taxed to her limits by the ambitious Dr. Bank. She endured penetration by three males, and four hard orgasms, and she wasn’t returned to her cage until after 6 that day. She ate, read, doodled, was walked to the shower cage to bathe (feet shackled, hands free), talked through the bars to her neighbors, brushed her teeth, and then it was lights out and she put her head on her pillow and remembered only then that she was supposed to have tightened around the trainer a second time that day. The thought of finding the box in the half-darkness, unlatching it, pulling out the tool, inserting it, squeezing it for 10 minutes, pulling it out and washing it – she was too weary to do any of those things, much less all of them. So she decided not to worry, simply drifted off without putting much thought at all toward Dr. Cooper and his little exercise program.

She knew as soon as she awoke the next morning that her reckoning was soon to come. Indeed, such knowledge was intrinsic, in the same way that humans gain an innate sense of any currency they practice with. Whether it be the sustenance of hunting and gathering, the advance and dispatch of mortal enemies, the proceeds of bartering, or working for cash, people develop a sixth sense when it comes to anticipating loss and maximizing benefit. At Atlanta General Female Laboratory and Services, a vital currency was the pain and discomfort that could be inflicted for any infraction, an exchange considered vital to keeping things running smoothly, the research on track. It was the lab’s role to impose discipline, including the physical often enough, and it was correspondingly inevitable that Priscilla and her fellow inventory would develop and maintain a highly refined sensibility of how that suffering would come, and when, and why.

So Priscilla knew. She didn’t always know. Sometimes she was surprised by her punishment. Sometimes she was spared when she deserved it. But there’s something about the threat of physical suffering that makes one particularly attuned to its likelihood of occurrence, and Priscilla awoke with certainty, and she went through her morning rituals in a state of preparation. She urinated at her toilet, put up her bed, washed at her bidet, cuffed herself at her door, groaned with the insertion of the inventory rods, ate breakfast and brushed her teeth, and when they came for her with punishment restraints, she accepted them stoically and without surprise, looking down to watch as her ankles were bound, turning to have her wrists chained behind her back, grimacing as the pins bit into her flesh. She spent 15 minutes bound like that in her cage, unable to do anything but stand or sit, and when the two gray-suited punishment staffers arrived, a male and female she’d dealt with before, she was almost relieved.

Conversations were rare between the girls going to punishment and the staffers transporting them. It was too late to protest a judgment on the female’s side, and those in charge of inflicting pain had no incentive to converse, get familiar, form relationships with their victims. And they often sent two personnel to get a girl, just in case she resisted, refused to walk, or couldn’t walk.

Priscilla always went willingly, and she always listened, setting aside pre-torture jitters so she could hear and store and replay any words that might be spoken between the workers escorting her. And this morning, as she left the cageroom and followed the punishment crew through the halls to the room where discipline was meted out, there were words aplenty, for this was the first day of the contract with Cassock Corporation, the start of a new regime of what was euphemistically being called correction, but which Priscilla knew from personal experience would be the same thing it had always been, with a few variations, some creative new equipment, and a new set of words.

“What does Pearl think the meeting’s for?”

“Why would Pearl know?”

“She’s friends with Bette.”

“She and Bette are distant relatives,” the female worker said. “And I don’t think Bette knows anyway.”

“How could Bette not know?” the male asked. “She’s in charge of everything.”

“Cassock’s in charge of everything now,” the female replied. “Bette’s just working for them, like the rest of us.”

“They could fire her, then?”

“Of course.”

“That’s not going to be good,” he said. “If they do.”

“If it’s going to happen, they’ll announce it at this morning’s meeting.”

“If they fire Bette, I bet people walk out,” he said.

“Would you?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I’d think about it.”

“You’re not going to find anything that pays like this.”

“Yeah, but,” the male agreed, and he gestured toward Priscilla, his meaning clear, “we earn it.”

As they neared the punishment room, Priscilla heard the unmistakable sound of something wooden hitting something made of flesh, followed by a single cry. As the door was pulled open for her, her focus was on a conversation between two more female voices, one of them timbred with what Priscilla knew to be anxiety.

It was just two girls there this morning, one hanging by her hands by rope from the ceiling, one bound facedown to a table, two female workers managing their pain while Bette, who directed the room, worked at a PC near the door, barely glancing up at Priscilla and her escorts before she returned to tapping keys, moving her mouse.

“This is the one Dr. Cooper asked for,” the girl said, and Bette looked up again, motioned to the pen-like scanner lying at the corner of the desk. The girl picked it up, waved it over the ID tattoo embedded into Priscilla’s flesh near her left shoulder blade, the scanner beeped, and the record of this moment in Priscilla’s life, of her minor punishment for a minor misdeed, was transmitted to the lab’s central brain.

“What’s she getting?” Bette asked.

“Thirty minutes on the ropes, three spanks,” the girl replied.

Bette nodded to Priscilla, looked down.

Because hanging recalcitrant females was a consequence the lab was partial to, there were a half dozen rope stations here, and Priscilla followed the female to a place two away from the spot already occupied. As she passed before the first hanging girl, Priscilla nodded to her, and the girl offered a grimace back. She was a solidly-built black girl, one of those who had participated in Dr. Cooper’s vaginal assessment, and Priscilla wondered if she’d made the cut, and if she had, whether she knew of the new space that awaited Cooper’s chosen females. Information traveled strangely here, Priscilla had noticed, like it most likely did in any place where females were regularly confined and closely monitored. But whether she knew or not, she seemed to have other things on her mind at present. Her body, laden as it was with the curves of breasts, belly, a full rear, was essentially straight as a rod now, a perfect line running from her bound wrists to her shoulders, down her spine and through her hips and legs to the ends of her feet, which were fully extended so that her toes could press against the floor, pushing her up just enough to relieve the worst of the strain on her upper body.

What had she done? Priscilla wondered. And how long would she hang?

Priscilla went to her assigned space, looked down while the chain between her ankles was clamped to the floor. Her handcuffs were removed and she was allowed a good 20 seconds to rub her wrists while the ropes were lowered into place. But as soon as the white nylon arrived before her, she held out her hands, looking on dispassionately as the female worker circled each wrist twice, tied it off, checked the tightness, and stepped over to turn the crank that pulled the ropes up toward the ceiling.

Priscilla watched her hands rise, fighting the anxiousness that was always strongest at this point. She knew her arms were soon to be stretched straight overhead, unpleasant in its own right, but after that, the ropes would continue to pull her up until her toes had been lifted entirely from the floor, the discomfort immediate as her wrists, elbows and shoulders bore all her weight. This was the worst moment of being hung, but it was a necessary cruelty. Only if she were separated entirely from the floor could the staff estimate her proper hanging height. It was, Priscilla was certain, a central principle of discipline room training: a girl lifted cleanly off the floor extended her feet by instinct, the panic of hanging by her arms alone forcing her to seek the solid surface below. Therefore, only if she were fully-suspended could her reach be accurately measured.

Full hanging normally lasted no more than five minutes, but it was always a profoundly unpleasant five minutes to Priscilla, and today was no different. As soon as her heels left the floor, she extended her feet, stretching ever more desperately to hold herself up, and when her toes lost purchase, her feet shook with a mind of their own, swinging and circling in search of a floor that could no longer be touched, her shackles rattling between her ankles and the clamp.

“Uhhhh,” she groaned, looking down. “Ahhh, no.”

No matter how she stretched, her toes remained a good six inches from the floor.

Instinctive hopelessness arrived a few moments later. Nothing she could do would relieve the pain in her arms, and moving was only making things worse, so she lowered her head and closed her eyes, ribs expanding and contracting rapidly as she fought panic.

The female staff member, it should be said, was not burdened with any such concerns, and she went about her task coolly, professionally. She stepped over to Bette’s desk, spoke quietly to the woman, returned to Priscilla and knelt to examine the distance between toe and flooring. Gravity lengthens things, of course, both rope and the human body, and where Priscilla had been at least six inches from the floor at the start of the procedure, she was perhaps more like four inches away now.

“Hurry,” Priscilla wanted to say. “Lower me, please.”

But the girl took her time, releasing the catch on the crank and turning it backward no more than a notch or two before she examined the toes, which were swinging again with the vain hope brought on by partial descent.

Back to the crank went the staffer, click went the crank, and Priscilla looked down, willing her feet to touch something, anything. But no, her feet were still wandering air, her only attachment to the floor the ankle chain that swung and clattered beneath her.

The staffer peered beneath Priscilla and, not unlike a garage mechanic carefully lowering a vehicle, she returned to the crank, lowered Priscilla just a little more, and at last her big toes and the toes beside them found something solid, and she pushed up with all her might, gasping with relief.

Priscilla glanced at the clock on the wall to her left, noted the time, drew in her breath and settled in for a half hour of suffering. Thirty minutes would be terrible, but an hour would be far worse, and she was grateful to herself for the bargaining she had done with Cooper and Morrow. There were still the three spanks to reckon with, but the worst was over. She was no longer dangling unsupported.

Uncomfortable but not miserable, she surveyed the room, confirming that there were still just the three of them here – herself, the black girl hanging to Priscilla’s left, and the girl tied to the table before her. Whatever caning or whipping they were due had already been taken care of, apparently, so only Bette was left among the personnel, all the workers sent to other assignments. The room was, overall, quieter than Priscilla had expected, but that was probably not surprising given the transition today to Cassock. If anyone’s punishment could be delayed, she guessed, it would be. The suffering of Priscilla and the two others here must have been deemed priorities.

Bette, a middle-aged, dark-haired woman, seemed particularly stressed, typing frantically, propelling her mouse, head oscillating as she consulted two monitors.

Within 10 minutes of Priscilla’s suspension, however, Bette gave the air of someone finished with something critical. Her shoulders slumped, she leaned back in her chair, put her hands behind her head and stretched. And then she stood, surveyed the room, noticed Priscilla hanging, stepped over to her.

“So what did you do to make Dr. Cooper angry?” she asked.

It was a strange way to phrase the question, coming from a strange person. Confessions were a standard part of any visit to the punishment room, but those – and the actual wielding of whips and rods – were invariably solicited by staff, while Bette either worked at her PC or tended to things elsewhere. And then, Dr. Cooper wasn’t angry, Priscilla was certain. Notifying the lab that Priscilla needed punishment was probably just another item on his checklist, one of the many things he was probably taking care of as he prepared to move to Atlanta.

“I’m supposed to do two trainings per day,” Priscilla admitted, “and I did just one yesterday.”

“What kind of training?”

“A sort of vaginal exercise,” Priscilla said. “I put it inside myself, and then I’m supposed to tighten around it in a certain way.”

“Why did you skip?” Bette asked, turning away to grab a whip from its peg.

“I was just really tired,” Priscilla said, her voice made a little short by suspension. The longer she and Bette talked, the more difficult talking became. This was not a room of long conversations. “They kept me busy yesterday.”

Priscilla had never been whipped by Bette, and the fear of the unknown had her anxiety returning.

“You get three?” Bette asked, taking her place behind Priscilla.

“Yeah,” Priscilla agreed.

“What’s Dr. Cooper like?” Bette asked, the last word of her question a little elongated, and Priscilla knew what it meant, that the voice did that when the arm was being extended, and a moment later, the lash whistled before it founds its target, between Priscilla’s shoulder blades.

“Aaaah!” Priscilla shouted, her body jerking and bending backward, her feet leaving the floor. She dropped her head and drew in her breath before she answered with a question of her own.

“Like . . . in what way?” she said after one more gasp.

“Strict?” Bette asked, rounding Priscilla’s hanging form to stand before her, coiling the whip.

“Well . . . I’m here because he ordered it,” Priscilla said.

“Will he run a tight ship when he gets here?” she asked.

“He’ll be doing punishment in his lab,” Priscilla replied. “So I guess that means yes.”

“How big is the space?” Bette asked, her voice rising slightly.

So this was a concern of Bette’s, Priscilla thought. With the Cassock contract starting today, Priscilla imagined, Bette already had enough to worry with. She didn’t need someone else creating a second punishment center to compete with hers. But how much should Priscilla say? She hadn’t been called to the meeting to review the floorplan for Cooper’s new lab. All that had been incidental to the real reason she was summoned, to learn how to train her vagina. Of course, even if she had been brought up so the plans could be shared with her, that didn’t authorize her to spill the beans to anyone else. If she told Bette everything she knew and it got back to Morrow or Cooper, the consequences would be worse than another visit to the punishment lab. She might very well lose their trust. Cooper might choose someone else to tour his lab with him. Morrow might refrain from the occasional confidences he shared, all minor in the big scheme of things but important to Priscilla. She wanted their trust, their respect. She treasured it, in fact. They kept her chained, had her penetrated, stimulated her until she was begging for mercy or screaming through orgasms, which they invariably noted for duration and intensity, but still . . . she wanted to believe that, on some level, they were colleagues.

Priscilla worked through her reservations in no more than a second or two, but the pause was long enough for Bette. She stepped behind again and slashed the whip across Priscilla’s lower back.

“Ahhhh!” Priscilla cried, hands opening, fingers straightening as the pain worked its way like electricity through her body.

She was panting now. Although she was pushing away from the floor with all her might, her calf muscles bulging, the way she was hung had narrowed her ribcage and her lungs struggled within, unable to fill themselves with enough air to speak properly.

“I really don’t . . .” Priscilla said. “I just know there will be . . . be . . . a place for it . . . but how big . . . no . . . I don’t know.”

It was a more or less honest answer. If the dimensions of the punishment area had been measured out in the floorplan she saw, she didn’t remember them. Or maybe she did remember them. But no one would expect her to.

Bette’s final lash crossed Priscilla’s bottom, upper right to lower left, starting not far from her ID tattoo.

“Eeee!” Priscilla shrieked, pulling up her legs reflexively, chains snapping tight between her ankles and the floor, pins boring into her flesh, all her weight borne by her arms until she stopped swaying and found her footing.

Bette returned the whip to its peg, strode up to Priscilla. “Any idea when they’ll be done building out the space?”

“Not really . . .” Priscilla gasped. This was always the hardest time for her to talk, in the moments after she’d been given corporal, the combination of pain and being hung making it impossible to fill her lungs. Normally at this point in the regimen, she would lower her head, close her eyes and go still, concentrating on breathing, calming down, slowing her heartbeat, waiting to be untied. She hoped Bette wasn’t going to need to visit with her much longer. “I guess . . . by July first . . . when he gets here.”

Either due to sympathy, or because Bette had learned all she could from Priscilla, the woman stepped away, returned to her PC but didn’t sit down, simply tapped on the keyboard, then crossed her arms and waited, standing and staring at the screen. With nothing else to do, Priscilla watched Bette, got the sense that she was waiting for things, hoping for things, trying to control her destiny amid forces mostly out of her control. Bette and Priscilla were not so different, the hanging girl concluded.

One of Bette’s crew appeared at the door, eyebrows raised, and Bette nodded and the worker went first to the girl on the table to check her restraints, went to the black girl next, then to Priscilla, running her finger along the three places where, Priscilla knew, there must be three long welts.

Freedom came soon after, for Priscilla first, because she was in for just a half an hour. She was lowered until her heels rested on the linoleum floor, and as soon as her arms were freed, she put her hands behind her back, wincing as the same pin-lined restraints were tightened around her wrists, and she was walked back to her cage and unchained and she went to her bed, rubbed her clitoris until the moisture flowed, and eased the trainer up her hole. Her mind wandered, as it often did while she trained, her thoughts eventually settling on punishment room dynamics, and the fact that all the staff but Bette left soon after Priscilla arrived, and she guessed that Bette had sent everyone away specifically because Priscilla was there. Bette knew that Priscilla knew things that Bette wanted to know, most likely. And Bette didn’t need anyone else knowing that she wanted to know these things. Cooper’s lab was an object of fascination for everyone, Priscilla was certain. That she would be its star captive meant little to her, though. She would still be captive.




Chapter 17: Calibration

To be truly effective, punishment must take into account each female’s unique biology, physiology, psychology. Some women find a severe beating sexually gratifying, if done under the right circumstances. For many others, any infliction of even minor physical discomfort can prompt revulsion or profound shame. Prolonged isolation is terrible for some, a welcome respite for others. While no one enjoys an hour hogtied or in short chains, some suffer hysterics until it’s over while others endure with aplomb. Dietary restrictions are a torment three times a day for sensitive females, while other girls can eat anything.

Given such variety in human nature, how does one choose the right punishment for the right female? The answer is impossible without experimentation. Specifically, try each method out and see how she reacts. And it isn’t just about asking her, an evaluation method that can be quickly subverted by a duplicitous girl. The responses she gives involuntarily are worth far more, and must be carefully monitored. Heartbeat, breath, the galvanization of skin, the opening of veins and arteries, the dilation of pupils, the production of urine and saliva – these can tell much more about what really matters to an individual female than anything she might say.

And so it was that Cassock Corporation, on the first day of its contract with Atlanta General Female Laboratory and Services, dedicated itself to measuring and recording the responses of each female to all the forms of correction they used. Calibration, they called it.

Cassock set an ambitious timetable: 30 females a day, in batches of 10, would be brought through three calibration modules, temporarily set up in the punishment room and Dr. Cooper’s uncompleted lab. Calibration would take all day for each girl, who would spend two hours in each module and a final two hours in a refined assessment.

And, given the nature of what had to be done, it would not be pleasant.

The day started as they all did. The lights were turned on, the girls in every cageroom stirred, went to toilets, went to bidets to wash, put themselves in their inventory cuffs. The inventory was run, the girls groaning or sighing or stoic.

But then, all 20 females in one cageroom, and 10 more in a second, had their feet shackled and their hands cuffed in back, as if going to punishment, except that these cuffs were not lined with pins. Soon after, each was summoned back to her bars and ordered to turn and bend so that unfamiliar objects could be inserted up each anus and each vagina. Finally, a circle of black tape was adhered to the place between their breasts, and anyone who studied it would have noticed that it seemed to contain a bit of electronic matter, topped with a little protrusion that might serve as an antenna.

No one, of course, had told them anything about what to expect. That this day marked the start of the Cassock contract was general knowledge, as was the fact that things would be done differently, and some new things would happen immediately. But why the handcuffs in back? And why the things up their holes? The girls looked at each other through the bars with their eyebrows raised, but said nothing.

And then came the long chains, a clip in the back, a clip in the front, eight clips along its length, and the 10 females were released from their cages one at a time and clipped to the chain by their handcuffs, and the chain was run between each girl’s legs so that when it went taut, it rubbed against the sensitive places there, against the inner labia and the sexual openings and, depending where the clitoris was positioned, against that too. So the females did their best to keep some slack between themselves and their neighbors as they marched off to whatever place it was they were going.

Three destinations awaited, each referred to vaguely by the staff giving orders and carrying those orders out: stress, dramatic, and contact. The dramatic and contact areas had been set up in the punishment room, reportedly because they were not so different from what was traditionally done there. The stress area was a bit more elaborate, equipped with a barrage of novel, specialized equipment.

Females who had been calibrated were ordered not to talk about their experiences once the ordeal was over, and they were held quasi-incommunicado in the days following their visits to the three modules, not going to the labs or otherwise mixing with non-calibrated inventory. But rumors circulated, passing through the lab’s back channels, research inventory whispering to each other in passing, lower-level staff fanning the flames with their own rumors and suspicions. The cries became deafening at times, it was said. No one was gagged, which made it worse. Girls were allowed to orgasm. Or forced to orgasm. The interrogations were as relentless as the pain, females expected to answer questions while things were being done to them.

Indeed, the messages became so jumbled and self-contradictory even Priscilla – the model Cassock had demonstrated their methods on a few months prior – didn’t know what to believe.

Humans manufacture far worse ideas when they don’t have facts, and Priscilla was no different on that score, so there was both dread and relief on the third day of the contract when she and her neighbors were all bound the same way after inventory, all told to bend so unusual sensors could be pushed into their front and rear chambers, all affixed with electronics adhered between their breasts, all clipped in two groups of 10 to long chains.

They went first to the punishment room, where Priscilla found a mix of the old and the unexpected, mysterious new equipment wedged in among the stations where punishment had traditionally been meted out.

For Priscilla, educated in the art of making orderly things, the chaos of this space compounded its already ominous gestalt, and as she and the other females had their ID tattoos scanned, she surveyed the room carefully.

There were of course the patented Cassock cool-down stocks, five of the contraptions which, ungainly as they might appear, were exceptionally good at securing bodies in any number of useful positions – right side up, upside down, stretched out, spread wide – for any number of useful purposes – scientific examination, genital stimulation, sexual intercourse, temporary storage, or what Cassock euphemistically called correction. Priscilla had spent time on one a few months before, had a solid understanding of their operation and abilities, and guessed today’s procedures would involve another round with the devices.

But there were things Priscilla hadn’t seen before: large, upright metal frames with hinges at the base, cages smaller than anything Priscilla had been put in, and racks of esoteric tools whose purpose was obvious – inflicting pain – but whose manner of doing so Priscilla could only guess at.

Every piece of equipment had been given a number, 1 through 20, and now a woman who was not Bette and was not in fact anyone Priscilla had ever seen before began directing things.

“Dramatic, one through ten, contact, eleven through twenty,” she announced, her meaningless instructions clear enough to staff, who immediately went to work.

The two lines of girls, 10 each fastened to two chains, were motioned further into the room by a crew of both males and females, dressed in black shirts and black slacks, the Cassock logo stitched above their right breasts. With an efficiency Priscilla found impressive, the staffers spent little more than five minutes getting each female freed from her chains and bound or chained or enclosed for her first stop.

Priscilla went first to a cage so small she could do nothing but stand at attention, bars against her back, bars against her breasts, bars slightly rounded to accommodate her face, gaps near the floor where her feet protruded, her arms immobile at her sides.

From here, she could watch the rest of the process, females caged beside her, stretched on frames, secured to the cool-down stocks right side up and upside down, put in tiny black boxes, secured with their neck and hands in medieval stocks.

Next came the implements, whips and rods, prods and canes, and Priscilla watched their application and began to understand Cassock’s terminology. Dramatic meant punishment with something active – a whip, a rod, a belt. Contact meant something that did its work through simple touch, an electric prod being applied to thighs, buttocks, ribs, bellies, backs, elsewhere. They all produced similar results, however, female voices crying out in unison as the staff experimented.

Priscilla and the girls on her side of the room got contact first. The woman in charge announced, “Contact position 17L, go,” and one at a time, every girl received an electric jolt to the underside of her left breast, the sharp but brief pain provoking cries, screams, groans. Priscilla shouted once, her body tensing and squirming within a cage that held fast.

Fortunately, the process included long reprieves between applications. After Priscilla and the other nine girls on the contact side got their test, the 10 girls on the dramatic side of the calibration process suffered their procedures. And dramatic corrections were more demanding, because they involved the swinging or swatting of instruments against specific body parts, and if a part was missed – if, say, the order was for mid-thigh and the staffer hit closer to the female’s bottom, as indicated by the location of the welt – that girl would have to be struck again. The location of every tap or touch or spank or strike had to be recorded, furthermore, so that the female’s physiological response could be matched to its provocation. This would not be a relentless torture fest, then. The verification of response broadcasts also took time. If any sensor embedded in any female’s anus or vagina, or taped to her cleavage, failed to send a clear signal, a boy sitting at Bette’s desk and watching a laptop screen would let the woman in charge know, and staff would go to the designated station number and conduct a brief check of the device.

Failures were common, it seemed, and resulted not from the breakdown of a sensor or some major mechanical issue but from some one-off glitch in the communication train running from the girl’s body to the sensors, or from there through the air to the receiver, or within the software designed to interpret, measure and report results.

Priscilla’s monitors failed twice, the first time while she was standing with her head and her hands in the stocks and having her bottom whipped.

“Ow!” she shouted when the lash bit into her rump, her cry one of a half dozen simultaneous yelps, and she grimaced and clenched her hands and waited.

If all had gone well, the boy at the PC would have looked up from his screen within 15 seconds, announced “All good,” and things would have proceeded. But after half a minute, the boy was still squinting into his screen.

“Drew, all good?” the manager asked.

“One strange result,” he said, “just a sec.”

Another 30 seconds passed before Drew looked up. “Okay, the female at station 16,” he said. “We’re getting invalid data from her anus. Can you take a look?”

Several staff stepped up behind Priscilla, tapped her thigh, and she parted her feet to the limits of her chains, and the crew went to work, tugging on her monitor, turning it and pressing it at the base, doing other things to it that Priscilla couldn’t see.

“Okay, let’s test her again,” said one of the staff, and the girl with the whip took her position beside Priscilla.

“Legs together,” she ordered, and Priscilla obeyed, tensed, waited, heard the whip slash her flesh before she felt it, a blaze of pain that continued to sting, and she cried out and lifted and dropped one foot and waited for the burning to ease.

“That’s it,” the boy at the PC said. “All good.”

The second of Priscilla’s monitor fails occurred during the test of nipple clamps, a pair put on every female and turned to a moderate electrical setting, enough to prompt shouts of discomfort but no more. As before, the boy at the PC reported erroneous data at Priscilla’s station, specifically coming from the sensor between her breasts, so after the obligatory but inconclusive inspection of the device, her clamps were turned on again, she winced and grunted, the right data was transmitted, and the work continued.

Among the correction techniques Priscilla found most novel was an upright rack on hinges positioned before a shallow pool of water. The girls were taken to it, ordered to spread their legs so their ankles could be chained to the lower corners, freed from their handcuffs so they could reach up to be bound, and their chains would be shortened so they could be hung, spread-eagle, before being angled backward into the water behind them. And it was cold water, Priscilla concluded after the first few females reacted to being lowered. “Oh my god!” shouted one. “Fuck, it’s freezing,” another noted. “Oooh, oooh, oooh!” said a third.

It didn’t bother Priscilla, however. Maybe the water had warmed up by the time they set her in it. She gasped at first of course, but quickly adjusted, and for five minutes she imagined she was at a peculiar spa, a treatment dedicated to the improvement of her back half, and she felt her hair floating around her ears and suspected she was broadcasting serenity from her chest and both her holes, and knew she would never be punished this way.

And so it went until lunchtime, a few moments of pain or discomfort followed by data reviews, reapplications, a separate round of procedures for the females on the other side of the room. Priscilla was stretched, caged, hung by her feet and hands, stocked, and subjected to more than a dozen imaginative ways to alter her behavior.

Some things hurt worse than others. Some things bothered her more than others, independent of the pain they caused. But Priscilla was determined not to let her treatment break through the shell of aplomb she had built around herself in the last nine months, and she never cried, never wept. Some of the girls sobbed, begged for a break, lamented the unfairness of the world, but Priscilla simply abided, knowing this would end later today and it would be followed by, most likely, the same frequency of punishment she had endured to date.

Priscilla and her neighbors were walked back to their cages for lunch, told to bend over for the removal of anal and vaginal monitors but expected to keep their chest monitors in place. They were given no more than 30 minutes to eat before sanitized monitors were put up each hole and they were handcuffed, clipped to chains and packed into the elevators for the ride to the fifth floor, where a temporary calibration area had been set up in the space where Cooper’s lab was being built.

Priscilla had seen the floorplan, had a rough sense of what would go where, but she knew there was no substitute for visiting the actual space, and once she arrived, she scanned the room and tried to imagine living here, living in a cage opposite a long row of windows where she could see the sky, the tops of trees, the earth and, when the time was right, the space directly below the windows, which she would study discreetly as she continued to assemble her understanding of the building and the space around it. It had been weeks since her last look at the outside world, and she sucked in her breath and paid attention to nothing else for a long while before the orders of the workers brought her mind back to the present. Listening to the Cassock crew, Priscilla quickly gleaned this area’s correction category: stress. No one would be beaten here, prodded or whipped. This was where each female would instead simply be positioned and held for whatever time was deemed necessary to discourage future indiscretions.

A girl operated the PC here, monitoring the signals from each female’s sensors as they were placed upside down in the cool-down stocks, bound with boards and racks and forced to stand, placed in tiny boxes of utter blackness, stretched out spread-eagle on the floor. Priscilla suffered, longed for it to end, occasionally groaned. As her responses wavered, her conviction grew that this process was, to use a single word, bogus.

Yes, she was certain, her breasts, her anus and vagina were sending data. And there was probably some correlation between her sentiment from one moment to the next and what was being sent through the ether. But no, Cassock was learning very little about the optimal correctional approach for each member of research inventory.

For example, as she was placed inside what was called the “sensory box,” an upright rectangle of confinement which allowed no light and but a little sound to intrude, she’d felt terrified. What were they going to do to her in here? Would she be burned, spanked, electrocuted? But nothing happened. She simply stood, her fear subsiding, her vitals no doubt returning to normal. Depending on what data was used, Cassock might have decided this was the torture of choice for the girl known as 14067, the surest path to getting her back in line. And she hoped they would, because the sensory box was at worst a minor inconvenience, like standing in line at the grocery store.

The unpleasantries, give or take, concluded in mid-afternoon, at which point Priscilla and her fellow inventory were all handcuffed, shackled, and bound to the chains before they were led off, one at a time, for an interview at the other end of the space that would be Cooper’s lab.

A desk had been placed there, and two Cassock employees sat on one side with laptops while the girl they were interrogating stood on the other. Priscilla went fifth, shuffling over to the interview station and standing still as her tattoo was scanned.

“You’re 14067, correct?” the woman asked.

“Yes.”

“And how are you holding up?”

“Well,” Priscilla said, grimacing sincerely, “it’s been a long day.”

“Thank you for your cooperation,” said the male, whose age Priscilla estimated at close to 50. “Calibration isn’t fun, but we consider it really important.”

“As much as everyone hates it today,” added the woman, “it’ll make things fairer going forward, and you’ll be grateful for it.”

“Sure,” Priscilla agreed, not sure what response they were expecting, but her one-word reply seemed to be good enough, because both looked down at their PCs, tapping and scrolling.

“You seemed to respond most strongly to what we call contact correction,” the woman said.

“What was that?” Priscilla asked, feigning ignorance. No reason to reveal her awareness of anything she wasn’t expected to know.

“It was equipment that didn’t have to be swung,” the woman explained. “If they touched you with it and it stung, that was contact.”

“If they had to swing it,” added the man, “we call that dramatic.”

“And this room is where we looked at stress,” the woman said.

“You also had a strong reaction to the sensory box,” the man said.

“Oh, yeah,” Priscilla said, turning to look in the direction of the black box. “That one really scared me.”

“And then your vitals stabilized,” he observed, his voice a little clipped, as if he’d caught her in a lie (which he had).

“When I get really upset,” Priscilla shot back quickly, still lying effortlessly, “I go into a kind of trance mode.”

“We need to verify that,” the woman said. “We’ll be putting you back in.”

Caught, Priscilla immediately told herself. She wouldn’t have any reaction this time, at the beginning or the end, and they’d know she’d been lying, and they would find something to do to her that wasn’t time in a black box. Contact, probably. A prod against her breast or belly while everyone else watched. Would lying about this go in her permanent record? Would she be looked at a little suspiciously whenever she was brought to correction? Would they always give her a little extra pain, just to make sure she was getting what she deserved?

Priscilla’s mouth went dry, her heart thumped, and she could feel her sweat pores opening up on her scalp, along her hairline, under her arms.

“Next female,” said the woman, and Priscilla was brought back to the chain, unshackled so she could straddle it, reshackled and clipped in place, and she bit the inside of her cheek because if she didn’t, she would have laughed out loud. She spent the next hour fighting illicit mirth before, thankfully, she and her neighbors were walked back to their cageroom, deposited one by one back in their cages, standing at the bars to have their chest monitors peeled off, turning and bending so that their vaginal and anal monitors could be removed.

“Okay,” said the lead handler once the last female had been confined, “everyone did good today, so management says you can do whatever you want, by yourselves or with each other.”

Several of the girls remained flopped on their beds, but more than one offered a small cheer, and one girl at the end of the room clapped.

“How much time do we have?” someone asked.

“Uh,” the handler said. “I guess an hour. Yeah, an hour.”

And there was more clapping, because this was generous. A half hour was the traditional reward, and even that was rare.




Chapter 18: And Reward

With the announcement of an hour of sexual liberty, a new energy, almost palpable, filled Priscilla’s cageroom. Even the females lying in bed stirred, opened their eyes, looked at their neighbors. Priscilla, who was on her toilet, finished there and went to her bidet, washing between her legs thoroughly and without any self-consciousness. Most of the girls were washing themselves, in fact, the hiss of water being unvalved, the squeak as it was united with soap and flesh filling the room. Any girl who had mounted her bidet, it was safe to assume, wanted to partner through the bars instead of just masturbating, and all of them cleaned with the same self-assurance as Priscilla. There was nothing to be ashamed of. Their sexuality – hidden by females in polite society – was just another object here, something that was drawn out multiple times per week, per day, and examined, tested, provoked, consummated.

Pairing up in the female cageroom was not without its logistical challenges, however. There were 10 cages on a side, meaning four cages with a single neighbor. The girls in the four cages at the end had only one partner to couple with, while everyone else could choose from two. During liberty, the females at the four ends would have to settle for as much attention as their only neighbors were inclined to give. When the neighbors turned to the females confined on the other sides of their cages, the four girls at the ends were left alone, stuck masturbating or, as happened sometimes, sulking under their covers.

So these four females were often brought partners from other cagerooms. It wasn’t always done, but with an hour of liberty to enjoy, this was a necessity. And there were other complications with the equal distribution of girls through bars. A girl might be on her period or otherwise not interested in coupling. Some girls on either side of a wall of bars found enough to disagree over that intimacy wasn’t an option. Some females could get their needs met in 10 minutes, while others wanted pleasure throughout the allotted time.

And so the staff would procure females from other cagerooms, sometimes just one or two, sometimes more, depending on the needs of the room and the time available.

Today, the lab’s generosity seemed almost boundless, two handlers going down the two sides of the room to ask each female if she would be participating for the full hour, or less than that, or not at all. And for the four girls at the ends, as well as any girl in a cage beside a girl who didn’t plan to use some or all of her hour, the inventory numbers of females from other cagerooms were requested. In a few short minutes, the handlers identified two girls on their periods, one girl two cages from Priscilla who preferred to masturbate alone, and one girl for whom calibration had been so taxing she wanted only to sleep. With a few more inquiries, the handlers had their requisition list of girls from other cagerooms: 12998, 13115, 13237, 13224, 14002, and 14058. And if any refused or were unable to serve for some other reason, the handlers promised to bring the next available girl.

Getting females from other cagerooms would take time, of course. Determining willingness, finding substitutes as necessary, getting them chained, walking them from their cages to the other cageroom, could take up to 10 minutes of precious liberty. Dinner would be served in little more than an hour, and everyone needed to be done by then, so the clock was about to start ticking. And this is where the art of handling had to be employed. While the additional females were being restrained and brought in, everyone interested in coupling deserved a partner, so initial arrangements had to be made.

“You two,” the lead handler said, starting at one corner of the cageroom, pointing to the end girl there and to her neighbor. “And then you two. And you, I know you’re on your period, but I need you to kiss her or give her oral for just a few minutes, until we get her the girl she’s asked for. Will you do that? Okay, good. Thanks. Okay, now, you’re not doing anything, right? That’s fine. Okay, now you two together. And then, you three . . . okay, the girl in the middle, can you go back and forth, maybe a few minutes per side, until we bring you your female? We’ll hurry, I promise. I know, it’s not completely fair, but that’s how it is.”

The lead handler worked her way down the other side of the cageroom in the same fashion, pairing Priscilla first with Suzanne, the blonde girl in the cage to her right. Priscilla enjoyed coupling with her but had a preference for Dani, the olive-skinned girl on the other side. They’d been neighbors since Priscilla’s arrival nine months before, so there was a familiarity with her, while Suzanne was newer, a teenager bought a few months before from the county on a check-bouncing charge. But part of it came down to taste. Dani’s lubricant was simply better, a little sweeter, a little saltier and muskier – and some of it had to do with ease of orgasm. Dani climaxed so readily one might suspect she were faking it, but Priscilla had seen it happen often enough in the lab, where the anal monitor confirmed that her quick orgasms were all authentic.

Priscilla wasn’t lazy when it came to pleasing other girls. But like anyone else, she preferred immediate feedback.

With the assignment made, though, she stepped to it readily, moving to her bars, where Suzanne was already waiting, smiling a little shyly and sweeping her hair behind her shoulders.

Because Priscilla had been here longer, and her vaginal prowess had conferred a semblance of leadership on her, Suzanne tended to defer to her when they made love, and she waited politely for Priscilla to reach the bars and provide instructions.

“Kiss first?” Priscilla asked. Suzanne nodded, and the girls put their arms through the bars, wrapped them around each other’s lower back, and began an open-mouthed kiss that seemed a little stronger than usual.

Was Suzanne ovulating? Priscilla was usually too busy to track the cycles of her neighbors, and some of them weren’t regular anyway, but Suzanne seemed particularly passionate this afternoon, pulling Priscilla hard against the bars and exploring Priscilla’s mouth energetically with her tongue. Had Priscilla ever licked Suzanne during ovulation? She wasn’t sure, and she was curious about how the girl would taste during that time of the month, so after a few minutes of kissing, she reached up to massage Suzanne’s B-cup breast, moved her hand lower to massage around her female opening, and whispered into her ear, “Let me lick you first.”

“Yeah,” Suzanne whispered back, an unusual urgency in her voice.

As Suzanne turned, dropped to her knees and backed up to the bars, Priscilla surveyed the quiet cageroom, where variations of the same things were happening all around her. Some girls were still kissing, either platonically or with carnal fondling, and some had already dropped down to make love through the bars. Behind her, Dani was lying on her side, doing her best to lick the vulva of the girl in the next cage, while that girl reciprocated. Difficult as the position was, it was also the most gratifying when done properly, and something Dani preferred.

Priscilla, the warmth growing between her legs, dropped to her knees and lowered her mouth to Suzanne’s waiting slit.

Yes, the girl’s sex organ was notably different this afternoon from the last time Priscilla had partnered with it, three weeks prior. First and most obvious, the girl’s lips were pinker, and thickened enough that they had parted somewhat, revealing a glistening current of lubricant between the folds. Her clitoris was also a little more enlarged than before. And the angle of her hips was more pronounced, the girl bending her back to its limits and raising her wet opening as high as it would go.

Priscilla stuck out her tongue and touched just the tip to Suzanne’s opening, working it into the gap for a moment before Suzanne spasmed and grunted, the attention briefly too much for her. Priscilla waited until Susanne pushed back against the bars to continue the stimulation, and this time the girl held still through a much more aggressive round of licks and strokes, for now Priscilla was virtually drinking from the female, lapping up all the juice from her pubic hair to the mouth of her reproductive chamber. With each pass across the hole itself, she stiffened her tongue and pushed it as deep as Suzanne’s tight grip allowed.

Yes, something was different here, not just in terms of the greater flow of fluid, but in the quality as well. Instead of the clear, silky juice Priscilla hadn’t found between her neighbor’s legs when allowed this liberty in the past, her copulation elixir today was thicker and cloudy, definitely an ovulating female hole, primed for the insertion of a penis and the hosting of countless sperm.

Priscilla’s tongue was neither large nor fecund enough to give Suzanne’s body what it truly craved, but it could wriggle, explore and dance in ways no penis could, so that’s what she did, and her partner seemed pleased enough with it all, for she bobbed and grunted and pressed her rear against the bars so firmly her skin made a whisking sound against the steel.

Priscilla lost herself in arousal, both her own and, vicariously, Suzanne’s (for everything she did to this girl’s sex she also felt in shadow form at her own place), and she reached her hand between her legs more than once, spreading her lips, checking her wetness, tapping her own clitoris.

Priscilla’s engagement grew, and she was making a few exploratory touches against Suzanne’s anus – and receiving affirmative sighs and the rocking of hips in response – when the noise of new arrivals won part of her attention, the sounds of ringing shackles, chains being removed and tethers being padlocked to bars impossible to ignore.

For reasons of both logistics and fairness, none of the girls being brought from other cagerooms would be placed in the cages of this room. Instead, each visiting female would be secured by a single chain to the bars of whoever had requested her. It was still a complex operation, however, and risky. Normally, no female left her cage before she’d had at least two limbs bound, and usually all four. But chains on wrists and ankles would make the provision of rewards far more difficult. Embracing through bars would be impossible, as would extending lower legs into cages, necessary if the female was going to provide access to one or both holes from behind. She could certainly wear full chains to lick her partner through the bars, but most females considered equal liberties essential to satisfactory copulation.

So here were a half a dozen girls with all their chains removed and each tethered by but one ankle, and they were long tethers at that, some six feet or so each, give or take, so that those at the ends of them could service both the female who had requested them and, if necessary, the inventory in the adjacent cages.

The delivery of these additional bodies served as testament to how grateful the lab was to all in this room, for Priscilla and her neighbors had endured calibration without open rebellion or even protest, all submitting to a day of pain and discomfort with no more than the occasional wail.

The new girls were brought in two groups of three, and only when all six were in tethered did the lead handler order the removal of handcuffs and shackles and announce, “Okay, switch up.”

Priscilla made a quick, final pass across Suzanne’s anus before she drove her tongue up the bucking girl’s vaginal slit for one last extraction of her copious mix of ovulatory and arousal fluids. And then she rocked back on her hams a little drunkenly, watched Suzanne ease forward, drawing her legs out of Priscilla’s cage, rising stiffly, crossing her cage to partner with her other neighbor, and Priscilla turned to do the same thing, finding Dani waiting for her, already in position on her side, body pressed against the bars, upper leg raised.

“Hurry,” she said, looking up a little urgently. “Marsha didn’t finish me.”

Priscilla knelt, but before she got in position, she offered her mouth to Dani, and the girl took it, the two exchanging a quick but passionate kiss. Just going straight to Dani’s vaginal opening seemed a little too abrupt to Priscilla.

After their tongues wrestled, Dani pulled back so she could lick Priscilla’s mouth, her lips and everything around them, and she pulled back in surprise.

“What?” Priscilla asked huskily.

“What’s that taste?” Dani asked.

“Oh, uh . . . I guess Suzanne.”

There had been other times when Priscilla offered her mouth to Dani after it had tended to Suzanne’s opening, but something about this experience was a novelty, it seemed.

“She’s got something new,” Dani said.

“I think she’s ovulating,” Priscilla said. “Everything was really thick this time.”

“It’s good,” Dani said, running her tongue along Priscilla’s cheek.

Priscilla smiled, satisfied with the perfunctory show of affection and ready to get down to business, and she turned around and lay against the bars, positioned her mouth at the thick hair of Dani’s vulva, pressed her own middle forward, pulling up her leg to give her neighbor access to her own thick muff and hole, and the two captives did their best, pressing tongues against firm clitorises and sliding them edgewise along each other’s slits, mixing saliva and lubricant into a single sweet cocktail of female pleasure.

Despite the physical challenges of lovemaking in adjoining cages, Priscilla succeeded in giving Dani what she needed, and the girl groaned while her middle rocked, swinging beyond Priscilla’s reach before it returned for another quick stroke from Priscilla’s tongue.

Once Dani finished her climax, she was able to concentrate on Priscilla’s entrance, tongue and lips sucking, stroking, devouring, and soon Priscilla was getting her turn, shouting and writhing as she came, her climax one of several occurring at the moment, voices around the cageroom issuing a variation on the female pleasure coda.

Once the waves of relief subsided, Priscilla sat up, rose to her haunches, smiled a little woozily at the still prone Dani, and looked around the cageroom, where the four tethered girls from the other rooms occupied their own stations on the coupling spectrum. One girl was kissing and fondling her caged partner, a second was industriously licking her beneficiary’s raised anus and vulva, a third was on her knees, massaging the clitoris of the kneeling girl on the other side of the bars, and the last seemed to be done, sitting cross-legged by herself, stroking her own vulva industriously, working up to the reward she had earned with her visit here.

The hour-long prize proved long enough for everyone, the girls all relaxed, spent. With almost 10 minutes to spare, the handlers started chaining the visitors for the walk back to their cagerooms, and as they stood, they were allowed to offer the girls who had ordered them one more kiss. Priscilla watched, amused, wondering what would happen if they opened all the cage doors and told everyone they could do whatever they wanted all day. They’d probably all end up watching TV. Priscilla sat on her bed and looked at Suzanne, looked at Dani, the first on her toilet, the second at her mirror, and wondered if, given the opportunity, she could go again.

She grabbed the box where she kept her trainer, set it on her bed, sat down with her legs crossed and unlatched the lid, pulled out the device and pushed it up her still-wet hole. Sometimes training was a burden, sometimes a chore, but she hadn’t been penetrated today by anything more than a tongue, and she missed it, and this felt good. Was Dr. Cooper, still in his lab in Kansas, watching what was being done with the tool? She imagined him in his office with a little app on his PC that told him when Priscilla had opened the box, pulled out the trainer, uncrossed her legs, leaned back, slipped it up her vagina with a quiet gasp. If Cooper was paying attention, she knew, he could see it go in, and he could see it slide back out. She decided to pretend he was watching.

In, out, in, out, fast and deep, the way a boy does it, pushing all of himself into her body and then pulling all but his head out, and then going back in, pulling back out, her thick juice glistening around his shaft, growing more viscous with every thrust.

In, out, in, out.

He could see everything, the way she gently gripped the tool as it scraped her walls, the way she pushed in fast three times, slow three times, then fast again and slow again, like a playful lover.

Are you watching, Dr. Cooper? Because this is how I like it done. I like to feel every inch. I want the boy to enjoy my hole. To play in it. To love it. Do you like watching? What does it look like from where you’re sitting? A diagram? A bar chart? Ones and zeroes that only you can understand?

Priscilla was playing the trainer like a virtuoso, right hand driving it in and out, left hand dancing over her clitoris, hips rocking, face and eyes directed at her middle in earnest concentration, lower jaw jutting. And all the while, the muscles of her vagina gripped, relaxed, squeezed and stroked, sometimes at the tip, sometimes at the base, sometimes all along its long, delicious shaft.

Are you watching, Dr. Cooper? I will break your machine, or your PC, or both. I will send more data than your little toy can possibly hold, than the air between myself and Kansas can possibly hold.

I don’t care.

I want to break.

I want to destroy.

Her climax came with fierce suddenness, her pelvis and belly and rear and legs and arms all shaking while quick, quiet groans poured from her mouth. She convulsed for nearly a minute around the trainer, its primary purpose entirely forgotten while she pursued other objectives.

With those accomplished, at least for the time being, she leaned against the solid back wall of her cage, caught her breath, breathed in and sighed, slid the trainer into position and did what was expected of her, gripping at the base, up the shaft, at the tip, and she focused on her scores now, which had been steadily improving. “95-91-89,” said the little screen, reporting her tightness at, respectively, the mouth of her vagina, the middle passage, and in her depths. These numbers were all incrementally better than her first scores, but there wasn’t much room for improvement there. The second pair of numbers were more important to her, and this was where her greatest advancements were happening: “68,” she read. “58.” These were the numbers that represented the smoothness of her shift, the agility of her transition from tightness at her vaginal mouth to a firm grip in the middle, and from there to squeezing near her cervix. Rolling, they called it. The penis wouldn’t even have to move. The boy would just drive it up into Priscilla’s body and she would do all the work, rhythmically caressing his shaft until the inevitable happened, his member exploding into her sheath, pouring his white cream into her reproductive tunnel.

And yet, would he not thrust? Wouldn’t he have to, no matter what she was doing?

She would want him to thrust, she thought, easing the trainer an inch or two out of her hole before she slid it back in, stirring herself, noticing the wet “slick” every time she moved it.

No, she would never not want the boy to move. She liked how being actively penetrated felt, but it was more than that. The way he moved his penis within her told her how he was doing, what he liked, how much he was enjoying her slot. It was like a conversation, his thrusts.

It was romance.

It was this, Priscilla thought, and she resumed pleasing herself, moving the trainer within her, in and out, and returning to the thought that Dr. Cooper was watching, even now, staring at his computer screen, understanding that Priscilla wanted him to watch.

In, out, just like a boy should.

Just like Dr. Cooper should.

Her next orgasm was far milder, just a little gasping and bobbing, and when she was done, she pulled out the device, washed it at her sink, dried it, put it back in the box, went to her toilet to wipe, returned to her bed and wondered what had just happened, and why.

She sensed eyes, looked through the bars at Dani, peering in at her from her own bed.

“You could have asked me to make you cum again,” she said with a laugh.

“I didn’t know I needed that,” Priscilla said.

“Was that part of the training?”

“Uh, not really,” Priscilla said. “Well, the middle stuff was. But not the orgasms.”

“I’ve never seen you do that much with that thing,” Dani said, moving to the bars, some unexpected concern in her eyes.

“Yeah,” Priscilla said, sighing and leaning back and suddenly feeling very self-conscious. “I don’t know where it came from.”

“Calibration,” Dani said. “Don’t you think?”

“Getting tortured doesn’t turn me on,” Priscilla said.

“I’m not saying that. I’m just saying that it can make you do things you weren’t expecting.”

Priscilla laughed, not necessarily with dismissiveness, but with the certainty that there was more going on than a little pain. Yes, calibration hurt, and the aches and stings of the day were starting to reassert themselves. But what Priscilla had just experienced was something else altogether. A vision. A vision of Doctor Cooper. A vision in which she was his vision as well.

“Right now, all calibration did is make me hurt,” Priscilla said, and she slid off her bed, grabbed a magazine, sat down again. “How do you feel?”

“A little achy,” Dani replied. “And tired. Aren’t you tired?”

“Probably,” Priscilla said. “I haven’t thought about it until now. Doing the training isn’t optional, so that’s kind of been my focus.”

“You’re training so you can leave us,” Dani mourned.

“I’m training so I don’t get hung,” Priscilla deflected. Her imminent departure was an awkward subject, and painful. “Twice a day, no matter what.”

“But you’re leaving, right?” Dani asked.

“It seems like it,” Priscilla said. “But not for a month. Early July.”

“I’ll miss you,” Dani said.

“Maybe you can get moved into my cage,” Priscilla said.

“How would that help?” Dani asked with a snort.

“Well, you’d be closer to Suzanne,” Priscilla noted.

“Huh?” Susanne said from her bed. “Did someone say my name?”

“Oh, sorry,” Priscilla said, her sense of awkwardness doubling. The nature of being confined meant you ignored what the girls in the other cages were saying when they weren’t speaking to you, and you took it for granted they would do the same. But any aspect of cageroom etiquette could be violated now and then.

Priscilla was still trying to form the words to explain herself when Dani stepped in.

“I tasted you on Priscilla’s mouth,” she said. “You’re interesting today.”

“Interesting?” Suzanne said, raising her eyebrows.

“Primal,” Dani elaborated. “Sweet.”

“Yeah,” Suzanne said, looking down at her middle. “I’ve never ovulated like this before. It’s a hot mess. Definitely tastes different.”

“Do you taste it a lot?” Dani teased.

Two months ago, Suzanne would have blushed, given a blank stare, stammered a variation of “No,” but life in the lab disabused everyone of normal demurities, and Suzanne was no different. “Daily,” she said with a half-smile.

Dinner came, the usual bland nutrition loaf, but with a side of pineapple and a brownie, and Priscilla sensed this was another way the lab was saying thanks, the only way they knew how: this is a physical place; suffer physically, benefit physically. Don’t wait for an apology, or some privilege that isn’t purely sensual, or a philosophical discussion that justifies what happened today. You are a body to us. That is all. Stimulation goes in, behavior is modulated, data comes out. Your mind is of no concern.

The lights dimmed, the day ended, Priscilla stretched out on her bed, listened to the breathing of the other females here, and inventoried the lingering pangs of being beaten, whipped, prodded. Her most pronounced sensation was nothingness, however – a complete absence of sexual interest. This happened sometimes, during her period, or when she’d been pushed to her limits in the lab, forced to endure hours of devilish stimulation and a half-dozen prolonged orgasms. But she had brought this one on herself, doing ridiculous things with a diagnostic tool while she thought ridiculous things about a college professor in Kansas. Fortunately, she was too exhausted not to fall asleep. But her last thought before she drifted off was that she hoped he hadn’t been watching; or if he had been, that he wouldn’t tell Dr. Bank or Dr. Morrow what he’d seen.




Chapter 19: Titania Gets Another Letter

“Hey, Mom, another letter,” Titania announced, entering the apartment from the hall with the day’s mail in her hand.

“What’s it say?”

“I’m not sure, I haven’t opened it yet, but it looks official.”

“Who sent it?”

“Department of Health,” Titania said. “For the state.”

“Did we get the electricity bill yet?”

“No, it’s not here,” Titania said, and she set the mail on the kitchen table, picked up one envelope and opened it.

“It’s to me,” Titania said.

“You already said that.”

“No, inside,” Titania countered. “The letter inside is also to me.”

“Isn’t that what you were expecting?”

“No, I get mail all the time with my name on the envelope, and no name inside.”

“It must be really important,” Dr. Rushmore observed.

“It is,” Titania agreed, peering at the letter. “Dear Miss Rushmore. That’s how it starts out. You have been documented as the possessor of an important and research-worthy physical attribute, and are hereby ordered into custody.”

Titania paused.

“Custody, Mom. That means I made it.”

“Made what?”

“Made it in. It goes on. It says here they’re picking me up this Wednesday.”

“What time?”

“Between 10 and 12.”

“Where are you going?”

“It doesn’t say.”

“How long will you be there?”

“It doesn’t say.”

“What’s your attribute?”

“My vagina,” Titania said. “I told you about that.”

“Really, though?” Dr. Rushmore said. “They don’t have anything better to spend their time on?”

“I get the importance,” Titania said, a little defensively. “I have one that makes boys into men.”

“Every girl has one of those.”

“Real men, though,” Titania said. “With manly knowledge.”

“I don’t see how it can do all that, now.”

“I’ve been there when it happened,” Titania said. “Boy one second, man the next. It says I have to take a shower and be naked and ready to go by 10 that morning.”

“You’re going naked?”

“I guess so.”

“What are they going to put you in?”

“It says restraints. I guess they’ll tie me up or something.”

“No, what kind of vehicle?”

“A car, probably, I don’t know.”

“With windows? That people can see in?”

“Yes, windows. No, people seeing in. Probably one-way glass.”

“What else came in the mail?”

“A bank statement, a Classical Life magazine, coupons.”

“Okay, leave them on the table.”




Chapter 20: In-Place Correction

It didn’t take Dr. Bank long to figure out something was wrong.

Priscilla had been chained hand and foot to an examination chair, legs splayed for study and penetration. Georgie had given her the normal warmup – circling and pressing her clitoris, pinching and stroking her labia, even licking her opening. But nothing was happening. Priscilla wasn’t making juice, and she wasn’t squirming, bucking, wanting more.

It’s not that she wasn’t engaged. She raised herself up on her elbows, lifted her head up from the cushion, watched everything Georgie did. In fact, one might have detected in her squint both intense concentration and a hint of diffidence. She wanted this to work. She wanted to perform.

She simply couldn’t.

“I’m not sure she’s ready this morning,” Georgie said without judgement.

“What’s going on?” Dr. Bank asked sharply, rising from his PC.

“She’s not responding,” Georgie said.

“I’ve got three males set aside for her today,” Dr. Bank said, grabbing a chair and gesturing impatiently at Georgie, and she stepped out from between Priscilla’s bound legs and he whirled his chair into the space, sat down heavily, looked up briefly into Priscilla’s eyes before he lowered his gaze to her vulva, reached up to complete his own, less expert version of what Georgie had done, stroking her clitoris, pinching her lips and spreading them apart to peer into her hole, grimacing when he realized nothing was happening.

“Did you give her oral?” he demanded.

“Yes.”

“How long?”

“About a minute,” Georgie replied.

“Give her another two minutes while I call Dr. Cooper,” Bank said, standing so abruptly the chair spun and rolled. “He might know what’s going on.”

No one asked Priscilla what was going on. It was her body, her vagina, but as far as anyone here was concerned, the hole between her legs was a separate entity, independent of the girl whose mind was stationed a few feet above it.

Georgie grabbed the chair to still it, sat down, did not raise her eyes to Priscilla’s face before she directed her attention to the sex organ before her, and after a little digital stimulation, she widened Priscilla’s labia, leaned forward and pushed her tongue into the bound girl’s pink tunnel.

It didn’t feel good. It didn’t feel bad. At present, Priscilla’s vulva and vagina were just other body parts, being licked to cause something to happen that didn’t seem like it was going to happen. Georgie might as well have been licking Priscilla’s wrist.

“Hey, Ben,” Dr. Bank said, phone pressed to his ear. “Doug here, how’s it going?”

Bank paused, listened, nodded.

“Yeah,” he said, “the space looks good. Operations had to borrow it yesterday to run the girls through a bunch of tests. Yeah, you know, the Cassock thing. But work continues. I’m told most of the work should be getting done next week, so you should get a pretty good sense of it when you show up that next Monday. Yeah, still coming on the tenth? Good.”

Bank paused again.

“Okay, reason I’m calling. We’re having some trouble getting 67 to produce lubricant. And it’s kind of an emergency. I really needed her operational today for some data I’m looking for. She starts her period Sunday, so this is my last chance for close to a month.”

Bank looked at Priscilla, eyebrows raised. “You start your period Sunday?”

“Yes, probably,” Priscilla replied, looking at him, looking at Georgie, who was licking away.

“We’ve stroked her, rubbed her,” Bank said into the phone. “Right now, Georgie’s . . . did you meet Georgie while you were here? Yeah, Georgie. She’s giving her a second round of oral stimulation right now. Georgie, anything happening?”

“No,” Georgie said, pulling away briefly from Priscilla’s slot.

“Nothing,” Bank said. “This isn’t normal.”

Bank paused.

“What? Oh, yeah, sure.”

He lowered his phone, tapped it twice with his thumb.

“How do I sound?” Bank asked.

“Loud and clear,” Cooper replied. “Can 67 hear us?”

Bank looked at Priscilla, and she nodded.

“Yes, she can hear,” he said, stepping over to the examination chair, holding out his phone. “Thanks, Georgie, you can stop for now.”

Georgie nodded, stood, went to the sink to wash her mouth.

“How are you, 67?” Cooper asked.

“Hi, Dr. Cooper,” Priscilla said. “I’m fine, other than . . . I guess I’m not really there right now.”

“Do you know why that is?” Cooper inquired.

“Well . . .” Priscilla began. “I am two days from my period, probably. Arousal drops a little then. And it’s been a long week. Yesterday—”

“Tell me about yesterday,” Cooper interrupted.

“We did our calibration,” Priscilla said. “They were trying out a lot of . . . corrections on us, and it wasn’t easy.”

“Tell me about last night,” Cooper said.

“I slept fine,” Priscilla said. “I was really tired.”

“Tell me about training last night.”

“I did train,” she said. “Yesterday morning too. I got some pretty good scores, I think.”

“Yeah, your scores are improving,” Cooper said. “I’ve been impressed with that.”

“Thanks,” Priscilla said. “Still planning to visit on the 10th?”

“Ten days,” Cooper confirmed. “Now, about your training last night.”

“Yes?” Priscilla said. “You said my numbers were good?”

“The training was fine,” Cooper said. “It’s what you did before and after that I think we need to talk about.”

“Okay,” Priscilla said, her mouth going dry.

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone work the trainer with quite that combination of aggressiveness and dexterity.”

“Okay,” Priscilla agreed.

“Can you loop me in here, Ben?” Bank said.

“Before and after she trained, 67 masturbated to orgasm.”

“She climaxed twice?”

“Twice on the trainer,” Cooper said. “That’s all I can speak to. And this wasn’t any run of the mill relief. The unit recorded 515 separate thrust events total, with about thirty percent of them involving insertion of at least half the shaft.”

“Huh,” Bank said, glancing pointedly at Priscilla before he turned back to his phone. “You’re just seeing this now?”

“No,” Cooper said casually. “I noticed it last night.”

“Did you let anyone know?”

“Know what?”

“That 67 was masturbating?”

“Well . . .” Cooper replied a little slowly, “I guess I am now.”

“I mean, during?” Bank said.

“You want to open a channel for that?” Cooper said. “I’m not monitoring her trainer 24-7, just happened to see it last night. But I can call or text you if it happens again, and I happen to be watching.”

“Yeah, that would have been really helpful last night,” Bank said with poorly concealed annoyance. “If you’d let me know, I could have called in to get someone to intervene, maybe at least prevented her second orgasm.”

“Understood,” Cooper said. “Hey, let me look into writing a little app for that. It’ll text me when she reaches whatever threshold of activity we want to target . . . or no, better yet, I can have it text you directly.”

“Threshold,” Bank said, pondering. “Set it low, for anything that looks at all like masturbation, and I’ll take it from there.”

“Will do,” Cooper said. “You know Frank and I went over discipline with her. We covered this situation exactly. So there’s that.”

“Yeah, Frank mentioned it,” Bank said, “but if he told me consequences, I’ve forgotten. I was kind of hoping this wouldn’t come up.”

“I don’t remember the exact terms either,” Cooper said adding with a chuckle, “but I’m sure our female knows. She drove a hard bargain.”

Bank turned to Priscilla, eyebrows raised expectantly.

“Hang for a half hour, three spanks,” Priscilla said.

“Ben, is that what you recall?” Bank asked.

“Sounds about right.”

“Okay,” Bank agreed, turning to Priscilla. “Any reason we shouldn’t impose that today?”

“What if I can recover?” Priscilla asked, looking down hopefully at the hair that covered her mound.

“Too late,” Bank said tersely. “I needed you holding your first penis 15 minutes ago.”

“Okay,” Priscilla said with a shrug.

“You accept, uh, correction then?” Bank said. “Nothing else to say in your defense?”

“Nope,” Priscilla said.

Was it worth it? If you’d asked her last night in the midst of her carnal throes, she would have said yes, definitely. And even now, with her pleasures just a warm afterglow, she was mostly glad she had done it. And knowing that Cooper had indeed been aware of her self-ministration in real-time – if not enjoying it – didn’t hurt. For the first time since before bedtime last night, Priscilla felt a light tingle at the mouth of her sex.

“Okay,” Bank said resignedly. “Georgie, get one of the grays up here ASAP, and tell them to take care of her pronto. And I’ll be in my office rescheduling the males, so I need you to keep me updated on her timing.”

“Okay,” Georgie said.

“Ben, thanks,” Bank said, looking at his phone. “And hey, sorry if I sounded a little short earlier. I’m not blaming you.”

“Understood,” Cooper said graciously. “I think you handled it pretty well. Slow my research down and I start cussing.”

“I’ll survive,” Bank said with a laugh. “Hey, see you on the tenth. Frank’s gonna book us a table at Diamonds that night. They make a mean Manhattan.”

“Looking forward to it!” Cooper said.

Bank tapped his phone off and looked at Georgie.

“Can you stay with her while she’s punished?”

“I can do it,” Georgie said, the reservation in her voice obvious. Even handlers avoided lingering longer than necessary in the punishment room. The skilled technicians tended to stay away from it with even more determination.

“There’s a chance they’ll push back, though,” Georgie said.

Bank, headed for the door, stopped and looked at her accusingly. “What do you mean?”

“I’m not sure they’ll honor something that was set up before the new contract,” Georgie warned. “If the correction isn’t clear, they’ll store them while they work out an equivalent. They penned a girl for two hours yesterday.”

“Dammit,” Bank said, and he glared at Priscilla, and she looked back innocently. She didn’t want to be punished, but her mind was otherwise at peace. When you tell a girl she has to push something up her vagina twice a day, things are going to happen occasionally. If anything, Priscilla had shown remarkable restraint since Cooper had imposed his training regime.

“If you’ll authorize me to negotiate on your behalf,” Georgie said, “I’ll see what I can do. There’s a chance I can get her something quicker.”

“Authorized,” Bank affirmed. “I just want something done to her. I don’t care what it is.”

“I’ll explain that,” Georgie said to Bank’s departing form, and she pulled out her phone and started tapping.

She finished, stared at her phone as if waiting for an answer.

“I’m not judging you,” she said absently.

Priscilla said nothing, just stared at the wall while she tried to prepare for unknown unpleasantness.

“Do you care?” Georgie asked.

“About what?” Priscilla asked.

“What we think?” Georgie elaborated. “What anyone thinks?”

“Well,” Priscilla said, raising her shoulders, and she laughed before she continued. “Not really.”

Georgie continued tapping on her phone, probably reading the day’s headlines, until the door opened, two staffers in the same gray coveralls they wore before Cassock arrived.

“Dr. Bank needs this done fast,” Georgie said.

“Where is he?”

“In his office,” Georgie said. “He’s authorized me to negotiate for him. Pre-Cassock, this was a half-hour suspension and three strikes.”

“What did she do?” the male asked.

“She masturbated last night,” Georgie said. “Twice. And it’s impeding her performance this morning.”

“That’s an hour and at least five swats,” the woman said.

“The researchers worked it out with her,” Georgie said sharply. “Dr. Morrow, Dr. Bank, Dr. Cooper too. Thirty minutes and three.”

“Well,” said the woman, shaking her head, “that’s all fine and good, but someone’s going to have to look at her calibration scores and work up something equal. We’re not just hanging and whipping ‘cuz someone tells us to anymore, unless we want to get fired.”

“How long is finding an equivalent going to take?” Georgie demanded.

“Couple of hours, half a day,” the woman replied. “We had some trouble with the app, the data’s kind of wonky, and—”

“C’mon,” Georgie interrupted. “We don’t have that kind of time.”

The woman scowled, looked at the male, looked back at Georgie.

“We’ve got another option we’re using, just for the next week or two while we work out the kinks.”

“Go on,” Georgie said.

“It’s called in-place correction,” said the woman. “We do it here, we leave, we don’t report it, it never happened.”

“You can do it right now?” Georgie asked hopefully.

“Yes.”

“Okay, perfect,” Georgie said, smiling for the first time, beaming at Priscilla, as if this were something that would be perfect for both of them. “Go ahead.”

“Not like that,” the woman said, gesturing toward Priscilla.

“What do you mean?”

“There will be a reaction,” the woman explained. “You need her restrained with something besides metal cuffs, or—”

“Or what?” Georgie demanded, clearly not willing to suffer any further delays.

The woman stepped to Priscilla, grabbed her hand, raised it until her chain went taut, pointed to the bone on the thumb side of her forearm. “This is her radius. Do you want to explain how it got broken?”

“Fine,” Georgie said. “What do we need?”

“Anything,” the woman replied. “Rope, cord, nylon straps, anything that holds her still but will yield a little.”

“Just her hands?” Georgie asked.

The woman stepped to Priscilla’s left foot. “This is her tibia. Do—”

“Okay, okay, Jesus Christ!” Georgie shouted, turning toward a cabinet, rummaging around among the middle shelves, returning a minute later with two nylon straps, a length of cord and a long, narrow strip of cloth. She handed them over, stood back while the man and woman conferred briefly, turned to Priscilla.

“Okay, press your feet against the stirrups, push hard.”

Priscilla obeyed, and for the first time began to doubt the wisdom of what she had done the night before. It was the unknowns that she invariably found most frightening. She still had no idea what they were about to do to her, but she knew it was going to hurt. They wouldn’t be tying her down like this if it weren’t.

The woman fastened Priscilla’s left ankle down with the strap, the man secured her right ankle with the strip of cloth and, satisfied with their work there, they moved to her sides.

“Hands by the rings,” the woman said, and Priscilla moved her hands into position, and the man and woman used the cord to tie Priscilla’s hands to the rings where her wrist chains were anchored, and after they examined all four of her bonds, the man drew a gag from his pocket, stepped behind Priscilla.

“Open your mouth,” he said. “No one needs to hear this.”

Priscilla compiled, and a solid rubber ball was forced in between her teeth and fastened in place with a knot at the back of her neck.

The only thing good about what happened next was that it was done quickly, with no more preamble, no further discussion with Georgie. The man pulled a small black device from his pocket, raised it, turned it on and watched the blue sparks fly between the two copper prongs. He looked at the woman, she nodded, he brought the device to Priscilla’s right breast, pressed it against the underside, and Priscilla jerked, writhed, attempted to sit up, forced herself back into her chair, groaning all the while, the gag making more noise impossible.

The pain subsided and Priscilla dropped back into the chair.

“Thanks,” Georgie said, her voice sounding sincere.

“We’re not done,” the woman said.

“What else do you need to do?” Georgie asked.

“That was five seconds,” she said. “She needs to have 10.”

“Okay, get it done,” Georgie said, rolling her hand impatiently.

The underside of her left breast received its own dose of correction, and once she was done groaning, the chastened Priscilla was ungagged and freed from her temporary bonds, the gray-suited correction staff departed, and Georgie was standing between Priscilla’s legs, stroking the lab subject’s vulva with one hand while she used her other to press her phone to her ear.

“Dr. Bank?” she said. “Hey, it’s Georgie. 67’s done and she’s wet now.”

Georgie paused, spoke again.

“Yeah, I got them to take care of it here. Long story short, they were going to spend a couple of hours looking up equivalencies, but I explained the situation and they did something here that took care of it. They asked us to keep this confidential, by the way. So you can order your male now. Her vagina’s ready.”

Georgie paused, looked at Priscilla.

“Yeah, she stayed in her chair. Yeah, they did one under each breast, five seconds per,” Georgie said. “No, she didn’t like it, I don’t think. You didn’t like it, right?”

“No,” Priscilla confirmed.




Chapter 21: Titania Gets Picked Up

Dr. Rushmore woke up that next Wednesday morning to find her daughter in the kitchen already having a full breakfast – sausage, eggs, toast, fruit, coffee – in the nude.

“I made enough for you,” Titania said.

“Why aren’t you wearing anything?” Dr. Rushmore asked.

“They’re picking me up naked.”

“That’s today?”

“I guess so.”

“What time?”

“Between 10 and noon.”

“It’s not even 8,” Dr. Rushmore noted.

“I’m practicing.”

“Practicing being naked?”

“Yes.”

“Is it really something you have to practice?”

“Yes, just like anything unusual.”

“It’s not unusual. You take showers.”

“I did that already.”

“Was it unusual?”

“No, I do it almost every day.”

“So being naked is usual.”

“In the shower, yes, going somewhere, no.”

“Where are you going?”

“I don’t know.”

“You’re going to be naked until they get here?”

“Yes, and after they get here too,” Titania said. “I don’t think they’ll let me put clothes on before they tie me up.”

“They’re tying you up?”

“I guess.”

“Where will you be?” Dr. Rushmore asked, loading her plate with the food Titania had prepared.

“I think at Dr. Cooper’s house first, and then somewhere else, he couldn’t tell me.”

“Who’s Dr. Cooper?”

“He’s the professor I told you about. He discovered me.”

“Discovered?”

“My vaginal properties, remember?”

“I find this peculiar.”

“I find this normal.”

“You think it’s normal for people to come to your house and tie you up naked because of your vagina?”

“I’ve imagined it before.”

“You’ve imagined everything,” Dr. Rushmore said, grabbing silverware and sitting down across from her daughter. “That doesn’t mean it’s normal.”

“It’s normal if there’s official paperwork, and an official reason.”

“Things can still be strange with paperwork. To get tenure, I had to fill out some very strange paperwork.”

“Like what?”

“Proof of vaccination and immunization.”

“So they’d know you got your shots.”

“Yes, but what does that have to do with being a tenured professor?”

“Tenure makes you part of the intelligentsia,” Titania asserted. “Not having shots makes you a rabble. Your students wouldn’t know what you were, and it would frighten them.”

“I don’t think they would think that.”

“Trust me, Mom, it’s normal.”

“Have any of your classmates had this done?”

“No,” Titania said, her voice suggesting pride. “I’m the only one.”

“How long will you be there?”

“I don’t know. Until they’re done studying me.”

“A few months then?”

“I bet longer than that. They say some of the girls at the university lab have been there for years.”

“Will I be able to see you?”

“I’ll be in a laboratory setting,” Titania said. “So probably not.”

The females spoke of other things, of a neighbor’s cat, the weather, Dr. Rushmore’s plans for the next school year, and after breakfast Titania cleared the dishes, went to her room to retrieve her sketchbook, went to the couch by the front door, and turned to image #@ (characters are approximations here – Titania had created a sequencing system and symbology unique to and understandable only by herself). This was a picture of an upside-down kingdom, complete with an upside down castle, trees, vines, fences, and fire hydrants, oddly enough, as well as people who were forced to navigate their world either by hanging on with their hands or wearing special shoes. While the adhesive power of the shoes was not clearly illustrated, it should be noted that the half dozen females wearing them in Titania’s drawing also wore short skirts which, due to gravity, covered nothing but their bellies. Many of them, further, had failed to put on panties that day but addressed concerns about modesty by leaving their pubic hair untrimmed, large black triangles covering every female’s sex.

The knock came at 10:30, and Titania looked up, set aside her sketchbook, rose calmly and opened the door to Marsha and a male she hadn’t met before who had a large bag slung over his shoulder.

“Hi, Titania,” Marsha said, looking the girl up and down. “Ready to go?”

“I guess so,” Titania replied. “Who’s your friend?”

“This is Todd,” Marsha said. “He works with me in the lab at school.”

“Hi, Todd,” Titania said, holding the doorknob and staring in turn at both of them, her expression primarily blank except for eyes slightly more opened than usual.

After a long moment that might have been awkward for some but probably not Titania, Marsha offered a tight smile and spoke. “May we come in?”

Titania backed up, pulled the door wide, and if she were worried that some other resident of the floor might see her as they passed by, it didn’t show.

Marsha stepped in first, Todd followed, and he set his bag on the couch beside the sketchbook, a dark oval of lubricant marking the place in the light blue fabric where Titania had been sitting.

“So we’re going to have you sign some things,” Marsha said. “Is your mother here?”

“Yes, in her bedroom,” Titania said. “Want me to get her?”

“Well, the first thing we’d like to do is get your restraints on.”

“Okay,” Titania said. “What are they?”

“We’re going to start with a leash up your bottom, and shackles for your feet.”

“Nothing for my hands?”

“No, not until you’ve signed some things. And then we’ll ask your mother to sign a form as well.”

“I can have her do that,” Titania said.

Todd turned to his bag, unzipped it, pulled out a pair of cuffs joined with a short chain, and he looked warily at Titania, but she offered no resistance, and in fact helpfully planted her feet a little closer together, so he knelt and restrained her with two clicks and turned back to his bag to withdraw a length of chain with a black plug at the end.

“Okay, can you turn and bend over?” he asked.

Titania quickly complied, pressing her hands against her kneecaps.

“Party on,” she said quietly as Todd positioned the tip of the restraint before the opening to Titania’s rear chamber, pressed and slid it into the girl.

Titania breathed in, grunted.

“Now I’m going to expand the tip inside you,” he said.

“Mmm,” Titania said by way of assent, lifting up on her toes as Todd pressed a button in the base of the device.

“Mmm,” Titania said again before she straightened, arched her back and put her hands on her rear.

“Is there someplace we can sit?” Marsha inquired.

“This way,” Titania replied, looking down and taking a tentative step forward, turning back to eye Todd as he wrapped her leash around his wrist.

She led them to the kitchen table, pulled out a chair for herself and sat gingerly, pulling the leash from under her right thigh so that it emerged straight behind her.

Marsha took the seat across from Titania and set down a stack of forms and a pen.

“These are just some formalities,” she said, sliding the first document off the pile and turning it so it faced Titania. “You agree to follow all Dr. Cooper’s instructions, and the instructions of anyone he designates. You agree to comply with all security and punishment procedures. You agree to cooperate to the best of your ability during research. You understand that unconstructive criticism and complaint are also forms of non-compliance.”

Titania nodded, picked up the pen, glanced briefly at the sheet and filled in her name and signed below it.

“This next one is required by Kansas state government,” Marsha continued, presenting a second document. “It says you understand that you have been legally taken into custody because of your potential research value, and you don’t contest it.”

Titania signed.

“And this last one confirms that you have no outstanding debts or other obligations, any open criminal or civil cases, any dependents for whom you’re legally responsible. All good?”

“All good,” Titania replied, signing the form.

“Now, we need your mom,” Marsha said.

“Why?”

“There’s a witness form she needs to sign.”

“Witness what?” Titania said suspiciously.

“Us taking you into custody,” Marsha said.

“Does it have to be her?” Titania asked. “Can it be anyone else?”

“I thought you said she was here. And she could do this.”

“She is,” Titania said, and she lowered her voice and leaned forward, her nipples brushing the table. “But I’m not sure she gets it.”

“Gets what?”

“What I’m doing today,” Titania said. “She asked the questions of a novice.”

“Novice?” Marsha repeated, casting a quick, worried glance toward Todd, who stood behind Titania with her leash in his hand, waiting.

“One new to a discipline,” Titania said.

“That’s an unexpected word to use,” Todd noted, but when he looked up at Marsha, she gave him the quick shake of the head one uses to conclude a line of discourse.

“Does anyone else live here?” Marsha asked.

“Just my mom,” Titania said.

“We just need her to say she saw you taken,” Marsha said.

“What if she asks questions?” Titania demurred.

“We can answer them.”

“They might be weird questions, though,” Titania warned.

“Let’s see how it goes,” Marsha said.

Titania rose, turned to peer at her leash, left the kitchen and, with Marsha and Todd behind her, made her way down the hall to her mother’s bedroom door.

“Mom?”

“Yeah?”

“The people are here.”

“Okay,” said the voice through the door. “Are you still naked?”

“Yes, they said I have to be,” Titania replied. “Oh, and they’re using chains on me now.”

“Chains?”

“On my body parts. Chains. Can you come sign something?”

Footsteps crossed the floor, the door opened, and Dr. Rushmore appeared, eyebrows raised as she regarded her daughter and the two people with her.

“Can you sign something in the kitchen?” Titania said, turning and shuffling back down the hall, and Dr. Rushmore studied her daughter’s form, the chains around her ankles and running to her anus, and she looked again at the two workers escorting her, and made her way after them all.

“Hi, Dr. Rushmore,” Marsha said once they’d reached the kitchen. “I’m Marsha, and this is Todd. We need to get some paperwork taken care of, and we’ll be out of your way.”

Dr. Rushmore sat down, her expression now of confused indulgence, of a woman grappling with the intrusion of a reality that she usually managed to hold at bay.

She looked up at her daughter, looked down at the form Marsha slid before her, squinted at it, finger marking the lines as she worked through them.

“You haven’t removed her yet,” Dr. Rushmore said.

“Pardon me?” Marsha said.

“It says here you’ve removed her from the premises. She’s still here.”

“Right,” Marsha said. “But we’re just about to.”

“I can’t sign this until you have.”

“Right, right,” Marsha agreed with another quick look at Todd, and she slid the form toward Titania, pointed to the blank at the bottom. “Titania,” she said, “this is the last thing we need you to sign, and normally the property signs it after the witness, but if you can sign it first, we’ll finish chaining you and get you down to the truck and then let your mother put her signature on it.”

“Yes,” Titania said impatiently, scratching her signature onto the form next to Marsha’s fingernail.

Todd handed Titania’s leash to Marsha, went to the bag of supplies, slung it over his shoulder, pulled out another arrangement of chains, and Titania stood to await instructions.

“First, lift your hands up,” Todd instructed, and Titania obeyed and watched as Todd looped the longest chain in the arrangement around Titania’s waist and used a padlock to fasten it tightly just above her belly button.

A pair of open cuffs dangled from the front of the belt, and Titania lowered her hands without having to be told, and allowed Todd to manacle each wrist, the cuffs closing with a pair of solid clicks.

Marsha, still bearing the uncompleted document, handed the leash back to Todd and turned to Dr. Rushmore.

“If you can come with us down to the truck, we’ll get her secured for transport and you can sign that form honestly.”

Dr. Rushmore rose and followed closely as Titania was led out of the apartment and into the hall.

Only one neighbor was outside her own door at the moment, the elderly Mrs. Truman, who raised a pair of rheumy eyes up from her sweeping just long enough to take in the four figures. Titania smiled at her but the woman looked away quickly, perhaps in fright or shame, or perhaps for the same reason infants look suddenly away at times, because of minds too small for certain things to be put in them.

Marsha and Todd each took an arm at the top of the stairs that led to the building’s front entrance, and they walked the captive girl down carefully, one step at a time, her shackles ringing with every step, her anal leash swinging between her thighs.

The two staffers had found a parking space not far from the exterior door, and they continued to guide Titania as she navigated the landing and the outside door and the stoop stairs and the sidewalk and the eyes of the town, the eyes of pedestrians, and passengers in cars and buses, peering curiously.

Given the way she was bound, Titania had no hope of hauling herself up into the truck’s back opening, so Todd handed off the leash to Marsha and took to the lift controls, extending and lowering a platform to the sidewalk, and Marsha escorted Titania onto it and Todd pressed the up button and they ascended together, and once the platform had reached the top, Marsha unlocked and rolled up the door and escorted Titania toward a flat, broad cage lying on the floor, a chain and cuff in each corner, open padlocks waiting to secure the top. This was, obviously, a very safe way to get a girl from one place to the next, and Titania stared wide-eyed at the next phase of her adventure.

“You’ll lie on your back and stretch out, and you’ll go to your next stop this way,” Marsha said, releasing the padlocks and raising the top.

“Should I get in?” Titania inquired.

“Yes, but let me help you,” Marsha said, and she grabbed Titania’s upper arm and guided her to the edge of the cage, held her steady as Titania put first one bound foot within it, then the other and sat, and Marsha put one cuff around Titania’s ankle before she released Titania’s wrists from her belly chain and removed the chain itself, and Titania lay back and stretched out, holding still as Marsha locked her wrists, removed her shackles and secured her remaining ankle, forcing Titania’s body into an X, hands held overhead, legs spread wide. Lastly, while Todd shortened Titania’s wrist chains to stretch her to the limits of her body, Marsha looped Titania’s anal chain around a small cleat between the girl’s knees, pulling that tight as well.

Titania’s response to all this, other than a faint grunt or two as one of her chains was drawn shorter, was what appeared to be nothing more than aplomb, her head twisting this way and that to look at the way she’d been bound for transport.

Indeed, a careful examination of the girl’s sexual opening would have revealed more than aplomb, for there was the hint of arousal there, between her legs, a glistening strand of lubricant flowing between her ample vaginal lips.

Dr. Rushmore’s demeanor was harder to read. Wide-eyed awareness of her daughter’s plight, perhaps. Or concerned curiosity, at least. She had remained on the sidewalk, peering up into the truck at such an angle that the soles of Titania’s feet were all she would be able to see clearly.

Marsha closed the top of the cage, fastened it down with two padlocks, and turned to Dr. Rushmore.

“Ready to sign?” she asked, kneeling at the edge of the platform, laying flat the form and a pen.

Dr. Rushmore nodded and stepped up, scratching her name into the document, looking toward her daughter.

“Well, I guess this is goodbye, then,” Dr. Rushmore said. “Write me or something.”

“Bye, Mom.”

“Thanks,” Marsha said, rolling down the door and locking it, slipping to the ground. Todd raised the platform back into position, and the two of them climbed into the truck, cranked it to life and rumbled off, leaving Dr. Rushmore to watch the dwindling vehicle, blank-faced.




Chapter 22: Maintenance, and Other Questions

For the 10 days following Priscilla’s in-place suffering, nothing was said of Cooper, she didn’t speak to him, and she focused on her assignments, obeying instructions and wrapping herself around the trainer twice a day, no matter what was done to her in the lab.

But that Friday, she had something new to contend with, another manifestation of the Cassock contract: maintenance.

Bring every research female down to the correction room once a week for a quick turn on the equipment, went the new policy, on the theory that a weekly visit would keep the powers of that room fresh in their minds, and when they had a choice between rebellion and obedience, they were more likely to choose the latter. Cassock claimed it worked at the other facilities where they managed female discipline, and Priscilla had no reason to believe otherwise. Cassock could charge for it, of course. The more female suffering there was, the more justification there was for Cassock’s fees, Priscilla suspected.

Her maintenance appointment was set for Friday morning, something no one bothered to tell her until she was chained by the wrists and ankles and two gray-suited corrections staff came for her.

Her heart flipped when they put the key in her cage door, but she suspected she was overreacting as she slid off her bed, raised it and latched it up.

“Maintenance?” she asked, shuffling forward.

“Yeah, this is your time,” said the woman, and Priscilla followed them out and down the hall and toward the correction room, where three girls were stepping out, looking no worse for wear, and two more were entering from the elevator.

The room was now fully equipped and organized, the familiar and the novel in tight juxtaposition, girls hanging and shouting through spanks as they always did next to girls on the new cool-down stocks or languishing in the black sensory boxes.

Bette herself was there to greet every arrival, scanning tattoos, consulting her phone, and barking assignments with surprising efficiency.

“Standing stocks,” the woman said after she’d read Priscilla’s barcode, and Priscilla was brought to the little area where a pair of boards waited, holes cut for the head and hands, one below, one raised above. Her feet were secured, her hands were freed from her walking chains and she bent forward, resting her neck and her wrists in the appointed slots, making fists as the top board was angled down and latched, holding her securely.

Facing the wall, she could hear but could not see the other research girls reacting to their assigned fates. There was the unmistakable sound of a paddle or cane striking the soft flesh of someone’s rump, the groan or shout in response, another pop, another shout. Overall, however, it was a subdued affair, no one crying out with the despair that an hour-long punishment session provoked, no one begging for it to stop. The most pronounced sound, in fact, was the steady rattle of chains as girls were cycled in, brought to their stations, chained or unchained as required, taken care of and restrained for the walk back out. Priscilla spent no more than 15 minutes in the stocks, and the entire ordeal lasted no more than half an hour. By 9:30 that morning, she’d been returned to her cage, chained there, walked to the lab, and bound to a chair, Georgie wetting her in preparation for a full day with Dr. Bank.

But always, in the back of Priscilla’s mind, even as she stood in the stocks that Friday, was the knowledge that Dr. Cooper was coming to take a look at his new lab, still under construction. His next visit was scheduled for Monday, June 10 – three days away. He said he wanted Priscilla to go with him, to represent the interests of the 10 females who would be caged there. She wanted that too. And when she thought of him, of saying hello to him and talking to him, she would feel a little trill in her heart, an unexpected stir of something that surprised her.

No, she was not in love, with Dr. Cooper, or anyone else. But she was getting more comfortable with males in general. She was learning to enjoy them. And enjoyment seemed to be a little like passion. She’d never figured out boys when she was free, but that seemed to be changing. Before she was sold to the lab, she liked how boys’ penises felt, but they would orgasm and release and she wouldn’t know how to make anything more of the relationships, and eventually she’d get annoyed by what seemed to be their single-minded pursuit of another turn inside her female part, and she’d stop replying to messages, and they’d drift away. Not once did she tell a boy she wasn’t interested. She couldn’t be that direct.

Something was changing, just recently. It hadn’t started when she got to the lab 10 months ago, at least not at Priscilla’s conscious level. But more recently, she felt, she was starting to understand what boys wanted from her, besides her vagina. They didn’t just want sex. Of course, they wanted that, but that was easy. Open the legs, let him in, let your mind go to the place where the lubricant flowed, enjoy him until he came. That was easy. The rest of what he wanted was the opposite of easy, a mixture of things, of words and expressions and gestures, an alchemy, a potion, a magic spell that couldn’t be defined, described, planned. You just knew. And Priscilla knew.

I am giving boys more than my body now, and they like it.

And I like it.

Is it really romance?

Yes, but not like in a book. Or maybe it was like in a book. But books couldn’t give you what was most important. No author could convey the way the eyes averted at just the right time, the way the voice lilted, perfect and mystical. Even in a lab, where a girl and her partner joined their sex organs together for scientific reasons under the careful supervision of a team of researchers, there could be romance. No book could capture that. Often enough, she could smell her partners, a bouquet of earthy odors that changed as she mated with him – one scent before he came, another afterwards. No book could do that justice.

When she had been free, she would let boys buy her dinner, and she would play with her hair and listen to them and nod and answer their questions if they asked any, with as few words as possible. She wasn’t being coy. It’s not even that she was afraid of saying the wrong thing. She just didn’t see the point in putting energy into something with no discernible purpose.

She was learning to enjoy talking, just to see where things would go, just to see if she could amuse him, or amuse herself. Just to talk.

Friday ended, the weekend passed, and on that second Monday in June, Priscilla awoke ready for anything, including seeing Dr. Cooper or not seeing him, and she prepared for the day the way she and all the other girls did, putting herself in her inventory cuffs, sighing quietly as the probes were pushed up her anus and vagina, washing everything at her bidet, waiting on her bed while most of her neighbors were chained and taken to their assignments.

And then, the door to the cageroom opened, and there he was, standing outside the bars of her cage, a bookbag slung over his shoulder, the handler named Cecilia beside him.

“Here she is,” Cecilia said. “Chain her up?”

“I’ll take it from here,” Cooper said, and in an unusual display of courtesy, he added, “thanks, Cecilia, great to meet you.”

“Sure,” she said, looking surprised, and she stepped away, the door shutting with a thud behind her.

Priscilla looked up and smiled, but she stayed on her bed, legs crossed, a stack of sketches between her thighs.

“Hey, 67,” he said breezily.

“Hello, Dr. Cooper,” Priscilla said, offering a slight smile, heart trilling again.

“How have you been?” he asked.

“Well, other than the occasional correction, just fine,” Priscilla said.

“I know of two incidents.”

“Just two since I started training,” she said, still sitting on her bed, looking at him.

“And both of them were my fault,” he said, staring back, eyes wandering her body.

“Well, no,” Priscilla corrected, surprised that he would imply any contrition, even ironically. “We had a deal, and that’s what happened when I didn’t take care of my side of it.”

“Not too painful, I hope?”

“It always hurts,” Priscilla replied. What was he expecting? Of course it hurt. It wouldn’t be punishment if it didn’t hurt. Was his conscience that fragile? Or was something else going on?

“Okay,” he said with a sharp nod, as if physically turning the page to the next part of the conversation. “I’m hearing work is going well on the new space.”

“Is it done?” Priscilla asked. She knew it wasn’t, but he didn’t need to know what she did and didn’t know. Her eyes flicked down briefly to his left hand, and she spotted a ring there. So he’s married, she thought. Or wants people to think he is. But no, he probably really is married. And probably to a woman. Or maybe to multiple women. Or multiple men, and women too. How could someone who did what Dr. Cooper did for a living be in a normal monogamous, heterosexual relationship?

“I’m told it’s ahead of schedule, but not finished yet,” he said. “I haven’t seen it. Ready to look at it with me?”

“Love to,” Priscilla said, but still she sat. She did what she was told. Rising and going to her bars on the assumption he wanted to take her now could lead to embarrassment or, worse yet, put in Cooper’s mind the idea she was presumptuous. And besides, he’d dismissed Cecelia, with her chains and her key to Priscilla’s cage. Researchers never dealt with that kind of thing. Indeed, they rarely entered the cagerooms at all. How exactly did Cooper think he was going to get her to the new lab?

“Are you free now?” he asked with a half smile.

“Sure,” she said, and now she slid off her bed and went to her bars, and he unlatched his bag and opened it, reaching in and pulling out a short length of chain.

“Mind going on this?” he asked.

“That’s one of the new Cassock leashes?” she asked.

“Yeah, the same as the one they put in you during that demonstration a few months ago.”

“Yup,” Priscilla agreed, and she looked at the plug at the end of the leash. “For my anus, right?”

“Yeah,” he said. “The lab got 20 under the contract, so I’ve put in a requisition for 10. I want one for every female in my lab.”

“You mentioned it to Dr. Morrow.”

“Uh huh, he seemed a little hesitant, but I’d rather use these in the lab than four-points every time someone steps out of her cage.”

“You’re just getting them for our rears?” Priscilla asked. “They had one for vaginas too.”

“That’s one of the things I wanted to ask you about,” Cooper said, and he looked at the end of the chain a little sheepishly. “This is the first leash I’ve actually held, and you’ll be the first female I put on one. So I do have some questions.”

“Okay,” Priscilla said evenly. “What do you want to know?”

“Let me get you on it first,” he said. “Turn around and bend over. And be patient.”

Priscilla turned, bent, put her hands on her knees, and wished Cooper had allowed Cecilia to chain her. If their research collaboration, such as it was, started with his injuring her, their relationship might never recover.

“Are you going to lubricate it?” she asked, bracing for the arrival of the leash plug at her rear entrance.

“Uh,” he said uncertainly, “do you have any?”

“I tend not to need it,” she said, still bent over, waiting.

“Can you spare some of the natural kind?” he asked.

Priscilla reached between her legs, spread her lips, touched her vaginal door, found the same healthy degree of moisture there she was usually holding this time of the morning, and with a few deft passes of her own, she circled and pressed her clitoris, adding a little more fluid to the organ. “Yeah, go ahead,” she said, using two fingers to widen herself.

Cooper pushed the plug up her vagina quickly, and with confidence. He might have been a novice at leashing a girl by her bottom, but there was nothing about her front opening that gave him pause, obviously, and with a few deft insertions and a turn or two, he had the plug thoroughly coated.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Ready,” Priscilla replied, relaxing her anus the way she had learned to for the monitor.

Cooper slid the plug inside her, fumbled briefly with the button that expanded the tip, got it pressed, locking the plug in place and prompting a sigh from Priscilla.

“Okay?” he asked.

“It’s just a little thick,” she replied, straightening, her back to Cooper.

“Here, you hold it,” he said, passing the end of the leash through the bars.

Priscilla turned, took the leash handle, glanced at the buttons. Nothing was turned on or flashing at present, but she knew what it could do. When activated in the rectum of a resistant female, a few quick button pushes would bring her into line. During a demonstration in the winter, Priscilla herself had experienced some of the model’s lesser powers, responding with a quick shout when it was turned on at a low setting.

She dropped her hand to her side, waiting, the leash rattling against her knee. Was Dr. Cooper going to let her out so they could have a look at his new lab, or just stand there and look at her while a chain ran from her anus to her hand?

“Honest opinion, what do you think?” he said.

“You mean, what do I think about the leash?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“Can you be more specific?” Priscilla said. “You mean, how does it feel, will it work, is it better than chains, something else?”

“As you recall, I want to use these in the lab,” he said. “In lieu of chains, for girls who aren’t leaving. It seems a lot easier than four-points every time I want to get you from your cage to one of the chairs.”

“Will there be a lot of back and forth?” she asked.

“Yes, that’s one of the advantages of having the lab and residences in the same space,” he said. “Instead of leaving you on the chair, or putting you in a pen, you can go back to your cage between procedures.”

“Okay,” Priscilla agreed. “That would be an improvement. But it’s going to get sore if I’m going back and forth all day.”

“I’ve asked Cassock about that,” Cooper said. “I thought it was a simple question. What’s the recommended daily limit on leashing a female? Five times, 10, 15? No one had any idea. I called, no one called me back, I emailed and that got forwarded to a bunch of people but I never got a definite answer.”

“You’re not going to study it, are you?” Priscilla asked with exaggerated nervousness.

Cooper smiled back, but his expression suggested that yes, it wasn’t entirely a joke to him; anal functioning might deserve at least a fraction of the attention he’d given the hole next to it.

Priscilla’s mind wandered briefly to how the research might be done, and what role she might be forced to play in it before she returned to the most relevant question.

“What does your research design call for?” she asked. “In terms of leashing during the day?”

“Good question,” he said, looking as surprised as he sometimes did by Priscilla’s familiarity with lab jargon. “Tentatively, up to eight times per day. On the chair for an hour, back to your cage for 30 minutes, so that’s twice on the leash, and that can happen four times in a day.”

Cooper looked at Priscilla questioningly, and she was beginning to understand that he wasn’t here just to get her opinion of the lab. He wanted her opinion on a variety of topics, some of which had a direct bearing on her quality of life as a member of Cooper’s inventory. She needed not to squander this.

“Eight times in and out in one day might start hurting,” she said. “Especially if it’s happening a few days in a row. But what about just leaving it in?”

“I’ve thought about it,” Cooper said. “What do you think?”

Priscilla looked down, tightened her anus around the leash plug, tried to imagine wearing it for hours.

“Maybe,” she said. “I’d have to try it.” She pondered some more. “In my cage would be fine, I think, but holding a leash while there’s a penis in my vagina, I’m not sure about that.”

“You’d consider it, though?”

“Yes,” Priscilla agreed. “If the penis wasn’t too big. Or maybe even if it was. It would probably make things tighter, which is okay with me, within reason. And I don’t think the boy would mind. He’d feel it, though.”

Cooper nodded, obviously getting the kinds of input from Priscilla he was hoping for.

“It’s going to change all the dynamics, if it’s in during intercourse,” Priscilla continued. “I’m sure you know that. Penetration will feel different, for both of us. It’s going to mean more stimulation, maybe more lubricant, maybe a quicker orgasm, or possibly not.”

“How distracting is it?” he asked.

“Right now, a lot,” Priscilla said. “But I’d probably get used to it. And I know I can orgasm with it in. I did before.”

“I was there,” Cooper said.

“Yeah,” Priscilla said, “but I’m not sure how valid that was from a research perspective.”

“It was an anecdote,” Cooper said. “Not completely invalid.”

The door to the hall opened and a female handler appeared, bringing a chained girl back to her cage. Cooper turned, looked at her.

“Hey,” he said, “when you’re done with her, can you shackle this one and let her out?”

The handler nodded, headed toward the other female’s cage.

“They asked me to put you on additional security, since you’re not just going to be in my lab,” Cooper said a little sheepishly. “If it were up to me, I’d just go with the leash.”

“Well, I get it,” Priscilla said.

“You’re admitting you’re not secure if it’s just a leash in your rectum?”

“No, I’m not admitting that,” Priscilla said. “I’m just speaking generally. You should want a leashed girl on something else.”

“I wouldn’t be worried at all.”

“How are you going to hold it?” Priscilla asked, looking at the end of the leash in her own hand.

“Loop it around my wrist once or twice,” Cooper replied. “And then, there are the buttons.”

“But what’s to keep me from yanking it off your wrist?” she asked. “If you weren’t expecting it? Element of surprise.”

“Okay,” Cooper said, smiling, obviously enjoying the back and forth with the girl in the cage. “But then what? You can’t take the stairs, they stay locked. And there’s going to be a wait for the elevator. And even if you get on it, which is highly unlikely, as soon as word gets out you’re on the run, they’ll just freeze everything until they can get a crew ready to welcome you to whatever floor you end up on.”

Priscilla raised her free hand and offered a wave to her imaginary capturers.

“But let’s say that somehow, against all odds, you get outside the building,” Cooper continued. “Then you’ve got a fence to climb, barbed wire to crawl over.”

“Naked,” Priscilla noted.

“Naked, yes,” Cooper agreed. “And you’ve still got a chain hanging out of your rear . . . so you’re not exactly going to blend in with the nearest crowd.”

“I can only imagine the correction for that one,” Priscilla said with a grimace. “No one wants that. Not us, not the lab either. So the extra security is just to remove temptation.”

“It makes sense to you, then?”

“Of course,” Priscilla said, adding with her best attempt at subtle irony. “Everything here makes sense.”

“Would you be tempted?” Cooper asked, eyeing her sideways.

“Tempted to what?” she asked.

“You know what,” he said.




Chapter 23: Titania Arrives at House Cooper

The trip lasted half an hour, and after the truck had been turned off and the door opened, Marsha entered to find Titania just as she’d left her.

“The engine felt different through every part of me,” Titania announced. “Like the vibrations of five different trucks.”

“I’ve never heard that before,” Marsha said. “Everything good?”

“Yes. Where are we?”

“Dr. Cooper’s house.”

“Does he live alone?”

“No,” Marsha said. “He lives here with his wife and daughter.”

“Does he study them too?”

“I really don’t think so,” Marsha said, kneeling to open the padlocks, raising the cage top.

“Will I get to talk to them?” Titania inquired.

“You want to?”

“Possibly. Maybe. I don’t know.”

Marsha opened Titania’s wrist cuffs first, and the girl sighed and her body went limp before she sat up, staring at her wrists but not rubbing them, touching the dents the cuffs had carved into her skin, ignoring Marsha as the staffer wrapped the chain around her waist. But once the belly chain had been locked, Titania lowered her hands to be bound.

Marsha released Titania’s anal leash from the cleat, opened her ankle cuffs and helped her to her feet, guiding her past the edge of the cage before she shackled her.

Thus secured, Titania shambled to the platform. The truck had been parked discreetly, backed up the drive, its open end aimed at Cooper’s house, but the ever-curious girl leaned to her right, craned her neck, gazed around the truck wall at one of the city’s older neighborhoods, a few miles from campus, a setting of comfortable, solid homes, of sidewalks and picket fences presided over by tall oaks, its property lines edged by thick hedges.

Marsha, holding the leash loosely, took Titania’s arm while Todd lowered the platform, and once they’d arrived at ground level, the workers escorted Titania to the home’s arched front doorway, and it opened before they reached it, and a girl in her teens appeared, barefooted, dressed in a white t-shirt and baggy gray sweatpants.

“I can show you where she goes,” the girl said, stepping back and pulling the door wide and running her eyes along the length of Titania’s body.

“Miss Cooper, I presume?” Titania said as she shuffled across the threshold.

“Yeah,” the girl replied. “I’m Nadia.”

“I know your dad,” Titania said. “He’s nice.”

“That’s good,” Nadia said blankly. “He wants you on the second floor.”

Nadia turned and headed toward the stairs, climbed them two at a time, stopped at the top and looked down to watch Titania ascend slowly, Marsha beside her with a hand on her upper arm.

“Is there lunch?” Titania inquired once she’d reached the second-floor landing.

“Yeah, Dad got you stuff,” Nadia said. “You have to stay in there.”

“Is Dr. Cooper here?” Titania asked hopefully.

“No, Mom and Dad are gone.”

“Do you help him with his work?” Titania asked.

“What do you mean?” Nadia asked.

“Does he study you?”

“No, I don’t think he would ever do that,” the girl said, looking Titania up and down disapprovingly.

“I bet you’d like it if you tried it,” Titania said.

“Hey,” Marsha interjected. “Are we good here? Do you have everything you need?”

“Yeah,” Nadia said, and she reached out her hand, and Marsha passed the leash and a ring of keys to her. “Thanks.”

“We’ll leave the forms on the table in the kitchen,” Marsha said. “Tell your dad to call if he needs anything.”

“Okay.”

Nadia turned and headed on and Titania shuffled after, to the door at the end of the hall, a bedroom that had been converted for Titania, the light blue carpet of middleclass existence serving as the foundation for something else entirely, a four-sided cage, steel bars braced by steel plates, the lower plates secured to the floor by heavy bolts, the upper plates almost touching the popcorn ceiling.

“Dad made this for you,” Nadia said, pulling open the barred door.

Titania sidled in, taking in the space with her whole body, eyes and head and torso turning as she surveyed everything.

The cage was just long enough to hold a cot, a foam pad laid across it, sheets and blankets folded there. A small table beside the bed held a collection of snacks and two bottles of water. A bucket with a lid completed the décor.

“It’s kind of basic,” Nadia said.

The wall past the bars at the back of the cage held two windows, and Titania went to the edge of her new home to peer through, and when the leash went taut, Nadia released it, and it swung against Titania’s calves, and she didn’t seem to notice it, that or the sound of Nadia closing and padlocking her door.

“Do your neighbors ever do outdoor sings?” Titania inquired.

“Outdoor sings?”

“Or chanting? Or throwing spells?”

“I don’t know what any of those things are,” Nadia said.

“I think I see a ring of stones,” Titania said. “In the backyard of the brick house, two doors away. If they ever light a fire there, it’s natural for people to hold ceremonies. Late at night.”

“I don’t think that’s ever happened.”

“That’s good,” Titania said. “It can be very disheartening when it’s that kind of thing waking you up. Interesting, but disheartening.”

“Okay,” said Nadia, and she pointed to the small table. “That’s your snacks, for if you get hungry between meals, and your water. You go in the bucket. There’s toilet paper next to it. You’ll empty it in the bathroom when you’re let out. You want your stuff off?”

Titania turned away from the window, looked at her bound hands. “Did your dad say you could unlock me?”

“Yeah, he told me to.”

Titania stepped to the bars and watched as Nadia reached through, uncuffed her wrists and ankles, bundled up the chain and slung it over one of the pegs in the wall beside the door, returned, and Titania turned and bent and sighed and held still while Nadia unlocked the plug in her anus and pulled it out, and Nadia looked at it distastefully before she exited, disposed of it somewhere, reappeared.

“Where is punishment done?” Titania asked, straightening.

“Punishment?”

“When we misbehave, we’re tortured,” Titania said. “Where is that done?”

“I don’t know,” Nadia said. “Maybe downstairs. In the basement.”

“What does it look like?” Titania inquired.

“I don’t know,” Nadia said. “It’s in the basement.”

“You’ve seen it?”

“Yeah.”

“What’s there?”

“I don’t know,” Nadia said again. “Just some things to take care of things.”

“Whips?” Titania pressed.

“I don’t know.”

“Paddles?”

“I don’t know.”

“A post I get tied to?”

“Not really like that.”

“Something else?”

“It’s over your head,” Nadia said, raising her hands.

“It’s okay,” Titania said. “He told me all about it.”

“What did he tell you?” Nadia asked.

Titania turned, looked at the table where the snacks lay, stepped over and picked up a bag of cashews, tore it open, dropped three nuts into her hand, put one into her mouth.

“The girls he works with at the university get hung, and they whip them,” Titania said matter-of-factly. “Pretty big whips, I think. Professional equipment. And contorting them.”

“What does that mean?”

“Bending them in a certain position for awhile.”

“Oh.”

“Or she might get zapped on her pearl of great price.”

“What’s that?”

“The feminine mystique,” Titania clarified, pointing to her vulva. “I’m sure it hurts horribly.”

“I don’t think Mom will let Dad do that here,” Nadia said.

“Why not?” Titania asked, slight disappointment in her voice.

“We’re not like that.”

“Your dad’s like that,” Titania asserted.

“At work, maybe,” Nadia said. “But this is home.”

“But now I’m here.”

“This is not normal,” Nadia said. “It was a big thing. Mom wasn’t happy about it.”

“Your dad told me he might be going somewhere else.”

“Yeah.”

“And you’ll go with him?”

“Yeah. He’s my dad.”

“Where?”

“Atlanta.”

“He told you that?” Titania asked. “He wouldn’t tell me where he was going.”

“Atlanta,” Nadia said. “Or one of the suburbs. He says it’s better than here. And it’s a lot more money for him. But I don’t want to leave my friends.”

“How old are you?”

“Sixteen. I just finished my sophomore year.”

“Do you know what your dad does?”

“Yes, I know all about it,” Nadia said, looking for a fraction of a second at Titania’s pubic hair, and then at the wall.

“You should let him test you at his lab,” Titania suggested. “It’s very interesting.”

“Like bring your daughter to work day?” Nadia asked, the first hint of a smile on her lips.

“Yeah, sure.”

“I was saying that as a joke,” Nadia said. “We say it as a joke. When we had bring your daughter to work day in eighth grade, I went with Karen. She’s my friend. I went with her and her dad. He works for the city. He buys things.”

After a pause in which Nadia seemed almost ready to excuse herself, she reconsidered, looked at Titania.

“How did you end up doing this?”

“I have a really strong vagina,” Titania replied.

“What do you mean strong?”

“Tight,” Titania said, taking a step toward the bars, and she looked down and cupped one hand around her vulva. “A really good grip. If you put your fingers inside it, I can show you.”

“Are you grooming me?” Nadia said.

“Grooming you?” Titania echoed.

“Preparing me for sexual exploitation.”

“No,” Titania said. “I don’t exploit girls.”

“You exploit boys?”

“It’s mutual,” Titania said.

“What’s it like?” Nadia asked.

“Easy.”

“Do you get arrested?”

“Why would I get arrested?”

“For exploiting boys.”

“It’s not illegal.”

“How old are the boys?” Nadia asked.

“Twenty,” Titania said. “Thirty maybe. One was 43. I asked.”

“I’m 16,” Nadia said.

“I know.”

“It would be illegal to do anything with me.”

“I don’t want to.”

“I felt like you were sort of grooming me, though.”

“In what way?”

“Asking me to put my fingers inside you. And what you were saying about letting my dad . . .”

“Right,” Titania said, nodding. “But then, what would I do next? How would I go from that to sexual exploitation?”

“People find ways,” Nadia said. “They told us all about it in one of the girls’ classes.”

“But I’m in here,” Titania said. “Are you afraid I’ll escape and perform the kama sutra on you?”

“The what?”

“The kama sutra.”

“What’s that?”

“It’s a book. About doing things.”

“They don’t have that book at my library,” Nadia said. “It starts with normalization. That was one of the words they kept using. They get you to think things are normal that seem weird at first. Like he might tell a sex joke, or ask me to describe myself . . . my private places. Or show me pictures, or a movie. And have me drink stuff.”

“I haven’t done any of those things.”

“Or anything else,” Nadia said. “If it makes you uncomfortable, then it might be grooming.”

“You want to know what makes me uncomfortable?” Titania asked.

“What?”

“Boring stuff.”

“That doesn’t make me uncomfortable,” Nadia said. “It just makes me bored.”

“You know what my name is, right?”

“Uh, Titania.”

“Do you know who that was?”

“Maybe a scientist?”

“Queen of the faeries,” Titania corrected. “Getting bored easily comes with the territory. My mom gave me that name, and I’ve been paying the price ever since.”

“It’s just a name.”

“Nadia is just a name. Titania is a title.”

“Dad said to be careful talking to you,” Nadia said.

“Why?”

“He said it might not make sense.”

“And then what?”

“What do you mean?” Nadia asked.

“If it didn’t make sense, then what happens?” Titania inquired. “You get scared, or it upsets you, or you get like me?”

“I don’t know, nothing like that.”

“But he was worried,” Titania said.

“He just said to be careful.”

“Why are you the only one here?”

“Dad said I could do it. He’s in Atlanta, Mom’s playing tennis.”

“What’s he doing in Atlanta?”

“He said he was going to look at the space, and talk to the other girls.”

“Other girls?”

“Lab girls. Like you.”

“How many are there?” Titania asked, eyes going suddenly bright.

“No idea.”

“What are they like? What do they do?”

“I don’t know about any of that.”

“Are there boys there?”

“I’m sure,” Nadia said. “He works with boys here.”

“Have you met them?”

“No, I think I mentioned that. Dad’s work is Dad’s work. We don’t get involved.”

“When do we move?” Titania asked.

“Dad starts there July first. Mom and me will go that week, probably, or the next week.”

“When will I go?” Titania asked.

“Probably when Dad goes. Or around that time.”

“When does your dad get back?” Titania asked.

“Tomorrow.”

“What are you going to tell him?” Titania asked.

“About what?”

“About me.”

“That you’re here, I guess.”

“Interesting.”




Chapter 24: A Look at the Lab

“Okay,” Priscilla said simply, noncommittally, in response to Cooper’s vague question. Was this a test? Was Cooper trying to get her to admit she wanted to be gone, would run if she had the chance? She didn’t want to talk about this with him. He could pick up things, she suspected, other men would miss.

“How did you end up here, anyway?” he asked, staring at the girl through the bars of her cage. “I know it wasn’t voluntary.”

The handler, done with the other prisoner, stepped up. Priscilla eyed her warily and held her tongue.

“You said just shackles?” she asked. She was a redhead, probably in her early 30s, her makeup a little heavy. Priscilla didn’t know her name, believed she was new. She’d put on Priscilla’s morning chains once or twice over the last few weeks, but there had been no interaction beyond that.

“Yes, if you have those?” Cooper said.

“I do,” said the staffer. “But normally, if someone’s leaving their cage, we do four-point.”

“She’s on a leash,” Cooper said, gesturing toward the chain hanging from Priscilla’s hand and rounding her thigh.

“Which she’s holding at the moment,” the woman noted.

“She’s going to hand it to me as soon as you open up her cage.”

“How about before I open her cage?” proposed the handler.

“Whatever the protocol is,” Cooper said amiably.

“And . . . are you new here?” she asked. “A vendor?”

“I’m Ben Cooper,” he said, smiling. “I’m starting in a few weeks.”

The woman blanched, raised her hands to her mouth, her eyes wide, her lips curling in horror, her next words compressed.

“Oh, of course, Dr. Cooper!” she said. “Oh, I’m so sorry, I’ve heard your name, they’ve been talking about you. Oh my god, I’m so sorry. It’s just, researchers don’t come to the cagerooms, so I just thought, I just thought . . . I’m so sorry.”

Cooper probably could have fired her on the spot, or at least told someone she needed to be gone by the time he started. Or he could have given her a nuclear dressing-down, informed her she wasn’t fit to breathe the same air as he, wasn’t even fit to be in Priscilla’s presence.

Instead, he smiled warmly, offered his hand.

“Ben Cooper,” he said. “And you are.”

“Uh, Sandy,” she stammered, taking his hand reluctantly. “I’m just a . . . look, I’m really sorry, I just—”

“You were doing your job,” Cooper interrupted. “But now that we know each other, can you help me get her upstairs?”

“Okay, yeah, okay,” said Sandy, her relief palpable, and she pulled a pair of shackles out of the front pocket of her red jumpsuit, knelt and passed them through the bars. Priscilla stepped up, put her feet together, looked at Cooper as she was bound, and he smiled back.

Would he always be this tolerant of the handlers? Was indiscriminate professional courtesy just one of his attributes? Or, Priscilla wondered, with a cynicism that had grown exponentially since her acquisition by the lab, was he showing off for her?

Sandy unlocked Priscilla’s cage door and Priscilla handed her the end of the leash.

“Have you seen one of those before?” Cooper asked.

“No,” Sandy admitted, staring at the handle. “What are the buttons for?”

“Immediate correction,” Cooper replied, and when Sandy stared at him blankly, he elaborated. “Push that button to activate it, and then push that one down and hold it for as long as necessary to get her to cooperate.”

“Ouch,” Sandy said.

“Exactly,” Cooper agreed.

Priscilla left her cage, waited while Sandy resecured her door and scanned the ID tattoo on Priscilla’s shoulder.

“How long have you been here?” Cooper asked as they reached the hall.

“A month tomorrow,” Sandy replied, laughing nervously and turning toward the elevator.

“New then,” Cooper said. “Where were you before?”

“Macon County Jail,” Sandy said.

“How do you like it here?”

“The pay’s better, the benefits are almost as good,” Sandy replied. “But the inmates here . . . I mean, the um, inventory are a lot easier to work with.”

“Think you’ll make a career of it?”

“I was at the jail for five years, loved that,” Sandy said, smiling, appearing increasingly comfortable as she interacted with Cooper. “And there are lot more opportunities here.”

“What other roles are you interested in?”

“Maybe correction,” Sandy said. They had reached the elevator, the door to the old punishment room just across the hall, now marked with the Cassock logo and a new sign that said “Correction.”

“Ow, ow, god . . . dammit!” shouted a girl, her voice coming muffled from behind the door. “Stop!”

Sandy looked at the door, looked back at Cooper. If the cry of pain bothered her, she was good at hiding it.

“Was that something you did at the jail?” Cooper asked.

“Not like here,” Sandy replied. “We would only tase during an active situation, and things would be so chaotic half the time they wouldn’t react to it and you wouldn’t know if you’d made contact. Punishment after the fact, when everyone’s calmed down, makes a lot more sense.”

The elevator door opened and she stepped in first, Priscilla trailing her, Cooper entering last.

“Do you have anywhere else you need to be?” he asked.

“Not for about ten minutes,” Sandy replied. “We’re going to the new lab?”

“Yes, fifth floor,” Cooper said. “Sixty-seven and I are going to take a look. I want to get her opinion on a few things.”

Sandy hit button 5, turned to Priscilla, and Priscilla looked back, keeping her expression plain. She knew what Sandy was thinking, and she was content to just let her think it.

No researcher would ask a handler for their opinion, on anything. Handlers were important for what they did, but they were lab machinery. They unlocked, chained, escorted, unchained. Research females were in a different, strange class. Yes, they were kept caged and chained, and they suffered a wide variety of indignities in the lab. But their minds mattered; what they felt was important, physically and emotionally as well. Human reproduction was as much a mental as a physical phenomenon, after all. So research females were allowed to provide input a handler would never be asked for. Or at least, this female, dark-haired and buxom, who went by the name 67, was being asked for her input. Yes, Sandy had chained 67’s ankles together and released her from her cage, and Sandy was at present holding a leash locked inside 67’s bottom, but their powers relative to each other weren’t as simple as they might look. The girl named 67, physically subservient as she might appear, should not be trifled with.

“What about lab assistant?” Cooper inquired as the elevator ascended.

“Yeah, that too,” Sandy replied. “I’m thinking about getting a certificate.”

“There are local programs?”

“The county college has a one-year course you can take.”

“Do that,” Cooper advised. “I’ll be building a team as soon as I get here, and I’m looking for generalists.”

“Generalist?”

“People comfortable with everything. Handling, correcting, basic lab and research stuff, learning some of the technology.”

“When will you be interviewing?” she asked.

“I am right now.”

“Oh!” she said, and she laughed nervously. “Yeah, okay. I’m interested.”

“Put the word out,” Cooper said. “I’m looking for new people, so I don’t have to unteach too much. The lab’s giving me five dedicated staff, and I’ll want them assigned to me by mid-July.”

“I will,” Sandy agreed.

The door opened and the three entered the hall, turning right and heading toward Cooper’s new lab.

“Do you have a family?” Cooper asked.

“Two daughters, five and seven,” she said. “My ex is in Macon, and he’s going to stay there.”

“Sorry.”

“It’s for the best. We’re still friends, and he’s there for the girls a lot, but I really needed to get out of Macon.”

They reached the end of the hall, the door to Cooper’s lab on one side, the executive elevator on the other. The lab door was freshly painted, its face-high window in place, but incomplete, holes where the knob and lock would go. Cooper went first, pulling the door open, pushing into a little security room and through a second incomplete door. Priscilla went next, eager to take in the space again, this time without being tested against various unpleasantries.

As before, a wide bank of windows to the left revealed the sky and the green horizon, and Priscilla looked there first, taking in a bright spring day, wondering what the air felt like outside. Directly before her, an internal wall had been put up, new since her last visit, and she guessed that this marked one end of the enclosure for the 10 cages, all of which would face the windows, one of which would be hers. Immediately to her right, she recalled from the online meeting with Cooper, was a large area that would serve as his actual lab. All the major work had been done here. The linoleum floor featured a faux marble pattern of white and dark blue, and along the wall to her right, they’d installed two showers, a toilet, and two sinks. To the right of the plumbing fixtures was a walk-in closet and three standing pens, each fronted with a barred door. But none of the equipment had been delivered yet. There were no examination chairs, none of the racks where a female would be stretched for certain kinds of examination and stimulation. But soon, Priscilla knew, this was the place where she would be stimulated, penetrated, driven to climax, studied.

“Five chairs here,” Cooper said, pointing. “Two cool-down stocks. And three posts.”

“What will the posts be for?” Priscilla inquired. She’d been led to believe punishment would happen elsewhere in the lab.

“There are some new things I want to try,” Cooper said. “Vaginal training. Driven by thirst.”

“Really?” Priscilla said, raising her eyebrows and hoping for more information.

Something beyond the internal wall began making noise. It sounded like a power tool, maybe a drill, and Cooper headed toward the sound, stopping at the edge of the new wall.

The tool fell silent.

“Hello,” Cooper said respectfully. “Don’t let us interrupt you. But do you mind if we have a quick look around?”

“That would be fine,” said a man with a thick Southern accent, and Cooper looked back at Priscilla and Sandy and gestured for them to join him.

Priscilla stepped forward so quickly her leash went taut, the sensation uncomfortable but not painful, and she stopped until Sandy stepped forward, following her as Priscilla joined Cooper at the wall and scanned the space.

A second wall marked the other end of the cage area, but none of the walls separating the 10 cages had been built yet, their places marked with nine strips of blue masking tape. The lab was going to have the plumbing installed first, Priscilla concluded, and that work was virtually done: a toilet, a bidet, a sink, all of white porcelain, organized in 10 sets, one for each cage. Two men, presumably plumbers, were working beneath the sinks at the far end of the area, some 50 feet away, both focused on their work.

Priscilla tried to imagine the space after the walls had been built between the cages and she’d been assigned to one cage, waking up and looking through the bars and through the window to the rest of the world.

“It’ll be bars, right?” she asked. “At the front of the cages?”

“Yes,” Cooper confirmed. “But solid walls on the sides.”

“Okay,” Priscilla said.

“Is that disappointing?” he asked.

“I’m not sure,” Priscilla said. “I don’t think I’ll mind the privacy.”

“But I know they let you interact with other inventory through the bars.”

“On rare occasions, yes,” she said.

“But you like it.”

“Yes,” Priscilla confirmed.

“We can make other arrangements,” he said. “We’ll figure something out.”

Both plumbers were staring now, apparently surprised to hear a female voice, and their eyes found Priscilla and paused there, and she looked back at them, two middle-aged men who, she realized, had probably never before encountered a naked girl on the job.

She’d spent the last 10 months nude, visible to everyone she encountered, male and female, and she’d gotten used to it, not just her body bare but also her inner self, her sexuality. But here was something different, two men not inured to the presence of nude females, and responding with surprise as they took all of her in; indeed, drinking her in, eyes so direct and so focused she knew that their minds must be doing nothing else at the moment but absorbing, processing, recording, trying to understand.

Was Priscilla self-conscious, embarrassed, stricken with modesty? Oddly enough, she wasn’t sure. She sensed what the men were feeling as they eyed her, no doubt the same carnal interest that provoked erections when her male research partners were brought to her. But these men were not here to impale her to mutual climax. They were here to hook up water lines to sinks and toilets. And so maybe this was awkward. Priscilla was here to look at her future home, the men were here to plumb, but she was naked and that changed things.

And so Priscilla covered herself, her right hand dropping to her mound to hide her black triangle of pubic hair, her left arm raised, forearm across her nipples. Girls caught naked by the wrong person did this instinctively, ashamedly, but for Priscilla, it was a studied act, not born of any emotion. In fact, it was more courtesy than anything else. You’re here to get a job done, she was saying with her hand and her arm, and I’ve disrupted things. Hopefully this helps.

“Looks like you’ve got the plumbing almost done,” Cooper said, not giving any hint that he sensed the awkwardness of the moment.

The older of the two men seemed to be struggling with a minor crisis of attention, eyes shifting from the naked girl to the man who had spoken to him, but at last he made it through.

“Yes, Sir, should be done in the next hour,” he said.

“We’re just looking, be gone soon.”

“Help yourself,” said the man with a wave, and he and his partner turned back to their work, eyes shifting with what Priscilla sensed was reluctance.

“Any idea which space you’ll want?” he asked Priscilla.

“They all look the same to me,” she said.

“Closer to the lab, closer to correction, or right in the middle?” he asked.

“Maybe in the middle, then,” Priscilla replied. “So I can talk to my neighbors on both sides.”

“Good,” Cooper said. “Beds’ll be in the front, by the way. And adjustable.”

“Adjustable?” Priscilla echoed.

“So you can partner through the bars, at the front of your cage, when that’s most convenient.”

“Yeah?” Priscilla agreed, still not quite sure what was being proposed.

“Okay, here’s your cage,” Cooper said, holding his arms out to frame imaginary walls. “And here’s your bed, right here. And here’s a crank, set into the bars.”

Cooper turned the non-existent crank clockwise while he put his other hand where his erection would be. “Now I’m raising your bed to get your vagina at the right height for penetration.”

“Oh,” Priscilla said. “So I’m up against the bars?”

“Yes, on your back, legs raised and strapped, vagina here,” he said. “Or we can strap you on your knees and put you at whatever height works best for your partner’s penis. Or his hand, his mouth.”

Priscilla nodded, understanding now. Her cage would be an extension of the lab. Or the lab would be an extension of her cage. She wasn’t sure how she felt about that. Her cage, small and open as it was, served as something of a sanctuary for her. Now her space – even down to her very bed – was no more than another part of the lab.

Cooper turned to Sandy.

“How would you feel about interacting sexually with the inventory?” he asked.

“Well, uh . . .” she stammered, her fair face going pink. “That’s not something I have any experience with.”

“Is it something you’d be willing to train for?” he asked. “My most valuable crew will be able to do it all – restrain, gather data, work with the equipment, discipline, and partner.”

“Okay,” Sandy said, nodding. “But can you tell me what that last, what that last thing . . . would involve?”

“It could be anything,” he said. “From stimulating a female’s genitals with your hand or mouth, to penetrating her with a stimulant, to priming a male.”

“Priming a male,” Sandy repeated.

“Orally,” Cooper said. “Or vaginally.”

“You mean . . .” she stammered.

“Yes, you might spend the occasional day working in the nude, coupling with research inventory, male or female.”

“I, um . . .” Sandy said, turning her gaze toward Priscilla, possibly because it was easier to look at her than Cooper, possibly because she was trying to imagine having sex with her.

“You don’t have to say yes now,” Cooper laughed. “I just want you to think about it. We’ve got a few more weeks before any decisions are going to be made. But I’ve got the budget to pay close to double a handler’s salary to people who come in with a full range of skills.”

“Okay,” Sandy agreed, nodding quickly, enthusiastically. “I should probably get to my next assignment, if that’s okay, but I’m very interested.”

“Can anyone help me get her back to her cage?” Cooper asked.

“Yeah, just let them know you need help,” Sandy said, and she handed Dr. Cooper Priscilla’s leash and pulled out her scanner, waving it over Priscilla’s hip tattoo. “You’ve got the key to her anal plug?”

“Yes, I’ll just need her shackles off and her door opened.”

“Anyone can help with that,” Sandy said, leaning over to scan the tattoo over Priscilla’s rump.

“Sandy, it was great to meet you, really,” Cooper said, and he offered her his hand again, and she took it and smiled a little dazedly, and Priscilla imagined what she must be feeling, to have gone from almost getting herself fired to getting offered a significant promotion – if she’d have sex with boys.

And other girls.




Chapter 25: The Tour Continues

As soon as Sandy slipped through the door and left his uncompleted lab, Cooper stepped forward.

“And then, correction over here,” he said, pointing, Priscilla following as quickly as she could. She had dropped her arms to her sides, looking out the windows and ignoring the two plumbers. Were they looking at her? She didn’t care. She rounded the far wall and took in the space where she and her research counterparts would suffer the consequences of disobedience. For now, the space was empty, but she could see all of it in her mind’s eye, a smaller version of the room on the third floor, a place where the girls who lived here would be hung, beaten, shocked, stretched on frames, lingering until the ends of their allotted sentences.

“Keep it here?” Cooper asked her.

“If I said no, you’d move it?”

“No,” Cooper admitted. “So you’d say no?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“I’d rather not hear it,” Priscilla said. “I don’t like hearing it when I’m in that room.”

“But you hear it there.”

“When I’m being punished,” she said. “I’d rather not have to listen to it all day.”

“What if it wasn’t all day?” Cooper said. “Just certain times of the day? Certain days of the week?”

“That would be better,” Priscilla said, nodding.

“Deal,” Cooper said, laughing.

Priscilla looked at him. Was he playing with her?

“What days and what times then?” she asked.

“We can figure that out after we’re up and running,” Cooper said. “But how much trouble are you and your cohorts going to get into?”

“None, I hope,” she said.

“Exactly,” Cooper agreed. “Maybe every week or two, for an hour, we’ll take care of whatever needs doing.”

“That would be fine. But I do have another concern.”

“Yeah?”

“Sandy. Or any other staff who help you here. It’s going be strange if she’s spanking me on the same day she’s using her tongue on my vulva.”

“That hasn’t been a problem at Kansas.”

“Okay,” said Priscilla. “I’m willing to give it a try.”

“But again,” Cooper said patiently. “It will never be an issue if you follow the rules.”

“The rules can be hard to follow,” Priscilla said, adding quickly, because she didn’t want to sound like she was complaining, “The lab has always set a very high standard.”

“And now you’re working for me too.”

“That’s not a big deal,” Priscilla said.

“But you’re taking it seriously,” Cooper said. “Your scores are up. I’ve been impressed.”

“Thanks.”

“I was also impressed with your little episode.”

“Which one?” Priscilla asked. She suspected she knew what he was talking about, but she liked to have things put clearly.

“That masturbation session. May 30.”

“You remember the date?” Priscilla asked.

“You don’t?”

“No,” she said. “Dates aren’t that important here. Days of the week, yes, but not calendar dates.”

“Anyway, you really worked it.”

“I was kind of in a state,” Priscilla said. “I don’t know why. I just needed the release.”

“And you paid for it.”

“Yup,” Priscilla agreed, nothing more to say there unless Cooper wanted to pursue it.

“Half hour hanging and three spanks, right?” Cooper asked.

“No, they couldn’t just agree to do that under the new contract,” Priscilla said. “It turned into a huge deal.”

“How long did it take?”

“They were threatening to spend hours on it, looking for equivalencies, but Georgie talked them down to something that took less than a minute.”

“What did they do?”

Priscilla wrapped her hands around her breasts, pulled them up and looked down. “Five seconds under each,” she said. “Some kind of prod.”

She wanted Cooper to know exactly what they’d done.

“Ouch,” Cooper said. “Where were you?”

“In a lab, tied to a chair.”

“Tied?”

“Well, chained first, but then I was tied too, legs and hands, right against the rings. They were afraid I’d hurt myself if they didn’t tie me.”

“Sorry,” Cooper said.

There was that strange contrition again. Where was that coming from?

“So we keep track of all the infractions, and take care of them all at the same time, here,” Cooper proposed, gesturing at the empty space where, soon, a range of correction equipment would be brought in. “And tell you what, you asked about day and time, go ahead and tell me what makes sense to you.”

“My vote is Friday,” Priscilla said. “Friday afternoon. Get it over with and let us enjoy the weekend.”

“Okay,” Cooper said.

“And I’m getting maintenance on Fridays, so it all gets done on one day.”

“Maintenance?”

“That’s what they call it. They’re doing a weekly correction now.”

“For what?”

“It’s just something under the new contract,” Priscilla said.

“You mean,” Cooper said, looking surprised, “they’re punishing you weekly now . . . just to do it?”

“It’s probably better I don’t agree with that phrasing,” Priscilla said. “It’s something they do as part of maintaining order.”

“What is actually done?” Cooper asked.

“I’ve only been once,” Priscilla said. “It was quick. They walked us down there in regular chains, I got 15 minutes of stress, we went back to our cages.”

“Stress?”

“Standing, bent over, head and hands between two boards.”

“It sounds medieval,” Cooper said.

Priscilla laughed. “It’s better than getting beaten,” she said.

“I didn’t know about this,” Cooper said, looking disappointed. “I’m going to see if I can get that waived for my 10 females.”

“I would like that,” Priscilla said.

“And if not that, I’ll see if I can get it taken care of in my lab.”

“Okay,” Priscilla said dubiously.

“You don’t think they’ll let me?”

“I don’t know,” Priscilla confessed. “I think half the purpose of maintenance is reminding us that room’s down there. They don’t want us to forget we can be brought back down anytime.”

“But if I got permission to have it done here, what would you want?”

“What do you mean, what would I want?” Priscilla asked. She knew what he meant, of course, but the question was too ridiculous not to be scorned.

“If you could choose from all the kinds of maintenance they do, what would you ask for?”

“I don’t know all the options,” Priscilla said. “I’ve only been once.”

“Well, they calibrated you, right? They did everything to you then.”

“Okay, yeah,” Priscilla agreed. “But why are you asking?”

“Pick what you prefer, and that’s what I’ll have done, if they tell me that’s okay,” he said, looking hurt, the way a boy might look when he gives a girl flowers and she asks where they came from. He was trying to do her a favor and she was being suspicious.

“Okay,” Priscilla said, quickly and a little contritely, although she wasn’t going to say the word “sorry.” “If I had to choose today, I’d go with stocks. I just stood there, bent over. It was 15 minutes, so I didn’t care.”

“Okay, I’ll make sure we’ve got a set or two up here,” Cooper said. “I’ll let you try them both out, and we’ll put Pris—we’ll put your number, your number, on your favorite.”

Had Dr. Cooper almost said her name? She looked at him, searched his eyes, found nothing but a studied blankness.

“Does it work?” he asked, his voice as blank as his face.

“Does what work?”

“Maintenance,” Cooper clarified. “Did it make you more . . . whatever it was supposed to make you more of?”

“More obedient,” Priscilla ventured. “And yeah, maybe. I only got it once, though. And I just do what I’m told anyway. I don’t know if punishment ever makes a difference, or maintenance either. But let’s say yes.”

“You sound doubtful.”

“I try to treat this like a job,” Priscilla said. “I’m trying to be professional. Chaining us and disciplining us is just part of what happens here, but I don’t know if any of it’s necessary. I’d love to just show up here eight hours a day, like anyone else with a normal profession.”

“But then you could quit,” Cooper noted. “And God only knows what you’d end up taking into your vagina in your off hours. I’d spend the first 30 minutes just cleaning you out.”

“Um,” Priscilla said, “what are you suggesting?”

“Nothing specific,” Cooper said quickly. “I just meant ‘you’ in the general sense. We need clean, consistent organs to work with, and if we’re not keeping you secure, we’ll lose that.”

Cooper turned toward her, holding her leash by his side, the chain running from his hand and around her thigh to her rear opening. The plumbers, out of sight behind the new cage wall, were conversing again, apparently no longer mindful of the naked girl that had just been walked through their worksite.

“You’re okay being here, then?” he asked.

“Sure, love it,” Priscilla said, just shy of bitterly.

“How did you end up here?”

“I signed a contract,” Priscilla said. “So here I am.”

“You planned it all out?” Cooper persisted. “You walked away from a full scholarship at Georgia Tech? You wanted this?”

“Who really wants this?” Priscilla challenged.

Cooper rested his elbow in his hand, his chin in his other hand, and looked quizzically at her.

“There are times when you are remarkably frank,” he said. “Even for a girl who works here. And then you get evasive at the most innocuous questions.”

“I just don’t think how I ended up here is relevant,” Priscilla said. “I want to be on the team. It seems like that should be most important.”

“Have you forgotten your life since you got here?” Cooper asked.

“No.”

“Then it’s still on your mind, and that means it’s part of who you are in the lab.”

“Okay,” Priscilla said, crossing her arms under her breasts. “I got tricked. My mom got married to a deadbeat, and they used me to settle all his debt. I’d never even heard of a debt proxy until that day, so I didn’t know that’s what they were doing until after I was chained up. And every step of the way that day, I kept saying yes, because I thought the next step would be me getting free again, and it didn’t happen, and now I’m here.”

Cooper chuckled. “Now, was that really that hard?”

“I don’t like talking about it,” Priscilla said. “Because when I talk about it, I have to think about it.”

“Okay, I’m sorry for pressing,” Cooper said. “But we’re going to be working very closely together, and your story didn’t make sense to me. I get it now. Sorry.”

A year ago, Priscilla would have assured Dr. Cooper – or anyone who said sorry to her – that no, they were not at fault; if there’d been any wrongdoing, the blame fell on her. She was not inclined to say anything of the sort this morning, however, so she merely stared, waiting for him to say the next words.

“So, just your anus, or your vagina too?”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“Leashing,” he said, giving the chain enough of a shake that it rattled against her thigh. “Any problem having it put up your sex organ?”

“Well, not this thing,” she replied. “It’ll slip out as soon as I get wet.”

“I’m talking about the rod they put up you, in February.”

“It was fine,” she said. “It felt better than having something up my rear. But maybe it’s a question you should answer.”

“How so?”

“Well, up my vagina, it’s going to stimulate, sexually,” she said. “If you want that happening before you start researching with me, that’s what you should use. But if not, no.”

Cooper nodded, smiled, making clear that this was the kind of input he was looking for, so Priscilla continued.

“The effects can vary, though,” she said. “Sometimes, having something like that put up my hole is just going to annoy me. It’s weird. It’s got little spikes to hold it in place. And if whoever’s leading me to the chair is tugging on it, instead of just holding it like you are, that’s going to change things too.”

“You can interact with the anal leash too,” Cooper noted.

“Yeah, if you hold it from the front,” Priscilla agreed.

Cooper raised his brows and Priscilla understood immediately, and she uncrossed her arms and held out her hand. Cooper gave the end of the leash to her and she parted her thighs and bent, passing the leash between her legs, from her back to her front, handing it back to Cooper.

“You up for a little impromptu, very unscientific research?” Cooper asked.

“Always,” Priscilla said.

“I need to know how to deliver optimal stimulation,” he said, and he pulled up the leash until it reached Priscilla’s slit and curved around to her clitoris and the front of her vulva. The leash had been designed for just this purpose, the first six inches coated with a soft white plastic meant for comfort, at least, if not for sexual provocation.

“Optimal stimulation?” Priscilla echoed. “How hard are you willing to work at this?”

Cooper laughed. “Okay, for the sake of argument,” he said, “what would you envision as optimal?”

“Well . . . I guess your hand oscillating at 20 times per second while the leash is, say, being pulled up at, I don’t know, uh, 10 pounds of pressure.”

“Oscillating?” Cooper said.

“I don’t know the right word,” she admitted. “Jerking? Doing what a piston does? What does a piston do?”

“I think it strokes,” Cooper said.

“Yeah, strokes then,” Priscilla said. “Twenty per second.”

“Wow,” Cooper said, leash swinging against his elbow, and he stared at the floor, lost to the world, while Priscilla watched, and waited. Were she entirely free, she would have given him a minute to ponder, and if it took longer than that, she would have walked away, pulled her phone out of her pocket, looked up the news and texted a friend. But she wasn’t free, and she had no phone, and her ankles were chained together, and Cooper was holding a leash that ran to her anus.  And even if she could step away, she didn’t want to walk past the two plumbers – at least not by herself. So she waited for whatever it was Cooper was working through.

At last he looked up, blinked as if surprised to see her.

“Sorry,” he said. “It just kind of hit me, a whole personal transport platform, peer-review worthy.”

“Tell me more,” Priscilla said.

“You tell me,” he said. “You inspired it. Describe the methodology of a leash-based stimulation system that would contribute acceptably to the systematic collection of data.”

“Well,” Priscilla said, looking at the ceiling as she worked through the challenge, “the first thing you’d have to know is how long the girl was on it. And you’d have to make that standard. Five minutes, say. And then, you’d need a scale in the leash itself, something to measure tension, so you’d know if you maintained 10 pounds of pressure, or whatever number you decided on. And then, the same scale would measure, uh, fluctuations in pressure, the vibrations, the oscillations. Or the strokes, I guess. How many per second, or minute. But that’s where it breaks down, because no one could be consistent there, and if you had several people holding the leash, it would be even less consistent.”

Priscilla looked down at her middle, frowned.

“And then, every girl’s body is different,” she continued, and she looked up at Cooper. “May I touch my leash?” she asked.

“Please,” Cooper said, looking surprised. It was an unnecessary question, perhaps, but given some of the things they’d talked about earlier, she didn’t want to grab the leash without his okay.

She took the chain just beyond the point where it emerged between her legs, used the fingers of her left hand to widen her vulva, pulled the leash up between her lips.

“Now it’s right against my clitoris,” she said. “I had to open myself for that, and it makes a difference. If the girl is built like me but doesn’t spread herself, it won’t touch her as personally. So she has to open herself, and then the person handling the leash has to hold it just the right way so the scale registers the right tension, and then they have to tug on it just the right number of times per second. I’m sure you could write some software that gives the handler real-time feedback, so they know if they’re doing it right. But I don’t know. What happens when they don’t get it right, even with the feedback?”

“Outstanding answer,” Cooper said, beaming. “And I had to hear you say it to realize it’s completely wrong.”

Priscilla didn’t exactly glare at him, but she narrowed her dark eyes suspiciously. Was he setting her up to fail in this little conversation?

“Hear me out,” he said, raising his hand and accidentally drawing Priscilla’s leash taut against her vulva.

“Sorry,” he said when she flinched. “So, anyway, instead of getting lost in the minutiae of input, let’s just talk about output.”

“Meaning?” she queried.

“Instead of trying to measure everything that’s happening with the leash between your legs, which is probably impossible, scientifically or mathematically, let’s just focus on using it to get you to a certain minimal aroused state, and measure that.”

“How?” she asked.

“All the usual ways,” he said. “Lubrication, enlargement of the organ, nipple dynamics, whatever your anal sensor picks up.”

Priscilla looked down at her nipples, which at the moment were at the firmer end of their range, and she looked up.

“Okay, output,” she said. “But that wouldn’t be scientific.”

“Not everything has to be strictly scientific,” he said. “There’s an art to working with a research female, as I’m sure you know. Someone smart like Georgie can figure out the peculiarities of each girl, how she presents, where’s she’s at between no arousal and orgasm. And that’s valid, from a research perspective.”

“Okay,” Priscilla said, recognizing the sense in Cooper’s words.

“But now, just for sake of argument,” Cooper said, weaving the end of the leash around his fingers and thumb, “let me try what we’ve decided to call stroking.”

“Sure,” said Priscilla, and she crossed her arms under her breasts and parted her legs to the limits of her shackles and looked at Cooper, and then at his hand, which had started doing . . . something. Not oscillating, really. Not even twitching, because it was more organized that that. Conducting, maybe. Priscilla’s leash was still drawn up tight against her vulva, and now each of Cooper’s digits was dancing, independently, random movements translating into a series of rapid-fire pulses against her clitoris.

Priscilla’s eyes went wide, more with surprise than arousal. It was just a hand, after all, in a place where machinery had been devised and fine-tuned and perfected to a point beyond anything the human body was capable of. She looked down, looked back up, surprised again by where Cooper’s eyes were directed.

One might expect him to be watching his hand, or studying Priscilla’s sex organ and the way the leash played against it, but no, he was watching her face.

Of course he was watching her face. What other part of her body would register, more quickly and more accurately, the impact of genital stimulation on her mind?

Yes, it made sense, but in Priscilla’s mind, it was a violation. No one stared into her eyes like this while they were stimulating her, not even Georgie. So instead of looking back at him, or smiling and rocking her hips and admitting thereby that she was feeling something, she averted her eyes and offered a minor scowl, and the moment ended, her leash going limp.

“Sorry,” Cooper said for the third time that day.

Priscilla looked at him, raised her eyebrows.

“I have a very short time to learn a lot about you,” he said.

“Did you learn anything?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“What?”

“Well, first, a question – think you could have climaxed like that?”

“Maybe,” Priscilla said. “It felt good. But . . . I’m gonna be blunt. Don’t stare.”

Cooper smiled, laughed.

“You mean, at your eyes?”

“Yes.”

“You never disappoint,” he said. “Mind if I take a look at your sex organ?”

“All yours,” Priscilla said, keeping her arms folded and her legs widened as Cooper dropped to one knee and performed a quick but very thorough inspection. He started by spreading her vulva wide, brushing her clitoris with a fingertip before he moved to her hole, stroked the entrance, slid inside, stroked her front wall, withdrew his finger, pinched her thick outer lips and finally ran his finger against her plugged anus, which was always more sensitive when it was forced around something.

He stood, looked into her eyes again.

“Ready to go back?”

“Sure,” she said. “If you think you know enough now.”

“Not nearly,” he said, turning toward the entrance of his future lab, and Priscilla followed him, shackles ringing loudly enough that the plumbers turned as one to watch her move past the wall, and she responded by raising her forearm to her nipples and covering her black mound with her free hand, middle and ring fingers straddling her leash.

Her mind was on other things than her modesty, however, and a careful observer might have noticed her peering out the window, the concentration in her eyes revealing more than a passing interest in the parking lot, the fence, the trees and small buildings and roads beyond the lab property and its high fence.

Once they’d passed through the knobless lab doors, another question popped into Priscilla’s head.

“Are you going to do morning inventory?”

“The doors will be fitted with slots for it,” Cooper replied. “And you and all the other girls will have your cuffs fixed to the bars. But it’s going to be on an as-needed basis, definitely not every morning. For the most part, I should know where every female is in her cycle without any outside help, how she responds to every phase, when she masturbates.”

“How are you going to know that?” Priscilla blurted.

“What?”

“When we masturbate?”

“Why are you asking?”

“Just curious,” Priscilla replied with a nervous chuckle.

Cooper cast her a knowing smile before he answered. “Once again, you can go with hard science, with chemical analyses, looking for lubrication and hoping the girl hasn’t wiped or licked it all away, or you can approach it like another art, you can look at a girl the next morning and you just know. You just know.”

“So who are the other nine girls?” Priscilla asked, following Cooper to the elevator.

“Mostly from here, but one from Kansas probably.”

“You’re just bringing one?”

“She’s the only one who’s not Kansas University property.”

“Why not?”

“I just acquired her.”

“How?”

“Tested her, established her vaginal prowess, put in an order for her.”

“Does she know what’s happening?”

“We’ve been very transparent.”

“And she’s agreed to it?”

“She agreed to be tested,” Cooper said. “And once we had her stats, she understood that I had a legitimate right to her.”

“Where is she now?” Priscilla asked.

“At home, I guess. Or maybe still working at the coffee shop.”

“She’s not in custody?”

“No, we’re picking her up Wednesday.”

“Does she know?”

“Yes, we sent her a letter last week that spells everything out.”

“And she’s not . . . fighting it? Running?”

“She’s not.”

“Why not?”

“You’ll have to ask her.”

“What’s her name?”

“Titania,” Cooper said. “Until she gets her number here.”




Chapter 26: 9399

The elevator door opened, but neither Priscilla nor Dr. Cooper made a move toward it, and it closed again.

“How did you find about Titania?” Priscilla asked, mystified by multiple aspects of the story.

“Some of her partners said I needed to meet her.”

“You mean lovers?”

“Partners,” Cooper said. “I’m not sure she’s capable of love, in the traditional sense.”

“Is she,” Priscilla ventured before she paused, reconsidered. “Well, what is she?”

“Unique,” Cooper said.

“I mean, is she . . .”

“She’s a parttime student at the university,” Cooper said. “She gets decent grades.”

“Okay,” Priscilla said. “But is there . . . personality stuff?”

“Let’s just say she’s very imaginative,” Cooper said. “If the acquisition goes through and I get her here, you can figure out for yourself what she is. I’m sure you’ll be talking to her.”

“We’ll be working together?”

“Not directly, but you’ll both probably be doing some semen collection for me.”

“Semen collection?” Priscilla echoed.

“Something new I want to start here,” Cooper said.

“What’s . . . involved?” Priscilla inquired.

“Right now, fertility clinics collect semen in one way,” Cooper said. “They ask the male to masturbate into a container.”

Priscilla nodded.

“Some men follow religions where masturbation is discouraged, or forbidden,” Cooper said. “And I believe we can get a better sample with a collection system that involves the vagina.”

“My vagina,” Priscilla said, a little dourly.

“Everyone’s vagina,” Cooper said. “Everyone in my lab.”

“They come up to the lab?” Priscilla asked doubtfully.

“No,” Cooper said. “That wouldn’t work.”

“I’m having a hard time picturing this,” she admitted.

“I have just a grainy sense of it myself,” Cooper said. “We’re still working out the details. But the lab’s on board.”

“Who’s, um, depositing?” Priscilla asked.

“Anyone who needs to produce semen,” Cooper said. “Semen donors, men who want to be fathers, people participating in studies.”

“Free men, then,” Priscilla said. “Not males here.”

“Correct.”

Dozens of questions popped into Priscilla’s mind as she tried to juxtapose a chained female and her genitals with a male who would not need to be bound and his genitals, but even as she raised her eyebrows and opened her mouth to launch her inquiry, Cooper seemed to read her mind, and he shook his head and lifted his hand and stopped her before she could speak.

“In good time,” he said. “We don’t know yet.”

Although Cooper hadn’t pushed the elevator button, it opened again, and this time there was someone inside, the new handler Priscilla knew as Clark, and he looked at them in surprise as he headed into the hall.

In their first and only encounter to date, a few weeks prior, Priscilla had dabbled in romance with him, took the risk of sharing her real name, gotten away with it. Why had she done that? She wasn’t sure. He was new, he seemed innocent, he seemed sincerely curious about who she was and what she was doing. There was something about him. Give him a few months, and he’d be as hard as all the rest. But for the moment, she trusted him.

“Perfect timing,” Cooper said. “Are you off somewhere urgent?”

“No, Sir,” Clark said. “How can I help?”

“Ben Cooper,” Cooper said, moving Priscilla’s leash to his left hand, offering his right.

“Nice to meet you, Dr. Cooper, I’m Clark,” he said, taking the man’s hand enthusiastically but with obvious deference. “You start in July, I believe?”

“Yes,” Cooper said. “Staffing up as soon as I get here. How long have you been with the lab?”

“Just a month.”

“I’m looking for new people,” he said. “Fewer bad habits to train away.”

“Consider me a blank slate,” Clark said, and he smiled at Cooper, and then at Priscilla, in a way that suggested he remembered their last time together, brief as it was.

“So Clark,” Cooper said. “I’d like to spend a little more time in my new lab. Can you get, uh, uh, 67 back to her cage?”

“Sure,” Clark replied.

Cooper offered him the end of Priscilla’s leash, and Clark reached for it with a mystified air.

“The new Cassock restraint,” Cooper explained.

“I’ve heard about them, haven’t seen one yet,” Clark said, peering at the handle and its buttons.

“This one’s locked inside her rectum,” Cooper said, “but they’ve got some that go up the vagina too.”

“Okay,” Clark said, not looking entirely reassured.

Cooper reached into his pocket, pulled out a small ring with a key dangling from it.

“Here’s the key,” he said. “You’ll see the hole for it in the base of her plug. Turn it until you feel a click, and that tells you it’s ready to come out.”

Clark still looked uncertain.

“And once it’s out?” he said.

“I don’t know,” Cooper said. “That wasn’t explained to me. I’m assuming it needs to be sanitized. Isn’t there a sink in the cageroom?”

“Okay,” Clark said, hitting the elevator button. “I’ll figure something out. Nice to meet you.”

Cooper nodded, smiled, started walking backward toward his lab.

“Thanks, 67,” he said. “I really can’t wait to start working with you.”

“See you, Dr. Cooper!” she said with a wave.

The elevator door opened and Priscilla stepped in, Clark following, and he hit the third-floor button and looked at her.

“I see you’re still here,” she said. “How’s it been going?”

“I learn something new every day,” he replied. “What about for you?”

“About to move to a new lab,” she said. “It’s got a window.”

“Oh yeah,” he said. “Room 9399. Lab 9399.”

No, Priscilla thought, the new lab was on the fifth floor. She had no idea what the room number was, but it would probably start with a five. Still, there was something familiar about that number: 9399.

9399

Priscilla started, looked at Clark, caught him staring intently at her before he looked up ever so briefly at the camera in the corner, looked back at her.

9399

“I’ve heard everyone wanted to go to Dr. Cooper’s lab,” Clark said, smiling and holding her leash and acting like he hadn’t just said what he’d said.

Play along, Priscilla thought. Play along.

“Y-yeah,” she stuttered, her heart racing, her mouth suddenly dry. “I wish . . . I wish I had some family to brag to. But I don’t think I’ll ever talk to my mom again. And my sister . . . well, she disappeared. I have no idea where she went.”

“That’s a shame,” Clark said.

The elevator stopped, the door opened, Priscilla stepped out first, Clark holding her leash loosely, two research females and a female handler waiting to get on, and Clark and the other handler nodded to each other, and Priscilla nodded to the chained girls, and she continued to speak openly of her lost sister.

“But I don’t think I ever appreciated her,” she said. “I’d love to talk to her again.”

Priscilla wanted to say more, longed to say more, but as they neared her cageroom, she was losing control of both her emotions and her voice.

The rest of the walk was done in silence, Clark bringing her to her back to her cage, locking her in, reaching through the bars to remove her shackles, pausing as he regarded her leash.

“You’re going to take it out, right?” she asked with mock nervousness.

“No, I have a key,” he said, reaching into his pocket, perhaps not understanding that she was joking.

“Do you know how to use it?” she asked.

“It seems simple,” he said. “I guess I just need to find the keyhole.”

Priscilla turned and bent, put her hands on her knees, arched her back to raise her anus, felt Clark’s fingers at her plug, sensed the scrabbling of the key, then its insertion, and then the click and the not unwelcome shrinking of the plug tip. And all the while, her mind whirred.

The boy had spoken a number: 9399

It meant only one thing to Priscilla: September 3, 1999. Her younger sister’s birthday. Mackenzie’s birthday.

She hadn’t seen the girl in three years, ever since Mackenzie had run away at the age of 16.

At the time, Priscilla had blamed Mackenzie’s disappearance on her flaws – on her rebellious streak, her refusal to go to school, to conform to the conventions of respectability, to obey their mother. In the last 10 months, Priscilla’s take on who was right and who was wrong had transformed. Mackenzie was free, while obedience had earned Priscilla a life as little more than a guinea pig, a lab rat, livestock. Mackenzie would never get to college, much less earn a full scholarship, but she had survived. Priscilla was, in some ways, deceased.

By the time Mackenzie had fled the home, there was little love lost between the sisters. It’s not that Priscilla hated Mackenzie. She wasn’t assertive enough to hate anyone. But she just didn’t understand how her little sister could throw her life away, for such is how she saw it, and such is how she often phrased it when she and her mother confronted the recalcitrant younger girl.

Mackenzie could have moved across the country and forgotten her sister and mother, changed her name and gotten married and abandoned her roots.

But for some reason, she hadn’t. The plight of her sister seemed to have preoccupied her. Not that Priscilla had much evidence. She had, in fact, just two exhibits. The first was the peculiar sum that had been anonymously deposited into her lab account a few months ago: Ninety-three dollars and ninety-nine cents. $93.99. The source of the money was unquestionable, as was its meaning: Priscilla, I know where you are, I care about you, and I’m going to fix this.

And now, standing behind Priscilla was the second and far more dynamic manifestation of Mackenzie’s concern: A boy. Clark. A handler.

He had spoken the secret code, and Priscilla had spoken back just as discreetly, neither daring to say more. Were it learned that Clark was an associate of Priscilla’s sister, and said sister was likely trying to work out some way to free her big sister, Clark would be fired, and Priscilla would likely be interrogated, and any unsatisfactory answers would likely lead to correction, or worse. Sometimes girls were sold to other labs, and sometimes those labs were elsewhere in America, and sometimes they were further away than that.

Clark’s presence of course raised many questions that Priscilla desperately wanted answered and didn’t dare ask: How is Mackenzie? What is she doing? How do you know her? What is her plan for me? What do I need to do?

Clark had told Priscilla in their first meeting a few weeks ago that he’d been an assistant manager at an electronics store. Did Mackenzie work for him? Buy from him?

Were they lovers?

But Priscilla’s curiosities were just part of her reaction. The other half was, strangely, embarrassment.

Until now, all her humiliation, her exploitation, her sexual use and the pleasures she often derived from it, had occurred among strangers, people she didn’t know a year ago.

Clark knew her sister. And he would be reporting back to Mackenzie, presumably as soon as his shift was over. And Mackenzie was not a stranger. What would Clark tell Mackenzie about Priscilla? That she had to regularly tighten her vagina around a machine that measured her contractions? That she was kept nude, chained, caged? That he himself had escorted her back to her cage with a chain locked in her anus?

She had not been particularly open with her sister in any way, including sexually. Her service here left that sisterly discretion in tatters.

Priscilla was still staring at the floor as she ruminated. The leash plug was still resting in her anus, although it had been unlocked and could easily be slid out. And Clark was still back there, standing aimlessly, obviously not sure what to do.

Yes, Priscilla concluded, this was awkward for him too.

“I’ll take care of this,” she said, remaining bent while she eased the plug out of her rectum, went to her sink to wash it and dry it, turned to find Clark still standing on the other side of her bars.

“All yours,” she said, passing the leash through to him.

“Thanks,” he said, and he used his free hand to scan the bar code over her breast. “Hey, question.”

“Yeah?”

“I’ve been hearing people talking about Synergy.”

“What’s that?” Priscilla asked.

“A conference, here in town, happening in October. Rumor is they’ll be bringing inventory to it.”

“Okay,” Priscilla said, frantically searching her mind. The information meant nothing to her. Was it another coded message? A veiled reference to something she should remember about Mackenzie? If she didn’t respond the right way, would that end this conversation, Clark notifying Mackenzie that all he’d gotten from Priscilla was a blank stare?

“Maybe you’ll get to go,” Clark said, turning and walking away, and Priscilla watched him until he passed from sight, and willed herself not to panic or despair. But if she heard the word Synergy again, she would pay attention. And if it was a real event and not some clue to something else, she would try to go.




Chapter 27: Mrs. Cooper Welcomes Titania

Courtney Cooper knocked politely before she pushed open the door to the bedroom where Titania had been caged.

It was mid-afternoon, the sun slanting through the windows, the light blue carpet slashed with the diagonal shadows of cage bars. Titania, standing in the middle of her new home with her hands on her naked hips, had been staring so intently at the play of light and darkness on the floor that she didn’t respond to the knock, nor did she turn when the bedroom door opened or closed, and she didn’t flinch when Dr. Cooper’s wife put her hands on the cage door and it rattled lightly.

“Titania?” Mrs. Cooper asked uncertainly.

Only after she’d heard her name did the girl turn her head, regard the newcomer, eye her carefully, look at the small canvas bag the woman held.

“Hi,” she said.

“I’m Courtney Cooper,” Mrs. Cooper said. “You know my husband.”

“And your daughter,” Titania replied, turning away to stare once again at the floor. “Nadia.”

“Yes, she told me she got you settled in.”

“She said you were playing tennis.”

“I was.”

Mrs. Cooper looked the part of a casual athlete, blonde hair tied in a ponytail, solid legs visible under a blue tennis skirt, sinewy arms and broad shoulders wrapped in a white golf shirt. Small breasts.

“I’ve been watching the shadows move,” Titania said. “It can be as interesting as YouTube if you adjust your consciousness to receive it appropriately.”

“That’s nice,” Mrs. Cooper said.

“I guess.”

“Do you need anything?”

“I made lunch out of the snacks,” Titania said, pointing to the empty bags littering her bed.

“I had hoped to have lunch ready for you,” Mrs. Cooper said apologetically, “but there wasn’t time, so I improvised.”

“I sense disruption,” Titania said, turning both head and body to face Mrs. Cooper, and the woman’s eyes moved along Titania’s form, pausing longest on the hair at her middle, and one would suspect she was curious about this part of the girl’s anatomy, what its powers were, how it got like it was, how it felt to be a boy thrusting inside it.

“We’re going through a lot of changes,” Mrs. Cooper said, again apologetically. “It’s our first move since right after Nadia was born.”

“Dr. Cooper gets home tomorrow,” Titania said, clearly not wanting to hear any more about Mrs. Cooper’s household challenges. “And he takes on his new job in Atlanta on July first.”

“Did he tell you that?”

“No, Nadia did. Today.”

“Normally, you’d go straight to the university,” Mrs. Cooper said. “But if you go there, you can’t come with him.”

“How will I get to Atlanta?” Titania inquired.

“That’s another disruption,” Mrs. Cooper confessed. “We’re not sure yet.”

“Will it be the way I was brought here?” Titania asked. “That was interesting.”

“How were you brought?”

Titania spread her legs and raised her arms over her head before she answered, “Stretched out, tight as a drum.”

“I don’t know,” Mrs. Cooper with a hint of shock. “Ben’s looking into crates, and some other things. He wants to get you there securely.”

“Will he want to do any research on me while I’m at your home?” Titania asked.

“No,” Mrs. Cooper replied. “It’s not set up for that at all.”

“If it was, what would he do to me?”

Mrs. Cooper’s face clouded, ever so briefly, the expression of a woman not completely resolved with what her husband did, no matter how well it paid the bills.

“I don’t know much about his work,” she said evenly, and she raised the bag she’d been holding, held it up between the bars. “But he did want you to have this.”

Titania took the bag, unknotted the tie at the top, peered in, pulled out a thick blue vaginal toy with a barbed head and distinct veins.

With a quiet “Ooh,” the girl fell to her knees, placed the blue toy on the floor, reached back into the bag and pulled out six more devices: small and large anal plugs, both black, a clear acrylic vaginal toy with the undulating thicknesses designed for gripping, a smooth and relatively narrow white dildo, and two red battery-operated vibrators, one just a small egg designed to be applied to the clitoris, the other meant for insertion, a clitoral stimulator angling up from its base.

Titania lined up the objects and studied them with the same concentration she’d applied to the shadows on her floor. Unlike the shadows, however, over which she had no control, these objects could be arranged, sorted, ordered from smallest to largest, from darkest to lightest, or based on purpose, the two anal devices in their own little area, the three dildos in a second camp, the pair of motor-driven machines segregated as well.

Oblivious to Mrs. Cooper’s presence, Titania continued to experiment with positions, frenetically coming up with new sorting arguments, each new arrangement appearing before the last pattern had been fully deployed. If she weren’t naked and kneeling on her carpet in a makeshift cage, she might pass for a general, positioning forces on a battlefield.

“Use whatever you like,” Mrs. Cooper said at last.

“Do I need to keep track of what I do?” Titania inquired, pausing for a moment, leaning back on her haunches and peering at the toys.

“Ben didn’t mention that,” Mrs. Cooper said. “You can ask him tomorrow, but I think he just wants you to do what you need to do.”

Titania reached down, grabbed the acrylic object.

“Titania?” Mrs. Cooper said, a light pleading in her voice.

“Huh?” Titania said, looking up.

“Could we try . . . could you try . . . to observe some discretion . . . where Nadia is concerned?”

“I was her age once,” Titania said absently, looking down at her sex organ, touching the tip of the acrylic toy to her opening.

“Yes,” Mrs. Cooper said brightly. “So you know how . . . impressionable . . . girls can be at that age.”

“I wasn’t,” Titania said.

“You weren’t . . .?”

“Impressionable,” Titania said. “Vidi vici veni.”

“Pardon me?”

“There are certain things I can’t hear,” Titania said, turning toward Mrs. Cooper, her eyes going wide as she put the base of the toy against the floor and lowered her body down around it. “I’ve been called oppositionally defiant, but that’s not it.”

Titania turned her attention to the place between her legs, hands working in tandem to keep her lips spread and push the object within her chamber. “Hail, fellow, well met,” she said. “Make yourself at home.”

“Titania,” Mrs. Cooper said sharply. “Titania.”

Titania turned her eyes back toward the woman, but her hips began to bob.

“When Ben and I have explained to Nadia what he does, we’ve always done it in an age-appropriate way,” Mrs. Cooper said, eyes on the fading glow at the window. “Having you here creates some challenges.”

“When I was 16,” Titania said, “I knew everything. Everything.”

“We’re trying to raise Nadia a little different—”

“It didn’t have anything to do with how I was raised,” Titania interrupted, rising up on her new toy and dropping down on it again and looking down to speak to it. “Captain’s log, star date I forgot.”

“Ground rules,” Mrs. Cooper said flatly. “Here’s what I’m asking for.”

Titania turned to listen, eyebrows arched politely, pelvis paused halfway down along the object.

“We’ll keep your door closed,” Mrs. Cooper began. “We’ll knock before we open it, and if you’re masturbating or using your bucket, tell us and we’ll come back later.”

“I have expressions for it,” Titania said. “I would like to use them.”

“Does that word embarrass you?” Mrs. Cooper asked.

“Masturbation?” Titania asked, looking down at her middle and bouncing again. “Um, no. But don’t you think saying this looks like a job for Fingers McGee would win more people over?”

“Sure,” Mrs. Cooper said. “So just ask us to come back later. Just tell us you’re busy.”

“Can do, probably.”

“And when you speak to Nadia, could you please . . . go light?”

“I have a magic touch with young people,” Titania said. “Always have.”

“She says you talked about the place in the basement with her.”

“Where I’ll be punished,” Titania agreed. “Yes.”

“I don’t feel that’s appropriate to discuss.”

“I was really feeling some rapport with her. Things got said.”

“Things that will give her nightmares,” Mrs. Cooper asserted.

“She wanted to know.”

“She’s 16,” Mrs. Cooper said. “So can I please just ask you to . . . use your judgment?”

“Some people say I have amazing judgment,” Titania said.

“Okay,” Mrs. Cooper agreed, nodding slowly. “Do you need anything else?”

“I think I can really achieve nirvana here,” Titania said, bobbing up and down earnestly on the acrylic toy and turning to look at the shadows of the bars on the floor, which had shifted some and were now half-obscured by the shadows of the leaves blowing in the wind.

“Nadia and I are making dinner,” Mrs. Cooper said, backing away. “We’ll be bringing you something better than snacks tonight.”

“And yet,” Titania said, “cashews and cheese curls have solved their share of problems.”

Mrs. Cooper pushed the door open, revealing Nadia in the hallway.

“Were you eavesdropping?” Mrs. Cooper asked.

“No, Ma’am,” Nadia replied innocently, trying in vain to peer around her mother’s body before Mrs. Cooper shut the door. “I was on my way to the kitchen.”

Nadia came back to deliver dinner, and later to chain Titania’s ankles for the walk to the bathroom to empty her bucket in the toilet, and if Titania found any of this peculiar or inconvenient, she didn’t show it, chatting amiably about Medieval chamber pots and modern floor shadows but not about punishment or masturbating with a creatively-shaped acrylic toy, and after Mrs. Cooper came to turn out the lights and make sure Titania had what she needed, the confined girl went to the bars to stare out the window, looking in the general direction of that ring of stones that had worried her earlier, but no fires had been lit within it, no people were dancing around it, and she eventually retrieved one of the dildos Mrs. Cooper had brought her on behalf of Dr. Cooper, settled onto her bed, lay on her back and spread her legs, pushed the toy up her sex while she grabbed the thick flesh around her vaginal mouth, rubbing, stroking, grunting, grinding, until she was done, gasping with satisfaction on the little cot she’d been given, withdrawing the object, dropping it to the floor, and falling into a deep sleep.




Chapter 28: Dr. Cooper Returns

Titania, sitting naked and cross-legged on the floor, and mashing a small electronic device with her thumbs, looked up when the door opened.

“Dr. Cooper,” she said without surprise, returning her attention to the device.

“Hello, Titania, I trust you’ve been well?”

“Nadia loaned me her Arena,” Titania said, showing him the screen. “The Viking game is strangely compelling.”

“We’ll have more for you to do once you get to Atlanta.”

“When do I go?” Titania asked.

“Once my lab’s been built.”

“How big is it?”

“Just a room in an existing building. It’s halfway finished.”

“Nadia said you’re going July first, but she wasn’t sure about me.”

“It should be around that time,” Cooper said, and he paused, looked down, look back up.

“So . . . you like talking to Nadia?”

“She’s been a model citizen,” Titania replied.

“Okay,” Cooper said. “But now that I’m back . . . I’ve told her to give you your space. And I’d like you to do the same for her.”

“I can’t really give her any more space than she already has,” Titania noted. “And I don’t have much to give.”

Cooper smiled, reached behind himself to shut the door into the hall, stepped to the bars. Someone else might have understood the gesture as a prelude to a serious conversation, but Titania returned her focus to her game.

“Titania,” Cooper said, still smiling.

“Oh, hey,” she said, pausing her game and looking up.

“Can we talk?”

“We’re both experts at it.”

“Right,” Cooper said. “So tell me honestly. Are you angry?”

“About what?”

“About this?”

“What part of this?”

Cooper swept his arms wide, indicating Titania’s cage.

“Why would I be angry about this?”

“It’s a natural reaction.”

“What if I said this is my dream job, that I was just drifting through life until the day we met?”

“I might wonder if you were being sarcastic.”

“I’ve been accused of sarcasm before. I’m not sure how it works.”

“Okay,” Cooper said, “let’s say you’re angry then, for the sake of argument. And maybe even you don’t know it. And so it comes out, in subtle ways. Passive-aggression. Oppositional defiance.”

“And these are bad things?” Titania said.

Cooper breathed in, breathed out.

“Not always,” he said. “I understand you. Not always.”

Titania returned to her game.

Cooper was not done, however.

“When we’re all among adults, a little rebellion is good for the soul,” he continued. “But the rules are different when there are kids involved.”

“Rules,” Titania said solemnly. “When I break them, I pay the price. I understand your torture place is downstairs.”

Cooper grimaced and sucked in his breath.

“I have no expectations I’ll need to use it with you.”

“But I’m willing to serve as necessary.”

“You shouldn’t have talked about that with Nadia.”

“Truth has a way of slipping out.”

“You’re going to be here less than three weeks,” Cooper said. “Courtney and I are really overwhelmed with things, and your presence is making it harder.”

“I’m not sure how much choice I have,” Titania said.

“Not your presence,” Cooper clarified. “The nature of your presence. Nadia is asking questions she’s never asked before . . .”

“I hope you’re answering them,” Titania said.

“When the time is right.”

“In two years, she could be taking one of your classes.”

“Nadia will never take one of my classes.”

“Oh, right, because you’re not teaching anymore,” Titania said, rapping her head with her knuckles, as if to correct her brain’s functioning.

“That’s not the reason,” Cooper said.




Chapter 29: A New Home for Priscilla

Priscilla van Dross knew that her life would improve only incrementally with her move to Dr. Cooper’s lab, so she wasn’t that disappointed when she woke up for the first time on the fifth floor, the first gloom of a new day – Monday, July 1 – breaking through the windows just beyond her bars.

She was still under the same roof, of course, still caged, still chained or leashed outside her cage, still assigned the same role – research female, vaginal track – so even though she had a window now, more privacy, and an intriguing new research director to take orders from, ultimately, she was still little better off than a lab rat.

The previous day, in an unusual spasm of activity for a Sunday at the lab, staff had moved Priscilla and the eight other females with the lab’s best-endowed vaginas to their new cages. The difficulty of the operation had not to do with the bodies, which were all placed in their usual chains to start the move, but with the things. Every girl had possessions that needed to be transferred, and some girls had been there for years, and had accumulated a sizable inventory of books, papers, letters, whimsy – statuary, stuffed animals, pictures – not to mention the occasional lab-approved equipment, including Priscilla’s vaginal trainer.

So carts had to be deployed, loaded, transported, brought upstairs and unloaded in the right cages, with the girls offering what input they could. They couldn’t help much beyond that, because as long as cage doors were left open, girls had to be chained.

The operation lasted from just after lunch to just before dinner time, and once it was finished and the night’s loaf had been distributed, Priscilla and the other girls there greeted each other by voice because they could no longer see each other, their tones revealing various positions on the spectrum of optimism.

And when the sun went down, they had something new to talk about, because the windows became reflective, almost mirror-like in their depiction of each girl’s nearest neighbors, and they waved to each other and laughed and stuck their tongues out and gestured obscenely in a few cases, because the rules here weren’t clear yet and no one among lab personnel seemed to care what they were doing.

Priscilla was assigned to cage 5, one of the two middle spaces, a position she knew represented her perceived leadership. Cage 6 had been left empty, reserved for the girl Cooper had found in Kansas.

The cage was still empty that Monday morning as Priscilla and her cohorts began to stir, use their toilets, wash at their bidets, and wonder how things would work here.

“Are they doing inventory?” someone asked.

“I think they’ll do it sometimes, but not always,” Priscilla offered.

“So should we cuff up?”

“I wouldn’t,” someone else advised. “You could get stuck there all day.”

“Is anyone here?” asked the girl caged closest the lab half of Dr. Cooper’s new space. “Hello? Hello?”

No one answered, so the females chatted, laughed, gossiped, and took the risk of whispering their real names, cage to cage, presumably quietly enough that the microphones mounted beside the cameras in the corners left and right outside the cages could not hear them.

Priscilla knew all of the girls, at least by face and general behavior, often by name as well. Given their vaginal qualities, it was inevitable her time would overlap with theirs in the lab.

In the first cage was Doria, a Black girl who’d sold herself to the lab five years before to pay for her mother’s kidney – to her mother’s chagrin. Doria had occupied a cage directly across from Priscilla’s in the old cageroom, the two enjoying the friendship of immediate neighbors. Then came Dusty, of average build and brown hair, but with an impressive vagina and pubic hair that Priscilla also found impressive, the hair allowed to grow thick and wild around her muscular hole. Redheaded Wendy, assigned to cage 3, had been acquired by the lab within days of Priscilla’s arrival. Like Priscilla, she’d also been sold by her financially strapped parents, but with her full knowledge and approval. Brook was Priscilla’s closest new neighbor, caged to her immediate left, a brown-skinned Latina built like a boy, with straight hips and small breasts, and Priscilla sometimes imagined that her vagina was strong because she’d exercised it in some way, the way a boy would work out his most important attributes. Beyond the empty cage to Priscilla’s right resided D’Arcy, an Indian girl with very dark skin and white features and heavy breasts that bounced when she walked. Trixie was a Southern tomboy with short brown hair who kept her female hole completely shaved. Rachel had been assigned cage 9, and after herself, Priscilla felt sorriest for that girl. She was acquired the same day as Priscilla, signing up with two “sisters,” as she called them, to raise money for her church. The bloom sloughed off when it was made abundantly clear to her that God would not be protecting her from the lab’s cruelties and indignities. Priscilla herself was there when Rachel, after the saddle purge with tubes up her anus and urethra and down her mouth, demanded to see the manager and instead received a zap from a prod and, later, a long stint in one of the punishment room’s tiny standing cages. Rachel was quiet in a way that struck Priscilla as despondence, but the blonde girl seemed to have reconciled herself to her fate, her natural vaginal qualities benefitting from a Puritan work ethic, her vagina developing into a strong, pleasurable sheath. The girl still winced every time she was penetrated, Priscilla noticed, and closed her eyes when her male partner groaned and shook his semen into her sex, but she was no stranger to orgasm, her cries high-pitched and desperate. Finally came Sara, last in the line of 10 cages and the girl closest to the correction area, a big, solidly-built female with thick black hair and a mound she shaved daily.

The wall clock that ticked over the windows reported 8:20 a.m. when a beep and the sound of a sliding latch told them someone had pushed the door open, and the girls fell silent as a pair of hard-soled shoes crossed the research area and Dr. Cooper appeared, rounding the first cage and striding through until he stood in the middle of the space, smiling with clasped hands and looking at his nine new, hand-picked research females.

The girls were generally attentive, mostly collected toward the fronts of their cages as the best place to gossip and whisper their real names, but Wendy was on her bed and D’Arcy was finishing up on her toilet, and Cooper needed to set a tone immediately.

“Alright, inventory cuffs, everyone,” he said, still smiling. “Now.”

D’Arcy flushed, Wendy slid off her bed, and within a minute, 18 wrist cuffs and 18 ankle cuffs clicked closed and nine girls stood, stretched out against the bars at the fronts of their cages, hands bound overhead, legs spread wide, all regarding this new researcher.

Yes, Cooper needed to establish himself here, but so did each girl. Coming to this lab was a promotion, recognition of an important superlative, and a change in career that might lead to other benefits. The caging area, with its solid walls and its window, was certainly an improvement, but there might be others. Cooper might not be as demanding, might not be as strict. Or he might be demanding and cruel. But as long as no one knew yet for sure, hoping for the best was wisest, and all should want to be here. Priscilla certainly did. But her sensibilities were probably more complex, more dynamic, than anyone else’s. She had interacted with Cooper in ways the rest hadn’t yet. She found him interesting. And he, she suspected, found her interesting too.

How interesting?

Even now, as she stood with her limbs cuffed and her female parts garishly exposed – her breasts protruding between the bars, the pink flesh of her vaginal opening exposed behind its curtain of trimmed pubic hair – she was working out a private agenda, subversive and logical, something that might help restore justice to a life wrenched from its course by lies and duplicity.

Priscilla’s demeanor betrayed nothing, of course. It never did. She’d been raised to hide her true preferences from a manipulative, self-absorbed mother. And so effective had become her feigned compliance it might be said she even deceived herself. Occasionally.

And even if at the moment her mind was dabbling with sedition, she presented nothing so much as attentive innocence to Dr. Cooper. Were he to look at her – and he did cast a glance and a quick smile her way as the girls clicked into their bindings – he would see a cooperative, obedient female, and nothing more.

“Hello, everyone,” Cooper said, turning to his left and walking slowly toward the cages in that direction. “My name is Dr. Benjamin Cooper.”

He paused and smiled ironically, because everyone knew who he was, and a few girls tittered like fans at the feet of a rock star.

Cooper turned, strode back. “I selected each of you individually for this lab,” he said, “and I’m looking forward to a long and productive relationship with each of you as we continue to unlock your secrets.”

The door beeped and a staffer appeared with a box of breakfasts. She looked at Cooper, he nodded back, and she worked her way through the cages, slipping a package between the bars onto the girls’ beds, which in these cages weren’t hinged, were up against the bars, and could be raised and lowered.

Some of the girls craned their necks to look at their food, but that was all they could do while they were held for Cooper’s address.

“Now, what to call each other,” Cooper continued. “I’m Doctor Cooper. And each of you will be identified by your last two, same as always. I know you girls use your given names when you don’t think anyone is listening. And what we don’t hear, we can’t correct. But if we hear it, it will be taken care of as quickly as possible. I’ve asked the correction team for the appropriate consequence, and they recommended a half hour in inventory cuffs, two swats at the post, or one tap on the breast with a prod.”

Cooper paced, looking into each girl’s eyes, and Priscilla knew he was assessing responses to his talk of punishment, getting a sense of each female’s compliance, and her aversion to pain. Priscilla did her best to keep her face blank. Did she mind being spanked, stretched out, zapped? She wanted Cooper to wonder.

“Correction will conform with the new Cassock approach,” Cooper said. “But wherever possible, it will be taken care of here, at the far end of the lab.” He pointed to his left. “We’ve got enough equipment to take care of 12 girls simultaneously, and the correction room will take you any time I ask in the unlikely event we hit capacity here, so a general riot won’t keep you out of trouble.”

Cooper looked along the line, raised his eyebrows in mock humor. “That was a joke.”

A few girls laughed, and Priscilla smiled, but she had too many other things on her mind to do more.

“Cuffs good?” he asked. “Everything set right?”

“Mine are a little high,” someone complained.

“We’ll have a team come through at some point today to fine-tune them,” he said. “Be prepared to tell them what you need. We won’t be making daily use of them, but we still want everything set accurately.”

Cooper looked left and right at the girls, but no one else offered any further comment.

“Now, maintenance,” he said. “It’s part of the Cassock program, and we’re going to do it, once a week like the contract says, but we’ll be doing it here, not in the correction room.”

Cooper turned, paced the other way.

“That means you’ll be hearing each other while it’s being done, and while any other correction is being taken care of here, and that has raised come concerns,” he said with a quick glance at Priscilla. “But it’s how we did it in Kansas, and I never found any evidence it affected lab operations. But here’s the compromise. Everyone does maintenance Monday morning. Whatever your time was before today, it’s Monday now. So we get it over with for everyone at the same time, and we can all concentrate on the work we’re doing the rest of the week. And we’ll skip today. It starts next Monday, so everyone gets a reprieve this week.”

Cooper paused, and several girls looked longingly at their food.

“Bear with me just a little longer,” he said. “Everyone gets breakfast in 10 minutes max, but there are a few more areas I need to go over now. So, first, restraints. If you leave this lab, it’s the same as always, four-point with a chain up the middle. But my philosophy is you use the minimum possible. And because this is a secure lab, two passcode doors at our only entrance, we’ll be using a single leash when you’re not going outside my lab, and just shackles when you’re bathing, and we’ll do that every other day. But leashes otherwise.” Cooper paused, looked at the girls, obviously trying to gauge their reactions. “I’ve asked for 10 leashes, one for each of you. The leashes are inserted at the anus.”

A few of the females breathed in, and Priscilla guessed this was not something they’d heard about before now.

“A few of you have been put on them, with no complaints,” Cooper said, and he did not look at Priscilla before he continued. “They’ve been used in other facilities, the girls who wear them get used to them quickly, they’re easier for us to work with, and they’re less restrictive for you. We’ve got a slot in your door jamb you’ll back up to, and we’ll put it in and let you out without having to let it go, all very efficient. And they’re not much bigger than the monitors that get put inside you all the time. Later today, all of you will get a chance to hold one, and we’ll adjust for size for anyone who needs it.”

Cooper raised his hands, smiled, stepped up to the wall between Priscilla’s and her neighbor’s cages, where a crank had been fixed.

“Almost done, I promise,” he said, and he reached out and turned the crank, lifting Priscilla’s bed.

“Adjustable-height beds,” he announced. “There will be times when it will be easier to penetrate you in your cage, often with a male. And in case you haven’t noticed, penis heights vary.”

This time, the girls laughed. Nervously, perhaps, but some of it sounded sincere.

“When your bed is being used as a lab annex, we’ll bind your legs up,” he said, pointing to the bars a few feet above Priscilla’s bed. “Ankles here, knees here, thighs open. Along with leashing, this is one of the things we’ll be working on today.”

Cooper paused, looked down, looked up, nodding, clearly working to recall the remaining items on his mental list.

“Coupling,” he said. “I know everyone likes partnering through the bars when you get the okay, and that obviously won’t be happening here. So that’s the bad news. The good news is when you’ve earned it, you’ll share a cage. You’ll be transferred securely and you’ll partner securely. We’re still working out what that means, but it will be full contact. And we’ll shuffle your assignments. You’ll be with your next door neighbor the first time, two doors down the second time, and so forth. If you don’t want to do anything with the female you’re put with, that’s fine. But the option will be there, for anything you want to do with her.

“Okay,” he said clasping his hands. “Two more things to go over. Staffing, and our last girl. I’m still getting my team sorted out. Some of the handlers will come and go, some will be dedicated to my lab, and the latter will be picking up new skills organically. And that means . . .” Cooper cast another quick glance at Priscilla, “you might receive maintenance from a staffer first thing Monday morning, and get oral stimulation from her by lunchtime. But everyone’s going to be professional, and I don’t see any issues. Any questions about that?” No one had any questions. “And now, the girl in cage six. She’s coming to us from Kansas, where we recognized her natural abilities, got her paperwork done last week. Right now, she’s downstairs being processed, so she should be up soon. She’s very adaptable, but she’s new to all this, and she has her own perspective on things, like we all do, so I expect everyone to be supportive. And when I say I expect something, that means you do it or you get corrected. And I’m not going to define interpersonal compliance. We all know it when we see it, we all know the opposite. Any questions?”

No one spoke, so Cooper turned to his right, stepped to the first cage and popped open the four cuffs, ankles first, then wrists, and as Doria dropped her arms to her sides and stretched backward with a sigh, Cooper peered in at her. “Any cramps yet, 25?” he asked.

“A few when I first woke up,” she said. “None right now.”

“You have all the tampons you need?”

“Yes,” she said.

“Alright, 63,” he said to Dusty, in the next cage, “let’s see if you’re still ovulating,” and he bent and lowered his hand, but before he touched her, he raised his eyebrows ever so slightly, as if seeking her permission, and she nodded just as subtly, and he reached down and parted her lips and ran his finger along her slit, pushed it in, pulled it out and peered at it. “Survey says yes,” he said, opening her cuffs.

Cooper continued this way seven more times, every girl’s number and where she was in her cycle as familiar to him as the rooms in his home, apparently.

He gave Priscilla no more attention than anyone else, his words quick and to the point.

“You started your period yesterday?” he asked.

“Saturday night,” Priscilla replied. “I was a little early.”

“Where are your strings?”

“I always tuck them in,” she replied.

“Why?”

“Should I stop doing that?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said, shooting her a look. Definitely a look.

Once he’d finished interviewing and freeing the nine girls, he headed to the research side of the space with the promise he’d be back in half an hour or so, and the girls unwrapped their meals, and Priscilla ate standing up beside her bars, looking out at a gray sky and a rainy day, and she was still eating when she heard the door beep and open, heard the faint rattling of chains.

“This isn’t quite what I pictured,” said a girl’s voice.




Chapter 30: A New Neighbor

Priscilla heard the creak of a chair, assumed Cooper had risen from his desk.

“Hello,” he said. “What number did you end up with?”

“1-4-1-3-8,” she announced. “Like it says on my new tattoos, if you can read it through all the blood.”

“Great, no overlap,” Cooper said. “You’ll go by 38 here, then.”

“Overlap?” said the girl.

“There are nine others here,” Cooper said. “There was a little under 10 percent chance that your last two would match one of the other girls, and then we’d have to call you something else.”

“Nine other girls here?” the new girl said. “Where?”

“The cages are right past that wall.”

“Oh, hello girls I cannot yet see, I’m 38!”

Priscilla considered saying something back, just to alleviate the awkwardness, but like the rest of her neighbors, she opted for silence.

“Can’t they hear me?” asked 38. “What have you done to them?”

38 sounded suddenly frantic to Priscilla, and she wondered if the girl was joking, or so disoriented by the things that had happened this morning that she’d been rendered irrational by trauma.

“They’re all fine,” Cooper reassured. “I think maybe they just need to see who’s saying hello before they respond.”

“Or maybe they’re just really shy,” said the girl. “Do you usually pick shy girls? Because I’m not shy.”

Priscilla heard the telltale rattling of chains on a shuffling girl, and she peered out between her bars to catch her first glimpse of this visitor, whom she was certain would be the girl in cage 6.

The girl rounded the corner and Priscilla took her in all at once: she was tall, with jet-black hair, a little unkempt, dropping to her shoulders, but with a line of bangs in front. She had full breasts, a thick triangle of pubic hair, and the slim build of someone busy, active, hyper.

She was in standard restraints, wrists and ankles chained, walking imperiously at the moment, or as much so as one could in her condition, glancing at the girls in their cages, one after the other, until she came abreast of Priscilla’s cage and the two made eye contact.

“Hello,” she said. “I am 38. I come in peace.”

“67,” Priscilla said. “We’re all very peaceful here.”

“For now,” said 38 cryptically, and the staffer walking her unlocked her cage and opened her door, and Priscilla lost sight of the girl as she passed with apparent aplomb into confinement.

Priscilla listened as the girl was unchained, mumbling something else to her handler, and once there was silence next door, Priscilla knelt beside her bed, looked underneath it for the things that had been brought from her old cage, pulled out a notebook and thought about what she needed to add, what details of the outside world she should now depict in her mysterious drawings.

“Sixty-seven,” came an urgent voice from the next cage over. “Sixty-seven.”

Priscilla went back to her bars. “Yes?”

“Should I eat the food?”

“Yes,” Priscilla said. “It’s breakfast.”

“How long has it been here? It’s cold.”

“They brought us all breakfast this morning,” Priscilla replied.

Priscilla heard unwrapping sounds and headed back to her bed, only to be lured back to the bars by words she could not make out.

“What?” she asked.

“What happens if we use our actual names?” 38 asked.

“We get punished.”

“I know. What kind of punishment?”

“I don’t remember it all,” Priscilla said. “Two spanks, or uh, they zap your breast, or, um, maybe a half hour in your cuffs.”

“What’s your name?” hissed the girl.

Strange, Priscilla thought, and she returned to her bed and her notes, but from the back of her mind she continued to listen for some new provocation from the strange girl. For the rest of the morning, however, nothing more came from that quarter.

There was no research that day. Instead, the rest of the day was taken up with training, for both the research girls and the staff.

Sandy seemed to have been chosen as a permanent member of Cooper’s team, and several other of the newer staff showed up and took part in the day’s lessons. But Clark, the boy that knew Mackenzie, never appeared. Had he already been fired? Priscilla wondered. Would she ever see him again?

Thankfully, perhaps, her worries were interrupted frequently.

The first order of business was getting everyone accustomed to anal leashing, which meant that each of the half dozen staff had to practice inserting and locking the restraint plugs, and each of the 10 research females had to practice stepping to the slot in their doors, turning and being penetrated and locked on. No exception was made for Priscilla, who had to endure no less than a dozen amateurish insertions, her anus growing more sensitive with each arrival and expansion of the plug. To her credit, the new girl seemed at peace with this invasion. “And that’s the way it is,” she announced at one point. “The eagle has landed,” she said later on. “Party on.”

Next came bed training, hours spent refining the new practice of binding girls’ legs to the bars so their sex organs could be studied without the inconvenience of freeing them from their cages.

The new concept, sound in principle, proved more complicated to implement, the challenges emerging with the arrival of the first three males. The first girls the staff chose to practice on, in cages one through three, were instructed to lie on their beds and scoot forward until their openings were positioned at the bars, at which point bed heights were adjusted to accommodate penetration by the visiting males. With the boys inside them, the girls’ heights were fine-tuned, and the boys stepped back so staff could secure the girls’ legs, Velcroing broad rubber straps around ankles, knees and thighs. But when the boys were told to return their penises to the waiting vaginas, the restraints had changed things. Pelvises were tilted differently once legs had been bound, altering both the heights of the female openings, and the ideal angles of insertion. So further adjustments to the levels of the beds were called for, an operation easier said than done while the girls’ legs were bound. Cranks were turned, beds were raised or lowered, and straps caught on bars, suspending girls or buckling their legs until the straps could be individually slid along the bars, a tedious process that would not be feasible in the midst of actual research. Penises would soften, vaginas would lose their elixir, and staff would be spending time on something other than new scientific discoveries.

As it was, two of the first three males had to be coaxed back to attention before they were firm enough to return to their respective vaginal hosts. Once engaged, fortunately, the final events occurred with the usual expedience, the males shaking as they released.

The issues with adjusting the heights of bound girls was a problem, however, and even before the boys were finishing, Dr. Cooper was summoned. And if one assumed that his elevated position in the realms of scientific exploration meant he was above a problem of this triviality, one would be assuming incorrectly. The doctor threw himself at the challenge, examining the straps and the way they caught on the bars, working his fingers between iron and rubber while he gazed up and pondered, seemingly oblivious to the thrusting happening at his elbow.

Within a few minutes, Cooper had both a short- and longer-term solution, and within half an hour, Priscilla and the girls on either side of her, including the peculiar new girl, were ordered to their beds and told to slide up to the bars to have their legs fastened in place. The rubber straps had been wrapped with kraft paper this time, and when Priscilla’s partner was brought to her and his penis proved high enough to lay flat across the hair of her mound, her raising was accomplished far more effectively, a little scraping of paper against iron, no staff intervention required. But the proof of the pudding, so to speak, came soon after, when her partner entered her and both confirmed between grunts that the angle of penetration was comfortable, the depth of insertion was satisfactory, the movement of penis within sheath was optimal, that roughly equal pressure was sensed against all the surfaces of his tip and shaft and along her walls, and she was allowed both to tighten her vagina and massage her clitoris, accomplishing her own orgasm as the boy gasped through his delivery of a thick white cream.

Titania also seemed to cum, although her arrival was peculiar, a sort of panting croak interspersed with random words. Her male partner enjoyed her slot more conventionally, though, offering a voluminous cry as the semen traveled through up his penis and into her vagina.

Things quieted down around dinnertime, the staff drifting out of the lab at the end of their shifts, Dr. Cooper leaving for home as well, but first offering what seemed to be a heartfelt farewell to each girl, wishing each a good sleep, and promising more interesting things in the days to come.

Priscilla ate dinner, read her book, doodled in her notebooks, and finally looked up, at the darkened windows, where she could view her neighbors going about the last of their day’s activities.

And here was the new girl next door, number 38, standing in the middle of her cage and staring at Priscilla’s reflection, her dark eyes bouncing against the glass and boring into Priscila’s mind and body, and Priscilla realized that resistance was futile, and she slipped off her bed and went to the front of her cage, to the corner closest to the new girl, and she could see her neighbor doing the same thing, clambering up onto her bed, and now the two of them were separated only by a wall and a few inches of air, and Priscilla gave her simple answer to the earlier question.

“Priscilla,” she whispered, looking into the eyes of the reflection. With no staff present and other girls talking loudly enough to each other that the microphones would hear nothing, Priscilla was confident this little crime would never be found out.

“Titania,” came the whispered response.

“Pretty,” said Priscilla, a little louder but not at full volume.

“Have you heard of her?” Titania asked.

“I’m not sure.”

“Faerie queen,” Titania said. “Very influential.”

“I guess so, then,” agreed Priscilla.

“But there’s an update,” Titania said.

“Yeah?”

“I understand it now,” the girl continued, her voice rising with the urgency of self-discovery. “Titanium is a metal. It can be used to bind.”

“Oh, okay,” Priscilla said gamely. “But I think it’s just, um, steel they use here. Shiny steel, or iron.”

“It could just as easily be titanium,” Titania countered. “And that would explain all.”

“All?” Priscilla echoed.

“My existence,” Titania said. “My destiny. It’s been a mystery, mostly. Until today.”

“That’s great,” Priscilla said.

“What happens out the windows at night?” Titania asked.

“I don’t know,” Priscilla said. “I’ve only spent one night here. But I didn’t notice anything usual.”

“No fire?”

“Not that I could see. Why?”

“Priscilla,” Titania said, not quietly at all.

“Please call me 67,” Priscilla said back.

“Okay, but where does your name come from? Your natural name, not your number.”

“It’s just what my mother chose. She used to call me Prissy.”

“Ooh,” Titania said, and Priscilla could see her nodding, her reflected face manifesting a deep understanding.

“Good night,” Priscilla said, backing away, done with the conversation. “Sleep well.”




Chapter 31: Water Training and a Trip Downstairs

They came for Titania first the next morning, and the girl remained voluble from the moment she was asked to turn and bend for the leash until she arrived at the research area. But after a conversation Priscilla couldn’t make out, she fell silent.

Priscilla guessed that whatever they were doing to Titania they would do to her as well, but that wasn’t the greatest of her concerns.

Her water had failed. At some point before bedtime, her toilet no longer flushed, her faucet ran dry, her bidet yielded nothing to clean with.

She choked down breakfast and stood at the bars to let someone on staff know things weren’t working, but no one she spoke to gave her more than a passing nod.

Titania seemed to be having the same problem, but she spoke strangely about it, as she did about everything, muttering something about a stopping up of the River Jordan while her leash plug was being pushed into her anus.

Predictably, the absence of something increased Priscilla’s desire for it, and even as she turned and bent to have her bowels secured, her primary sensations were a dry throat and the joys of imaginary clear, cold water.

Only when she reached the posts, one of which was occupied by Titania, staring blankly at the ceiling, one of which was reserved for her body, did she understand that the water had been shut off by design, in accordance with a new training strategy Dr. Cooper had mentioned weeks ago.

For here was Titania, wrists bound to a bar over her head, legs forced apart by widely-spaced ankle chains, sucking on a hose that ran from her vagina. She was not drinking directly from her organ, however, for between the girl’s feet was a small bucket of cold water, beaded with condensation, from which a second hose ran between Titania’s legs to her vagina.

“The more you squeeze, the more you drink,” Cooper said from his desk as Priscilla was brought to her post.

She looked at him, offered a half smile. She’d guessed that already. This was the water training he’d mentioned. Her remaining questions had to do with what exactly would be put up her vagina and, assuming she constricted diligently during her training, how much water she could give herself over what period of time.

In position with her back to the post, she raised her arms and watched as her wrists were bound to the upper bar, after which she spread her legs to be chained, and she grunted when her anal plug was unlocked and removed. The first of her questions was answered soon thereafter, when a cold bucket of water was produced and set between her feet, and the training equipment was brought from the closet.

Priscilla studied the simple contraption, most likely another of Dr. Cooper’s ideas. The two hoses ran to a rod of black rubber, and Priscilla knew immediately that this rod was the pump, that it would be going inside her, and she wouldn’t be drinking unless she could squeeze it hard enough to make it work.

She looked at Titania’s hose, saw bubbles moving up slowly through the clear line at her mouth, recognized the universal expression of concentration girls made when tightening their vaginas. Priscilla dropped her head to look past her arm at the girl, noticed that her full rear was bouncing rhythmically, her thighs tightening apace, and knew that every twitch of those muscles indicated a vaginal squeeze. The new girl was working hard at it and, strange as she was, Priscilla felt a kinship. Yes, Titania was well-formed, tall, with a flat belly and full breasts and a not particularly expressive face, and Priscilla allowed herself for the first time to wonder what it would be like to partner with her, to kiss the mouth with its strange words, to suck her nipples, to taste her vaginal juice and – on a more professional note – to get her fingers or her tongue up Titania’s sex organ to experience firsthand its alleged tightness.

Priscilla returned her attention to her own role in today’s proceedings, for now the handler was right before her, crouching to inspect her opening, and she prepared herself mentally for the challenges that lay ahead, and when the thick pump was slid up her front chamber, she grunted, and she squeezed it reflexively once, in vain, before the lower tube had been dropped into the water. But once the tube was beneath the surface of the fluid in the bucket, she went earnestly to work, constricting the rubber training rod, lowering her head and to her relief, seeing that the water was inching upward through the lower tube, albeit slowly.

“Any questions before we put the hose in your mouth?” Cooper asked, looking at Priscilla over his laptop.

“No,” she said, not wanting to let words interfere with her first drink of the day, and she looked at the handler and opened her mouth, and in went the line.

She sucked on it immediately, of course, unsurprised when the effort yielded nothing, not even air, so she continued tightening and relaxing her vagina, and when the rubber rod went cold, first between her lips, then deeper within her hole, she knew she was halfway there and redoubled the exercise.

By the time the first drops reached her mouth, Priscilla’s whole body was exhausted, not just her loins but her legs, her jaw, her shoulders, but the first small reward pushed her to a new level of determination, so good did that precious water taste, and for some unknown amount of time afterwards, she became nothing more than a machine with a single function, propelling ice-cold water from a bucket to her mouth in the most intimate of ways.

She barely noticed Titania’s gulps, the conversations around her, the girls in full chains being escorted through the door to other parts of the building, the girls being brought out on leashes and chained to examination chairs in Cooper’s lab, the girls being penetrated by staff or research males, the orgasms.

Ever the researcher, Cooper couldn’t just leave well enough alone, of course. Girls could be trained to improve at a simple task, but they were also dynamic systems, and after some unknown amount of time propelling water into their mouths, it was time to introduce a new variable.

First Titania, and then Priscilla, were secured with belts that bore at their fronts small but persistent stimulation mallets, and the devices were adjusted to deliver inescapable percussion to each girl’s clitoris, and they were turned on, first Titania’s, who bucked and grunted while her eyes went wide with what seemed to be terror, and then Priscilla’s, who knew what to expect and yet could not help but shake and squirm, and soon both girls were climaxing and groaning and, to their credit, still drinking, because certain vaginas in the throes of pleasure constrict in certain aggressive ways, and the water flowed accordingly.

And all the while, Dr. Cooper studied the screen of his PC, and it must be assumed that the little black line running an inch or so from the vaginal pump along the bucket hose was in fact a wire that connected with the lab’s, Wi-Fi and sent therethrough a variety of the kinds of data Cooper found particularly interesting.

In the coming days, Priscilla found herself, if not missing the old routines, a little disoriented by their cessations. For almost a year until now, every weekday morning without fail, and weekend mornings often enough, her first task after a brief visit to the toilet was stretching into her inventory cuffs, beginning her day with her arms cuffed overhead and her thighs spread wide, grunting through the inevitable anal and vaginal impalement before being chained for the day’s first assignment.

None of that was regularly practiced in Cooper’s lab. Lights would come on in the morning, and now Priscilla might just choose to lie there, looking at the ceiling. Or she might go to her toilet and then back to bed, either to rest a little more or get an early start on the day’s reading or doodling. And chaining was a haphazard affair at best. She was still spending time with Drs. Morrow and Bank, the latter continuing his study of her vaginal fluids, and she might be put in four-point chains first thing in the morning for the exit from Cooper’s lab, or the handler who’d come to bring her to one of the other labs might express surprise she hadn’t already been bound, and mutter as they fetched her chains from the rack by the door. And many days, she might never have her limbs bound at all. When Cooper was ready for her, he’d send one of his all-purpose crew members, and he or she would arrive with the leash, and Priscilla would step to the bars and turn and bend and wince a little while her anus was pierced and stretched and secured, and she would go to her post or one of the exam chairs or Dr. Cooper’s desk, where her leash would be secured and she would answer his research questions or sometimes just chat about lab operations, what she was doing in her off hours, and how he liked the weather in Atlanta.

On her fourth day in the new lab, Dr. Cooper told her that semen collection would soon be added to the lab’s functions, and she would be playing her part.

“These are customers?” Priscilla asked.

“No, patients,” Cooper corrected. “They’ll get a referral from a licensed physician, just like for any other medical procedure.”

“What’s the indication?” she asked.

“It’s going to be mostly semen analysis or fertility treatments,” Cooper said. “But the semen won’t be left in you. As soon as he’s done, the contents of your vagina will be cleaned out and processed. Maybe sent to the lab, maybe stored for impregnation.”

“Okay,” Priscilla said, nodding. “And there’s an argument for this?”

“We’ve got a wealth of evidence that a vagina-induced orgasm produces more semen, of higher quality, than masturbating into a tube, or even releasing into a machine. And the better the vagina, the better the output, which is why all the girls from my lab will be helping out.”

“How will it be done?” Priscilla asked, and she imagined being put in a cage or a normal room with someone – a man struggling with low sperm count, perhaps, or someone trying to get someone else pregnant – and commencing something a little like lovemaking with them. She found the idea both compelling and frightening.

“We’ve got some ideas about how we’ll set it up, but that’s all I can say at this point,” Cooper told her. “I can promise that it will be handled professionally, like everything here is, and your safety and comfort will always be a priority.”

“When will it start?” she asked.

“A week or two,” Cooper said. “We’re building the clinic now, on the first floor. It’s got to be secure, but suitable for outside visitors, and that’s created some challenges.”

Priscilla decided not to worry about this new responsibility, concluding it wouldn’t be much different from anything else she’d been asked to do here, and she concentrated on doing her best on the matters at hand.

She remained obedient and suffered no punishment that first week, and only two girls failed at something, Brook and Sara, and they received their comeuppance Friday afternoon, walking in full chains to the far end of the lab, where a half an hour of intermittent paddling provoked a few cries of protest from each girl, but nothing Priscilla hadn’t heard before or was particularly bothered by. It was done while she was chained to an exam chair, after all, where she was receiving the rhythmic thrusting from the boy named Nick and, well, she had other things to think about.

Weekly maintenance was done as promised the next Monday morning, and that didn’t bother Priscilla much either. Immediately after breakfast, Cooper’s team of handlers leashed each girl by her anus, and a crew of three from the correction room arrived a few minutes later, working up the line from the first cage to the tenth, the process done the same way 10 times: the girl would hand her leash through the door slot, her door would be unlocked, she’d be walked to the correction area and assigned a station, and she’d suffer for her allotted time before being returned to her cage to prepare for the day’s research.

On a Tuesday morning in mid-July, with Priscilla two days into a particularly wet ovulation, the handlers bound her hand and foot, a confirmation that she would be leaving Cooper’s lab, and after close to an hour in chains, she was escorted to the elevator, and down to the first floor, a level of the building she hadn’t occupied since her acquisition almost a year before. Nothing she saw jogged her memory of that day, but most likely trauma wasn’t the cause. As she left the elevator with Cecilia, she could smell fresh paint and knew the door and the short hall it led to were new, that this passage had been built since her last visit.

Semen collection, she thought. A free man was about to put his penis up her vagina and deposit his semen there, and then what was inside her would be rinsed out somehow, and studied, or put up some other female, to make her pregnant.

Would it hurt? Priscilla wondered. She didn’t want to do this, but it was more than fear that prompted her reservations. Something about it seemed wrong – or more wrong, at least– than anything she had been subjected to so far. But what made her feel that way? Priscilla wasn’t sure.

Cecilia led her off the elevator, into a short hall, through a door to the right and into a small room with an upright table on wheels, hinged in the middle. An opening had been cut, waist-high, through the far wall. Priscilla could see nothing through it but another white wall.

Priscilla was able guess intuitively what was about to happen. The table featured short chains and cuffs where her wrists would go, and a canvas belt for her waist, and she stepped over to it and stood with her back to it, and Cecelia performed the standard transitory dance, freeing a wrist from her walking chains, binding it to the table, freeing and binding the other wrist, wrapping the belt around her waist and securing it.

“I’m gonna tilt you horizontal now, ready?” Cecilia asked.

“Go ahead.”

Priscilla was angled backwards until she was staring at the ceiling, her wrists and middle secured to the table, her ankles still chained together but not fastened to anything else.

Cecilia rolled the table forward, toward the opening in the wall, a semi-circle, flat on the bottom to accommodate the table, rounded at the top to make way for the body of the female whose duty it was to collect.

Cecilia kept pushing, inching the table forward, Priscilla’s feet moving through the aperture, her knees, her thighs, and finally her middle, the table legs sliding back and up. Half of Priscilla was in a room she couldn’t see, the other half bound to a table with Cecilia.

Someone was in the other room, now. She felt hands near her feet, felt the opening of her cuffs, first the left, then the right, the removal of chains. She raised her head to look down her body, between her breasts, saw red coveralls, dropped her head back to the table

“Open up,” Cecilia said. “I need to put your bit in.”

Priscilla opened her mouth and Cecilia inserted a curved bar, not unlike the bit one puts in a horse’s mouth, and Priscilla closed her teeth down on it, raised her head, felt a chain being hooked at the back of her neck and pulled tight.

The bit fit within her lower jaw, pressed against the middle of her tongue, making speech impossible. She could probably produce a muffled yell with it in, but nothing comprehensible. Were they expecting her to scream? To protest? Or did they just not want her talking? Her heart was thumping, the fear of the unknown creating a boom in her chest she could almost hear.

Meanwhile, the worker on the other side of the opening was taking her legs one at a time, strapping them out of the way, at the thighs, at the ankles, because her legs weren’t needed for what was about to happen. Priscilla imagined what she looked like to someone in the other room: a vagina and an anus and a pair of legs strapped wide, knees bent.

What man would want that? How could any male achieve orgasm with nothing but a hole to plumb? With no girl’s face, no girl’s eyes, no girl’s occasional words, or grunts, or strategically-timed squeezes?

Priscilla sensed the lowering of the half of the table positioned under her rear, heard it bump the wall, heard clicks that she guessed were clamps securing it in place, and she peered between her breasts again, watched as a heavy black curtain was lowered across her belly, further isolating her from whatever was going to happen in the other room.

She felt a light tap on her anus, then the insertion of a plug, and its expansion, and she grunted and breathed in as it was locked inside her.

She heard the door open and close, and she craned her neck, saw that Cecilia was gone. She closed her eyes, concentrating on the inner, walled place in her mind she protected from violation, insult, indignity. And the thumping of her heart subsided.

Another five minutes passed before she heard a door open and close in the room where her bottom half waited, and she raised her head, listening.

“You’ll deposit there,” said a woman’s voice. “I’ll step out, and you can undress, hang your things there, and get started. Please take all the time you need. The longer—”

The woman was interrupted by a man’s voice, his words too quiet for Priscilla to make out.

“Yes, she’s one of our females,” said the staffer. “No, not really an employee. A member of our research crew.”

The man was speaking quickly, nervously, and still quietly, but he seemed to have turned toward her, and she was picking up words and phrases now.

“ . . . she agreed to this?”

“Absolutely,” affirmed the woman. “This is consistent with her role here.”

“But you’ve got her . . . she’s . . . strapped, and . . . why?”

“We maintain a very secure facility,” the woman said. “Again, this is consistent with policies that apply to all our females.”

“. . . comfortable?”

“She’s fine,” the woman said with a laugh. “This is all part of the day’s routine for her.”

“She knows . . . what’s going to happen?”

“Of course,” said the woman. “And she can probably hear us.”

“Uh,” the man blurted, his next words too quiet for Priscilla to hear, but apparently another question.

“No, she doesn’t know your name, and you won’t know hers,” replied the woman. “Anonymity is protected on both sides. Now, when in doubt, here’s what we call our 10 commandments of a successful sample.”

Priscilla heard a knock on the wall between her legs, guessed there was a sign posted there, and now the woman was paraphrasing from it: “The longer you can stay in her, the better sample we’ll get. Anus is absolutely off limits. Do not attempt to remove the barrier. It’s locked in her, and you’ll be liable for any injuries you cause. Do not continue to thrust if her lubricant is depleted. Tube of lubricant if you need it is right here, apply it to your penis and her opening as needed, a little goes a long way. She might respond to clitoral stimulation, but don’t overdo it. And oral stimulation is fine, if it helps you or seems to please her. She’s an individual, like any female, so a little experimentation is welcome. If she likes it, she’ll raise herself. But the goal is to release inside her vagina. Don’t get distracted. Don’t try to communicate with her. She won’t be able to reply. Stay as deep as you can during ejaculation, and try not to do too much thrusting after you’ve finished depositing. Anything that spills out of her won’t be part of the collection.”

The man offered a quiet assent, and Priscilla found herself trying to create an image of him based only on the tenor of his muffled voice and what few words she’d picked up. She appreciated that he seemed hesitant about this. No decent man wanted to rape, or to have anything to do with something that felt like rape. Priscilla sensed decency, politeness, a willingness to abide by the rules she’d outlined. But what would he feel like? How would he use his penis once it was inside her? Until she had those questions answered, she could not say she knew him.

“Use the phone here if you need any help or have any questions,” the woman said. “As soon as you pick it up, it dials to our desk, and someone should answer immediately. And you can put on the bathrobe there if you need us to come in before you’re finished. Any questions, just ask. And then, after you’re done, get dressed and leave the room immediately. We’ll be waiting for you. We need you out so we can get in and retrieve the sample.”

“Okay,” the man said clearly.

“All set, then?” the woman asked.

“Yes, thank you.”

“Okay,” she said. “Good luck!”




Chapter 32: Priscilla Collects

Priscilla heard the door open and close, and she knew it was just her and the man now, the patient, the donor, the future father, and now her heart was thumping again.

She heard the thud of what she guessed was a shoe, the jangle of a belt buckle, another thud that she guessed was something else being dropped, and she imagined he’d tried to hang up his pants and they’d fallen, because he’d missed the hook. Because he was nervous.

And then, for a long, agonizing moment, there was nothing – no sound, no touch, nothing hitting the floor, and Priscilla wondered if the man had found himself unable to proceed, and now he was getting dressed. And then came the touch, a single finger against her left inner labia, tentative, as if he just wanted to make sure she was real.

She lifted her pelvis slightly, her legs swinging in their straps, and the touch ended and then resumed, two fingers this time, one on either side of her vagina, spreading her lips as if to inspect her.

Growing more confident that she wasn’t going to be violently penetrated, Priscilla’s fear ebbed, and humor took its place. Why did he have to look inside? Her lips were real, her hips moved realistically. Did he have to convince himself she also had a real vagina?

The fingers departed, returned, this time with the heel of his hand against her clitoris and mound, not to stimulate her but only as a place to steady himself while he used the thumb and forefinger of one hand to open her up again, so he could use his other hand to guide his penis into her chamber.

But there wasn’t penetration yet. Instead, she felt what she understood to be his tip, still soft, being moved up and down her slit.

He was trying to get it done, she thought. He was trying to follow doctor’s orders. He had nothing but a girl’s lower half to work with, however, and she imagined him on the other side of the wall, working desperately to arouse himself, to get inside her and get this done. In the end, if he did accomplish his objective, he might not enjoy it. Priscilla felt sorry for him.

She didn’t mind the stimulation, however, and she could feel her own sex warming up. He was hitting her clitoris, and the soft flesh at the mouth of her vagina, and she knew she was starting to pump out her honey.

He noticed it too, she surmised, and it’s what he’d needed – some evidence that she wanted this, some indication that there was a normal girl attached to these legs, with normal responses, with the capacity for normal pleasure.

And then at last, penetration, the sliding up her sheath of a still-firming member, once, twice, three times. By his fourth thrust, he was completely rigid, and Priscilla sighed with both pleasure and relief.

She estimated his length at about 5 and three quarters inches, his circumference a little under five inches. He wasn’t circumcised, and he had a slight upward curve to his penis that tickled her front wall. She angled up her pelvis as much as the straps would allow, dropped it back down, squeezed him gently, and then she rolled him, the way Cooper had taught her, and he responded immediately, with quick, sharp thrusts that shook her whole body, her breasts rocking up and down, and she raised her head and grunted but could do no more, her tongue immobilized.

It didn’t take long after that. He shouted through his orgasm, a sort of “ahh-uhh-ahhh!” and she could feel the semen rocket into the depths of her sheath and knew he was doing his best to follow the instructions on his side of the wall, holding his penis in her up to the hilt as he spasmed out the last of his ejaculate.

“Ahh, yeah, yeah!” he concluded, and Priscilla knew that nothing more was being deposited now, but he didn’t leave her body. In fact, he didn’t even go soft, or stop moving within her, and after a few moments’ rest, he was at it again, pounding and grinding and stretching the bound girl, and Priscilla was pleased with the second round, because it was taking longer than the first and giving her what she needed – repeated thumps against her clitoris combined with the scraping of her front wall, and now she was rocking as vigorously as he was inserting. She wasn’t tightening, however. Mindful of the powers of her grip to provoke ejaculation and end this coupling before she’d gotten satisfaction, she relaxed her chamber and merely oscillated.

Only when she began to feel the orgasm well within her did she contract and, as before, roll. The reaction from her anonymous partner was immediate, and vociferous.

“Oh . . . God . . . oh . . . God,” he groaned, his member moving in and out of her with pistonlike ferocity as it swelled and pulsed and filled her with a second dose of semen.

As before, he stayed within her, and as before, his rigidity persisted for a time, but when she squeezed again, she could feel him softening.

She was only gripping him to ascertain his status, but she probably shouldn’t have, because now he was trying to go again, seeking desperately to push his penis inside her, and he in fact did get it up her slot in inch or so thanks to the smooth, mingled juices of their exercise, but in the end, it was like pushing a rope uphill, the organ too soft to go any further, and she could almost feel his reluctance as he slipped out.

He was not done with her, however, the next sensations entirely strange.

She felt a hand around her left thigh, near her rump, another at her knee, straightening her leg, the hair of his bare chest and belly along the length of her limb.

He was hugging her leg. The man who’d come to provide a semen sample was literally hugging the left leg of Priscilla van Dross.

She felt his soft, wet penis against her rear, and then – stranger still – his mouth against her ankle. He was kissing her ankle, the hard bone that stuck out there. He was hugging her left leg and kissing her ankle. So grateful was he, apparently, so moved was he by this little transaction he was cuddling with the only part of her he could reach.

He kissed her ankle again, stroked her rear before she sensed diffidence, perhaps a little embarrassed self-awareness, as his hand touched her for the last time.

Romance, she thought. Even here, even like this? How could it be? What had provoked it? Was it something she was doing? Or would it have happened between this man and any tightly-vaginaed girl from Cooper’s lab?

She heard the rattle of a belt buckle, knew he was dressing, soon would be gone, probably forever.

She was starting to itch, the semen leaving her chamber, dripping out and down around the plug in her anus, annoying her. She wanted the bit out of her mouth.

She heard the door shut in the other room, heard voices, footsteps, and now things were happening quickly on the other side of the wall.

The plug was unlocked and removed from her rectum and her feminine sheath was entered, something put in all along its length, a grooved plastic, then a cool liquid flooding in, then all of it sucked back out, the sensation peculiar but not unpleasant, and the tool was pulled from her as quickly as it had been pushed in.

The table that had been folded down was brought back up against her rear, her legs were released from their straps, the curtain was raised, her ankles were returned to their chains, the door to her room opened, Cecilia entered and pulled her table and her body back through the aperture, and in a few more moments she was raised upright, freed from her table and bound by the wrists for the trip back to Cooper’s lab.

“You made him orgasm twice,” Cecilia observed as they waited for the elevator.

“Well, he came twice,” Priscilla agreed, suddenly wary of being punished. The plug they’d locked in her anus was more than a barrier to keep his penis out of her rectum, she realized. It was also a sensor, probably something else Cooper had designed. So they’d been watching the performance. No one had told her what to do, if she should squeeze, caress, grip, play, roll, so she’d done as she was inclined. But it wasn’t beyond the capricious sensibilities of this place that someone would decide after the fact she’d done it wrong, and now she’d have to pay. “I didn’t really make him do anything.”

The elevator door opened and Priscilla shuffled in, followed by Cecilia.

“What did you think of it?” the handler asked.

“Think of what?”

“The . . . well, everything. Collecting.”

“It’s another thing to do here, I guess,” Priscilla said, prompting a laugh. Truth is, Priscilla wasn’t sure. The session had begun with her serving as simply a hole, and then other things had happened.

She and this nameless stranger had . . . made love. If one could make love to a leg.

No one knew about the way the tryst had ended, Priscilla was certain. There was no camera in his room, she guessed. There was no sensor in her thigh or her knee or the ankle bone he’d kissed. There was no sensor in his chest or belly. There were no sensors, nor could there be, in their hearts.

“He liked it,” Cecilia said quietly as the elevator rose to the fifth floor.

“What do you think they’ll do with his sample?” Priscilla asked. Would it be analyzed, examined, measured? Would someone in some lab be impressed with all the little sperm rollicking about under the microscope? Or would his semen be inserted up some woman’s vagina? Would, decades from now, some boy or girl be walking the world, utterly oblivious to the detour their DNA had taken, on the way from their father to their mother, through the muscular chamber of the girl they called 67?

“No idea,” Cecilia said.




Chapter 33: A Reward in the New Lab

Three weeks into his new role at Atlanta General Female Laboratory and Services, Dr. Benjamin Cooper was pleased.

He was working with 10 compliant females, each blessed with a vagina of unusual tightness and trainability. His facility was world-class, as was his new city of residence. He seemed to like his colleagues and appreciate their respect. And he had embarked on several new programs of research, launching them with a comprehensiveness that, an observer might suspect, indicated he’d been harboring these ideas while he was still in Kansas, but keeping them to himself until he could maintain full control over any patents or licenses or academic claims that might accrue.

The engine of both Cooper’s professional fortune and financial prospects were, of course, those 10 girls, who gave their all, who served intimately and reliably and passionately with their whole bodies, but particularly with those most sensitive places between their legs.

They deserved thanks. But how does one thank such creatures? Not with food, of course. Their diets were optimized for performance, additional treats counterproductive. Not with freedom either. Freedom here was an impossible construct, a notion contrary to the efficient operation of an internationally accredited research facility.

And so, as lab operators had determined years before, rewards were best that drew from the lab’s central currency: the unregulated orgasm.

A favored girl might be given permission to relieve herself as she saw fit. Or, on special occasions, she might be granted a partner with whom to conduct the exchange, the two mutually delivering and receiving their appointed compensation with as much freedom as could be afforded.

And so it was, on the afternoon of the third Friday in July, that Cooper decided to present his female inventory with their first freeform coupling sessions.

“Hey, everyone, front of your cages, please,” Cooper said, and Priscilla stepped quickly up to the bars, hoping he wasn’t going to order them into their inventory cuffs. Everyone else responded with the same speed, Priscilla assumed, because Cooper began speaking immediately, looking back and forth at the girls, satisfied apparently with their attentiveness.

“First, I want to say thanks,” Cooper began. “Everyone has given 100 percent since I got here three weeks ago, and I really appreciate that. Thank you! So I want to say thanks, on behalf of the lab, my research team, and science, and we’ll be pairing everyone up to finish out the week. Each girl is going to get placed with her next-door neighbor for 90 minutes, for whatever interactions you want.”

Cooper looked at the girls in turn, and Priscilla knew he was assessing reactions, getting a sense of how this announcement was playing in the minds of each of his females.

“Yay,” said one girl, unironically. A few more clapped quietly. And even Priscilla, who preferred boys, was ready for this, particularly because she wouldn’t have to figure out how to partner between the bars. As Cooper continued speaking, her mind worked through the new positions this arrangement would enable, and she felt her genitals warm in anticipation.

“The females in cages one and two will mate in the second cage,” Cooper said. “The girls in three and four will mate in the fourth cage, and so forth. But we still need to maintain security. So everyone’s going to spend the session on her leash, and we’re going to join your leash to your partner’s. But other than that, you’re welcome to interact with no limitations, as long as it’s safe and consensual.”

Cooper turned his head side to side, smiled.

“Any questions?”

“Prosthetic penetration?” came the immediate inquiry, and Priscilla recognized the voice immediately as Titania’s, and realized in the next moment that she was going to be her partner.

“What did you have in mind?” Cooper said, looking first at Titania, and then at Priscilla, and Priscilla knew he was gathering information again, and now she was the object of study.

“I would like to wear a phallus,” Titania said without reservation. “Or have one used on me. I’m not sure yet.”

“Both?” Cooper said.

“I’m not sure,” Titania said. “It depends.”

Cooper raised his eyebrows but asked no more questions, nor invited any more.

“Okay, let’s go,” he said, turning to his right, where Priscilla guessed staff were waiting out of her view for the go ahead, and within a few moments, she heard chains rattling, cage doors clanging open and closed, more chains and doors, and when Sandy showed up at her cage with a leash, Priscilla stepped to the slot in her door, turned and bent, accepted the leash, winced as it was locked, walked through her door once it was unlocked and made the short trip to the cage of Titania, who had just finished mumbling something as her own anus was secured. A padlock was produced and slipped through the links towards the ends of each girl’s leash, Titania’s cage door was opened, and Priscilla walked in, focusing on Titania as her door was locked and the handlers moved on to the girls in the next two cages.

“Welcome to my burrow,” Titania said, offering her hand, and Priscilla took it, wondering what was about to happen. Titania wasn’t her first choice for a mate, but it was mostly the unknown that prompted her reservations. She wanted to cum at least once. She wanted to make her partner cum. She wanted a little conversation, maybe some gossiping that no one else could hear. She wasn’t sure any of that would be possible, given Titania’s innate strangeness.

“This is where I stand to look out the windows,” Titania said, and she went to the front of her cage, Priscilla following, the chain swinging between the two girls. “I look for things other people can’t see.”

“Like what?” Priscilla asked, deciding that if she had to spend the next 90 minutes humoring Titania, that’s what she’d do. She could always masturbate later.

“Rituals, mainly,” Titania replied, turning abruptly from the bars. “Want to try my bidet?”

“It looks like mine,” Priscilla said, thinking the offer peculiar until she imagined a possible motive: Titania wanted Priscilla to wash herself before they did anything together. “Do you think they’re different?”

“Try it and see,” Titania urged.

Priscilla, holding her leash out behind herself, settled onto the bidet, depressed the foot pedal with her toes, allowed the cool water to rush against her genitals, found Titania’s soap and lathered herself, rinsed, released the water and stood.

“That’s my bed,” Titania said, pointing. “It’s where I sleep. Want to go to the window again?”

Priscilla followed the girl to the bars, because she had no choice, and when she stopped and peered out at the late afternoon sun, Titania was there beside her, her breasts on either side of Priscilla’s shoulder, her belly against Priscilla’s elbow and forearm, the curls of her pubic hair licking the back of Priscilla’s hand.

Priscilla turned to look at the girl’s face, and now there was something new there, an expression so direct and focused Priscilla felt briefly that this was a new female, someone other than Titania chained to her anus, her gray eyes almost smoky.

Titania opened her mouth and Priscilla turned and reciprocated, breasts and bellies touching as they shared their first kiss, lips and tongues wrestling, the taller Titania lowering her head to welcome her neighbor.

Priscilla decided to follow Titania’s lead, to let Titania make the decisions, and they ended up kissing so long she began to suspect this was all they were going to do, despite her request for an artificial phallus, and Priscilla realized she found that disappointing. Noises were being made in the other cages, the carnal sounds of girls being pleased and pleasing each other, light laughter and grunts and the rhythmic rattling of chains. Priscilla wanted the same.

Maybe the ability to read minds was another of Titania’s peculiar talents, because her hands began wandering, over Priscilla’s rump, across her breasts, down to her sexual opening.

“I’ve heard you’ve got a good one,” Titania whispered.

“I don’t know,” Priscilla said back. “I guess they’ve told me that.”

“Mine’s good too,” Titania said.

“I’ve heard that.”

Priscilla widened her legs and Titania slipped two fingers up Priscilla’s sheath, and Priscilla tightened.

“Nice,” Titania said, removing her fingers and resting her hand on Priscilla’s hip, leaving a light smear of fluid there. “Your turn.”

Priscilla wrapped her arm around Titania’s shoulders, grabbed her friend by her vulva, spread her full lips and explored her hole, the girl tightening as Priscilla’s fingers went deeper into her thoroughly lubricated chamber.

Titania rocked her pelvis, tightened her hand around Priscilla’s hip, and whispered hoarsely into her ear, “Maybe we should lick each other’s medals of honor.”

Thinking she understood Titania, Priscilla sighed her assent, and the girls moved as one to Titania’s bed.

“We’re going to have to work around the chains,” Titania said, delivering her words at everyday volume and routine tone, as if nothing had happened until now, as if Priscilla had just dropped in for tea and someone had left chains on the floor that they were stepping over. Had their restraints killed Titania’s mood, just like that? Or had she just moved up to the next level of arousal?

Even as Titania lay on her bed, falling to her back and spreading her legs, Priscilla wasn’t sure, but she accepted the girl’s implied invitation, raising one knee to the bed, swinging her other over Titania’s face, grabbing her leash and pulling it around her rump to keep it from dangling onto Titania’s eyes and nose.

In another moment, Priscilla lowered her vulva to Titania’s mouth, and she brought her own mouth against the impressive folds of her neighbor’s wetted slit, and both girls licked tentatively, running tongues against hair, over clitorises, beside and between vaginal lips, but only with enough firmness to remove the burgeoning traces of lubricant seeping from each hole.

Titania was the first to move more vigorously, forcing Priscilla’s lips apart and, after a few quick strokes of her tongue to lick up the honey there, she pushed in as deeply as the physics of a boneless tongue and a muscular vagina allowed.

She got in further than Priscilla expected, exploring the first inch or two of Priscilla’s chamber, so the girl on top did her best to reciprocate. Still holding her chain with her left hand, she wrapped her right arm around Titania’s leg and pressed in, splitting the lips and pushing into the girl’s aggressive hole.

Her taste was unexpected to Priscilla. Not musky, acidic, or as strange and undefinable as Titania’s personality. Instead, it was sweet, soft, girlish. Cotton candy might be an apt comparison.

With all the preliminaries out of the way, the girls went to work in earnest, each expertly tending to the other while she allowed herself to be toyed with, and Priscilla decided to rise to the ultimate challenge, of experiencing simultaneous orgasms with someone both new and surpassingly odd.

Titania’s sexual nature, she realized after a few more strokes with her tongue, was not as peculiar as was her mind. Nor was this a surprise, really. The vagina and vulva were designed to do a few things well. The mind, if operated properly, could wander the map.

Biting Titania’s clitoris seemed to move the girl. Every time Priscilla clenched her teeth around it, her partner jerked. So Priscilla made that a regular part of her repertoire, in between licking Titania’s front hole and the flesh stretched around her anal plug.

Titania was doing her best as well, and she seemed to have some abilities here, making up for a lack of creativity with the steady clitoral tongue strokes and the occasional visit to the hole.

As soon as Priscilla felt her own climax building, she licked Titania’s chamber clean one more time and moved up to her clitoris, biting and pulling and wrestling with the flesh – and grunting with pleasure as she pushed Titania to the same thing.

The girl came strangely, as she always did, squeaking and barking this time, but her pelvis rocked and her vagina spasmed like any female’s would, and Priscilla worked through her own orgasmic aftershocks with a sense of accomplishment.

Mindful of the chain that bound their anuses together, the girls uncoupled slowly, Priscilla moving to the head of Titania’s bed to sit cross-legged and smile dazedly, Titania taking up her perch at the foot, the chain running across Priscilla’s thigh on its way to Titania’s rear.

“I wonder if we’re on a fault line,” Titania said after a few moments of reflective silence.

“Fault line?” Priscilla repeated.

“Yes, for earthquake-making. If I’d known the address here, I would have looked it up in Kansas.”

“We’re in Atlanta,” Priscilla noted.

“The coordinates are what you have to look out for,” Titania said. “Tectonic plates don’t run through cities. They run through points.”

“Are you worried we’ll have an earthquake?” Priscilla asked.

“I’m worried we won’t have one,” Titania shot back.

“You want one?”

Titania brushed her hair away from her face and looked hard at Priscilla.

“I want something,” she said. “Earthquake, zombies, invaders from Mars, exploding cupcakes. Something to make this all worth it.”

“So you can get out of here?” Priscilla asked quietly, leaning forward.

“Get out of here?” Titania repeated. “Why would I want to do that?”

“You’re okay with this?” Priscilla asked.

“As opposed to what?” Titania said, looking startled.

“Freedom?”

“Freedom?” Titania echoed, eyes raised in stunned surprise. “The freedom to work at a coffee shop? And go to college classes? And be the daughter of a . . . music professor?”

Titania stared into Priscilla’s eyes for a long moment before she seemed to believe she’d made her point, and she looked at the wall.

“I should have asked for the address while I was at Cooper’s,” she said. “His daughter would have brought me what I needed to research.”

“His daughter?” Priscilla asked, surprised.

“Nadia,” Titania said. “A real sweetheart, even if she is trapped forever in the matrix. She really warmed up to me.”

“Dr. Cooper has a daughter?” Priscilla asked, speaking almost loudly enough to be heard past the bars of Titania’s cage.

“She goes by Nadia,” Titania said. “She’s 16.”

“And a wife?” Priscilla persisted.

“Yes,” Titania said. “I didn’t find her enlightening. Very picky.”

“Picky?”

“I had to live with them,” Titania said.

“With Dr. Cooper’s family?” Priscilla inquired. “Really, with his family?”

“Yes.”

“He has one daughter?”

“Yes.”

“And they’re . . . normal?”

“Tragically so,” Titania said. “I tried to have an appropriate conversation with their offspring and Momma shut me down.”

“An appropriate conversation,” Priscilla repeated.

“Yes,” Titania agreed. “About some of the finer points of working with well-endowed females.” She looked down between her legs, cupped her vulva, smiled. “They seem to want that poor girl kept in the dark. I’m not sure she fully understands what her father even does.”

“How was your presence explained?” Priscilla asked.

“Oh, she knows he works with girls, and she knows it’s about sex,” Titania said. “But they don’t want her knowing any more than she has to. And the poor girl will never get to take one of her father’s classes. He wouldn’t have it.”

“What about Mrs. Cooper?” Priscilla asked, the seed of an idea planting itself in her mind.

“I think she knows more than she wants to,” Titania said, nodding before she noticed Priscilla’s eyes aimed at the front of the cate. “Speak of the devil.”

Dr. Cooper stood at the bars, holding up the thing a girl puts on when she wants a penis.

“Found you one,” he said, smiling.

“Oh, prince charming,” Titania said, reaching back to take it. “How will I ever repay you?”

“Just enjoy it,” he said. “Who’s going to wear it?”

“I think we both should,” Titania said, turning to regard Priscilla, who nodded in agreement. “But I’ll put it on first.”




Epilogue

On the first Monday in September – 13 months after she’d been acquired, two months after she’d been moved up to Dr. Cooper’s lab – Priscilla and the other nine girls started their day with a quick, unpleasant maintenance session.

Priscilla spent a half an hour stretched out, hanging upside down, an inverted witness to everyone else’s role in the affair. Her colleagues were tied and spanked and caned and shocked, and they yelled, and some asked in vain for it to stop, then it did stop and everyone was brought back to their cages, and within 15 minutes Priscilla was bound hand and foot, and she knew what that meant.

Almost every Monday for the last two months, she was brought down to the new collection room, where she collected semen from the same man.

She knew it was him. The same penis, with the same length, the same curve upward, the same hair and thickness and approach to thrusting and ejaculating. But even if she couldn’t distinguish between penises, his behavior gave him away.

Because he was, quite obviously, in love with Priscilla, or her lower half, anyway.

As was done the first time, the bit would be forced into her mouth, she’d be bound by the wrists and belly, slid through the aperture, spread and strapped by the thighs and ankles, and left to wait.

And on this first day in September, as had become his habit, he started by licking, his tongue running up and down her vaginal slit, across her thick hair, up both her thighs to her calves, and finally to her feet, where he would kiss her on the ankle bones, left and right.

And then, with the foreplay complete, in he went, his tip raking her front wall and her g-spot, his pubic bone grinding against her clitoris, and she tightened and rolled and squirmed and orgasmed, and he released, copiously.

Why did he keep coming back? Priscilla wondered after their third tryst, at the end of July. Did he have some reproductive condition so serious they needed a weekly sample to analyze?

It wasn’t until the second week in August that her mind went to a darker place: This has nothing to do with any medical condition.

He just wants to . . . fuck me.

To love me too, perhaps. To lick and kiss and cuddle my bound legs and my feet and my ankle bones and believe that this was a relationship in some way. But it started with fucking. And there was always fucking.

What are they charging for this? she wondered. What kind of doctor repeatedly prescribes a vagina for a non-existent reproductive malady? How much does the lab make him pay for each deposit?

And what did this make Priscilla?

He didn’t always orgasm twice, but this day he did, and afterwards, as always, he conducted the equivalent of pillow talk with her lower extremities, kissing and caressing her legs before he dressed and exited and she was cleaned out and pulled back through the hole in the wall.

She’d been brought down by one of the new handlers she didn’t know yet, but her escort for the return trip was Clark.

“Haven’t seen you in a while,” she said as he put her in her walking chains. She was speaking casually while her heart thumped so hard she was afraid it might jump out of her mouth.

“Yeah, been working the regular labs,” he said. “How’s Cooper’s place?”

“I like it,” Priscilla replied honestly. “The work’s a little more focused. He’s nicer to the handlers. And he’s not as stingy about orgasms.”

Priscilla had long ago lost the ability to blush over sexual matters, but she grimaced a little as she remembered that Clark and her sister were connected in some way – an ambiguous connection, to be sure, but one that likely included a full accounting of everything Priscilla said. She needed to stop saying blatantly sexual things to this boy.

They left the collection room, made their way toward the elevator, were in the middle of the little hall when Clark tapped her shoulder and she stopped and turned to him.

“She wants you to know she’s going to get you out, or die trying,” he said, whispering urgently to her. “She’ll see you at Synergy. Try to get signed up to go. She loves you. She misses you. Do not react in any way if you see her there.”

Priscilla looked up at the ceiling, before her, behind. There were no cameras here. Clark had been waiting weeks for this moment, she thought. Months.

She’d been waiting too.

“I need addresses,” she said.

“Addresses?” Clark said, looking supremely puzzled.

“Mom’s, Hoyt’s, Jim Magnum’s, Bank’s, Morrow’s, Cooper’s, and the guy who’s been fucking me.”

“Jim Magnum?” Clark echoed. “Who’s he?”

“He helped them sell me,” Priscilla said.

“Why do you need addresses?” Clark asked.

To destroy myself.

“Revenge.”

END
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