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Chapter 1: A Relaxing
Day

Day XXX of Subject’s
Training

Charlotte struggled against her bonds, a moment of
frenzied strength surging through her, desperately yanking on the
restraints that bound her arms. At this stage, even the snipping
pressure of metal cuffs on her wrists would have been a relief, but
her carer had been “kind”, and padded cuffs spread the pressure so
she couldn’t move to harm herself, reducing the sensation and
strain she could put onto her body in any way. She mewed through
the gag, the rubber lump in her throat making it impossible to form
any coherent words. Her vision was blurred and reduced to a
constant white glow, the lenses on her face making the world a soft
nothingness.

The pressure on her body, every inch of her,
was constant, the latex binding her, pressing and shaping her form.
To start with it had been a comfort, but now it was a prison,
strict and unrelenting. With a sob, she pulled on her arms again,
trying to feel something. She could feel that she was
suspended, held on her back, but her weight was cunningly spread,
supported between her waist, wrists and ankles, limbs held spread
and not allowing more than the slightest movement.

The only part of her that could feel was her
crotch; a hot, sopping mass of sensation. Something brushed against
it, a solid warmth, easily slipping inside of her.

She fought against her bindings, the empty
white noise turning to harsh needles of sound, warnings to desist,
warnings she ignored. She wanted to move, to get free, to get
off, to be allowed pleasure on her own terms.

As she struggled, the thing in her crotch
twisted and writhed, shifting and twisting inside of her. She mewed
again, wanting to get off, but knowing there would be consequences.
She couldn’t fight it much longer!

Then there was a touch, a real, human, touch,
against her face, something she could feel even through the latex
hood. Fingers plucked at her face, the blurring eye-shields getting
removed.

The white, clinical light stung her eyes,
tears blurring her vision. A young woman was looking back at her,
tousled hair above her own latex bodysuit. ‘Again?’

Charlotte tried to grunt commandingly through
her gag, wanting to command and order, as she usually did, as she
was used to doing. Set her free! Instead the girl looked at her
with concern, adjusting the gag, the protrusion sliding further
into her throat, bringing tears to her eyes.

‘You seem quite resistant. I’m sorry, but
we’ll need to increase you to stage five. I’ve had the helpers
lined up already, so we can begin straight away.’

Charlotte tried to twist, to shake her head.
Helpers? For what? A warning buzz sounded.

‘Please be careful, you know what
happens.’

That was all the warning she got as she was
jolted, an electrical current burning her neck, her vision going
hazy from pain this time.

‘I think one of the special sessions
again. Those seem to make you more receptive.’

Charlotte’s eyes went wide in fear and she
would have shaken her head if she was allowed that much movement.
Not those! Her body still ached from the last one, pain and
degradation mixed with a deep, throbbing yearning in her pussy, a
hateful, confusing mass of thoughts and emotions.

‘You did sign up for this course of
treatment. Now, will you behave?’

Charlotte twisted and wriggled, desperately
trying to free herself, feeling the latex binding her, without any
hope of release. She didn’t want this! She wanted to be set
free!

The girl shook her head regretfully. ‘I’m
sorry then, I’m upgrading your therapy.’

She tapped her tablet again, more electricity
snapping into Charlotte’s neck. Her consciousness started to fade,
her last vision a set of VR goggles getting securely strapped over
her eyes, her vision and hearing being replaced with whatever her
captors wished her to see. For now, it was deep, abyssal darkness,
but she could still feel, as hands grabbed her thighs, a cock
sliding into her. She knew if she came, it would only set back her
treatment, but it felt so good, as her mind melted into
orgasmic bliss, her body suspended and powerless, unable to resist,
as they came, hot cum shooting into her. Then there was another
person, then another and another, using her body, her mind utterly
lost…

 


 


Prior to Subject’s Containment

‘This is a demonstration of what I can
offer.’ Charlotte turned her head, the view shifting around her, a
brilliantly blue sky above a golden beath, bronzed and toned
swimmers walking about, water trickling down their bodies. The
vision zoomed in on a man, his toned chest, her eyes dropping down,
noting the slight bulge in his tight shorts with approval. ‘The
technology is impressive, as I’m sure you can see.’

She turned her head from side to side, hoping
that the others were watching as well, then made a quick
double-shake motion. The sounds of the beach suddenly vanished, to
be replaced by throbbing bass, the sunlight replaced by darkness
and strobing lights. She reflexively flinched backwards as dancers
thrust their hands in the air, the deep bass of house music
rumbling into her ears. She could feel it shaking through her body,
just like at an actual club, a nearby dancer wearing nothing but a
mesh sleeve and body-paint glowing under the UV light. It helped to
distract her a little from the throbbing headache that haunted her
virtually all the time now.

She reached up to the goggles, sufficiently
lightweight and padded that it was easy to forget they were being
worn and slid her fingers along until she found a button, then
clicked her nail against it. Her own company could supply the
imaging tech, but the headpieces would make it a lot more
viable.

The vision and sound vanished, and she was
looking at a meeting room again, her eyes taking a moment to adjust
to the harsh electric light, looking at those she was demonstrating
too, trying to read their expressions, hoping that they would go
along with her. This might be just what she needed! At least if she
could get it cheaply enough – her cash reserves were virtually gone
right now. She smiled across the table at the company
representative, or possibly owner – the introductions had been a
little rushed and vague, and twisted around, making sure that her
best angle was shown. But he was quite handsome, and the patents he
represented… Well, if she could get those, then she would have a
secure hold of the market. And it would get her out of the
financial problems she was in.

‘I think it would be a profitable merging.’
She stretched out beneath the table, running her foot up his leg,
noticing the spark of interest in his eyes. ‘Lisa, why don’t you
show him some of the documentation?’

Her assistant, Lisa, was dressed in her usual
slutty office-wear, her skirt so tight that it was obvious she
wasn’t wearing anything underneath, her blouse showing the lace
edging of her bra. She approached him, leaning in close, rubbing
her breasts against him; he smiled even more widely, but didn’t
seem too distracted, at least not yet, as he answered.

‘Your terms do seem rather excessive – it
appears you are requesting complete control, without putting
anything of your own up in exchange, or even much money. While you
do control a number of other useful patents, you aren’t in much of
a position to deploy anything.’

As Lisa pushed up against him, she pushed her
foot higher up his leg. ‘Soon I’ll have seed money and can then
commence an actual release.’

He was definitely enjoying looking at Lisa,
and Charlotte glared at her, hoping to keep her focused on being
obedient and slutty.

‘I have heard certain rumors that you are
having cashflow issues, although this is scarcely the time or place
to discuss it. But I think more negotiations may be needed.’ He
pulled out his phone and pressed a button, the door swinging open a
few seconds later. Another woman walked in – she must be his
secretary, and probably his fuck-toy as well, from how she was
dressed; her skirt barely covering her backside, garter-straps
visible on her legs. Her eyes were strangely vacant and blank
though, seemingly staring into nothingness.

‘Sophia, kindly fetch the sample set for Miss
Powell.’

The woman didn’t respond, just bobbed her
head in acknowledgment, before walking to a cabinet on the wall.
Around her neck was a heavy metal necklace, high and tight, forcing
her to keep her neck extended at all times. It must make it hard to
look around – maybe it was a medical device? Although it looked
ornamental, albeit in a fairly brutal, industrial way.

‘You’ll have to excuse her, she’s still being
broken in. She tries hard though, despite her limitations.’

The woman walked past, 4-inch heels making
her backside sway from side to side, Charlotte trying to ignore the
taut lines of her butt. ‘I think you’re making a mistake – this
could be a wonderful relationship.’ If he was fucking her, then
trying to seduce him would be hard work, although he definitely
seemed to be noticing Lisa.

‘I prefer a rather more, ah, controlling
position in my relationships.’ The woman swayed back, quietly
placing a box on the table, before kneeling on the ground next to
him, her face still blank and passive. He sighed, then tapped her
on the head. ‘Go and wait in my office, Sophia.’ An expression rose
on her face, a flash of fear that quickly vanished behind the bland
placidity before she rose and walked away. Was that a flash of
steel on her wrists, from beneath the sleeves of her blouse? She
certainly had odd tastes in jewelry – it looked like there were
chunky metal bands on her ankles, above the straps holding her
heels on. Well, he could at least inspire fear in his subordinates,
but she would somehow have to persuade him to give in still.

‘You certainly have an attractive
assistant.’

‘Sophia? Oh, she was hand-picked. But more of
a simple secretary than anything else – she got a little too
stressed sometimes and so I try to keep her on simple tasks,
otherwise she falls to pieces. Perhaps you would like a position
under me?’ He looked at her, shifting his legs so that her foot
could slide up his legs, towards his groin.

‘I prefer to be in charge myself.’ She
twisted her foot, lightly spiking his leg with her own heel, before
withdrawing. ‘Far preferable to being on the bottom.’

He hid whatever discomfort he felt from her
heel, taking the box and opening it up. ‘A few gifts for you. It
seems you’ve had something of a rough year, so a few things to help
you relax. I have a few friends that manage a relaxation facility.
Very confidential, it might help.’

She managed to keep a smile on her face
despite his barb – who else knew? She’d managed to keep most of the
details hidden at least, keep just enough cashflow to keep
everything together. All she needed was a little more money, a
little more time! If he would just sign, then everything would be
resolved. But she kept smiling and accepted the gifts, before
standing herself and shaking his hand.

‘We’ll have to continue these discussions
another time.’ His grasp was strong, although at least he wasn’t
enough of a dick to forcefully crush her hand, just giving it a
firm squeeze.

‘Oh yes, most certainly. I hope to be making
some new acquisitions soon.’ He was taller than she was, even in
her heels (although they were an inch or more less than his
secretary’s had been), and well-built, clearly able to go to the
gym, or afford a personal trainer.

‘I have other meetings to attend, but Lisa
here can answer any questions. She can be very… attentive.’ Lisa
shot her a worried look, Charlotte glaring back and laying a hand
on her shoulder, before whispering into her ear. ‘Do whatever you
can. I know you’ve fucked half the office anyway, what’s one more?’
She dug her nails into the woman’s shoulder, hard enough to draw
out a hiss of pain.

He nodded. ‘Of course. I’m sure we can have a
long and useful conversation.’

‘Excellent. Then, sadly, I will leave you to
it, as I have other duties to tend to.’

She made her exit, taking the gifts with her,
walking back through his offices. The door to his office was shut,
but through the dark glass she could dimly see his secretary, stood
by his desk, staring into nothingness. Was the woman crazy or
something? Or just exceptionally well-trained? The assistant at the
door was just as attractive, but seemed more aware, smiling at her
as Charlotte handed in her badge and left.

 


Day 0 of Containment

Charlotte approached the facility with a
confident stride despite the throbbing in her head – it was a
quietly anonymous office building, surrounded by others that were
much the same, several car parks for the employees, a few people
coming and going. Still, she put sunglasses on, large ones that
covered half her face, as she strode through the carpark, heels
clicking against the tarmac.

Her phone rang, buzzing against her body as
she advanced.

‘What is it?’

There was a static squawking from the other
end of the line. Charlotte sighed. ‘You need to get this sorted.
Today! I left explicit instructions – if you can’t follow
them, you’re not worth the time, or the money. Get it sorted by the
time I’m back, or don’t bother coming in again. Am I clear,
Lisa?’

There was a pause, and then an
exhausted-sounding agreement. Well, if they couldn’t keep up, then
they shouldn’t have taken the job. She’d come back from her meeting
with that man looking exhausted, so had probably been fucked by
him, but without managing to seal the deal. Charlotte flicked
through the messages she’d received while travelling here, quickly
sending responses where needed, before looking at the plan of the
companies located here.

From the names alone, it was almost
impossible to tell what any of the companies did, but the one she
was looking for had a logo of an aqua-blue spiral; appropriate, for
the services they offered. Double doors slid open as approached, an
attractive receptionist looking at her with a smile.

‘I have an appointment?’ She didn’t want to
give her name, just in case someone found out.

The receptionist smiled at her and lent
forward, showing a generous amount of cleavage as she picked up a
phone and dialed into one of the companies.

‘Yes, there’s someone here. Yes, thank
you.’

She hung up. ‘Someone will be with you
shortly. Please take a seat.’

Charlotte wasn’t used to being commanded but
took the proffered seat, ignoring the stack of magazines on the
side. As she sat down, she pulled out her phone, checking through
her work messages, just in case something had happened. Let’s see…
the latest deal was almost signed off, as long as Lisa didn’t fuck
it up. And the new guy seemed to be fitting in OK. She had to
manage virtually everything herself, otherwise it always went
wrong, even the best were barely adequate!

She was pulled away from hitting refresh and
seeing if anything new had come in by the approach of a woman. She
was dressed like a scientist, a severe white lab coat around her
trim body, and in short heels. She had neatly-trimmed black hair,
almost ruler-sharp lines from chin level slanting backwards towards
the base of her skull. Her eyes were cold and sharp – even compared
to some of the dealmakers and powerful entrepreneurs Charlotte had
dealt with, this one seemed intense and focused, almost dangerous.
And beneath the lab coat… Charlotte tried to see what she was
wearing, something black and shiny. And was she wet? There was a
slight whiff of saline in the air. Around her neck was a heavy and
chunky choker of burnished gold, with a silver ring over her
throat.

The chill effect was little diminished by her
smile and her extension of a hand in greeting. Charlotte took it,
immediately feeling a powerful grip take her hand and squeeze. She
met it, staring back, the woman’s eyes like chips of ice. It took
Charlotte a moment to realize that the woman was actually shorter
than she was, her presence making her seem larger than she was.

They remained locked in position, Charlotte
trying to exert her own dominance. It was a challenge, the woman’s
gaze unwavering, until they both looked away simultaneously. The
woman spoke, her voice clear and curiously unaccented, as though
she had been scrubbed clean of any origin or background.

‘Good afternoon. If you would follow thi… me,
then the facilities are this way.’

Without waiting for a response, she turned
and walked away, leaving Charlotte little choice but to follow.
They headed up some stairs to a long landing, with a heavy door at
the end. The woman swiped a keycard across a security device, locks
popping open.

Inside was a large open space with
industrial-looking vats between metal gantries. But everything was
well-lit, the walls painted white, leafy plants at regular
distances, vaguely abstract paintings helping to break up the
metal. The few people she could see were all dressed like spa
staff, with masks coverings their mouths, short tunics, the women
bare-legged, the men in loose cotton trousers. From a room
somewhere came a deeply satisfied sigh, cut off by the closing of a
door. She checked her phone again, almost by reflex, but there was
no reception.

‘Such distractions are not permitted in this
place.’

Without access to the continual flow of
information, she felt both crippled and free; who knew what might
be happening? But for once, she couldn’t do anything about it, and
it was a strange release not having to worry every minute, every
moment.

‘No-one will know I’m here, will they?’ If
word got out that she was at a place like this, then her reputation
would be shattered.

‘There is complete confidentiality for all
guests. This way.’

As they passed other members of staff, all of
them dipped their heads, so deep they were almost bowing. Charlotte
let herself be led into a small office, with a small desk and two
chairs. The woman sat behind the desk and pulled out a computer
tablet and turning it on.

‘You understand the services thi… we
offer?’

The woman seemed to have some odd speech
impediment, almost stuttering, or correcting herself all the
time.

‘Yes.’

She held the tablet up, showing advertising
material – massage tables, relaxed-looking people being cared for
by the staff, all of whom had masks covering their mouths.

‘During your stay, you will be looked after
and tended to. Every need will be met. But you must sign this.’ She
pulled up some legal documentation. ‘Some can find the experience
overwhelming.’

Charlotte bit her lip. This was the moment of
truth; if she signed then there was no backing out. It had been
amongst the usual free garbage – a company that offered complete
relaxation and isolation. She needed a break – she hadn’t had more
than a day off ever since founding her company. It was burning her
out, and surely the useless shits could manage without her for
three days? Every day, it seemed, she had to discipline her staff,
getting them to behave properly, just to do their jobs! She sighed,
then signed.

The woman smiled at her, looking slightly
less cold. ‘Excellent. You will be prepared. Would you prefer to be
tended upon by men or women?’

Charlotte flushed. She’d never even thought
of something like that! Was this that sort of place?

Some confusion must have shown on her face,
as the woman spoke. ‘Some have a marked preference in who tends to
them.’

‘I, um, don’t mind.’

‘Very well. Please be aware that some
elements of the process can result in intense sexual
hallucinations. And that until your treatment is complete, you will
be out of contact with the outside world. Are all your affairs in
order?’

Charlotte paused, mentally going through the
list of tasks she had to do every day. Her hand reflexively went to
get her phone, before remembering that there was no reception. It
was like having part of her mind severed, chunks of her memory
vanishing along with the connectivity. A slight dizziness overcame
her, a moment of vertigo as she was forcibly disassociated from
everything she had built up, but then she steeled herself.

‘Yes, I believe so.’

The woman pressed a buzzer and the door
opened again, a young woman entering – she was dressed like a spa
assistant, mouth covered by a surgical mask, black eyeliner
highlighting her large, dark eyes. ‘This one will look after
you.’

They bowed, eyes downcast, gesturing at the
door, then holding it open, and leading Charlotte to a changing
room, with wooden benches, lockers and number plastic trays.
Several of the lockers were sealed, although not many. Before she
could do anything, the girl reached out and brushed her shoulders,
tugging at her suit jacket.

‘It’s tailored, be careful!’

The woman responded so quietly Charlotte
could barely hear her. ‘My apologies, madam.’

‘Just be careful! It’s worth more than you
are.’

She held her arms up, allowing the suit
jacket to be removed. She was glad to see it get hung up with the
care it deserved, hangers in place for such an occasion. Underneath
she wore a creamy silk blouse, ruffles down the center, pearl
buttons hidden amongst them. The woman stepped close in, eyes down,
as she unbuttoned the top, fingers moving swiftly and dexterously.
She smelt of soap, clean and medicinal, her hair brushing against
Charlotte’s shoulders as the blouse was removed.

Charlotte had never been much interested in
women, preferring male companionship on the rare occasions she
could find time, and a partner that was suitably submissive. Men
had a tendency to imagine they should be in charge, instead of
obeying and tending to her needs! But it was flattering to have a
personal attendant, rather than having to do everything by
herself.

The woman’s hands were smooth and dexterous,
carefully removing the blouse and folding it into a numbered
basket. It was like a prison, an occupant’s possessions being taken
away until they were released, although far fancier. Underneath the
blouse, she was wearing a bra, which the attendant unclipped and
removed. The air was warm enough that she was quite comfortable,
removing her slimline pencil skirt, revealing her stockings
beneath. She sat down on the bench and slipped off her heels,
feeling diminished as she did so, loosing several inches of height
all at once.

The woman knelt in front of her, eyes still
downcast, like an ancient servant bowing before their master.
Charlotte extended a leg and the woman reached out, fingers
carefully unclipping her stockings then rolling the material down
her leg. Her movements were smooth and polished, fingers gentle
against Charlotte’s skin as the fabric was tugged away.

As she allowed herself to be stripped,
Charlotte looked around at the items of clothing here – all clearly
expensive, a sleek black dress hanging there. Had someone come from
a night out? But it bespoke well of the place, and the woman’s
fingers were soft and warm as her other stocking was removed. Now
all she was wearing was a suspender belt and a thong. Those she
could remove herself, quickly removing the scant fabric.

Without her heels, she felt weaker, and was
definitely smaller, the tiled floor chill beneath her.

Without a word, the assistant rose and bowed,
then stepped away with a graceful stride, Charlotte following.

She was led into another chamber, like a
clean room, the air moist and warm. There was a massage table here,
although it was a strange one, with leather straps in place that
could restrain limbs. She laid down on the surface, grooves in the
wood holding her limbs. There was a spurt of liquid as the woman
started to massage her, fingers kneading deep, washing tension from
Charlotte’s body. Whatever oil she was using clung to Charlotte’s
skin, a slight chemical odor as it slid onto her body, making her
slippery and warm.

She tried to relax, to keep the thoughts of
what might be happening to her business from her mind. It was
almost time for sign-off. Wait, what about the W1AB? She must have
tensed, the woman pressing down on her to keep her in position. She
needed to check it had been done right! She forced herself against
the hands and managed to push herself up and stand, heading for the
door, wanting, needing to check.

She reached the door and tried pushing it
open, but it refused to budge. She pushed harder, hearing metal
rattle, the bolt of a lock shifting against the frame.

‘My apologies, madam.’ The woman’s voice was
louder now.

Charlotte made her voice commanding. She
needed to check! ‘Let me out. Now!’

‘My apologies, madam.’ It sounded exactly the
same as the last time she had said it, although even louder now,
almost normal conversation level. Those eyes, dark and beautiful,
looked at her, before glancing down again, the woman tapping at a
touchpad on the wall.

‘You can’t keep me locked in here!’ Without
her, who knew what her staff were fucking up? She pulled on the
door again, the thing sliding open. She strode forward, bumping
into someone, a brief flash of gleaming red, followed by a startled
‘owwww!’ as they fell over.

She looked down at them – it was a young
woman, her body sheathed in gleaming red latex that highlighted
every curve of her body. Over the top, she wore a lab coat, the
white and the red in stark contrast. She rubbed her butt, looking
up at Charlotte in confusion before standing, still blocking the
way. A mass of tousled brown hair and large circular glasses made
an odd mixture with the latex, somewhere between ‘fetish model’ and
‘late-to-work nerd’. She smiled at Charlotte, stepping close to
her, forcing her to stand back.

The door slid shut again, the click of the
lock clearly audible.

‘Good morning, madam. I’m Emma – what seems
to be the problem here?’

‘I need my phone. I need to check something,
it’s very important!’

The woman, Emma, stepped forward again,
forcing Charlotte to move backwards, her legs bumping against the
massage table.

She made soothing sounds, as though trying to
calm a dog or cat. ‘Shhh, shhh. Now, you have come here to relax?
Miss…’ She raised her arm, where a smartphone was sheathed on her
wrist, tapping something in. ‘Miss Charlotte Powell? Yes, I see you
have agreed to the three-day course. Very good.’

‘Yes, but I just need to…’

The woman stepped forward again, a brush of
her shoulder forcing Charlotte to sit down. She leaned over
Charlotte, brushing strands of hair off Charlotte’s forehead.
‘Please, relax. Beginning the process in a poor mental state can
have negative effects.’ The latex was dry and slick, a strange
sensation, as the fingers slowly traced down Charlotte’s chest.
‘Calm thoughts, deep breaths.’

‘My apologies, madam.’ The attendant had
taken a position along the wall, hands crossed in front of her,
looking entirely passive, eyes still strangely flat.

Charlotte obeyed, forcing the panic down,
letting herself be patted on the head, feeling slightly better,
despite how patronizing it seemed.

‘Do you feel better now? If so, then we can
get you prepped.’

She gave Charlotte a hug, breasts squishing
against Charlotte’s body, latex coming away smeary with whatever
oil had been rubbed onto Charlotte.

‘This way.’

‘But… I need…’

She got hugged again, latex hands stroking
down her bare back, pushing her into the next room. They separated,
more smears now visible on the glossy red latex. The light in here
was low and soothing, a soft amber that blurred details, but she
could see tall lockers, holding bodysuits, heavy helmets and ridged
tubes.

‘First we need to make sure to track your
vitals.’

A collar clicked into place around her neck,
something on the inside expanding to push against her skin.

‘You must be here to relax. Everything will
be fine; you don’t need to worry.’

Charlotte took a deep breath, then pushed it
out, trying to force herself to relax. It was only three days,
surely they could manage for that long.

The woman squirted more liquid onto her
hands, smearing it along her fingers. ‘Normally, it’s easier if
this is already done, but since you’re here, may as well do it now!
Sit down, and I’ll do your legs.’

Charlotte had to push a harness out of the
way, something that looked like it could be used to suspend someone
in the air while they were geared up, if they fell asleep during
the massage or similar.

The liquid getting rubbed onto her legs was
clinging and slightly oily, her bare legs soon gleaming under the
gentle light. She was feeling more relaxed already, as Emma fetched
one of the suits – this one was glossy black, looking sexually
domineering rather than relaxing.

The legs were partially bound together, the
two of them having to work together to get it on, Charlotte unable
to get her legs more than an inch or so apart as it inched up her
body, clinging tightly to her skin.

‘We find it helps guests relax. Don’t worry,
you won’t need to move once you’re fully in. And we wouldn’t want
you to hurt yourself by bumping against the edge.’

She was carefully pulling the material up
Charlotte’s leg, bit by bit. The stuff was pleasingly tight, like
being embraced all over her entire body, and this place would
surely take good care of her. It reached her knees, then her
thighs, each leg separate but bound. She wobbled slightly, having
her knees together making keeping her balance hard. Emma’s head
bobbed around, hair brushing against Charlotte’s legs, then
stomach, as the material was teased into place. Simply having
someone fawn over her was nice!

The latex came up to her crotch, narrow slits
in the material allowing access. Then it was inched up over her
belly, clinging tightly to her navel, and making her glad she had
managed to find the time for regular gym sessions, keeping a trim
and toned physique, her belly flat and smooth.

Having the lubricant dribbled over her belly
made her giggle, especially when Emma used a finger to rub it into
her bellybutton, the sensation making her shiver. Emma grinned at
her.

‘You have a lovely body. Now, arms by your
side.’

The arms of the suit were like the legs,
tightly webbed to the body, meaning that the arms and torso had to
be pulled up bit-by-bit. But the feeling was magnificent,
especially when it came over her breasts, tight and restrictive,
the outfit shaped to cup and shape them, more holes cut for the
nipples. She could feel some wiring or technology in the suit,
lines of metal snagging slightly against her body.

‘To monitor you thoroughly.’

When it came up over her entire body, she
tried moving, wriggling her shoulders. All she could do was twist
in place, the material tight enough that she could only breath in
short puffs. The moist air tickled her bare pussy as Emma fussed
over her.

‘Normally subjects are already under at this
point. I’m going to put the audio-visual controllers on.’

She picked up a set of VR goggles, strapping
them over Charlotte’s eyes. Her vision was filled with soft, grey
static, utterly absent of any detail. She felt buds go into her
ears, all sound suddenly removed. Instinctively, she tried to reach
up to pluck them out, but the material was too tight, her arms
bound and unable to move. She struggled harder, trying not to fall
over.

With an audible “pop”, Emma’s voice came
through the earbuds. ‘Shhh, calm thoughts.’ A flare of painfully
bright light filled her vision, before the grey static returned.
‘The readings will pick up on your stress and try to calm you down.
Don’t worry, I’ll be with you.’

‘Let me out! This is…’

Something was shoved into her mouth, a
rubbery mouthpiece sliding between her lips, her tongue flapping
uselessly against it. She tried to spit it out but could feel a
pressure holding it in place as a rubbery strap tightened around
the back of her head.

‘You came here to relax – this will help you
with that. I’ll stay with you while you’re inserted, but you did
sign up for this.’

Charlotte grunted, twisting in her bonds
again as she felt a harness settle around her body, straps
tightening just above and beneath her breasts, under her arms.
Emma’s voice was replaced with white noise, slipping from
consciousness unless she focused on it. And then she was lifted,
feet leaving the floor.

A hand brushed her foot, making her twitch
and shiver, Emma’s giggle coming through the earpiece. ‘Sorry, I
couldn’t resist.’ Her hand gripped Charlotte’s foot. ‘Are you
calming down now? Your vitals weren’t far off triggering a
response.’

Charlotte couldn’t speak but tried to nod.
There was something oddly relaxing about this, utterly separated
from her cares, and almost from her body entirely. The static in
her vision darkened slightly, as if responding to her calm.

‘Good. Now we need the outer suit.’

She felt more pressure creeping its way up
her body, feet to knees, then up her legs. As it reached her
crotch, she felt fingers probing her pussy, gently stroking and
teasing, something sliding inside of her.

‘This is to prevent any, uh, leakage.
Something similar will go into your butt as well.’

Charlotte squeaked. She hadn’t been told
about this! And had never had anything up there, despite several
boyfriends asking. The thought repulsed her – that wasn’t somewhere
things should be shoved! She couldn’t resist it though, fingers
spreading her buttocks wide, something slick with lube sliding into
her, making her go tense and rigid as the intruder forced her open,
a large bulb passing into her tight sphincter. Then the thickest
part was inside of her, her body sucking in the rest. She tried to
push it out, but couldn’t, the thing was firmly lodged inside of
her until someone removed it for her.

As she tensed, the light she saw changed,
brightening and readying to flash painful flares at her. She forced
herself to relax and go limp, and the light faded back to dull
static. She tried tensing her muscles, but the things pushed into
her were securely rooted, too deep to push out.

Then the encroachment of the binding outer
layer continued, up past her navel, her arms getting wrapped in
another layer, making them virtually impossible to move. Something
pinched onto her breasts, frigid metal quickly warming against her
body.

She gave her arms and legs an experimental
wriggle – she could barely move them and was now utterly bound and
trapped.

‘Don’t worry, we’re almost there.’

The light darkened a little more, and she had
the sensation of moving, air against her face moving slightly.

‘We’re putting you into tank 13, by request
of the director. It’s got all the latest enhancements. I shouldn’t
be talking to you though; you’re meant to be getting relaxed!’

Her voice cut out, replaced by the insidious
white noise, fading from Charlotte’s awareness immediately
afterwards. Something went over her shoulders, another weight
there, and then a coolness started to slide over her, from the feet
upwards. There was some other resistance against her movement now,
something slowing her entirely. The light faded away almost
entirely, her hearing cutting off. With vague professional
interest, she noticed that there was a faint blurring effect on the
visual input, the image not quite as sharp as the products of her
own company. With nothing to engage it, her brain started to
unclench and fade away, a strange slumber overcoming her.


 Chapter
Two: Dreaming Darkness

Her whole body was held within the latex, tight and
restraining, her mouth forced open. She stirred, probing with her
tongue, desperate for stimulation beyond the all-enveloping
tightness. Something brushed against her tongue, warm and slightly
spongy, and she curled her tongue around it, licking a rounded and
fleshy tip.

Memories flickered through her mind,
disconnected images from her past – relaxing on a sunny day, her
first job, then her first serious boyfriend. He’d been kind of a
loser, but a genius with image rendering. When he’d run into
financial problems, he’d given her his patents to “look after”.
Well, she’d been better off without him, using those as a starting
point for her own company.

She felt strange and dazed, her body not
entirely her own, as a warm and sunny light filled her vision, her
ears filled with soft and gentle sighs, happy moans of relief. The
thing in her mouth seemed to respond, getting hotter and warmer as
she licked it, her saliva wetting it. It twitched, a spurt of
liquid shooting into her mouth, sweet-tasting and pleasant.

The sounds in her ears got louder, sounding
even happier, warmth rippling through her body. Her legs and arms
somehow peeled away from her body although they were still rightly
wrapped, as she felt her body pitch and tilt until she was on her
back, although it was hard to tell how she was being supported. But
the only point of contact with anything was her mouth, something
else sliding in. She giggled, or thought she did, feeling giddy and
dazed, the thing slipping further in. She curled her tongue around
it, glad of the stimulation, needing something to anchor her to the
physical world.

Her breasts felt warm, something buzzing
against her nipples, teasing and caressing her. Vague memories
again – that woman speaking, a cold burr in her otherwise pleasant
daze, a flash of her first office, making one of her employees eat
her out as punishment for fucking up. He should have been honored!
She could feel her arousal building within her, her body feeling
like it was dipping in warm honey, sweet and soft. She tried to
move her arms, but something stopped them, resistance increasing as
she tried to move, only able to move her arms a little. The voices
started to mouth disapproval, and she stopped, voices returning to
happiness, another thing sliding into her mouth. Full awareness
eluded her, her brain fuzzy and clouded, but simply content to
dream and doze, interspersed moments of shifting and movement, a
sweet-flavored paste shooting into her mouth, as her arms were
bound to her sides again, water caressing her body as she was
submerged again.

 


She drifted in a quiet, lonely daze. She could see
nothing, hear nothing, her brain simply empty. A warmth tingled
through her body, like she was being massaged all over her body. A
faint buzzing between her legs, vague memories of previous sexual
encounters fuzzing her mind. Faded, vague recollections of tangled
bodies, clutching hands, tongues mingling, arms tight around her,
sending her deeper into the warm fuzz.

She tried to move her arms, wanting to
masturbate, to get herself off, but couldn’t. The material binding
her limbs resisted – not harshly, but a constant pressure, pulling
her into the same position. Whatever had been pushed into her, the
catheter tube, felt as though it was vibrating slightly, but surely
that was just a function of her breathing. There was nothing else,
after all – whatever was around her was body-temperature, virtually
impossible to sense except if she tried to move. Her vision was
black and empty, her hearing just soft fuzz. She wanted the happy
voices again! She let herself fade into the relaxation, feeling her
cares shrink away, perpetually on the precipice of an orgasm,
sensations falling and rising.

Images bubbled up. Slow, gentle lovemaking,
with the faces hidden, lovers embracing each other, bodies slipping
and folding together. If her mouth hadn’t been blocked, she would
have bitten her lip, and she tried to grind her hips together,
meeting only emptiness, denied closure and release. She could
almost hear them, orgasmic, wordless groans and sighs.

Isolated and alone, there was no sense of
time. The promise of future pleasure coiled within her, a slow lust
building. She could feel a slight pressure from the plugs,
necessary functions being performed – a brief thought trickled
through her; how long had she been in here? They would let her out,
wouldn’t they? But the visions were distracting and beautiful,
beautiful bodies, sweat-sheened in drowsy sunlight, orgasmic gasps
and groans.

Even when she closed her eyes, the sensations
followed, her cunt tingling, desiring more, wanting actual physical
touch to get her over the edge. Consciousness flickered and faded,
sleep, or something close to it, coming without warning, a barely
perceptible interruption to the hazy dreams.

Shadows came, the sun-lit vision of a bright
afternoon becoming a dark evening. Those coupling were still
faceless, but the woman’s face was a plain, unadorned latex hood,
their identifying features erased behind the featureless black
curve, broken only by nostril holes. Their arms were bound to a
bed, cuffed at the wrist, their body stretched out. Their anonymous
partner worshipped their body, kissing and caressing every inch of
it, tongue flicking out to lick their navel, making the body quiver
and shake.

Actual memories trickled through. Charlotte
remembered the dresser, Emma, tickling her navel, smearing it with
lube while dressing her. She’d never been interested in girls, but
the sensation, of being able to relax, of such a warm presence so
close by, had been soothing, almost arousing by itself.

She blinked, or possibly slept, awakening to
another hazy vision. The woman was now on her knees, her hood-mask
changed to have a metal ring holding the mouth open. A male figure,
strong, proud and naked, stood over them, one hand grasping the
back of their head, guiding a cock into their mouth. Charlotte
flicked her own tongue out, against whatever the rubber-and-plastic
thing in her mouth was, stroking against it. Blowjobs had never
seemed appealing to her – men should be pleasuring her, not the
other way around! But her breathing reflexively shifted to match
the gasping, slurping groans of the woman, especially when they
started playing with themselves. Her hips tightened again, the
intruders there now seeming part of her own body, although still
denied release.

The man came, trickles of cum spilling from
the woman’s mouth, the woman climaxing not long after. Charlotte
whined, feeling sweat tight against her body. Once she was out of
here, then she was going to have a bottle of wine, and a nice,
leisurely bath, teasing herself up to pleasure!

A harsh, screeching buzz stabbed her
eardrums, her vision filling with flashing white lights, stinging
and hurting her eyes. The gentle pressure around her vanished,
pressure around her chest, under her arms. The mask was pulled off,
none-too-gently, and she winced at the light, barely able to see
through tears. Emma looked at her with concern, turning to someone
out of sight. She waved a hand in front of Charlotte, looking into
her eyes, then nodded and produced a syringe. It went into
Charlotte’s neck, and then she was plunged into darkness, cold and
chemical.

 


She woke up. The relaxing, soothing pressure
of the latex was still there, but even tighter now. She tried
moving her arms, feeling them wrapped around her body, but
couldn’t, the material resisting. Something was over her eyes, her
vision taken from her, and something rubbery had been pushed
between her lips. She grunted in indignation. This was not what she
expected! What was going on?

A hand, surprisingly warm, brushed against
her forehead, making her flinch and gasp. Then whatever blocked her
sight was removed, mercifully low light flooding in. She was sat on
something, with Emma and the facility manager both looking at her,
Emma looking worried.

Charlotte tried to order them to release her
but couldn’t speak. Emma looked at the manager for permission,
getting a nod, plucking out the earbuds and speaking. Her voice was
low and soft, as though calming an animal.

‘You suffered an intense reaction. Please
calm down.’ She gave Charlotte a hug, breath tickling against
Charlotte’s ear. The sensation made her head swim, and it took her
long moments to collect herself, only coming to partway through the
explanation.

‘…pleasure that you hallucinated vividly,
your body becoming super-sensitive. It’s rare, but sometimes happen
when people are too stressed for too long. But there is danger of
permanent nerve damage if you’re not careful, which would make it
impossible to ever orgasm again.’

Charlotte squeaked against the gag, eyes
going wide. Never orgasm again?

The manager stepped into view. Rather than
the wetsuit, she was now wearing a sleek minidress of red silk, the
very edge of a flame tattoo visible on one shoulder. Behind her,
Emma was wearing a latex bodysuit again, this one glossy black.
‘Madam must be cared for, or she will be damaged. Will Madam be
quiet if she is permitted to speak? The other guests would be upset
by screaming.’

Those eyes, like shards of ice, stared down
at her – the polite words seemed almost a threat, although Emma’s
soothing hands were definitely a comfort. Charlotte paused, then
nodded. Emma’s hands fiddled with something on the back of her
neck, before pulling something out of Charlotte’s mouth – it was a
squishy foam ball, designed to stop the wearer biting themselves,
or even speaking.

Charlotte twisted her lips and tongue, not
trusting herself to speak as dribble flowed out over her chin. The
manager continued to glare at her, as Emma explained.

‘The relaxation process sometimes has affects
like this, but rarely so intense. It overloads the nervous system,
creating a feedback loop. This basically creates, um, nymphomania.’
She spoke quickly and nervously, glancing at the manager as though
worried about getting something wrong. ‘Well, sort of. You’d not
actually be able to get off. You’ve been so stressed and strained
that the relaxation has kicked your libido into, um,
super-overdrive.’

Charlotte managed to speak, tongue and lips
feeling stiff and numb. ‘What? Why didn’t you warn me?!’

The manager spoke, voice cold. ‘Madam was
informed within the documents she signed.’

‘But don’t worry, we’ll look after you!’ Emma
stroked her again. ‘We’ll be monitoring you continually, until
you’re recovered. Once your body has adjusted, then you’ll be able
to feel pleasure again, even more intense than before.’

Charlotte struggled, hair flicking around,
Emma stepping back. With more time to look around, she could see
that she was on a padded seat, a latex leotard snug on her body,
but with long sleeves holding her arms, bound so that they wrapped
around her waist, the material tight enough to limit her movements.
Her legs were still bound together, heavy cuffs around her ankles
bound with a short chain, and she could feel something around her
waist, locking her down into the seat.

‘You can’t hold me here!’

‘Madam shall not be held.’ The manager
pointed at Emma. ‘The assistant will accompany Madam, until Madam
is treated.’

Hands grabbed hold of Charlotte’s neck,
twisting and grinding, somehow pushing tension out of her body,
leaving her gasping.

‘The assistant is talented.’

The sensation left Charlotte reeling. Having
a masseuse like that on tap would definitely help with stress!

‘Don’t worry, I’ll help you with everything
you need. And then you’ll be back to normal!’ Emma sounded
relentlessly upbeat, brushing hair away from Charlotte’s face.

‘Madam may, of course, refuse this. But Madam
will then be, regretfully, broken.’ The manager was regarding her,
head slightly tilted, still expressionless.

No orgasms ever again? She’d go mad!
She slowly nodded. ‘You can treat this?’

‘Oh yes, don’t worry. I’ll just need to keep
an eye on you. There’s some equipment we can affix now.’

The manager moved aside and picked up a
plastic box, carefully breaking a plastic-tape seal to open it up.
Inside was a metal device, a circular loop with a semi-circle
attached, with some kind of display panel on the front.

‘Will Madam consent to treatment?’

A tablet was held in front of her face, dense
legalese scrolling by.

‘Yes!’ All she could do was slightly lean
forward and tap her nose against the screen, but apparently that
sufficed.

Emma hugged her, hair tickling Charlotte’s
nose, almost making her sneeze. ‘Excellent! Then can we begin?’ She
looked at the manager for permission, who nodded.

Emma tapped the controller on her wrist, and
some of the bindings on Charlotte were released, her torso
freed.

‘Madam shall stand.’

Charlotte obeyed, standing up from the chair.
She noticed a camera in the corner, looking down at her, red light
blinking. Emma knelt down, fingers pushing Charlotte’s thighs
apart. Even that made Charlotte take a deep breath, feeling lust
surge up. Some fastener was undone, her pussy now exposed to the
air. Fingers brushed it, a digit easily sliding in, making
Charlotte gasp again at the intrusion as she tried not to show the
flush of pleasure it provoked, to hide the rush of exhilaration it
produced within her. On instinct, she thrust her hips forward,
enveloping the finger within her folds. Emma tutted and pulled it
back.

‘You must have enjoyed it down there!’ Just
Emma’s breath and her hair brushing against Charlotte’s thighs was
enough to keep her turned on. The manager passed the metal device
over, Emma breaking it into several components, sliding latex away
from Charlotte’s waist. The circle went around her waist, like a
belt but thicker, looking impossible to break without power tools.
It was a snug fit, like it had been made and fitted just for her.
And then the lower curve was clipped on, metal cold between her
buttocks, coming up and covering her cunt, clicking into place. The
panel lit up, displaying numbers Charlotte couldn’t read at this
angle. Something inside it brushed against her most sensitive
parts, making her shiver again.

The manager moved in close, her eyes fixed
tightly on Charlotte, holding her in place as effectively as any
bindings. Something else was released, her arms no longer forced
around herself, allowing her to move them, and ease the tension
that had built up in her shoulders. The long, dangling sleeves that
extended far past her hands and had been used to wrap them around
her body were peeled back, and heavy metal bracelets clipped into
place.

‘These devices will monitor Madam. Should
Madam over-excite herself, then steps will be taken. Such is
necessary for your treatment. Does Madam understand?’

The level of courtesy seemed excessive, even
for a place like this, but the manager was probably used to dealing
with very pushy, upper-crust women willing and able to spend a lot
of time complaining, so used a lot more politeness than was
needed.

She nodded. ‘Yes, I understand. Is this
necessary though?’ She poked at a bracelet – the thing was heavy
metal, designed to take a beating without being damaged or coming
off. She twisted one, feeling the insides tight against her skin,
reading her pulse.

Emma looked up at her. ‘Sorry, but yes.
Otherwise, the damage will be permanent. Imagine never being able
feel pleasure again!’ She looked as though she might cry, and
Charlotte relented.

‘Very well. How long will this take?’ Not
that she had a lover, but it would be nice to have the option, or
to touch herself when she wanted to.

‘It is hard to judge, ma’am. Your treatment
will have to begin immediately and may take some time. But when it
is complete, then you shall be improved. And the assistant will
tend to your needs most assiduously. Or there will be…
consequences.’ Charlotte paled but forced herself to smile.

‘Please cooperate!’

It was hard to say no to her pleading,
Charlotte nodding her head, shifting her hips, feeling the
uncomfortable weight of the belt around her crotch.

The manager smiled, although it did little to
bring any warmth to her features. ‘Excellent. The assistant will
process Madam and return her home. Unless Madam should wish to stay
in one of our specialist accommodations?’ Her eyes gleamed
in a predatory fashion.

‘I think my own place would be
preferable.’

‘This one cannot require such. If Madam
wishes, she may leave.’ It somehow sounded like a threat, before
the manager rose and left, leaving Charlotte still partially
restrained.

Emma continued to untie her, unclipping the
shackles from her ankles. ‘Now, you will need to be careful, you
will be very sensitive. I will have to come home with you to make
sure you take the necessary precautions. The consequences could be
disastrous! Oh, and also to show you the, um, practicalities.’

She tapped the belt, the metal brushing
against Charlotte, making her shiver again. The display-screen
could hopefully be moved aside or something, to allow her to go to
the toilet. She felt behind herself, finding that there was a gap
in the metal there, at least. Although not wide enough to put
anything in – not that she had much interest in anal, but if she
had to go too long without any sex, then it might be needed.

‘Let’s get you dressed, and then we can
begin.’ She stood up, pulling out a tray containing Charlotte’s
clothing. ‘And you should avoid any un-necessary stress. It may
prolong this state.’

She peeled the latex off Charlotte’s body,
the sensation leaving Charlotte tingling, her nipples firm. She
tried not to show it, but allowed Emma to dress her, the woman
working quickly and deftly.

‘I love this top.’

Charlotte could feel Emma’s hair brush
against her arm, as the woman buttoned the top closed, leaving one
more button undone than she would herself, revealing cleavage. But
anything tighter would just increase her lust, so she didn’t change
it.

‘I should try something other than latex, but
I like the feel of it. One of the benefits of working here.’ She
pulled Charlotte’s skirt up, adjusting it into place, making sure
it didn’t show the belt beneath it – panty lines were bad enough, a
chastity belt would be very hard to explain!

Stockings would be too hard and having
someone touch her legs would just make her horny again but putting
her shoes on again made her feel more like herself, the heels
elevating her height so she was taller than Emma. It made her feel
more powerful and commanding, just having those few extra inches of
height.

Emma stepped back, looking at her with clear
admiration. Well, it was nice to be looked at like that, but
hopefully the woman wouldn’t take matters beyond the
professional!

They left, Emma hiding her bodysuit
underneath a bulky coat, so it looked as though she was just
wearing latex trousers and gloves. She took a heavy-looking
briefcase as well, reinforced metal with sturdy locks, as she
guided Charlotte towards a waiting taxi.

 



 Chapter
Three: Welcome Home

The journey home was uncomfortable, the belt
thrumming around Charlotte’s crotch as the taxi moved in slow fits
and starts through heavy traffic. Emma took the next seat, opening
up her case but angling it away from her, so Charlotte couldn’t see
the contents. There were some disconcerting crinkles and clicks, a
motor briefly buzzing into life before Emma turned it off, looking
embarrassed.

Charlotte tried to shift and arch her back to
keep her crotch off the seat. Jolting over speedbumps made her yelp
and bite her lip, her hand tense on her lap. Even the seatbelt
across her chest, rubbing against one breast, was stimulating,
pressing her clothing against her body. She closed her eyes, taking
a deep, juddering breath, trying to calm herself. Then the taxi
braked suddenly, her body shifting forward, the strap tightening
across her body, and any calm fled her. Even when she had had a
lover, it hadn’t felt like that!

A warm touch on her shoulder helped her
focus, as Emma laid a hand on her and made soft, calming sounds. It
was mildly patronizing but did help her focus, trying to ignore the
flushing, yearning heat washing through her body. The rest of the
journey was passed in silence, Charlotte taking deep, juddering
breaths to try and steady herself before they pulled up outside her
apartment block.

It took an effort of will to move, her hand
fumbling to unclip the seat belt, almost falling from the seat, as
Emma paid the driver. The automatic doors whisked open at her
approach, the concierge recognizing her and letting her in. The
lobby, filled with all the signs and markers of wealth, helped
steady her – carefully maintained plants, the smartly-dressed
concierge, the surfaces all shiny marble, even the lift that opened
at her approach, requiring her keycard to take her to the
appropriate floor. The place was designed so that the inhabitants
could largely pretend that they were the only one that lived
there.

As she entered her apartment, she swept away
a pile of envelopes, trying to ignore how many of them seemed to be
bills or uncomfortably-legal-looking, thick and chunky. If she
could just close the deal, then it would be fine! Even if she had
to sell or rent Lisa, hole by hole, to do so, it would be worth
it.

Her apartment was one of the larger ones (not
that she needed the space, living on her own and mostly in the
office). A large central room with the minimum of furniture, a
sunken area with a large couch facing a massive TV, a kitchen area
(the fridge mostly stocked with ready meals), and then two
bedrooms. Well, one bedroom with walk-in closet (that had been
converted to a home office), and one barely-used guest room. Emma
was looking around with interest, examining the artwork hanging on
the walls (expensive swirls of bright colors, the only splashes of
brightness amongst the bland, off-white walls).

She removed her coat and hung it up,
revealing the latex beneath. Did she really dress like that all the
time? Her own dating life must be exciting – despite her messy
hair, she had a nice figure, large-chested and narrow-hipped, and
the latex showed it all. Charlotte wasn’t into women, but the sight
of Emma still sent a twitch of lust through her, thoughts surfacing
of being swathed in binding material, the stuff tight around her.
She twisted her shoulders, trying to recollect the feeling, almost
loosing herself in remembered sensations.

Emma was investigating, sticking her head
into the different rooms, quickly finding the main bedroom. There
was a large double bed in there, a heavy metal frame with sturdy
bedposts. As Emma entered, the floor-length windows changed,
sensors picking up her presence, the tinting changing from opaque
to transparent, giving a stunning view over the city. Charlotte had
never changed the settings to respond only to someone with the
right card, so anyone could change the settings! If Emma would be
coming and going, then she might need to work on that, maybe give
her an access card of her own, to let get in without needing
ringing up every time.

‘I’ve worked with one of your neighbors. They
were downstairs, in a far smaller apartment. But they’re a lot
happier now, I’m sure you will be as well.’ Emma turned and walked
towards her, heavy case still in hand. ‘First, I need to conduct
some tests to establish your baselines, and then we can begin.
Please sit down.’

Charlotte bridled slightly at being commanded
in her own apartment, but the sooner this was done, the better. She
sat on the bed, as Emma took an item from the case, a black rubber
facemask with some contraption over the mouth, the eyes blacked
out. ‘This will help measure your stress and breathing.’

She moved behind Emma, the mattress shifting
as she moved over it, taking a position behind Charlotte. The thing
came over Charlotte’s face, straps rapidly getting fastened into
place. The air was stale and tainted with the scent of plastic,
every breath having to be pulled through the mouthpiece, air
rasping through a narrow hole. It forced her to breath slowly,
forcibly pulling air in. Some mechanism clicked in front of her,
the airflow changing.

‘Arms out, palms up.’

Charlotte obeyed, feeling slightly foolish.
She could hear the pings of a computer, like an electronic
heartbeat counting in sync with her collar, which tingled against
her neck with a faint static thrum. A hand brushed against her
palm, latex against bare skin. Then fingers pinched against her
palm, making her flinch.

The buzz from the collar intensified for a
second, just shy of a stinging pain before dropping back down to a
less intense level. Then the hand reached forward and pinched on a
nipple, hard enough to make Charlotte yelp.

‘Hey!’ The mask whirred, her breath drawing
short, making her gasp as her hands flailed against her head,
trying to pull it off, unable to find any way to get it off.

‘The collar reacts; whenever you feel too
much, then it will shock you. It’ll also let me know when you’re
getting too stressed and need calming down. So, you need to stay
calm.’ The fingers moved over to her other nipple, Charlotte
steeling herself, breathing as deeply as she could, trying to
ignore the pain as her other nipple was pinched. The collar buzzed
but didn’t sting, as Emma twisted her fingers, wrenching at the
flesh.

She grunted in pain, the collar snapping at
her neck again, making her yelp in pain, fighting to suck in air.
She managed to find the air to speak her hands flailing, trying to
push Emma away, managing to get her to let go and move back.

‘Sorry, but it’s the easiest way to test.
Well, that or a vibrator, but that is more dangerous for you.’

The pain from the collar faded away, but it
took long seconds until there was a clicking hiss from her
headgear, the valve opening further, letting her breath
properly.

‘The mask is another protection for you. If
you are in danger of being over-stimulated, then the air will cut
down. It won’t harm you but will hopefully reduce the sensation.
More forceful interventions can be used, but hopefully we won’t
have to resort to them.’ A hand patted her on the shoulder. ‘I will
need to conduct some other tests on you.’

‘Get this thing off!’ Charlotte tugged at the
helmet, the edge of it pressed tightly against her face, not
allowing any air in. How was it attached? She couldn’t feel any
buckles, the straps running smoothly into the mask without any
clear way to get it off, sealed plastic lumps along the straps.

‘I can release it, but I need to finish
testing you first. You did agree to this, and it is for your own
good.’

Charlotte kept pulling on the mask, trying to
shift it, but without any success. The valve whirred.

‘You’re getting stressed again, and so it’ll
pick up on that. If you don’t calm down, then…’

There was a snap of electricity, only weak,
but with the promise of intensifying. Charlotte took a deep breath,
trying to feel calm. It would be better if she could at least see!
Emma shifted around, moving onto the bed, mattress compressing
beneath her weight.

‘Remove your clothing, then lie down, on your
front, and breath. As deeply as you can.’

The valve was still limiting her air, making
“calm” hard to achieve! Without being able to get the thing off,
she obeyed, Emma’s fingers helping her with the buttons, until she
was stripped down to her bra and chastity belt, then lying on the
bed, her head turned so she could still breath, as much as the mask
allowed.

‘I’m going to touch you, find where you’re
most sensitive. Try to control your reactions, if you can.’

She could feel her crotch tingling, although
the mattress was too soft to grind against, especially with the
belt on. Emma straddled her, and then started to massage her, hands
kneading Charlotte’s shoulders. Despite the circumstances, it was a
good massage, the woman talented, the collar not activating, valve
releasing enough to let her breath properly. She relaxed, sagging
and sinking against the mattress. Maybe it would be worth it, if
she could get a massage this good every time she got stressed? At
least if it wasn’t for the belt!

Emma’s hands stopped kneading her. There was
a metallic tinkling sound, and then something cold and pointed
touched the base of her spine. She shivered, pointed pinpricks
moving up her back, rolling towards her neck. Emma pressed
whatever-it-was down harder, the rolling pinpricks becoming a point
of pain, the thing scraping down. She tensed in pain, the valve
adjusting, a warning buzz from the collar.

She tried to make herself relax, the shock
only a small one this time. Then the rolling, needling thing
crawled over other parts of her body. When it run across her back
again, starting from one hip and angling upwards, she gave an
uncontrollable twitch as her nerves were pressed. It pushed against
her shoulders, finding the soft points at the base of the spine,
the backs of her knees. When it ran against the soles of her feet,
she couldn’t help but kick her legs, trying to shake the sensation
off. A hand grasped her ankle, the metal spikes pushing harder,
then replaced by fingers, lightly tickling her bare soles. She
kicked and wriggled but couldn’t escape, the tickling coaxing
laughter from her. She could hear Emma giggle as well, before
repeating the process with the other foot.

After a few brushes with Emma’s fingers, she
was giggling and laughing again. Her breath was growing short, and
then the collar snapped at her. With laughter rippling through her,
she couldn’t properly control her breathing, and she didn’t want to
accidentally kick Emma. Fingers then run down her flanks, stroking
and tickling her hips, up her ribs, making her convulse and writhe.
She hadn’t been tickled since she was a child! The sheer lack of
control might have been relaxing if it wasn’t for the collar,
biting and snarling at her neck, and the mask, valve clicking
closed, making her fight for breath.

She tried to buck Emma off, but she had no
leverage, with the mattress so soft beneath her. She grunted in
pain at a particularly hard snap from the collar, Emma
saying something she didn’t hear. And then the assault changed back
to being soothing, the teasing strokes instead becoming gentle,
switching back to a massage. The collar stopped attacking, mask
cycling open and letting her breath again. She relaxed against the
mattress, sinking back into ease, hearing happy electrical dings
from Emma’s computer.

Then a phone buzzed. Shit, work! What day was
it? The collar beeped at her in warning, Emma pushing her down
against the mattress as she fought to rise, harder now.

‘I need to check that!’

It was useless to fight back; all she could
do was limply flail, her chest starting to burn as the mask valve
cycled shut.

‘Shhh, calm thoughts. I’ll finish testing
you, then you can check that. You’ve been far too stressed lately,
I think!’ The hands massaged her again, until she could breathe
again, Charlotte sagging limply against the bed. It did feel so
good! The metal device moved against her skin again, more gently
now, before getting pushed, hard, against a shoulder blade,
needling her, hard, making her yelp, but not hard enough to earn a
shock. This was repeated in different places across her body, Emma
making non-committal noises.

‘Normally, I would test your reaction to
direct stimulation, but that would be dangerous for you right now.’
She tapped the belt, sending a quiver of sensation through
Charlotte. ‘Roll over.’

Charlotte obeyed, and the process was
repeated on her front, fingers brushing over her breasts and her
belly, then the metal spikes rolling over her, poking and pricking
at her skin. When they stabbed against her nipples, she winced,
especially when Emma pushed down hard.

‘You have lovely skin, you know. So many in
your business neglect their appearance.’

Given the circumstances, it felt strange
being complimented, but it was pleasant, nevertheless. ‘Thank you.’
It was useful to look good – it made it a lot easier to get good
deals, to distract competitors, then throw Lisa or another worker
at them.

‘I’m looking forward to working with you.
Hopefully, the treatment will be successful.’ The spikes again, now
down the center of her ribcage. Then the soft brush of lips, a kiss
on her navel, and the weight moved off her. ‘I need to analyze the
results, but you can go check whatever you need to. Just try not to
get too stressed, or the collar will activate.’

She felt something shift inside the mask, the
straps detaching, letting her take the thing off. Emma was already
sat with her tablet, tapping away at the screen. Feeling slightly
dejected, Charlotte dressed herself again, going to find her
phone.

 



 Chapter
Four: Inducements to Calm

Pain shot through her and she stumbled, phone falling
from her hand, falling onto the floor. Her entire body felt weak,
and she tried to speak, mouth unable to do more than mumble. She
flailed at the floor with an arm, trying to push herself up. What
had happened? How had everyone managed to fuck up so much in a few
days?

Footsteps approached, as Emma squatted next
to her. ‘You need to avoid getting too stressed, otherwise that
will happen. It’s designed to stop you worrying too much.’

‘How the fuck am I, OWWWWWW!’ The collar
zapped her again, sending her back to the floor, curling up into
the fetal position, trying to make it hurt less. With weak fingers,
she fumbled at the collar. How did the damn thing come off?

Hands touched her, rolling her onto her front
and then Emma straddled her. Emma’s fingers pressed against her
back and spine, forcing her down, but also pushing the tension from
her. As Charlotte’s fingers moved over the collar, Emma firmly took
her arm and bent it at the elbow, pinning her in place while
continuing to massage her with the other hand. ‘Calm thoughts. Or
you’ll get shocked again.’

Charlotte tried to push back, but Emma was
sat on top of her, and holding her arm bent. ‘Get off OWWW!’
Another shock. She sank down, feeling the carpet against her cheek,
gasping for breath. Emma’s gentle shushing and chiding barely
registered, but she could feel it vibrating slightly, threatening
and warning her. As she relaxed, the vibrations started to fade,
until it was quiescent.

Emma stroked her. ‘Good girl, good girl. Calm
thoughts, calm thoughts.’ It was patronizing, but oddly soothing,
as she lay on the floor, feeling the shock and pain fade. Only when
the collar had gone completely still did she try and do
anything.

‘Can you please let me stand up?’

‘Are you sure that you are quite relaxed? I
wouldn’t wish you harmed.’

From the strength of the armlock, the only
one causing harm was Emma, but it seemed a bad time to mention
that. Charlotte forced herself into calmness, gulping down her
stress until Emma let her go and stood up. Her legs shook slightly,
the force from the shocks not yet entirely gone. Then she
remembered – her phone!

She bent over to pick it up, taking several
deep breaths as the collar tingled at her in warning before it went
quiescent. Emma was watching her curiously, one eye on her laptop,
calculating metrics and stats. Charlotte looked at her own screen,
steeling herself for seeing the news of how everyone had performed
in her absence. This was why she was so stressed all the time and
could never take a break! She sighed – she would have to go in. But
only after a shower, to wash the smell of latex, sweat and
lubricant from her skin.

She went into the bathroom, half-expecting
Emma to follow her, but the clacking of the keyboard continued. She
stripped off, taking the chance to examine the belt and collar
properly – the belt was shining metal, with a slot to pee through
and another gap in the back, neither big enough for anything large
to pass through into her body. There wasn’t a keyhole, the device
kept in place with an electronic lock, a black panel on the front
that could display some kind of readout. Maybe she could get
someone to hack it? She tried shaking it a few times, but it was
well-made, and fitted snugly around her waist, no way to even get a
finger in.

And the collar – it was made so that it
didn’t impede the movement of her head too much, and the heavy lump
of the powerpack on the back was hidden by her hair. As with the
belt, there was no keyhole, so it would have to be removed via
electronic command. It was a nice, shiny black, so could be passed
off as a fashion item, at least from the front, even the shiny
metal D-ring falling flat against the leather outer surface looking
attractive. She ran a finger around the edge – she could probably
squeeze a finger in, but it was tight enough she would choke
herself.

There was no hope of getting either off, so
she stepped into the shower and washed herself, taking some solace
in the refreshing flow of the hot water. She tried angling the
showerhead up at the chastity belt, but the slit wasn’t big enough
to let enough water in to provide stimulation. How long would it
take until she was allowed control of her own body again?

After drying herself off, she went for some
clothing – Emma was looking through the wardrobe already, happily
humming to herself as she picked out clothing. ‘I imagine you want
to keep the belt hidden? You have good taste; I’ve found a few
things that should help with that.’

That entailed a slightly longer skirt than
normal, no panties, and stockings and suspenders, along with a
high-necked silk blouse, lace spilling from the cuffs. Emma helped
her dress, body warm and hands confident, even brushing her hair.
‘Don’t worry, as long as you keep calm, then everything will be
fine.’ She kissed Charlotte on the cheek. ‘I’ll come with you, just
in case you, um, relapse. Oh, and I love these shoes!’ She held up
some strappy black stilettos, kneeling next to Charlotte and
putting them onto her, her hands soft against Charlotte’s feet,
making her shiver again.

‘Could you please get changed as well? You
look a little conspicuous!’ A personal aide she could pass off,
someone in a latex bodysuit would be a lot harder. Emma looked down
at herself for a moment before realization dawned. She really must
dress like that most of the time – what the hell kind of dress
policy did they have at that facility?

‘Oh, of course. Give me a minute, I brought
some other clothing.’ She peeled the bodysuit off, revealing a soft
and slightly plump body beneath, her pussy entirely shaved, before
pulling out clothing of her own. When she was done, her outfit was
rather more ‘slutty secretary’ then seemed entirely appropriate –
her skirt was short enough that a band of pale skin could be seen
between her stockings and the bottom of her skirt, her blouse
revealing a deep cleavage, but hopefully it would stop anyone from
noticing Charlotte’s collar or belt. ‘If anyone asks, do you want
me to say I’m your, um, lifestyle coach or something?’

From how she was dressed, Charlotte assumed
that whatever “lifestyle” was involved would involve a lot of sex,
but she couldn’t be bothered to work out a deeper cover story.
‘Yes, can we please just go?’

Emma took her in a hug, breasts squashing
against her as she smiled. ‘Don’t worry, I’m sure everything will
be fine. You just need to stay calm.’ She moved forward as though
to kiss Charlotte, who pulled back, already heading for the
doorway, Emma trailing behind.

 


She badged into her office, Emma following
along behind. She had drawn attention – not just from the guys
either, several of the women looking her up and down in a mixture
of appreciation and envy. Did she really have to dress like a
fetish pinup all the time? Or was she simply unaware of how she
looked? When the man at reception goggled at her, she hadn’t seemed
to even notice, simply smiling politely back. Although if she
always dressed like that, she might assume that being looked at
with open lust was normal.

As Charlotte moved through the office, the
place suddenly busied, everyone doing what they could to look busy,
the news rapidly spreading that the boss was back. A few people
visibly flinched as she walked past, refusing to meet her eyes, and
she made a note to discipline them later before heading into her
own office.

There was a stack of paperwork on her desk,
and she groaned as soon as she saw it. Could no-one else do
anything? The collar seethed slightly, making her take a
panicked breath and close her eyes, as Emma moved up close behind
her, breath brushing against the back of her neck.

‘Calm thoughts.’ Hands grasped her shoulders
and started to twist and rub, guiding Charlotte to her chair and
sitting her down. She remembered previous interviews, ordering
people to their knees, making them eat her out, and then the collar
beeped a warning. She took a deep breath and tried to force away
her lust, although Emma’s breasts now rubbing against her back did
little to help.

What was on the calendar for today? She
booted up her laptop and logged in, swiftly deleting the deluge of
junk she had been needlessly CC’d into, trying to remember who she
would need to discipline for troubling her later. The debt
reminders and legal notifications she ignored – if she could just
get enough money, then all of those would vanish.

A reminder popped up and she swore, collar
tensing, seemingly in anticipation of punishing her. Of course,
that meeting was today! She started opening up files, trying to
remember all the details, sending a message to… who was pretty
enough to distract him? Lisa would do, they’d probably already
fucked, and she was trashy enough to do it. Charlotte sent her an
e-mail, calling her in as she continued to try and remember
everything. She needed this deal, otherwise she was dead in the
water, and bankrupt to boot!

Lisa at least was prompt, entering the office
and closing the door behind her. Charlotte eyed her up – she was
slightly less slutty-looking than Emma was, but that wasn’t hard.
As always, her skirt was tight and short, blouse almost bursting
around her breasts, showing the trim of her bra. She’d fucked half
the office already, so blowing a visiting executive shouldn’t
present any problems.

‘I need you to help me with an important
meeting. The chief investor from Containment is visiting today. As
you got on so well with him before, then I need you to accompany
me, and ensure he is… satisfied. I hope you understand the
importance of this? You do whatever you have to in order to make
him happy.’ She knew Lisa had just taken out a large mortgage and
couldn’t afford to be fired, which should make her nice and
compliant. From the quickly-hidden wince on her face that vanished
behind a fake smile, she understood her place. Good.

‘Yes, of course, but....’ She rubbed her
chest, where there was a strange red welt. Charlotte ignored her
objection.

‘Good. I’ve booked meeting room six. Come
with me.’

Emma started to move as well, before
Charlotte gestured at her. ‘This is a private meeting; your
services won’t be required.’

She turned suddenly professional, primly
nodding and pulling out her own laptop, probably happy to retreat
back into the internet. ‘Of course, ma’am. Please remember what I
have warned you about and try to stay relaxed.’

‘Yes, yes, I know!’ The collar didn’t snarl
at her this time, so she must be doing something right. ‘Now, Lisa,
he isn’t here yet, is he?’ It was normally fairly obvious when he
arrived, from all the women gawping at him – he was handsome
enough, she supposed, and the variety of sportscars he arrived in
did little to hinder his attractiveness. Most importantly, he
represented a large investment group, so if she could manage to get
his money, without having to give up a controlling stake
herself…

They moved to the meeting room, Charlotte
ordering Lisa to set up the projector and other equipment, get some
biscuits and snacks ready. At least the woman was obedient, setting
to her tasks with swiftness – she would probably be as biddable if
ordered to her knees to take a cock in the face. Men tended to be a
lot more agreeable when someone’s lips were around their dick, and
she wasn’t going to do it herself.

Everything was ready just in time, as a
notification popped up from the receptionist that “Mr Containment”
was in the building. She suppressed a sigh – she really needed a
less dumb receptionist that didn’t use someone’s company name
rather than their own. Then she stood up, brushed herself down and
tried to make sure the collar and belt weren’t showing – those
would be inconvenient to explain! She would have to use Lisa as a
distraction. In the final moments before he arrived, she checked
Lisa – she was showing a generous amount of cleavage, her blonde
hair was attractively-tousled enough, and she’d fucked enough of
the office that one more would scarcely make a difference.

She shook out her own dark hair, and then the
door opened. It was the same man as before – he must be more than
just a sales rep, then. Now she was tired, she could see that his
dark suit was clearly tailored just for him, silver cufflinks
catching the light. He smiled and extended his hand, Charlotte
shaking it.

‘A pleasure to meet you again! I do hope you
enjoyed your vacation?’

His cologne was a strong but pleasing scent,
and she smiled back. ‘Yes, thank you for recommending it. The time
seemed to go very quickly.’

‘I’m told that’s not unusual. But the
director is a business associate of mine, so I try and put a good
word in when I can.’

She could feel the chastity belt now tight
about her waist and crotch, remembering the ice-cold tones of the
manager. Was she only like that at work, and defrosted in other
situations? She had scarcely seemed the type to have friends!

‘She welcomed me personally. She certainly
seems a…’ She tried to find a flattering way to phrase it.
‘…forceful personality.’

He laughed. ‘Yes, she certainly is that. But
she is very skilled at her work, I imagine you’ll be seeing more of
her in the future. And you are looking rather more relaxed. I take
it you are likely to be returning?’

She clenched her thighs around the chastity
belt, the collar suddenly heavy around her neck. She didn’t have a
lot of choice! Although she didn’t want to be sealed into the
darkness again, left to those impotent dreams of fucking. ‘Yes, I
think so’.

‘Excellent, that one will be glad to hear of
it. Now, to business?’

He went and sat down, Charlotte nudging Lisa
to sit next to him. She took the hint, moving her chair closer and
brushing up against him, as Charlotte launched into her spiel. She
had done it so many times before she could run through it without
really thinking, clicking through the slides in order, highlighting
the details of the product. She barely understood the more
technical details herself, but the coding was sufficiently advanced
that it could render more realistic images, far faster and better
than the competitors. If she could find investors! He, at least,
was polite enough to nod through it, without raising that he had
most of it before, in previous meetings.

When she was done, he nodded. ‘Very good. The
miniaturized remote pickups can be used in all sorts of things.
There are a few other details though…’

Charlotte flicked her fingers at Lisa, who
turned and pressed closer against him, breasts pushing against his
arm.

‘Oh?’

Charlotte moved to the other side, making
sure her leg pressed against his. With the damn belt on, she
couldn’t fuck him even if she wanted to, but Lisa should suffice.
After some wrangling, Charlotte caught a flash of movement from
beneath the table, as Lisa’s hands began moving towards his
crotch.

He glanced at Charlotte who gave a slight
nod, then she moved around behind Lisa, taking a firm grip on her
shoulders and shifting her from the chair onto the ground. Normally
she preferred to take a less direct approach, but this was too
important! She moved one hand onto the back of the woman’s head,
taking a strong grip as he unzipped his flies, already-erect cock
appearing. He didn’t even look surprised, simply taking it as his
due.

Lisa resisted, Charlotte pushing her head
down, lips moving down over the cock. Any protest she might have
made was taken from her by the meat in her mouth, as Lisa kept
pushing her head down. Hopefully the slut wouldn’t dribble over his
expensive-looking trousers!

Lisa coughed and gagged and spluttered as the
cock penetrated her throat, Charlotte holding Lisa’s head in place,
not letting her come up to breathe. Even after the man came,
Charlotte held Lisa in place, pinching the back of her neck until
she swallowed, only then releasing her grip enough to let her come
up. Her lipstick and mascara were both smeared, some dribble having
run down her chin, eyes slightly glassy. She tried to shift away,
Charlotte murmuring in her ear. ‘Lick up your mess.’

Lisa mewed a momentary protest before
Charlotte pinched her neck again and forced her into obedience, her
head bobbing forward, tongue licking out as she softly kissed his
flaccid cock, cleaning up some of the mess she had made. Even after
she was done, Charlotte kept her grip in place, not letting her
stand, squeezing her grip around Lisa’s neck whenever she
moved.

‘If you like, I’m sure Lisa could be assigned
to you as a PA or similar.’

He shook himself out of his post-coital daze.
‘Thank you for the offer, but I have my own staff already,
sufficient to meet my needs. Although she has some skill at such
things. Now, I will have to consider your business terms. Your
technologies are of interest to me on a personal level, so I
believe we can make this work. Once a few kinks are worked out, of
course. Your new terms are certainly less one-sided than before,
but it shows there is room for negotiation.’

He patted Lisa on the head, ignoring her
grunt of annoyance. Charlotte dug nails into her neck, making Lisa
hiss in pain but prompting her to speak. ‘Thank you for… that.’

He patted her on the head again. ‘Good girl.’
He looked up at Charlotte. ‘You keep your staff well-trained. I
already have your contact details, I have some acquaintances that
might like to meet you. I suppose you can bring this one as well.’
He grabbed her by the hair, forcing her head up, makeup still
smeared. ‘I’m sure a use can be found for her.’

‘Of course. Lisa, go clean yourself up.’ She
moved back, as he lightly tapped her on the cheek with his cock,
before letting go of her hair and letting her stand. Her eyes were
watering as she made a swift exit, keeping her face down, not
wanting the rest of the office to see her cum- and tear-slicked
face.

‘A pleasant morsel.’ He gathered up his
papers and put them back into his briefcase. ‘I do hope we will be
working together again. Hopefully very closely together.’ He stood
then extended his hand so that Charlotte could shake it again. He
was quite attractive, but until and unless he signed the papers,
then he wouldn’t be fucking her, even without the belt and collar.
Teasing, maybe, but nothing more, at least until she got what she
wanted!

She walked him to the door, making sure to
stride a little ahead, so he could see and admire her, before
opening the door for him and letting him leave.

 



 Chapter
Five: Girl’s Night In

The rest of the day was normal, although Lisa gave
her nasty looks whenever their paths crossed. Charlotte simply
ignored them – Lisa had definitely fucked and sucked far worse, a
bit extra in her bonus payment should be enough to make up for it,
and if it wasn’t then she could be cut loose easily enough. Emma
continued to poke about with her laptop, apparently lost to
everything else. Charlotte even managed to lose herself enough in
work to ignore the chastity belt and collar for a while, managing
to get through some of the backlog that had built up in her
absence, ignoring the slow but steady trickle of reminders about
debts that popped into her inbox.

Outside, it started to get dark, some people
heading home already. By the time Charlotte was done, the office
was virtually empty, only a few lights left on, highlighting those
left. Charlotte stretched, feeling joints popping, her movement
pulling the chastity belt tight. Emma looked up, fingers still
tapping over her keyboard.

‘Excellent work, ma’am! You spiked slightly
in your meeting but were within acceptable thresholds. It will be
some time still, but you are showing good progress.’

Charlotte tensed her thighs around the
chastity belt. She didn’t feel immediately lustful but would still
rather have the freedom to fuck when she wanted to! ‘Are you really
coming back with me?’

‘Oh yes. The Director has instructed me
personally, and I wouldn’t want to upset her. We take the greatest
pride in our customer care, we wouldn’t want you prematurely
damaged.’ She moved close towards Charlotte then stepped behind
her, starting to give her another massage. ‘You need to be careful
of your stimulation levels, otherwise more intensive therapy may be
needed. But this is a promising start. Now, let’s get you home,
shall we?’

It felt strange being chivvied and chided by
Emma, but there was little choice but to go along with it, and she
seemed harmless enough. Lisa gave her a nasty look, Charlotte
staring back until Lisa looked away and returned to her work. All
she’d done was suck him off, and she’d gone off with him before,
probably gotten a nice meal out of it, slut that she was!

It didn’t take long to get back home, Emma
picking up a large package from the concierge on the way in. He
smiled as he handed it over, enjoying looking at her, his gaze on
her even as she turned away, eyes following the clearly-outlined
curves of her butt. As long as she didn’t bring him back to her
flat!

With the box between them, the lift was
crowded – it was a large plastic case, the sort of thing normally
used to transport carefully-padded technology, with a plastic
envelope attached for the shipping manifest. Emma smiled at her.
‘Some more equipment to help with your therapy. Designed to be
portable – the early versions were a lot clunkier, we had to keep
patients isolated to use them! Only the best for you, ma’am.’

After they entered, Charlotte sat heavily on
the couch, letting some of the tension drain from her body. If the
man would just sign, then she could take an actual break for once!
And this goddam collar was not helping. She felt it, metal snug
around her neck, no way to even get a finger between it with
crushing her neck, well-made enough that she couldn’t find the
clasp.

Emma took her delivery into the guestroom,
setting up whatever the hell had arrived for her. Hopefully massage
oils and the like – something nice and relaxing, rather than some
new device to torment her with!

Charlotte’s stomach rumbled, reminding her
that she hadn’t eaten all day, too worn away by stress and nerves.
She kicked her shoes off, glad to be out of the heels, unclipping
her stockings then peeling them off her legs, curling her legs
beneath her. She couldn’t be bothered to cook tonight, so where to
order from?

‘Emma, you want some food? I’m ordering.’

Emma emerged from the room she had apparently
claimed, still dressed as a slutty secretary, pouring powder into a
bowl. ‘Oh no, this will be fine.’

Charlotte rose and went to look at it – a
soft, dry powder, vaguely smelling of bananas and sugar-substitute.
She scraped some up in her finger and tasted it, wincing at the
sheer fakeness of the flavor. ‘You eat this? Willingly?’ Emma was a
little plump, but in a natural way, without many places she could
lose weight from without becoming gaunt. ‘We’re getting some real
food. Chinese OK?’

‘The Director doesn’t like it when I don’t
follow her instructions, I really shouldn’t…’

Charlotte took the bowl from her, tipping the
powder into the bin. ‘We’re getting real food. Pick.’ She flipped
her phone around, letting Emma scroll through before handing it
back – Chinese. Well, that would do. ‘There’s some wine in the
fridge, open a bottle up.’

Emma nodded her head, looking like she was
about to bow before stopping herself, rummaging through cupboards
until she found wine glasses and a bottle opener, then approaching.
She knelt on the ground not far from Charlotte’s feet, placing a
wine glass on a caster, holding the other herself.

‘You can sit on the couch, you know?’

‘Um, oh, yes, mis… Charlotte.’

She was a strange mixture of bumbling and
professional, stuttering and clunky one moment, then skilled and
smooth the next. She took a seat on the couch, looking slightly
awkward, twirling the wineglass between her fingers. Charlotte took
a long sip, the rich taste strong on her tongue, flowing into her
stomach.

‘You do drink, don’t you?’

‘Oh yes, I’m just not allowed to often.’

Allowed to? Did she have a medical condition
or something? But she took a sip of the wine, smiling and seeming
to enjoy it.

‘Well, while you’re here, you may as well
enjoy it. That powdered food stuff looks awful. It’s not like you
need to worry about putting on weight or anything!’ Even sat down,
her figure was still good, without any unappealing rolls or podgy
bits appearing.

Emma took a gulp of the wine, her cheeks
starting to flush, looking a little more relaxed.

‘Thank you, ma’am.’

‘Just Charlotte is fine. So, how long until
my treatment might be complete?’ She shifted, feeling the chastity
pinch on her skin. ‘I want to get fucked at some point, or at least
touch myself!’

‘I, um, wouldn’t like to say. In most cases,
subjects are able to overcome their instincts, to some degree,
although some have needed on-going assistance. We like to keep them
under long-term surveillance and monitoring, and to test the
facilities.’ She put the wineglass down and gently took Charlotte’s
foot, beginning to knead and stroke her sole. It made shivers run
down Charlotte’s spine – the girl was a damn good masseuse, if
nothing else! She sighed in pleasure as Emma kept speaking. ‘This
is why we closely monitor our charges. I want nothing but the best
for you, ma’am. Which is why you must listen to me. It can be, um,
problematic when I have to get more forceful, or when the Director
has to involve herself.’

Charlotte wriggled herself against the couch,
barely listening, enjoying the feeling of being pampered as Emma
switched to her other foot, tenderly easing out tenses and strains
from there, taking another sip of wine. Maybe it would be worth it,
if she got to enjoy this regularly!

‘I really don’t think the belt is necessary,
do you?’

‘It really is, ma’am. Otherwise you could
cause permanent damage to your nervous system.’ Emma moved again,
supporting Charlotte’s legs on her lap, fingers steadily moving up
Charlotte’s legs, strong fingertips pushing and pulling at skin and
muscles. Charlotte lost herself in the sensation and the wine, the
booze trickling through her brain as she shut her eyes and tried to
relax.

As Emma’s hands moved upwards, she rolled
over onto her back while sprawling on the coach, letting out a
deeply-held sigh. The hands moved to her thighs, the pleasure
changing from physical to sexual, pressure stroking and teasing her
inner thighs, making her start to grind against the couch, the
chastity belt pushing against her, harsh and controlling. Emma
straddled her, starting to work on her back, when the door chime
sounded.

Emma dismounted, leaving Charlotte feeling
suddenly chill without the woman atop her. But the scent of food
was strong and potent, making her rouse herself somewhat. Emma
returned with not only food but also plates and another bottle of
wine.

‘What would ma’am desire?’ She gestured at
the plastic tubs as though it were a grand meal but seemed entirely
serious.

Charlotte waved vaguely at a tub of noodles,
which Emma served a portion of, along with topping up her wine. She
stood there, holding the wine still, like a sommelier, albeit a
trashily-dressed one.

‘You can sit and eat yourself.’

She looked startled. ‘Oh. Yes, of course.
Thank you, ma’am.’

It wasn’t particularly dignified food to eat,
but considering what Emma had already seen, then having a strand of
chow mein down her face was fairly innocuous. Emma was eating more
delicately, trying to keep her clothing clean. Charlotte rolled her
eyes. ‘If you’re worried about getting it dirty, take it off. Not
like I can bloody do anything to you!’

‘Thank you, ma’am.’ She took another gulp of
wine – a big one – before stripping off her blouse, neatly folding
it to the side. The bra underneath was a thing of art, all lacey
panels and teasing glimpses, the black stark against her pale skin.
The wine was having an effect, a slightly silly grin plastering
itself onto Emma’s face as she ate. Maybe she could be persuaded to
remove the belt if she was drunk enough?

Charlotte tapped the seat next to her,
indicating that Emma could sit there, an order she obeyed, her body
warm and close to Charlotte’s. Did she never drink? She’d only had
a glass and a half, and her face was already flushed! Now she was
mostly-undressed, she was less fastidious, several drops of
soy-sauce on her breasts, staining her skin with brown dots.

‘Would you like to undress as well, ma’am?
You may be more comfortable then.’

Charlotte hesitated for a moment before
taking her own top off – her breasts were smaller than Emma’s, but
it was easier to eat like this, and with the wine, and the warmth
of the room, were making her feel drowsy and comfortable. And
slightly horny. Every time she moved, she was reminded of the metal
wrapped about her crotch, locking her away.

Emma snuggled up closer, biting through a
prawn cracker, crumbs dropping onto Charlotte’s shoulders, falling
between her breasts. Charlotte shifted again, feeling them fall
into her bra.

‘Oh, sorry, ma’am.’ Emma moved even closer,
licking and kissing at the crumbs, her hair tickling Charlotte’s
neck. This sent another stir of desire through Charlotte, not
helped by the soft, warm breath puffing against her chest. She
tensed her thighs – how much could she order Emma into doing?

‘When can you take the damn belt off?’

Emma mumbled something, nuzzling herself
against Charlotte, kissing her neck with soft, gentle lips,
faintest brush of a moist tongue. A hand slipped against her
stomach, fingers playing across her belly as Emma made a satisfied
noise.

‘Mmmm, you are nice and trim!’ She kissed
Charlotte again.

‘The belt! When can you take it off?’

One of Emma’s hands drifted down, far too
sensual as it felt its way over to Charlotte’s hip, finding the
snap on the skirt and tweaking it open, then flicking the cloth
aside. There was a soft exhalation and the rustle of fabric as
Emma’s other hand moved beneath her own skirt. Her answer was slow
and drowsy and happy, as she started to tease herself. ‘We must be
careful not to overstimulate you. It could be…’ She paused as she
started to set a regular rhythm for her own pleasure.
‘…disastrous.’ Her hand continued to flutter around Charlotte’s
inner thighs, fingers soothing and pleasurable, and Charlotte could
feel herself loosening up behind the belt.

‘Can’t you test me or something? I’m sure it
will be fine!’ The drink, and the closeness of Emma, were making
her horny – she’d rather have a man, but she’d take whatever
pleasure she could get.

Emma moved in even closer, pushing herself
against Charlotte, close enough that Charlotte could feel Emma’s
hand moving between her legs, Emma’s breath starting to come in
sweet pants as she pleasured herself. Then her eyes suddenly
opened, her masturbation stopping, a flush slowly spreading over
her cheeks.

‘Oh, I’m sorry ma’am! Wine always does this
to me, it makes me rather, um, horny.’

Charlotte smiled back at her. ‘Well, if you
were to take the belt off, then we could both have some fun?’ She’d
never had sex with a woman before, but Emma seemed eager and
experienced, and hopefully drunk enough that she might be easy to
talk into taking the damn belt off. Just once couldn’t hurt,
surely?

Emma moved, straddling her, looking down on
her, still slightly bleary-looking. She caressed Charlotte’s face,
tilting it upwards before giving her a long kiss, flavored with
wine and salt. ‘You will have to try and control yourself and be
very gentle. Otherwise this will activate.’ She tapped the collar.
‘Let me begin.’

She started to caress Charlotte’s breasts,
stroking and teasing, now Charlotte’s turn to passively enjoy. Emma
stripped off her own skirt, revealing a lacy thong covering a
shaved slit, starting to grind herself against Charlotte’s
thighs.

‘Yes, nice and slow, ma’am. That’s the
way.’

Charlotte leaned back, letting Emma do all
the work, those fingers seeming to be stroking and brushing
everywhere, making her entire body feel numb and hazy. She made a
satisfied sigh, stroking her fingers against the chastity belt,
feeling herself moisten on the other side, wanting to sink her
fingers into herself.

Emma took Charlotte’s wrist and snapped
something about it, a leather cuff, another attached by a short
chain. She tapped a finger against Charlotte’s nose and giggled.
‘Bad ma’am!’ As she leaned in for another deep kiss, she grabbed
Charlotte’s other wrist and moved it behind her back, cuffing it in
place, locking Charlotte’s hands behind herself. ‘None of that
yet!’

She helped herself to another big gulp of
wine, while continuing to play with Charlotte’s breasts with one
hand, the other between her own legs. Charlotte tried pushing her
hips forward, feeling her own lust rise, wanting to get off, but
all that did was push the metal against her now-slick sex, without
getting her any closer. Emma rose up, hand tucked into her thong,
the material slipping down to reveal her masturbation, two fingers
pushed into herself.

‘Oooohhhh, yesssssss…!’ She came, her body
now covered with a thin sheen of sweat, falling against Charlotte
with a happy smile plastered on her face, starting to nibble and
kiss at Charlotte’s neck, chest and breasts. ‘Mmmm, thank you for
letting me do that.’

There wasn’t much Charlotte could have done
to prevent it, but there wasn’t really any way to bring that
up.

‘Do you want to be tested then?’

If it got the belt off, then anything was
worth it. ‘Yes, please!’

‘OK, let me get the gear. Oh, and this will
be recorded for assessment reasons.’

She stood up, wriggling her hips far more
than was needed as she walked away – did she try and fuck and
seduce everyone? But it made her a good live-in assistant,
at least.

She soon returned, fiddling with the TV,
setting up a camera on top, turning it on so it was showing her on
the couch. Charlotte tried moving her arms, still pinned at the
wrists, unable to reach anything.

Then she saw the other thing in Emma’s hands
– it was a strap-on cock, a bulbous shaft of rubbery-plastic, parts
of it clearly designed to move. It was double-ended was part of the
device, Emma lubing this up and smoothly inserting it into herself,
then strapping the harness around her waist, the cock made so a
length of it slid into Emma. She gave a happy sigh as it entered
her, pumping the shaft a few times, looking not far off another
orgasm of her own.

‘Now, Ma’am, you need to be able to see
yourself.’

She pulled and pushed Charlotte into
position, so that she was behind and beneath Charlotte, between her
and the back of the couch, the cock pushing up between Charlotte’s
legs.

‘Oh, two more things.’

More cuffs were produced, one going onto each
ankle, getting bound to Emma’s ankles. Her legs were spread wide,
so she would have been utterly exposed if it wasn’t for the belt.
Emma was pressed against her back, flesh-to-flesh before kissing
her ear, the strap-on slick and stiff against Charlotte’s skin.
‘Now, let’s see how you’re doing.’

There was a gentle “click” as the metal of
the belt was released, although Charlotte couldn’t see what Emma
had done to unlock it. Charlotte tried to twist to remove it
herself but couldn’t move enough, Emma pulling it away and putting
it to one side. ‘Gently does it now, lower yourself on.’ She
wrapped an arm around Charlotte’s waist, supporting her as she
pulled herself upwards, carefully lowering herself onto the
cock.

She had to resist a gasp as it started to
enter her, spreading her open, sliding easily into her drenched
slit. She could see herself on the screen, body flushed and
trembling, the oversized shaft slowly disappearing into her body,
Emma mostly hidden behind her. As she tried to bring her legs
together, the chains clinked, Emma keeping her legs spread wide,
keeping her fully on display.

Charlotte tried to rise again, wanting to
ride the cock, to feel the bulges and lumps rub against her, to get
off, but Emma wrapped an arm around her waist, holding her in
place.

‘Slow and gentle, remember.’

Charlotte growled but followed the advice,
only moving slowly and slightly, feeling every shift of movement,
her pussy hypersensitized. The thing was just the right size,
filling her to a satisfying degree, making her head spin, her arms
padded against Emma’s body. Emma blew on her ear, wine-scented
breath pushing past her face, before starting to play with
Charlotte’s breasts, keeping both their legs spread wide.

She must have felt Charlotte trying to tense,
lightly nibbling her shoulder. ‘Bad! Not unless you want a zap.’
One of her hands continued to play with a breast, the other moving
down, fondling around the shaft. ‘Oh, you are eager! But you must
contain yourself.’ She pinched a nipple, although not hard. ‘Now,
get yourself nice and close, but don’t come. If you do it too fast,
then…’

She thrust her hips forward, pushing the cock
deeper into Charlotte, giving a satisfied grunt herself, the other
end probably pleasuring her. Charlotte’s mind went soft and blurry
as the thing inside of her twitched and shook, every slight
movement building up the heat inside her, Emma’s arms keeping her
close.

There was a searing snap, agony lancing her
neck, her blissful sigh turning into a scream of pain. Emma’s arms
tightened around her in a protective hug, murmuring something
comforting against her back.

The pressure, the release building inside of
her was still there though. Another snap, smaller this time, made
her whimper in pain.

‘Please! Just let…’

Emma’s voice was hard and commanding now.
‘No. You must not.’ Despite her words, she ground forward,
Charlotte’s pussy feeling every lump and bump of the strap-on as it
pushed into her again. ‘Control yourself. Or the collar will
activate fully.’

Fully? It could be more painful?
‘Please! Just…’ She was finding it hard to speak, pain and desire
mixing uneasily within her. She tried to twist her arms, to somehow
pull away, but Emma was holding her too tightly, and the pain and
almost-orgasm had driven all strength from her legs, Emma easily
able to keep them spread wide. Emma’s strength was too much for her
to resist, and there was nothing she could do other than rest
herself against the woman, skin fever-hot. The cock thrust forward
again, another brutal spike of pleasure rippling into her, collar
retaliating and punishing her for the sensations she couldn’t
control.

An orgasm was torn from her, mind going
blank, the electricity stealing the power of thought from her. She
closed her eyes as something brushed against her lips, opening her
mouth, too slow to think about her actions before a foam sphere
slid between her lips.

‘Mmmmph?’ She forced herself to open her eyes
– she could see herself on the screen, legs still spread wide, a
harness strapped over her head, locking a ball-gag into her mouth.
‘Ett itttt outttt!’

Emma hugged her closer, using her fingers to
spread Charlotte wide, beginning to gently thrust the cock deeper
into Charlotte again.

She shook her head, tears starting to form.
‘Noooo! Eaaassse!’ She could already hear the warning whine of the
collar, charging up again.

‘This is the training you requested, ma’am.
Try and resist.’

The cock was still buried in her as Emma
caressed her breasts, Charlotte’s hands trapped against her,
wriggling against Emma’s belly. The collar assaulted her again, as
the strap-on started to twist and vibrate, Emma having turned it
on. Charlotte tried to scream, but the collar zapped her, driving
the air from her lungs, turning it into a mumbled mewling, as Emma
continued to stroke and encourage her.

Each orgasm bought fresh suffering, her neck
feeling like it was on fire, the juddering spreading through the
rest of her body, now a thing of meat and nerves she could barely
control, as Emma forced Charlotte into owner wrenching spasm of
pleasure and pain. Emma’s arms were firmly wrapped around
Charlotte, keeping her skewered, as she was penetrated, again and
again.

‘You must watch yourself, ma’am.’

Charlotte’s eyes were drawn to the
television, where she could see herself – a sweating, juddering
mess, body moving without any conscious thought, legs spread wide,
arms bound out of sight, her mouth held open with a ballgag,
strapped around her head. Tears were streaming down her face, her
chin shiny with spit. She tried to speak, but couldn’t form
anything coherent, a long, wet sigh sounding out, followed by a zap
of electricity, and a pained whine. She tried shaking her head,
wanting to signal to Emma to stop her relentless assault, but
couldn’t muster the strength to move her neck, suffering through
another overload of sensation, utterly lost.


 Chapter
Six: Charging Cycle

It was pitch black. Charlotte looked around, feeling
herself blinking but still unable to see anything, feeling
something tight around her neck, a different sensation than the
collar, locking her into position. She tried moving an arm, feeling
something snap tight around her wrist, a padded cuff restricting
her movement, the same around her ankles. Another body, soft and
warm, was sprawled across her, an arm dangled over her belly, her
back sinking into the softness of a mattress. Her neck was still in
agony, electric welts from last night not yet healed, her crotch
strangely cool and numb.

Something was shoved into her mouth, a soft
rubbery nub, stilling any sound she could make. It must be hollow –
she could breathe through it, and even move her tongue up a little
inside it. When she tried to move her head, whatever was locked
around her refused to move, padding about her neck stopping her
even moving her head. She shook her limbs, trying to rouse the warm
lump on top of her – that must be Emma, asleep and slumped over
Charlotte’s body.

Eventually, the arm moved, lazily drawing
itself across Charlotte’s belly, and then Charlotte felt herself
get embraced, Emma’s limbs wrapping around her, breasts pushing
against her, a leg pushing against hers. A hand moved down her body
then she shook her limbs, wanting to know what the hell was going
on.

There was a slight electric “pop” as a
speaker turned on and Emma’s voice came through. ‘I’m sorry, ma’am,
I shouldn’t drink, it makes me act up. I will have to tell the
Director, she’ll want to discipline me.’ A finger carefully pushed
into her crotch, the sensation registering but without anything
more than that, making Charlotte mewl awkwardly around the thing in
her mouth. Had there been permanent damage? She shifted her hips,
trying to urge herself to be horny, despite her soreness. And what
the hell was encasing her head? She could feel padding supporting
her, but there was no light, no contact with the outside world.

‘Your collar needed recharging, and you
needed some rest. This box’, and the words were accompanied by a
loud knocking, as Emma must have tapped the outside of her
containment, ‘wirelessly recharges it. Far easier than having to
remove it, I think you’ll agree.’

Charlotte gargled back, unable to actually
speak.

‘Let me get you breakfast, you must be hungry
and thirsty.’ A hand rubbed her belly, before something far too
close to her head hissed and water started to pour into her mouth.
She coughed and spluttered before managing to swallow it, the
liquid vaguely sweetly-flavored. ‘All the nutrition you need!’ The
prong was large enough that she couldn’t even grimace, as the
consistency changed to a thicker paste. Was there just a hopper of
the stuff above her head? What if she drowned? She had no choice
but to keep swallowing, otherwise she really would, the warmth of
Emma’s hand comforting on her belly, offering gentle pats and rubs.
The cool numbness between her legs was worrying, but she would
recover… wouldn’t she?

Eventually, the food ran out, or Emma turned
it off, the flow of paste ceasing. Emma gave her another pat on the
belly as she tried to speak, the feeding-tube still deep enough in
her mouth that she couldn’t do more than make idiotic and wordless
mumbles. The thing around her head vibrated again before Emma
spoke.

‘That should keep you fed! I’ve checked your
diary and you’ve not got anything this morning. I’d like to fully
test you again, and then I need to prepare you for the
afternoon.’

Charlotte struggled against her bonds,
knowing it was futile, Emma stroking her again.

‘Shhh, shhh. The collar can still activate.
Now, what does it feel like when I do this?’

Fingers teased along the edge of her sex,
gently feeling into her. Charlotte still felt numb, as though her
nerves were coated with a thick gel, deadening her sensations. Emma
made a concerned noise, only increasing Charlotte’s agitation,
enough to set the collar beeping. She immediately tried to calm
herself and took several deep breaths, the beeping subsiding
without triggering any further pain, even as Emma’s fingers
continued to probe and test inside of her.

She had to suck air in, whatever connected
her to the outside world more than just a tube, a valve or
something forcing her to fight for breath. It was a strange
sensation, being sealed in and locked away from the outside world.
Her breath was something she had to struggle for, her crotch cool
and numb as Emma’s hands wandered over her body. She couldn’t hear
anything – if she focused, she could dimly make out white noise,
gentle hissing that was virtually beneath conscious awareness.

She let herself drift away, momentarily free
of her cares, Emma’s touches getting softer and softer until
Charlotte wasn’t sure if she was hallucinating them, finger touches
becoming… maybe feathers? She shuddered as something stroked
against the sole of her foot, so soft she couldn’t detect precisely
where it was touching, if she was being touched at all. All she
could do was endure it, the sweat-stained sheets clinging to her
back, the only thing she could feel.

Then pain started. Spikes dug into her soles,
then raked along her inner thighs, scratching her skin, fingers
pinching her belly and hips then her breasts, metal biting into her
nipples. She shook her body, feeling whatever had been attached
shaking around. Sound suddenly echoed around the box, painful and
screeching, stabbing into her ears, making her garble into her
breath-tube. Something brushed against her slit, pushing inside of
her, although without triggering any sensation.

She shook her limbs, trying to break free,
the pain intensifying, and then the collar started. It shocked her,
then tightened around her neck, making it even harder to breath.
The clamps on her nipples were twisted and tugged, metal stretching
and biting at the sensitive skin. What was being done to her? She
wanted to beg for it to stop, but with the tube forcing her mouth
open, all she could do was roughly gabble mushy noises.

Sparks danced in her vision as her lungs
burned, the electrical shocks blasting breath from her as she was
hurt, again and again, making her whimper and cry.

And then, nothing. She heaved in a breath,
her neck still tingling from the aftershocks. She couldn’t move her
head at all, everything too tight, the box thick with her own heat,
her only connection to outside through the tube and what noise she
was permitted to hear through the headphones.

Now what? She couldn’t feel Emma’s presence
at all, and there was no sound she could focus on, only the
barely-perceptible haze of white noise, numbing her sense of time.
She wouldn’t be left here, would she? Surely she would be let out
soon? Not that she could tell how long she had been in here – her
nipples were still in pain, the clamps tight, impossible to remove
with her limbs bound. She shook herself, as much as she could,
hoping to draw some attention – where was Emma? She forced herself
to remain calm, taking slow, steady breaths through the tube,
focusing on the pain from the clamps, perversely glad of the pain,
of having something to focus on; without that, it would only
be the darkness and the impossible-to-focus-on white noise, forever
sliding out of perception.

A sudden stinging pinch to her belly jerked
her from her reverie, and she grunted in frustration. Hands stroked
her limbs, as a finger traced over her crotch, a tingle of
anticipation swiftly vanishing, her pussy ominously numb, before
the chastity belt was clipped into place, and she whined in
frustration, despite her current inability to get off.

Then the hands moved to her ankle, the padded
cuff getting released, freeing one leg, and then the other. She
could feel Emma’s hair moving over her torso as the clamps were
released, and then pain surged, as blood rushed into the
previously-crushed flesh. She managed not to scream, she thought,
despite the intense agony, making her pant for air, the collar
starting to tighten again as she tried to force herself to feel
calm. Cool fingers dabbled something soothing onto her nipples, the
pain getting somewhat numbed, before she felt a “click”, close by
her head. Air, fresh and cool, touched her face, the breathing tube
getting removed. But she still couldn’t see!

The hands ran themselves along her head, the
scent of Emma’s body from close by, as earbuds were plucked out,
and then something was removed from her face, light rushing in, and
she had to blink away tears until she could see. Emma was on the
bed next to her, smiling down nervously, wearing her usual latex
bodysuit, this one black.

‘Excellent work, ma’am. I think you will need
some time without any, um, stimulation, in order to fully recover.
I would advise strict isolation, but from your calendar, I see that
you are very busy. This means that you will have to be very careful
to avoid anything that might excite you.’

Charlotte moved her arms, at least as much as
she could. ‘Can you release me?’ She could now turn her head enough
to see that that her neck was cradled within a metal box with a
padded cuff inflated to make a seal, the top hinged open. She
couldn’t crane her neck enough to get out, meaning that she could
be trapped again if Emma simply tilted the top down.

‘Of course, just a moment, I want to make
sure everything is prepared. I want to avoid any excess
stimulation. Give me a moment.’

Charlotte sank back down in defeat, too
vulnerable to risk upsetting her, not wanting that lid to come back
down and seal her into the darkness again. At least from here, she
could see Emma moving around, coming back with a latex outfit, a
half-bodysuit like a wetsuit, cut short at the knees and
shoulders.

‘This should help. I’ve checked, and I’m
confident that you will be able to hide it beneath normal clothing.
Even beneath a short skirt! Although you will have to do all your
buttons up, all the way to the top. Now, up you get, and then I can
get you ready.’ She leaned over, releasing the cuffs on Charlotte’s
wrists. She was free again! She slowly sat up, glad to be able to
move again, turning her neck as much as the collar allowed,
shifting her limbs around before standing.

Emma held up the bodysuit. ‘Go and clean
yourself, and then we can get you dressed.’

The doorbell chimed, startling them both.
Before Charlotte could stop her, Emma had gone to answer it. She
heard a briefly murmured conversation and ducked her head around to
see what was happening. The concierge was there, smiling as he
talked to her, obviously enjoying the sight of her body. He handed
over a plastic box, a shipping manifest taped to the side, and Emma
turned. He tilted his head to admire her ass, before the door
closed.

‘There is a package for you, ma’am.’ Emma
returned with the small crate and placed it on the bed. It was
sturdy and tough, but looked brand new, the plastic gleaming black.
Emma opened it up, with several sharp “clicks” before it opened,
hinges moving silently. Inside was carefully-shaped foam padding,
supporting a pair of masks.

Both were ornately-decorated plastic, elegant
swirls of gold against pale cream and emerald green, made in two
parts, with a piece that covered the jaw and mouth that could be
locked beneath the main part, to completely conceal the face of the
wearer. The eyes were covered by small and transparent lenses, and
the straps holding the masks on were sturdy, with metal wires
running through the fabric ties. She picked it up and held it
against her face – it was surprisingly light and comfortable, held
in such a way as to not rest too heavily against the face.

‘What are these?’

Emma was reading a note. ‘You have been
invited to a masked party, it seems. And have been requested to
bring the woman from your previous meeting. By, um, “someone that
wants to finish the negotiations”?’

Charlotte smiled. He must be interested then,
and Lisa could be made to serve again. And she was generally quite
eager to fuck after a few drinks and looked good in a little black
dress.

‘Will ma’am be attending? It seems that a car
will be sent.’

‘Yes!’ This could be excellent, the chance to
seal the deal. And maybe make some other contacts.

‘I will pick out some clothing for you, then.
I hope that it meets with your approval. And you may wish to, um,
shower as well.’

It didn’t seem worth the effort to restrain
her; at least Emma had good taste. Although the damn chastity belt!
If there were any other attractive men there, then she wouldn’t be
able to enjoy herself. But that faint numbness was worrying, and
she didn’t want to have any permanent damage! She wanted to be able
to fuck properly again, without having to be tested and restrained
while doing it.

Emma steered her towards the shower,
Charlotte not objecting, finding the touch strangely comforting, of
human contact without hurt.

She scrubbed herself down, glad to wipe the
sweat off her body. She tried plucking at the belt again, but it
had no give again, no sign of ever releasing without authorization.
It felt good to be clean, to properly wash her hair, to be wet and
clean again, feeling her body. The soreness from her nipples
quickly faded, and she played with her breasts a little, feeling a
warmth slowly developing. At least she wasn’t completely dead and
numb then! When she was done, she stepped out of the shower and
dried herself off, then exited.

She was only free and unrestrained for a few
seconds before Emma started pulling her new undersuit on, the
material clinging tightly to her like a second skin. It was
gleaming black, tight enough across the shoulders to restrict her
movement there, but supported and hugged her body, lifting her
breasts. She flexed, looking at a mirror, enjoying the sight of
herself, body half-sheathed in shining black, the collar merging in
at the top. She tugged at the neckline – there was no spare
material, unfortunately, nothing she could use to pull up, and
insulate herself from the biting of the collar, from either the
electricity or the choking. But she did look damn good! She turned
around to check her backside, admiring the way it showed her butt,
although the chastity belt was just about visible beneath, an
inelegant line against the otherwise sleek shapes of her body. If
it wasn’t for the circumstances, and the worrying numbness in her
crotch, it would be quite appealing!

Emma ran a hand along her body, squeaking
against the latex. ‘Magnificent, ma’am. And it should help prevent
any accidental over-stimulation. And I have laid out some clothing
for you.’

She gestured at the options – things
Charlotte had forgotten she even owned. A mini-skirt and blouse,
sexy and tight, although the skirt was short enough that it would
make hiding the chastity belt hard. The third option was an
ankle-length black skirt dress, with a high slit to the hip, cut
tight around the hips and bust, and high-necked in the Chinese
style, and with long, tight sleeves. That would hide the collar and
cuffs, or at least make them look like a deliberate choice.

Emma fussed over her, stroking and cleaning
her skin, then pulling the latex back onto her body, before easing
the dress into place – it wasn’t a second skin like latex,
transforming and altering her body, but it was still tight,
especially on top of the bodysuit beneath. Then Emma fetched a
short leather strap – it must have been something she’d gotten at
some point and forgotten about. This went about her uncovered
thigh, like a garter, the metal buckle glinting. Emma kissed her on
the knee and smiled up at her, as Charlotte rang up Lisa,
browbeating her into attending. Not that the slut needed much
persuading! She would come here, to have her outfit vetted, and
then a driver would arrive for them.


 Chapter
Seven: The Masquerade

Charlotte nodded in approval – Lisa’s dress was short
enough and trashy enough that it should appeal to anyone interested
in women, with stockings sheathing her long legs and low-cut to
display her large breasts. Any cum stains would show up, but it
should be easy to throw her at anyone that needed distracting or
persuading. She seemed a little tense and uncomfortable, but
probably wouldn’t outwardly disobey – Lisa needed the job, and the
money, after all.

She took one of the masks and put it over
Lisa’s face – it buckled on, straps clipping together on the back
into a sealed black box without an obvious release. With the lower
plate in place, it completely covered her face and rendered her
anonymous except for her large, wide eyes staring back through the
panels, eyelashes fluttering. When Lisa spoke, her voice was
slightly muted by the mask, the thing making her sound quiet and
mumbling. As her hands felt at the straps, Charlotte slapped them
away.

‘What is this for?’

Charlotte stroked her head, resisting the
urge to dig her nails in and just order the woman to do it. But
dragging along someone that was crying and resisting would just
make things harder, no matter how tempting it was.

‘To help secure that investment. And it’s
nothing you haven’t done before. You might even be able to snag a
wealthy lover.’

That didn’t seem to reassure her much, as
Emma tended to the pair of them, tugging and tweaking clothing into
place, shifting fabric around until they both looked fantastic,
before taking the mask and carefully putting it over Charlotte’s
face. The world dimmed slightly, her eyes now behind faintly tinted
lenses.

‘Excellent, ma’am. You look magnificent. And
you as well.’ She off-handedly included Lisa, obviously not knowing
her name. Well, at least Emma knew her loyalties, fawning more over
herself than Lisa. But Emma was right – she did look amazing, the
mask shrouding her in mystery, her eyes rimmed with dark eyeshadow,
making them appear preternaturally large, the only point of
animation on her shrouded face. And the dress – sexy but not
trashy, highlighting her curves and the flow of her body, but not
showing too much flesh, especially when contrasted to Lisa in her
slutty black dress, looking destined to be slicked with sweat and
cum. Well, so much the better – she could be thrown to the mob and
used and abused. It was a shame she wasn’t wearing a shock collar
herself, it would certainly help to keep her under control if Lisa
should grow rebellious! But she would probably be obedient; she
certainly had been before.

A bell chimed and startled everyone, a video
screen by the door lighting up. It showed an attractive young man,
smartly dressed in a waistcoat and shirt, the sleeves rolled back.
He smiled at the camera. ‘I’m here to take two guests to a
party?’

Well, he was certainly better looking than
the average taxi driver, and far better dressed. Emma stepped
forward and pressed the button to speak back. ‘Yes, they will be
down imminently.’ She turned to Charlotte. ‘Now, remember, ma’am,
not to get over-stimulated. I’ve heard some of these parties can
be, um, a little wild.’ She nodded at Lisa and then whispered.
‘Throw her at them if anyone tries to, um, use you.’ She raised her
voice again. ‘But you look magnificent in that! Nice, and a bit
different.’

It was strange being almost mothered by Emma,
but definitely better than being tormented! And she was right –
Lisa would make an acceptable sacrifice. They headed downstairs,
Lisa docilely following along behind, looking uncomfortable.

The driver was waiting for them, looking just
as good in the flesh as through the camera. He smiled again, making
a slight bow to the two of them. ‘This way, if you would,
ladies.’

Outside there was a sportscar, all sleek
silver lines and throbbing power, even when idle. The doors opened
at their approach silently slid open, allowing the door of them to
sit in the back.

A glass partition separated them from the
driver, the doors locking shut. The driver took his own seat,
before his voice came through a speaker, the compartment completely
soundproofed.

‘This is something of a private party, so
you’re not allowed to see where we’re going.’ The world went dark,
as the lenses suddenly went completely black. Lisa mumbled
something, the mask garbling whatever she was trying to say.

The car started, power rumbling through the
thing, surrounding, almost embracing, Charlotte, sending a thrill
of sensation through her body, the chastity belt vibrating against
her body. ‘If you could let us know when we arrive then, please.’
She felt around, finding the seatbelt and clipping herself in, the
band tight across her body giving some comfort as the car
accelerated away smoothly.

Although she couldn’t see, the driver seemed
skilled, the car moving smoothly, without any sudden screeching
stops or overly-harsh corners. She reached out and found Lisa’s
hand, hoping the woman wouldn’t complain, glad of the human contact
in the darkness.



It was hard to tell time but it didn’t seem
that long, just enough to get out of the heart of the city, but
long enough that she was starting to feel a little sore around the
waist, where the metal band of her chastity belt was buzzing and
thrumming and grinding about her body. The car moved onto gravel,
crunching under the wheels, as they slowed to a stop. The door
popped open, the sounds of distant chatter wafting in, along with
the sounds of shoes on gravel, along with the scents of flowers and
perfume.

Charlotte shuffled around, carefully
extending a leg out of the door, feeling fabric drape itself over
her skin before her heel found the graveled floor. She managed to
stand, resting a hand on the car to steady herself, until Lisa
bumped into her from behind.

‘My apologies, ladies, but the lenses will
clear once you are inside, as you are not yet members. All very
hush-hush and secretive, I’m sure you understand. If you would
allow me to guide you?’

She felt his presence, his hand taking her
own, while she reached for Lisa, making sure they stayed together.
She pulled on Lisa, taking some pleasure in hearing the woman
stumble slightly. Although she had to be careful herself, the
gravel shifting slightly beneath her heels. Until, suddenly, there
was stable stone beneath her feet, the first of a series of steps,
and then wood, her heels clicking against the surfaces. Some light
started to bleed through, a gentle glow as the darkness receded and
the lenses began to clear.

‘I will leave you ladies to it – when you are
done, then I will be returning you home, until then I’ll wait in
the car. Enjoy your evening.’

His presence retreated as vision returned,
showing her to be in the hallway of some manor house,
wooden-paneled walls around them. From somewhere ahead came the
sounds of laughter and conversation. That must be where the party
was. ‘Come!’ She ordered Lisa to follow her, finding comfort in
being able to give a command and have it followed.

The place showed money, and a lot of it –
even if it was just rented, then that wouldn’t be cheap, especially
not to keep it anonymous. There was even a security checkpoint
staffed by a woman with cuffs, a truncheon and a stun gun hanging
off her belt, a metal detector held in her hands. A black X of tape
was on the ground.

‘Good evening.’ The guard looked at them,
face sternly professional. ‘No mobile phones are allowed. I will
need to pat you down as well. Just in case, you understand – the
other guests would prefer to remain unrecorded, so that nothing
untoward should be recorded.’

‘Of course.’ Charlotte stood forward onto the
mark, raising her arms, as the guard snapped sterile gloves over
her hands. Her dress, and the bodysuit beneath, didn’t give
anywhere to hide anything, but she endured the woman’s probing
hands, patting down her body, cupping and briefly squeezing her
breasts, running up her thighs, a finger tapping against the
chastity belt, but she didn’t say anything, before stepping back
and letting Charlotte move away. Her skin was so sensitive that
even the contact from the woman’s fingers made her want to flinch
away, but she managed to resist the instinctive movement. Then the
guard waved the metal detector over Charlotte’s body, the thing
clicking briefly as it moved over her crotch, but mercifully she
didn’t focus on it.

Next it was Lisa’s turn – the guard was
rather more forceful with her, squeezing her flesh with pinching
fingers, a hand reaching beneath Lisa’s short skirt and probing
around. From how Lisa squirmed, the gloved fingers were pushing
around quite intensively, but she didn’t do more than make noises
of discomfort until the hands were withdrawn. The guard smacked
Lisa on the rump.

‘Guests of guests have some… extra limits.
We’ve had problems with snoopers before.’ She fiddled with Lisa’s
mask, removing the lower the plate then shoving her fingers into
Lisa’s mouth and feeling around, ignoring the grunt of protest from
Lisa. Another faceplate was switched in, this one with an extended
prong on the inside, that slid into the mouth and effectively
gagged Lisa. After this was locked on, Lisa kept struggling, making
sounds of protest until the guard cuffed her hands behind her, then
looked at Charlotte. ‘You should have trained her better. I don’t
want her to cause any trouble, otherwise I’ll be coming to punish
you personally.’ Lisa mewed, the prong stifling her ability to
speak, grunting in shock as the guard slapped her ass. ‘Do you want
a leash for her?’

Lisa grunted in probably-anger.

‘Yes, thank you.’

A leather band was snapped around her neck
and connected to a leash. ‘If you tug it, it’ll give her a shock.
Try and keep her under control.’

Lisa was shaking her head, arms struggling,
trying to reach up to her neck but not able to reach. Charlotte
stepped towards her – Lisa’s eyes were virtually hidden now, her
lenses almost completely black, shrouding her vision and making her
dependent on outside help for direction. ‘Shhh, don’t worry. Just
be good, and I’ll make sure nothing too bad happens to you.’

Lisa struggled a little more before going
quiescent, turning her head and trying to see anything, her cuffs
clinking as she twisted her wrists, trying to find out her range of
movement.

‘You don’t need to see, just stay close and
obey. Or I’ll cut you loose and see what happens, understand?’ Her
muttered growl indicated probably-agreement. ‘Very good. Come with
me.’

She tugged on the leash, taking pleasure at
being able to command so directly. The guard nodded in approval.
‘You’re both cleared. Don’t go making any trouble now!’ Her hand
drifted towards her stun gun in a clearly threatening matter, as
Charlotte hurriedly left, not wanting to be probed further herself
and pulling Lisa behind her. Lisa was quiet behind whatever had
been shoved into her mouth, clearly upset from the probing – quite
how far had the woman’s fingers pushed? Well, if it kept her
obedient, so much the better. It would probably be for the better
to find some company for her as soon as possible, to keep her
distracted.

Through the security checkpoint was a large
hall, a smattering of masked figures already circulating and
socializing. Everyone was dressed to impress, the men in suits, the
women in elegant dresses, everyone’s faces hidden behind masks.
Lisa wasn’t the only one on a leash, a number of the other guests
having their own attendants or plus ones, almost all dressed in
tight and revealing gloves – the women in skimpy things of lace and
gauze, the men in sheer shirts, largely unbuttoned. Some of them
were allowed to see, their eyes mutely staring out from their
masks, but all had their mouths sealed.

Lisa slowed, Charlotte tugging on the leash
to encourage her to movement. Lisa’s head jerked, a grunt of pain
coming from behind the mask – the shock mechanism must have
triggered. Well, it was better than being shocked herself, and
should show Lisa who was in charge.

‘Now, behave!’

Lisa grunted but obeyed, moving as directed.
Charlotte went to investigate the area – the main hall had clearly
once been a ballroom, with large mirrors set on the walls, although
the niches between them that should have been set with statues
instead had suspicious-looking harnesses and straps hanging from
the ceiling. There were probably semi-private rooms not far away
with a wider range of “equipment”, where the wealthy could take
their toys or pets for pleasure or punishment. Not that she could
take part much, with the damn belt in place! And it wasn’t really
her thing – being on charge she had no problem with, but all of the
mucking about with chains and whips took forever; easier just to
fuck and be de done with it. She experimentally tugged on the
leash, feeling something click then hearing a sharp intake of
breath from Lisa, followed by a harsh mutter. Useful, but it was
probably best to not be too cruel – she wanted Lisa to be a
fucktoy, rather than comatose from excess shocks.

She circulated around, listening politely on
the edge of several conversations. A few of the social clusters
clearly knew each other well, chatting about shared acquaintances,
but in terms vague enough that she couldn’t be entirely sure who
they meant. Most were more guarded though, talking in vague
generalities about the ups-and-downs of business, without getting
into detail.

The chatter suddenly went silent as a man
strode into the room – wearing a bright red jacket trimmed with
gold, he had the stereotypical girth and belly of a toastmaster,
complete with a bell on his waist. His head was completely enclosed
inside a boar-head mask, tusks tipped with silver, but his voice
was powerful and commanding.

‘All rise, all rise! Welcome, all, to the fun
and festivities! Many of you are old, but some are new, and I bid
you welcome!’

Charlotte pulled on the leash, and Lisa
obediently moved, trying to keep it loose enough not to trigger the
shock mechanism. Charlotte positioned the woman in front of her
herself, placing one hand against her back to angle her – more than
a few of the other guests were admiring her, the lenses of their
masks sparkling and glinting.

‘Good girl. Behave, and I’ll see you
rewarded.’ She stroked Lisa’s back, all the way down to the
buttocks – she must be spending a lot of time at the gym, her body
was lean and well-toned.

‘And so, to the games! Many of you have
bought… honored companions, to be shared amongst ourselves.’ A
shiver ran through Lisa’s body, and Charlotte pinched her spine,
then whispered in her ear. ‘It’s nothing you haven’t done before!’
Whatever Lisa tried to say in return she couldn’t, the words a
mumbled mush.

‘If those that are new to this honored
company would present themselves and their companions?’

Charlotte stepped forward while pushing Lisa,
as several others did likewise, a mix of genders for both the
“guests” and their companions, although the companions were all
leashed, masked and restrained, their clothing even more obviously
displaying their bodies then that of their masters. Charlotte
started to feel herself stirring inside, trying to dissipate the
feeling by pinching Lisa again, making her squeal.

‘If the companions could be made ready!’

Lisa squeaked again, Charlotte running her
nails down Lisa’s back and hissing in her ear. ‘Just obey!’ There
were metal rings on the ground, and Charlotte paused for a second
as she watched the other guests push the leash through them and
then pull on them, forcing their subordinates downwards and onto
their knees.

She mimicked them, enjoying the twitch that
shook through Lisa’s body as the shock kicked in, and she staggered
and fell to her knees, hands wriggling behind her back. She pulled
the leash tight, forcing Lisa’s face to the floor, her backside
rising up into the air, buttocks sliding out from beneath the short
skirt. The masked eyes seemed to gleam even more brightly now,
looking at the feast being offered up to them. Lisa was trying to
pull her skirt into place, the material too short to cover her
backside, now fully exposed to the crowd.

‘To prove their worth, the applicants must
show their dominance over their guests!’ The others on the ground
seemed rather more prepared for this – one of them, a man, was even
visibly erect through his trousers, his crotch bulging. ‘To begin
with, let’s see some marks on these soft, tender buttocks!’ His
voice was leering, the crowd moving closer in, as Lisa’s struggles
intensified, but she couldn’t twist her arms and shoulders enough
to reach the leash, and every time she pulled too far back, she
shocked herself.

An attendant, basically a smaller and
skinnier version of the master of ceremonies, approached with a
bundle of canes in hand and passed them out. Charlotte took one and
flicked her wrist, listening to the whistle as it cut the air. Lisa
twitched again and moved her hands to protect her backside.

Charlotte lightly tapped the hands with the
cane. She’d never really done much like this before, but she was
starting to see why people might enjoy it! ‘Move them, or I’ll hit
them instead.’

Lisa shook her head, or at least rocked it on
the ground. One of the guests, another woman, dressed in a sleek
red evening gown, a long leg flashing into view with every step and
her face hidden behind a mask of ivory and crimson, strode forward.
‘Let me help you, my dear. Sometimes the poor things need a little
encouragement.’ She grabbed at the chain of the cuffs between
Lisa’s wrists and pulled it upwards, wrenching on Lisa’s shoulders
and pulling her hands away from her backside, so she was fully
exposed and unprotected. All that was covering her slit was a
skimpy band of lace, which Charlotte experimentally poked with the
cane, enjoying the quiet sob that came from Lisa.

Then she raised her arm back and flicked her
wrist forward, angling the strike to land across a buttock. Three
quick strikes, and red marks appeared on the woman’s tanned skin,
her sobbing intensifying. The thing was light and whippy, easy to
use, and watching the welts appear deeply satisfying. Lisa was
twisting her arms, trying to get them free to protect herself, but
the woman’s grip was too strong, and all she could do was twist her
head around and shock herself some more.

Charlotte reached down and hooked a finger
around the lace, then gave it a sharp yank. The fabric stretched,
then quickly ripped and tore, revealing the shaven slit beneath.
Lisa gave another sobbing moan, shifting about in fear of another
strike. Charlotte flicked her wrist again, grinning as she got into
the rhythm of it, before carefully jabbing forward instead,
watching the flesh distend under the tip of the cane. Lisa would
definitely need a cushion tomorrow, and probably for a few days
after that! But her slit was starting to glisten, the dirty slut
getting turned on by the harsh treatment.

She kept striking, Lisa’s grunts getting more
pained and frantic, her feet kicking against the floor, Charlotte
ignoring her muted protests.

‘An admirable display of wristwork! And the
subjects seem to be nice and red now!’ There was a sharp “crack” as
the master of ceremonies struck one of the other targets, hard
enough to make them yelp. ‘And now, as a final test, the
penetration!’ He thrust his hips back and forth – he must be
padding surely, his cock couldn’t be that large, even if he was
erect? ‘For those not, shall we say, naturally equipped for such
things, then a replica will, of course, be provided.’ His assistant
was already on it, handing over a strap-on. It had two bulbous
cocks, one above the other, both already glistening with lube.

Charlotte’s dress was short enough that it
was fairly easy to put on, although she had to keep tugging the
material down to hide her chastity belt, not wanting to risk
showing that. Such a crowd would probably think that she was
“owned” by someone else already and might take matters into their
own hands!

The weight of the thing took a moment to
adjust to, the rubbery lumps bobbing about slightly. Lisa’s
struggles were more intense now, more strangled gasps and groans as
she shocked herself, again and again. Her neck would probably be
marked with red burn marks as well – Charlotte made a note to buy
her a high-necked blouse as a gift, as well as a cushion.

She dropped to her knees and shuffled forward
awkwardly, using her legs to push apart Lisa’s, taking hold of the
top cock and guiding it forward, pushing it against the knot of
Lisa’s backside. She slowly slid it inside, the sphincter
stretching wide to accommodate the intruder, Lisa’s grunts changing
to drawn-out whines. Charlotte drew it partially out, before taking
the other cock and rubbing it against Lisa’s entrance, sliding it
in.

With the belt rattling against her own body
with every thrust, it was hard to take much pleasure in it, as she
shoved her hips back and forth, giving Lisa’s welted backside a
slap. How long did she need to do this for? The other inductees
were happily grinding away, their subjects twisting beneath them,
making sounds that it was impossible to tell if they were enjoying
it or not.

She put her hands on Lisa’s hips, now shoving
both the cocks in, all the way to the base. She could see Lisa’s
asshole stretch and warp with every thrust, the flesh yielding to
the cock. The woman in red smiled at her from above, as she ground
a pointed heel against Lisa’s head. The grunts got more regular,
before Lisa let out a keening whine, her whole body going into a
juddering spasm. Had she just come, from being violated in two
holes? Well, that wasn’t much of a surprise, she was a slut.

Charlotte slowly withdrew, watching the anus
slowly close up, trying to recover from the reaming it had
received. She was feeling light-headed now, the chastity belt
feeling as though it were melting into her body. Dammit, she wanted
to be out of the thing, able to fuck as she wanted to, not
bound behind metal!

‘Congratulations! A wonderful set of meat,
fresh for the fucking!’

Charlotte stood, looking at Lisa’s fluids
slicking the cocks, wondering what would happen next. Behind the
belt, she could feel a sliver of warmth, her numbness seeming to
fade.

 



 Chapter
Eight: Rigorous Inductions

The “offerings” had been left in place, with the
other guests taking their turns to use and abuse them. The musky
smells of cum and sweat were starting to permeate the room, with a
few of the staff taking similarly submissive positions, on their
knees and pleasuring their betters with their mouths or other
orifices.

The master of ceremonies approached her,
boar-tusks glinting dangerously, his own head and face completely
hidden, although he was probably jowly and red-faced.
‘Congratulations! Masterfully done, young lady.’ Charlotte got the
distinct idea he probably called any woman not clearly of
retirement age ‘young lady’ and resisted the urge to ignore him. He
clearly held some influence here, and it might be a nice place to
come and work out some stress. The feeling of the cane in her hand,
the feeling of the impact against squealing meat, those buttocks
getting caned red and raw… Damn, she wanted to masturbate! Or get
fucked, rough and hard, slam someone onto a bed and ride them raw.
The latex felt even tighter now, binding her body, making her want
to keep her arms close in, the material seeming to kiss her belly
and breasts with every movement.

‘Always a pleasure to have some young blood.’
He moved as though to put an arm over her shoulders and she shifted
away, speaking to him face to face.

‘It was an interesting experience; I didn’t
know this place existed.’

‘Well, we try and maintain a certain
exclusivity. It doesn’t do to let just anyone in, after all. And we
like to keep things nice and secure. It would be most inconvenient
if rumors of this little haven were to slip out, would it not? Our
members do like to enjoy their luxuries, and the authorities may
not always approve of some of our harmless little games.’ There was
a loud grunt from behind him as a man thrust into Lisa, pulling out
to cum over her backside, giving it a slap, a grunt of pain coming
from behind her mask.

‘You can bring that one again, she’s a lovely
piece. Nice, firm ass, and not yet used too much. But if you would
follow me, there are some other pleasures you may wish to partake
of. This way.’

He walked away, gesturing politely at other
guests he passed, nodding his head in recognition of others.
Charlotte followed, wanting to stay close, not entirely trusting
the situation yet.

Away from the ballroom, it was a little
quieter, although the sounds of fucking, of flesh slapping on
flesh, could still be heard. They went up a wide stairway, an
armless statue staring at them as they reached the top. ‘Many come,
of course, simply for the pleasures of the flesh. But I judge you
to be a woman of a little more intellect and discernment.’

He pushed open a door, revealing a large
room, the people in here all focusing intently. Along one wall was
a well-stocked bar, with a wide range of expensive-looking drinks
neatly stacked up, a formally-dressed barman at the ready. Most of
the area was filled with gaming tables, a variety of card games in
progress, a roulette wheel spinning away. A young woman wearing a
tight leotard and fishnets was working the wheel, flirting with the
gamblers, only a pair of bunny ears away from being a cliche.

‘I would prefer a rather more dressed
attendant, truth be told – something about a blouse and skirt is
far more to my tastes, rather than this more tawdry show,
everything all on display. But I was outvoted on the matter. And
the same for smoking! A man should be able to enjoy himself with a
cigar and a pretty woman, but apparently the first is not fit for
suitable company these days! Quite mad, I feel. Anyway, you may
gamble as you wish. Some like to bet their companion’s services, or
you may offer yourself, should you desire. Or money, or for
influence, if you believe your opponent is someone that can make a
particular decision to aid you in some way. We do request that
names not be used, of course. Certain of our members do have
noms de plaisir they go by, but it is considered quite
exceptionally gauche to use a real name here.’

She couldn’t resist asking. ‘And I assume you
have one? A “name of pleasure”, as you put it?’

He preened, his pride obvious even through
the mask as he started to lead her forward into the room. ‘Oh yes,
of course. I go by “the rutting boar”, or “Ruttles” to my friends.
You, my dear, may call me Ruttles, of course. Now, the drinks are
free, but do try to avoid excess. Creating a mess is rather
tasteless and may lead to penalties being applied – the basement
has a rather extensive set of options for such things. And, of
course, one may make decisions that seem wise, but end up being
regretted. There are sleeping chambers upstairs if you require
rest, or downstairs if you wish for companionship. And a wide
variety of implements and equipment for those with such tastes.
Although you may wish to remove that thing, it does ruin the mood a
little. Unless you wish to use them again?’ He gestured at the twin
cocks, still strapped about her waist, gleaming with lube and
Lisa’s fluids.

‘Options are available. Janet here spilled
some Dom Perignon, of a particularly fine vintage, so is working
off her punishment.’ He gestured into a side-room, where a young
woman was tied, face-up, onto a wooden table, utterly naked, her
legs spread wide. A slowly-spinning candle dangled from a string
above her, droplets of wax falling onto her belly, making her gasp
in pain with each one, her restraints too tight to let her move.
Her legs were at right-angles to her body, granting free access to
anyone that wished to fuck her, and her head dangled off the other
end of the table, her mouth free to use as well. ‘She may be there
some time – it was a very expensive bottle. If you have any
questions, my dear, please do come and find me. I do like helping
the new members find their feet.’ He moved as though to touch her
again and she lifted her hand, forcing him to shake her hand,
before raising it to the boar’s mouth in an imitation of kissing
it, the bristles stiff and spiky. ‘I can normally be found in the
pleasure rooms downstairs. Enjoy yourself, my dear.’

He finally left, leaving Charlotte to her own
devices. She walked into the punishment room, watching the candle
slowly spin around. It left a circle of red droplets on the woman’s
breasts and belly, a slow rain of hot wax. She raised her head,
revealing that her mouth was held open with a ring of metal, and
her eyes blinded by black leather, her tongue waggling as she
struggled to form words. Was she begging to be fucked, or to be
released? A rack on the walls held several whips, crops and
paddles, marks on her breasts and thighs showing that they had been
used.

Charlotte approached between the spread legs
– a metal band was on each ankle and wrist, holding the victim
stretched out like a capital “H”, unable to break free. Her holes
were already smeared with cum and lube, and she was easier to slip
into than Lisa had been, gasping as she was penetrating. Watching
her strain and tense and try to break free, while still twitching
from every fresh dollop of wax, was strangely entertaining, even
though she couldn’t feel any pleasure herself. This fucking
chastity belt! She grabbed the woman’s hips and savagely shoved
herself forward, making the girl whimper in protest, before she
scraped her nails over the soft, tender belly, peeling away the
wax, drawing out more gulps of pain.

She ground and fucked away until she got
bored – there was some pleasure to be had in the strangled sounds
of pain and degradation, but the metal against her own sex was just
making her more frustrated. She withdrew, the woman whimpering and
relaxing for a moment, before more wax splashed onto her. Then
Charlotte untied the strap-on, discarding it into tub in the
corner.

Charlotte turned, someone suddenly in front
of her, making her flinch backwards before she walked into them. It
was a woman, wearing a black silk minidress and heels, a white mask
covering their face with prongs extending on either side of her
mouth, a flame tattoo showing on her bare shoulder.

The bound captive started to struggle more,
their hands clenching, feet kicking as though suddenly afraid,
despite having just been fucked by Charlotte. The newcomer reached
out and grabbed a foot with one hand, scraping the nails of her
other hand down the sole, drawing out a strangled grunt of
pain.

‘This one desires to gamble.’ With the mask
covering her face, it was impossible to tell her expression and her
tone was flat and emotionless, as she continued to torture the
woman’s foot. ‘Come.’ The woman let go, leaving the captive whining
in confusion and pain, and Charlotte found herself following,
somehow drawn along in the woman’s wake. The woman’s dress was
backless, a barely-visible plastic strip holding it together,
showing that the flame blazed across her back, the pattern rippling
as she moved.

They stopped by a card table, the
scantily-clad attendant bowing her head to them. ‘I don’t know if I
want to gamble.’ The woman moved close to her, too close, so they
were standing hip-to-hip, a hand stroking across Charlotte’s
backside, before she whispered into Charlotte’s ear, her breath
strangely soft and warm.

‘This one wishes to offer your meat a
vacation. To encourage appropriate memories and behavior.’

She settled back, shifting into an almost
entirely passive stillness, seeming to barely even be breathing.
Meat? Did she mean Lisa? Although it might be wise to strongly
encourage her not to talk about tonight. But that pattern of speech
was distinctive. ‘We’ve met before, haven’t we?’

The woman didn’t respond, didn’t even seem to
be moving. Was it not allowed even to reference the outside world?
Surely the woman couldn’t think she was disguised in any way,
between the tattoo and how she spoke?

‘This one will train your meat to be silent,
as a prize.’

Getting used for a gangbang was definitely
above and beyond what could be expected of someone, even someone as
trashy and slutty as Lisa, so having her “persuaded” to stay silent
could be helpful. But what could she bet?

The waiter came by and put a drink in front
of her – without thinking, she took a sip, finding it sweet and
alcoholic, some flavor she didn’t recognize mixed in. ‘If I win,
you’ll keep Lisa quiet?’ The woman moved, pressing a finger against
Charlotte’s lips while pursing her own. ‘I mean, the meat,
quiet.’

She nodded. ‘If this one wins, then madam
will be cared for and treated by this one personally.’ She
moved with sudden speed, stepping behind Charlotte and grabbing her
shoulders before she could move away, her thumbs digging into her
flesh. It felt… good, tiredness and stress getting pushed out, and
she couldn’t entirely hold back a sigh of relief. And then the
woman stepped away, the moment passing. She shifted, feeling the
tension start to flow in.

‘If you win, you’ll… look after me? That
sounds me like something I’d want to win.’

‘An interest has been declared. A mutual
acquaintance.’ Did the woman’s voice ever shift or change? It was
like she was a robot! But there was only one person she could mean,
surely? And if he was interested… Then this sounded like a bet she
couldn’t really loose. Although in some ways it would be easier if
she won, so she didn’t have to deal with Lisa herself. Isolating
her in a tank until she calmed down would certainly be
effective.

‘OK, then I accept.’ Chips clicked down
against the baize in front of her, stack of twenty, the same going
to the other woman. She took another sip of the drink – was it
alcoholic? There was a slight buzz to it, but that might be the
sugar and caffeine from the mixer. And then cards were dealt, and
they started to game.

 



 Chapter
Nine: A Consequence Ensues

Charlotte’s head was in agony, as though someone were
trying to crack it open with hammers, just the pulse of her blood
enough to make it ache and throb. She tried to reach out, hoping
for a glass of water, but something bound her arms, a tight embrace
restricting her movements. A hand touched her forehead, cool and
soothing, before glass touched her lips, smooth and slightly moist.
Liquid flowed into her mouth bitter and slightly chalky, but she
gulped it down gladly, before slumping back against the soft
pillows and falling back into a doze.

When she awoke again, her headache wasn’t
quite as bad, but was still lurking, threatening to surge up again
if she moved too fast. Where was she? Wherever it was, it was pitch
black, not a trace of light. Her stomach growled, driving her into
action. She tried to move, to push the sheets away, but her arms
wouldn’t move. They were wrapped about her body as though she were
hugging herself, each hand on the opposite hip, bound in something
slick and tight. When she tried to pull on them, it fought back,
only allowing her the slightest movement. Whatever it was, it
wrapped her torso as well, feeling like a tight leotard, with
plastic lumps against her nipples. She could still feel the
tightness of the collar on her neck, but her crotch felt bare, the
chastity belt removed at some point. Had she gotten into some
fucked-up bondage game? Her legs were bare and unrestrained though
– she kicked the sheets away and wriggled around until she found
the edge of the bed.

The floor was wooden tiles, but there was
underfloor heating making it warm. She fumbled forward, finding a
wall, then a recess. Was it a door? Her hands were bound so that
her palms were against her hips, although separated from her body
by the rubbery material. She pressed her body against the door,
finding a protrusion, a round doorknob. She couldn’t get the
traction to twist it, and pushed against it several times, trying
to get it to move without success.

Where was she? Was this one of the rooms at
that club? Or had she picked someone up and was back at their
place? There hadn’t been anyone else in the bed though, had they
already left?

She followed the wall along – it felt like
modern plasterboard, so she probably wasn’t at the club. A doorway,
surrounded by a wooden frame. It opened when she pushed on it, but
only into more darkness - not even a crack of light around a window
or door.

‘Hello?’

The sound of her own voice made her head
throb more. How much had she drunk? Her mouth felt dry, her tongue
stiff and gungy. There was no response, as she continued to feel
her way around. A corner, and then glass, reverberating as she
knocked her forehead against it, trying to ignore the twinges of
pain the sound caused. The tint must be set to maximum, blocking
out the light. ‘Open windows.’ No response. ‘Set tint to 40.’
Nothing again. She didn’t dare strike out into the darkness but
continued to shuffle her way around – an entire wall of windows,
probably offering a panoramic view if they were transparent, but
utterly opaque at the moment.

Another corner, more wall, and then she
hissed in pain as a toe encountered a heavy plastic shape, a chain
creaking as the thing moved away under her impact. Then it pushed
back, something creaking as it swung to and from, before settling
to a stop.

She pushed herself against it – cold, hard
plastic, moving slightly as she pushed against it, with two lumps
just above her own chest height. Above that, it curved back
inwards, the smooth plastic broken only by a small circular hole at
the top, about an inch in diameter. She probed it with her tongue,
finding it slightly moist with a slight movement of air. What was
it, some weird and fancy humidifier? She shoved it with a shoulder
– it had a fair amount of weight to it, enough that it made her
stagger backwards when it swung back against her. It didn’t seem to
do anything though, so she stepped around it, careful to
stay close to a wall, rather than risk losing herself in the middle
of the room.

She moved more cautiously now, her foot
encountering a metal sheet that only seemed to come to her waist –
a cabinet or set of drawers. Maybe there was a tap or something?
She had to feel the way with her face, brushing her lips against a
worktop, before finding an area that was corrugated with metal
ridges, and her heart leapt. A drying rack! To the left of it was a
basin, and then, at the back… Her mouth felt the long metal tube of
a tap. She had to lean all the way over until she found the base.
Her tongue brushed against something smooth and plastic, and there
was the sound of running water, close by. She darted her head back,
angling her mouth to try and gulp as much of it down as possible.
It only ran for a few seconds before stopping, forcing her to
repeat the process until she had managed to drink enough.

With her immediate needs sated, she stood up
and tested her restraints. Even when she strained her arms, she
couldn’t break or even noticeably strain the material, feeling the
force of her pull conduct itself through the stuff, stretching
slightly around her waist. It was tight enough around the shoulders
that it kept pulling her body into the same position, with her
shoulders back. She tried rubbing her back against the wall, hoping
to find some buckle or catch – there was a blocky lump in the small
of her back, but even knocking that against the wall didn’t do
anything. When she pushed her front against the wall, she could
feel a lump over each nipple, some device pressed tightly against
her, lightly gripping onto her nipples.

‘Hello?! Can anyone help me?’ Was the thing
tightening around her as she struggled, or was that her
imagination? ‘Please?’ Still no answer. Around the sink were
several cabinets, all with small niches that someone could hook a
finger into to open, which she couldn’t do. Some beneath the sink,
more above, but none she could open.

She followed the wall around, finding more
cabinets. And then an area of tiled floor, and another door. Having
to use her face and mouth for everything was annoying – the
slightly gritty texture of the paint, the odor of the door, the
smoothness of the plastic panel she found, that must be a button or
sensor for a lock but couldn’t force to activate, were all things
she had to poke with her tongue. The bindings allowed her to flex
her fingers a little in irritation, but no more than that.

She bonked her shoulder against the door –
thick and sturdy, not shifting under the impact at all. That must
be the front door then? Well, she didn’t want to go outside as she
was, with her arms bound and her pussy and ass both exposed.

A quick turn to the left, and there was
another door, this one opening at her push. More tiles beneath her
feet, a slight whiff of shampoo and shower gel. Her probing foot
found a raised lip, and then she was standing on a ridged surface.
She heard a motor whine behind her, something clicked, and then
water poured down onto her from above.

It was… a shower? The water was warm,
although the thing she was wearing seemed impermeable, the water
rolling off it without penetrating. It was unnerving, the material
thin enough she could feel water streaming down her body, but it
never actually touched her. When she tried to retreat, she found
her way blocked, the shower door seemingly automated to shut when
someone entered. When she shoved against it, the door resisted,
glass reverberating and shaking under the impact. She tried again,
harder this time, and then the water turned to shocking, icy
slashes against her skin, until she retreated into the middle of
the shower, and the water returned to being warm. She struggled and
shook in frustration, trying to free herself again, feeling like a
stray animal in the rain. ‘Let me go!’ There was no answer, and she
had to yell her protests with her face down or risk the water going
into her eyes and mouth.

The water continued to pour - she couldn’t
properly wash herself, with her arms being bound, but it made her
feel a bit more awake, and it was good to wash her face, although
the annoyance was starting to turn to anger. Where the fuck was
she, and who had put her here?

The water cut off and the door clicked open,
letting her leave. She shook herself dry, more water still
trickling down her legs and from her hair – there was a towel rack
close by, the fabric soft and fluffy. She used a foot to drag one
off and knelt on it, trying to dry herself off as best she could.
If this was a bathroom though, then that should mean…

She carefully moved around until her foot
found the smooth porcelain curve she expected, and she sat on the
toilet. Without the damn belt on, then she was able to piss
properly! With that dealt with, she managed to flush it as well,
feeling strangely proud of herself for managing that.

With her immediate needs dealt with, she
needed to find out what the hell was going on. And get the fuck out
of this place! Goddam perverts. She seethed against her bindings
again – maybe one of the cabinets would have a sharp corner she
could use to cut through it?

Finding her way across the small space took
far longer than it should have, but she found her way to the
kitchen, then to the corner. It was mostly rounded off, but there
was a slight sharpness there, that she started to rub against,
feeling the material tighten around her, then winced as she poked
herself too hard.

There was the sharp whine of a motor, and her
arms tightened around her body, squeezing some of the breath from
her and making it harder to breath. She fought it, toppling over
and falling to the floor, trying to keep it from tightening
further, as it continued to tighten further.

‘Hey! Stop! I didn’t agree to this! ARGH!’
Her collar zapped her, and she managed to roll over until she was
at least on her knees. It was starting to hurt, now tight enough
that breathing was a struggle, another zap from the collar.

She forced herself to relax, or tried to,
letting her body go limp, although her arms remained forced into
position. As her breathing slowed, the restraints slowly released
themselves as well, returning to their original tightness – tight,
but not painful.

She blinked away tears, a dot of pale blue
light appearing amongst them, somewhere to her right. She shook her
head to try and get the hair out of her face, managing to stand up.
It’s not bright enough to shed any meaningful illumination, doing
nothing more than giving her a point of reference, but after the
darkness, anything was welcome.

It was a small screen, the sort used for
controlling everything in an apartment, with readouts to show the
temperature and lights. She tried pushing against it in the hopes
of activating the lights, but there’s some kind of cover over it,
stiff enough that she can’t open it without fingers.

Good morning. I hope you don’t mind the
apartment, it’s one of my fanciest. Think yours isn’t far,
either.

She looked around for a camera, but there was
nothing other than the tiny pool of blue light. Who was it? ‘Then
where are the fucking lights? And why am I tied up?’

Text continued to appear, but it didn’t seem
as though they could hear her. You were being a little wild last
night, but the Director is looking after you. She seems to like
you, which is rare. The Director? The weird bitch that ran the
relaxation facility? But who was talking to her then? Shit, what
day was it, how long had she been out? There was no date
displayed on the screen, nothing to give any indication of time,
not even a clock. Had to put a bit of a delay in negotiations
while you’re indisposed, but that girl you bought is close
by, don’t worry about her. You can have her back if you want,
she’ll be nice and obedient. When the Director discharges you, we
can finish the transaction. Enjoy your break – I’ve seen what she
stocks that place with, all the best things! Play nice!

Dammit, she needed to finish that off, to get
the money! She writhed in her bindings again, unable to make any
more headway than before. She shoved her face against the panel in
frustration, unable to get to the buttons sealed away.

The message blinked out, before more text
started to appear.

The subject will prepare herself. Was
that the strange woman, the Director? Even by text she was creepy!
At least Emma was soft and nice, not all sharp edges and angles.
The subject must be obedient and learn to control herself. The
more the subject obeys, the faster the subject can be released.
Charlotte growled in annoyance. ‘Just put the belt on me and let me
go! Or at least turn the lights on!’ But there was no sign she was
heard, the dark room uncaring of her protests.

The subject must go swiftly to the
examination room. Failure will bring punishment.

‘Where’s the examination room?’ There was no
answer, then the message disappeared, the panel blinking off. She
closed her eyes (not that it made any difference) and tried to
figure out the shape of the place. The bedroom was somewhere to her
right, maybe she could just go and sleep? Or find her phone, and
try and unlock it with her nose?

She followed the wall along until she found
the door – fortunately it hadn’t shut fully, so she could push her
foot into the gap and push it open. She stayed close to it as it
swung – it didn’t seem weighted, so it stayed open. She would have
to be careful, otherwise she could get locked into a room by
accident.

A few steps bought her into contact with the
bed – she walked around it, finding another window-wall to the
left, a bed-side table on each wide, a wardrobe she couldn’t open.
The other door was still there – the place didn’t seem large enough
for an en-suite to be worthwhile, but she pushed on the door again.
It shook and rattled, without the resistance of a lock, but didn’t
open. She dropped to her knees and pushed her mouth against the
doorknob, trying to open her jaw wide enough to grip the smooth
metal between the teeth. It took her several tries before she
managed to get enough traction to twist it, the door popping open
and falling towards her.

The room inside was just as dark as
everywhere else, as she crawled forward, still on her knees. She
shivered as the floor changed from heated wooden panels to cold
tile, before standing up again. She stood up and stepped forward,
hearing a faint “click” behind herself – she turned back around, to
find the door now shut, not opening when she pushed on it. She
swore under her breath, her jaw already sore from having opened the
door to get in. She pushed herself against it, but it refused to
open.

With a soft, electric pop, a screen turned
on, even the dark blankness shedding enough light to sting her
eyes. But it revealed something of the contents of the room –
glinting metal she couldn’t form into an actual shape, vague
patches of darkness and deeper shadow.

The subject was tardy. Punishment shall be
applied.

Her collar activated, hard and sharp and
fast. She staggered to the side, falling against a hard wall. ‘I
can’t see anything! Fuck!’ It made a loud beeping at her, followed
by a smaller shock, clearly a warning.

The subject will now seat herself for
testing.

‘I have a name, you know, you creepy bitch!’
The collar beeped in warning. ‘I can’t even see where to sit!’
Through the tears of pain, she could make out a series of bright
gleams, curves sliding together, and she stepped towards it, taking
small steps, careful not to knock her toes on anything. She raised
a foot and used it to probe forward, finding a metal structure with
a seat on top, although barely padded. She spun around and quickly
sat down, ignoring the discomfort from her arms, just as her collar
started to whine again. It went silent as she moved into in place –
the metal was carefully shaped, her legs sliding into curves in the
metal. There was a loud metal “clunk”, and something moved over her
ankles, locking her legs in place.

‘Hey! Let me go!’

If she craned her neck, she could still see
the screen. Examination will now begin.


 Chapter Ten: Examination Session

The only light was from the white text on the
monitor, doing little more than to make the shadows deeper,
unsettling gleams just about visible on the walls. Then the chair
clunked upwards and rotated, spinning around until the door was
behind her as something attached itself to the back of her collar
and pulled her head back. There was a headrest, but it wasn’t
padded, more unyielding metal against the back of her head. More
motors whined as pressure was applied to her temples, unseen but
forcing her to stay looking ahead.

Charlotte tried to push her head forward, but
there was no give in whatever was connected to her collar. She
could twist her torso a little, but then a metal bar curved around
from behind and clicked into place, restraining her movement to
futile writhing of her bound arms.

The chair suddenly changed position again,
tilting backwards until she was virtually horizontal. Her legs,
that had been bent at the knee, were straightened and then spread.
‘Hey!’

There was no response, and from this position
she couldn’t see the screen. All Charlotte could do was twist and
wriggle her feet around, or flex her arms, still wrapped about her
body in an enforced hug. She tried to wrench her neck forward
again, but the restraints were too strong.

‘Let me go! You can’t keep me here!’

Testing will now begin. A projector
flicked on, the thrum of the fan the only sound. Was she even
talking to that bitch, or was it some computer program running
through a process? The Director was so damn cold and rigid it would
be hard to tell!

The subject should remain calm.

‘I’m not a damn test subject!’

Her pussy suddenly flared with pain, a moment
before her ears registered the flick of something through the air.
‘Owww! What the fuck was that?’

The subject should remain calm.

There was another stinging swat to her
crotch, as she uselessly tensed her thighs to try and close them,
wanting to protect herself.

Subject: State your name.

‘No! Let me go! Owww!’ It was two strikes
now, a motor clicking in a swift double-tap, making her pussy flare
in agony, the pain from the first strikes not yet having died
away.

Disobedience will be punished. Obedience
will accelerate your treatment.

She heard the motor again and tensed herself
for the pain, but there was only a slight rush of air over her
crotch – whatever was assaulting her must have stopped just short.
She tensed and pushed her crotch upwards, finding a smooth leathery
pad there for a moment before it withdrew.

Subject: State your name.

‘Dammit, stop hurting me!’

Cooperation brings rewards. Disobedience
brings punishment. State your name, subject.

‘Charlotte Powell!’

She tensed again, but there was no stinging
crack of pain this time.

Age.

‘Thirty-two.’

Last sexual encounter.

‘Oh, come on! You don’t need to know that!’
Although that slut Emma probably had told her. Or maybe she hadn’t
– she had been quite drunk and might not want to let her boss know.
This “Director” certainly seemed as though she would punish her
subordinates for any mistakes!

Something pushed up against her lower lips,
a squidgy and rubbery shaft, already slippery with some lubricant.
She tried to tense against it, but it slid into her over her
protests, settling into her, only penetrating an inch or so.

‘Get that thing out of me!’ She was acutely
aware that her butthole was just as exposed, that some other device
could already be slicking itself, ready to penetrate her.

Measurements will be taken.

‘You don’t need to measure down there!’ It
started to twist around, quite slowly, but clearly probing and
stimulating.

The subject must resist climax as long as
possible.

‘Then get that thing out of me!’

The screen turned fully on, making Charlotte
wince in pain as the light stung her eyes. It showed a woman
wearing a tight pencil skirt and silk blouse, bent over a desk.
Their skirt had been hitched up to show their thighs and backside,
dark tights wrapping over their flesh. There was a damp spot over
their crotch, as they spread their legs further. Hands reached in
and grabbed the tights, twisting and ripping them, leaving their
crotch bare and exposed. There was no sound from it, all she could
hear her own breathing, and the faint mechanical whir of the dildo,
stirring her up inside.

The woman pushed her hips up, as the hands
grasped them, a male stepping partially into frame and starting to
thrust into her, his hips smacking into her backside, cock smoothly
sliding into her. Charlotte tried to twist her own hips, wanting to
slide away from her intruder, but couldn’t break out of her
restraints enough to do so.

The figures moved together, the woman
enthusiastically reacting to the pounding she was getting, and then
the screen went black. Charlotte sank back against the hard metal,
not having realized how much she was tensing up. At least show her
the climax!

The collar tightened around her neck, making
her gasp, as she had to rasp in breath.

Resetting subject.

‘I’m not… a machine!’ She still had no idea
if she was talking to a real person, or if this was some fucked-up
automated process. And the dildo was still gently writhing and
twisting inside of her – just the tip, twisting and wriggling
around, but her body was starting to react.

Another video started. This one focused on a
woman’s face – although the top half of their face was hidden
behind a white plastic mask, their ruby-red lips shining brightly.
Sound started, nigh-orgasmic grunts and groans. The woman was
ungagged, but clearly not in any position to speak properly, her
eyes rolling around. She managed to gasp out a half-formed plea for
completion, the slapping sound of meat-on-meat audible around her
breath. Charlotte had to gasp for breath herself, the collar
choking her.

Was the dildo pushing further into her? The
video cut to black again, denying her even the view of the woman
orgasming.

Resetting.

‘Ple…ase, no!’ It was getting harder to talk
now, the collar stiffening further. Her chest suddenly sparked with
pain, electricity lancing into her breasts. Her body spasmed
against the restraints, the metal biting into her skin as her back
arched.

The subject will control herself.

Did that show that she was being actively
monitored? The dildo suddenly thrust forward, making her exhale,
and then fight to suck more air in, as another video started.

This was clearly taken from a man’s
perspective, another masked woman in a thick metal collar, with her
hands cuffed to her neck, massaging a cock. Her hands stroked and
caressed the shaft, as her tongue licked out, running around the
crown. She was smiling seductively as she bobbed her head slightly
forward, taking just the tip into her mouth, all while looking up,
and smiling.

The hands continued to play with the shaft,
one cupping the ballsack. It wasn’t the sort of thing Charlotte
found very stimulating – men should be servicing her, on
their knees and using their mouths to get her off, not vice versa!
Or at least just having sex, so both sides got to have fun.

The twisting of the dildo was harder to
ignore now, twisting, writhing lumps on the shaft starting to fill
her up, and making her gasp and groan herself.

The woman’s head started to push further
forward, taking more of the cock into her mouth, before drawing
back and kissing the tip, as her hands pumped up and down, pulling
the foreskin back, wrapping her lips around the now-exposed
head.

It didn’t take long before the cock spasmed,
shooting a load of silvery cum over the woman’s face. With a look
of relish, she tried to move her hands to scrape it off, licking
her fingers clean while making a happy purring sound.

‘At least… show me… a woman getting… eaten
out…’

There was another blast of lighting through
her nipples, her mind going white from the pain.

The subject will not respond unless ordered
to.

‘That’s… not…’ The dildo started to pump in
and out, the length burying itself into her, writhing around, each
penetration a little deeper. With her airflow so restricted, she
could barely think, never mind talk!

And then the dildo stopped, moving back in
the starting position, now only lightly penetrating her. She whined
and tried to wriggle her hips, wanting to get herself off, feeling
the sting of denial. Another video – the torso of a woman, their
head and hands on the other side of a metal barrier. From the
fluids on their thighs and ass, they had already been used, and
whipped as well, to judge by the welt-marks, raised and red on
their white skin.

A hand spanked their backside, hard enough
to leave a reddened handprint, before another cock intruded,
pushing into their wet slit. There was no sound from the woman, the
metal probably enclosing her head entirely, but Charlotte could
hear the man grunting away, taking his pleasure. The cock shoved
into her, the woman so wet it just slid in without resistance, her
thighs tensing as she was penetrated. The man groaned as he came,
more cum starting to trickle from her pussy as he withdrew.

Then another man stepped up. He took a firm
grip of the woman’s hips and fucked her, more cum oozing out. And
then another man, and another, the woman getting fucked again and
again, her pussy spilling out trails of cum, some starting to use
her asshole instead, the sphincter gaping open, getting slower to
close itself after each violation.

The dildo started to twirl again, Charlotte
couldn’t control her own arousal, although… a gangbang? Being used,
again and again, by complete strangers? What sort of pervert could
enjoy being on the receiving end of something like that? Just to be
violated and abused and fucked, again and again?

She let out a long, low groan, trying to
thrust her hips forward again, wanting to get off properly.

The subject will not attempt her own
pleasure.

There was another shock through her nipples,
although this one seemed less harsh. Or maybe she was getting used
to them? She tried to let herself go limp, not wanting to be hurt
again, although with the tip of the dildo in her, it seemed cruel
to deny her an orgasm. She was so close! As if it could read her
mind, the dildo withdrew slightly, so it was only barely within
her.

She couldn’t constrain the whine that
escaped from her lips. Come on! Just a little more.

Has the subject achieved anal orgasm?

It took her long seconds to even realize
there was a message before she managed to focus enough to read it.
What? No, of course not! Who got off on that?

Subject has not responded. Anal testing will
proceed.

Charlotte tried to shake her head in
protest, as squidgy rubber poked at her anus, shoving into her. It
was cold and slippery, and felt huge, stretching her tight hole
wide.

‘Auuugggghhhhh…’

Another video started – a woman, hooded and
bound to an X-frame, chains tight enough that she could barely move
her limbs, her back towards the camera. A plug sparkled between her
fleshy buttocks, a chain running off-screen, and then a whip-crack
sounded, a red welt appearing over her back. They groaned through
their hood, as they were lashed again.

The thing pushed into her – nothing like as
gentle as the one still lightly pushing into her pussy, this simply
shoved into her, making her gasp in shock. How large was it? It
felt like it was the width of a coke can! But surely it couldn’t be
that massive, or it would tear her apart. Then it started to twist
inside of her, bumps and lumps stretching her even wider. She
didn’t want to be fucked in the ass! But the collar over her neck
was so tight that she couldn’t raise a protest and she didn’t want
to trigger whatever was on her nipples, didn’t want the savage
barbs of electricity to torment her. She didn’t want to be fucked
in the ass! It hurt, even worse than she had thought, but she
couldn’t do anything about it.

So she suffered the anal violation as it
ground and twisted inside of her, making her gasp in discomfort.
But it felt strangely pleasurable – she’d never had anything in
there before, maybe, with a smaller goddam cock, it might not be as
bad? The chain on-screen tightened, something drawing it in. As the
whip-strikes kept coming, the anal plug was slowly drawn out – it
was shining steel, glinting brightly as it was pulled into the
light. But it seemed huge, stretching the woman’s butthole
in a wide shadow, the bulb seeming improbably large, distending and
warping the vulnerable hole.

Once the bulk was outside, it tapered to a
smaller point, the woman’s asshole so abused it only slowly closed
up as the plug fell to the floor with a clatter, the chain
continuing to draw it away until it vanished from the scream. It
sounded as though the woman were sobbing now, her back covered with
bright red welts, the whip continuing to slash and punish her body,
although the skin hadn’t yet been broken.

The thing in her ass intensified in
movement, starting to pump in and out, entire length retracting
before shoving into her again, without letting her recover between
thrusts. She couldn’t form coherent words, or even move her lips,
feeling spittle spilling onto her chin. Ass-fucking shouldn’t feel
this good!

Then the thing in her pussy started up
again, twisting with utmost vigor. She heard a gasp of bliss and
was only barely able to recognize it as her own, echoing around the
small space. Her tongue lolled from her mouth, as her vision
blurred. She could see text appearing on the screen, but was barely
able to make out the words, between the tears starting to crystal
her vision, and the pounding, throbbing pulsing of the two
dildos.

Pain… now commence… Subject… Compliance…
Subject… Consent? Y/N?

A counter started, seeming to skip downwards
unevenly, jumping from 30 to 17, then down to 10 before Charlotte
even realized what was happening. Consent? No, she didn’t want
this! She tried to protest or object, but could only vaguely grunt,
her tongue lolling from her mouth.

Subject… passive consent. Pain testing…
commence.

Both of the dildos made some adjustments,
pushing deeper into her before stopping, making her body feel
entirely stuffed.

She tried to protest, only barely able to
wheeze through the gag, without making any sounds even close to
words. And then pain blasted into her anus, electricity making her
entire body twitch, straining hard against the restraints, which
didn’t even shift. She whimpered, trying to beg for release, but
then pain surged into her vagina, several quick surges that flowed
together into an agonizing bite. She hugged her arms more tightly
about herself, desperate for the comfort, wanting any
protection.

Her nipples were next, agony making her
heart skitter in her chest. The three sources of agony played in
various sequences, and she was thankful for the tightness of the
thing binding her head in place, otherwise she would have slammed
her head against the hard metal headrest. Messages flashed up on
the screen, but she couldn’t read them, could only see them as
shapeless white lines, the tears in her eyes warping them
entirely.

Another blast of pain, followed by a bitter,
coppery taste in her mouth. She could taste blood? She must have
bitten her tongue. She tried to call for help, but then her collar
started to squeeze, the dildos pumping in and out without agony
this time. She tried to gulp in enough air but couldn’t fight the
collar, or the pleasure forced upon her by the dildos, granted
enough air to stay conscious but no more, forced into pain and
pleasure both.

Every time Charlotte fall into any form of
slumber, she would only be allowed the welcoming embrace of
darkness for what felt like a few minutes, before pain blasted her,
forcing her awake, again and again. She tried begging, she tried
pleading, she tried cursing, offering money, her body,
anything to make it stop. Until, finally, as she whimpered
and begged, something sharp slid into her neck, a thick numbness
overtaking her. As she fell unconscious, the last thing she saw was
another fetish video, a woman wrapped entirely in latex, even her
face hidden, but making sounds of ecstasy as a paddle slapped
against their ass, again and again.

 



 Chapter Eleven: Limited Access

Charlotte woke up, slowly. Her body felt tired and
drained, her ass sore. What had happened? The club, then… there was
a darkness, a memory of arousal and agony, something her mind
skittered away from. She was in… a bed? The sheets felt
sweat-stained and heavy, but when she tried to push them away then
something restrained her hands, stiff and tight leather, also
restraining her arms, chains running from her wrists to her waists.
She twisted and wriggled, finding she could only move her arms a
little.

It took some fumbling, but she managed to get
the sheets off, emerging from beneath them, glad of fresh air after
the scent of soaked-in sweat. Her vision swam for a moment – there
was light, but only barely, a low red haze that barely illuminated
anything, making her eyes prick and strain to focus at all. With
more twisting, she managed to kick her legs free from the sheets,
feeling the metal of her chastity belt bite into her waist. Her
hands felt like they were mostly bound in leather, only her middle
finger free on each hand, the rest bundled into tight fists, nails
pressing against her palm.

There was a wall close by, with a
heavy-looking door currently sealed shut. Memories of pain shot
through her – that must be the assessment room. She didn’t want to
go back in there! She managed to stand, but had to lean on the wall
for support, feeling weak and sore, dots sparking in front of her
eyes, the only light amidst the hellish red glow. Everything seemed
vague and ethereal, precise edges hard to determine – was this any
better than the darkness? She kept her head down, focusing as best
she could on what was close to her, finding that strained her eyes
less.

In the main room, the long, glass wall was
still tinted and opaque, but she could see a solid island in the
center, far enough from the walls that she hadn’t discovered it in
her travels. She made her way towards it, testing her restraints
again. A single finger on each hand was free, and she was otherwise
naked save for her collar, belt and cuffs, but at least the air was
warm enough that this wasn’t too uncomfortable.

The table was built from a series of cabinets
and drawers, all currently locked and sealed, except for one.
Kneeling down to look was a complicated process, her knees aching
and protesting, but she could see that there was a large nook
within the thing, several odd-looking valves inside, and a bowl of
some form of gruel. She moved as close as possible, just barely
able to reach inside and pick it up, awkwardly clamping her hands
onto either side of the metal. It was still warm, and looked to
have some spice powdered on top – was that cinnamon?

Upon setting it on the tabletop, she tried to
figure out how to eat it – it was a sloppy liquid, and she didn’t
want to pour it down herself. With her hands shackled to her waist,
she could lift it a little, and slurped at it. It was still warm,
and blandly sweet, the cinnamon on top doing little to help with
the taste. It was strangely filling though, and actual food, or at
least close to food. She put it on the table and put her lips
against one edge, before carefully pushing against it and tilting
it towards herself with her lips. She gulped at the liquid as it
flowed towards her, being careful not to drown herself. At the
bottom was gritty, chalky paste, lumps of something not properly
ground and broken up.

With some food in her, she started to feel
more awake and aware, and annoyed. What the fuck was going on, and
where was she? The low red light was starting to make her eyes and
head ache, the spaces warping strangely. This wasn’t like any care
facility she’d ever heard of, exclusive or not! And she had no idea
of how long she had been here – there was work she needed to do,
that contact she needed to arrange.

It was less painful to move with her eyes
closed rather than endure the ominous and warping red light. She
made her way towards what must be the front door, although it was
securely locked without anything to pull on to open it. She heard
the familiar sound of a screen turning on, the soft electric thump,
the red light fading to nothingness to be replaced by the
blue-and-white light of a computer screen.

Without anything else to do, she moved
towards the screen. Her collar was tight around her neck – with the
single finger that was apparently all that she was permitted, she
felt at the chunky, heavy metal. There was no sign of any lock –
she could find a tiny, hairline crack, the only sign it could open,
but otherwise it was a single, solid mass, tightly fitted. The
inside had some kind of padding to make it less uncomfortable to
wear, but it was still heavy enough to be awkward around her
neck.

The screen was embedded into the wall, flush
with the surface and sharing nothing but pale grey. It made her
vision swim, the brightness stinging her eyes, actual light
strangely painful. It took her eyes long moments to adjust, before
she could make out text on the screen.

The subject will be monitored until
treatment has been completed.

Charlotte rolled her eyes. Just let her come!
The damage couldn’t be that bad, surely? She tapped a finger
against the screen – it felt like it was a touchscreen, able to
receive input, although it wasn’t giving her any options at the
moment, simply displaying the message. On the top of the screen was
a black dot, a camera staring at her. Feeling mischievous, she
reached out and covered it with a finger.

The subject must not interfere with her
treatment. The message appeared as a single block, rather than
being typed bit-by-bit. It was still impossible to tell if it was
being done manually or was some kind of chatbot, and Charlotte
wasn’t sure which she would prefer.

She heard a high-pitched electric beeping,
looked around to try and identify the source, before realizing it
was coming from her collar. A shock was discharged into her neck
and she yelped with pain. The beeping immediately started again,
only stopping when she removed her finger from the lens.

Progress will bring rewards. Failure will
bring punishment, until behavior improves. Does the subject
understand?

A button appeared on the screen: Yes.
There was no other option, and the collar started to beep again.
She reached forward and tapped it with a finger, the beeping
stopping. She let out a sigh, glad to have escaped some pain.

The subject has been tested and initial
tolerances established.

‘I do have a name other than “Subject”, you
crazy bitch!’

There was no immediate response – either the
camera didn’t have a mic, or whoever was on the other end didn’t
care enough to respond.

The subject must complete this questionnaire
within the allotted timeframe.

A textbox appeared, accompanied by a label
asking for her name. When she pressed it, a keyboard appeared on
the screen, and she started to tap her name in, being forced to use
just a single finger on each hand, the process laborious. As she
tapped the screen, her collar started to beep again, clearly
threatening to punish her if she took too long.

‘I’m trying, dammit! Let me use more than two
fingers!’ She managed to finish entering her name and pressed enter
to confirm it. Next was her age, then asking her to confirm her
height and weight.

Has the subject ever experienced orgasm
after being humiliated or degraded?

She angrily stabbed at the “no” button. Of
course not, she wasn’t some kind of pervert! The “yes” button lit
up and then the next question appeared, leaving Charlotte angrily
stabbing at the screen. Of course she hadn’t gotten off after being
degraded – if nothing else, she was normally the one in charge!
Whatever the next question was, she didn’t have the time to see it
before it flashed away, accepting her stabbing at the screen as the
next answer.

How often does the subject masturbate per
day?

It was a numeric selection box, currently on
6+. That many times! She was far too busy to spare the time for
once, most days, never mind six or more. Poking a finger at the
screen didn’t prompt the expected dropdown of numbers to select a
more reasonable number, instead the value stayed constant. Was the
screen broken, or her finger too dry? Her collar buzzed again, a
sudden shock making her finger slip and stab against the screen,
confirming her answer. But it wasn’t right! Now she was probably
going to get treated like some nympho.

The questions seemed to vary, more or less at
random, between random personal queries (Does the subject prefer
coffee or tea?) to overly-intrusive sexual probings (How old
was the subject when they first had sex? Or Has the subject
ever used sex to punish or reward their subordinates?). Any
time she delayed, or the screen stubbornly refused to accept her
input, her collar-buzzer would start to sound. Sometimes she was
able to get an answer in time, other times she was too slow and
would get shocked. There didn’t seem to be any regularity in the
length of the buzzer before she was shocked, but that might just be
her sense of time shifting as her heart started to race, the shocks
stinging her and making adrenaline start to pound, narrowing her
focus even further.

Finally, the thing ended – how long had it
been? There was no way to track the passage of time in here! The
screen blinked in acknowledgement. Consent for processing
received. The next phase will begin in imminently. Then it shut
down and plunged her into low light again, the sudden darkness
making her feel isolated and alone. The only sound was a moist
rasping coming from the suspended air-conditioning unit – it
sounded in need of repair, if not replacing entirely, gulping and
laboring as it hauled air in and out. Stabbing at the screen again
didn’t produce any result, the unit entirely dead.

What was she meant to do now? She tried the
door again, but it was securely shut, without any way to gain
purchase and try to open it, especially with her hands mostly
bound. The low light made moving hazardous, with distances vague
and edges of surfaces hard to identify and easy to bump into. She
couldn’t even tell what time of day it was – the full-length
windows were completely black, tinted so dark they were utterly
opaque. She tapped on one, finding it sturdy and reinforced,
insulated enough so as to give no hint as to the conditions outside
– night, day, warm, cold, absolutely nothing, and no sound either.
Was she in a fancy apartment block, or in an isolated basement? It
could be either. The message had said her own apartment was nearby,
so was she in another apartment, albeit one with a lot of
customization?

Her fingers probed down at her chastity belt,
feeling at the metal – it was as solid as the collar, with some
give at the waist to let her move properly, some padding inside so
that bare metal wouldn’t rub and scrape her flesh, but also making
it impossible to reach inside at all. The padded metal ran between
her buttocks as well, sealing her backside away. On the front there
was a small slit to let her pee, and a slightly-raised dome, with
some kind of rectangular slick area – that must be the
output-panel. A shame that it didn’t have a torch on; it would look
silly, but being able to actually see would be worth it! On
the inside, something was pressing against her sex, feeling like a
threat, ready to activate and probably do something unpleasant.

The light shifted, making her feel unsettled
and vaguely nauseous, as the screen blinked back on. How long had
it been? There were no clocks here, nothing she could use to tell
the time other than her own body.

When she stood in front of the screen, a
bright white light clicked on, making her wince in pain. The screen
was showing her own face now, the harsh light doing her few favors,
especially with her makeup scrubbed off at some point and her hair
in need of a brush. But with just a finger free on each hand, she
couldn’t do much about that! Lines and circles flickered on the
screen as it analyzed her face and measured the distance between
her features.

Smiling has been shown to improve mood. The
subject will smile.

Really? At least Emma had given her a massage
first! The message vanished and then reappeared, Charlotte glaring
back. And then her collar beeped at her, the tones getting faster
and faster. It became a single, long tone.

‘Fuck!’ It shocked her, stronger than last
time, making her reel backwards and clap a bound hand against the
metal collar, finger tapping against it. How the hell could she get
the thing off?

The subject will smile. There was no
justification this time, just a command. She stared down at the
camera as the beeping started again, rapid tones starting anew. She
made herself smile, watching the corners of her mouth turn up,
looking uncertainly at herself on the screen. The beeping slowed,
time between the beeps increasing. She made herself smile more, and
the beeping slowed further, before going entirely silent. She
relaxed, her face falling and it immediately started up again,
until she forced herself to smile. When she stepped away from the
camera, it had the same reaction, gearing up to shock her until she
moved back into view with the correct expression.

She had to stand there, feeling slightly
ridiculous, fake smile plastered on her features. She felt the
thing pressed against her slit fitfully start to life, the buzzing
sending a tingle through her body, the smile on her face becoming
more genuine before cutting off. How long would she have to stand
in place? She didn’t complain or say anything for fear of another
shock, and, strangely, it was starting to make her feel better,
despite being naked save for a collar and a chastity belt.

The subject may cleanse herself.

Charlotte rolled her eyes. A shower would be
nice though, she felt sweaty and grimy. As soon as she stepped
away, the beeping started again, not going silent until she stepped
back in front of the screen and smiled.

The subject is dismissed to cleanse
herself.

She had to wait for permission now? It must
be that bitch in control, not some algorithm – no algorithm would
be that damn petty. She stayed in place until the screen blinked
off, and then had to wait longer until her eyes adjusted to the low
light again. It might be intended to be relaxing, but it was mostly
infuriating, everything soft and fuzzy in the vague half-light. She
moved towards the bathroom, the door opening for her to reveal it
was lit in the same low glow, porcelain and metal shining
strangely.

As soon as she stepped into the shower
cubicle and closed the door behind herself, water started to hiss
down, just the right temperature for her. A barely-visible nook in
the wall held cleaning products, and she washed herself down as
best she could. The shower head was securely mounted on the wall,
but she tried angling her neck, hoping that water might somehow
penetrate into the collar and break it. A few slight trickles
slipped down the inside, but it was tightly fitted. The chastity
belt was much the same – it hugged her body tightly enough that she
couldn’t get consistent flow behind it. But even with that, washing
the sweat and grime off her body felt good, and there was shampoo
and conditioner, letting her wash her hair, feeling far better
afterwards.

It was strangely relaxing, being isolated in
the almost-darkness, far from the cares of the world, without any
worries. It can’t have been that long yet, surely, maybe a day at
most? She stepped out of the shower, water turning off as she
exited. A soft and fluffy towel came to hand, saving her from
dripping over the tiled floor. After taking a brush to her hair,
she wrapped the towel around her body, glad of some covering that
wasn’t metal.

The door refused to open. She rattled her
arms against it, and then her collar started to beep. She could
still feel moisture beneath it – that would make the sting hurt
more, wouldn’t it? She rattled the door again, hooking her fingers
into the niche-handle, the thing refusing to open. The beeping
focused to a whine, before going silent, just long enough for her
to relax.

And then the shock struck, the moisture
spreading the assault around her neck, making her throat tense and
twitch. She staggered backwards, gasping in pain, having to focus
to breath until the pain faded, even as the beeping started again.
Was it faster now? What was she doing wrong?

She dropped the towel, naked again, and the
beeping stopped. She had to be naked? But she could hear the click
of the lock, the door opening towards her and letting her out. The
screen was glowing on, another message displayed. The collar
started beeping again, until she remembered to smile, the sound
vanishing.

Initial appraisal acceptable. The subject
shall now rest.

Even that was phrased as an order! But,
without any other choices, she returned to the bedroom. The bed
itself had vanished, barely-visible lines on the wall showing where
it had folded up, making the room now virtually empty and
overly-large. With a metallic “pop”, a larger drawer on the bottom
of the cabinet popped open – Charlotte reached an arm in and felt
the bottom and sides, finding them thickly cushioned with some kind
of inbuilt padding. Was it like a meditation pod or something? It
was that or curl up on the bare floor, and it felt padded enough to
be comfortable, and without anything that could hurt her, and so
she climbed in.

She didn’t have to quite curl up into the
fetal position, but there wasn’t much room to stretch. Soothing
white noise started to throb and rumble through the walls and her
body, relaxing and calming her, as it shifted beneath her. When she
reached up, she could feel the top, sealing her in. When she tried
pushing herself against the walls, they were soft but unyielding,
padding thickly applied over what felt like metal.

But the sounds were soothing, her breathing
and heart-rate slowing in time with the soft and gentle sounds, as
she dropped into restful slumber.


 Chapter Twelve: Limbering Up, Hosing Down

Her dreams were strange, gasps of orgasm and pain
filtering through the low buzz of white noise, occasionally pushing
against the padding as she rolled over or twisted within the padded
box. Charlotte was finally awoken by hunger and thirst, her belly
rumbling.

She tried moving around, pushing her fists
and feet against the walls, compressing the foam. Which way did the
thing even open? One wall sounded less solid – she kicked against
it, the space so small she could barely summon up any force. She
repeated this, the thing so well built that there was barely even a
rattle, the metal barely vibrating. But then she felt motion,
before slowly reaching up, finding empty space above herself,
climbing out and hearing her joints crack and pop. The collar and
belt at least didn’t inhibit her movement! Although she wasn’t
looking forward to peeing through the belt – even with the
piss-hole, there would be some internal splashing.

She needed a drink at least, and ideally some
food. The whole place was lit in the same low glow as before,
although now she had a better idea of the layout and was more
easily able to find her way to the kitchen area. Could she order
food somehow? The cubby was currently closed, without any way to
open it, and with her hands still in the strange gauntlets, nothing
free save for a single finger. She probed at the surface – it was
clean and smooth, with several drawers and cupboards within it, but
she had no way to open them. The tap had nothing to use to turn it
on, although she could feel a smooth plastic panel, the sort that
should be a sensor. But no matter how much she waved her finger,
the tap didn’t disperse any water.

Another screen blinked on, this one in the
main dining area, around the island-table. There was a “click” as
well, something popping open. As she approached, the collar started
to beep at her until she smiled, the sound going silent.

Physical health is important. Stretching
will help the subject to stay supple and limber.

Morning exercise? Was she about to see the
Director’s warm-up routine, with the woman in a leotard and
legwarmers, moving to cheesy pop music? The drawer that had opened
was a large one, containing a rolled-up padded mat… and some
clothing! Not much, just some tight shorts and a top, but better
than being naked. Pulling them on with only a free finger on each
hand was a lengthy process, but having tight cotton shorts on felt
nice, even if the chastity belt made them bulge oddly, as well as
riding up high enough on her hips that it was still visible. The
top felt even better, compressing and controlling her breasts,
comforting and tight.

Every time she stopped smiling, the buzzer
started, beeping indicating that whatever counting was happening
wasn’t resetting, forcing her to keep her expression constant or
risk pain. She unrolled the exercise mat – if she was going to be
watched and monitored, she may as well make the most of it, and she
hadn’t had much chance to exercise lately. Light and jaunty music
started to play as moving images appeared on the screen, a young
Japanese woman in a bare-looking concrete room, swinging her arms
and shoulders, stretching them out, her school-girl outfit looking
a little skimpy and impractical, in the hazy area between “slutty
schoolgirl” and “fetishwear”.

Charlotte followed the instructions, glad of
the movement, stretching out her limbs, although the collar limited
the motion of her neck, and some of the leg lunges pulled whatever
was nestled within the chastity belt tighter against her. Having a
single, simple task and set of instructions to follow was soothing,
although having to keep her face stretched into a smile was a
strain. When she had to stretch her legs apart, bend over and try
to touch her toes with her available fingers, then the thing inside
the chastity belt slipped into her, making her twitch, although at
least it didn’t activate.

The exercises started to get more intense,
shifting to press-ups and star-jumps, the mat softening her impacts
on the floor. Even the girl on the screen was starting to get
flustered, her skirt flipping up to reveal white panties, several
bright pink bows visible on the material. Her own arms were
starting to tire as she was forced into another set of press-ups,
just barely managing to keep up, before sagging to the ground. Her
collar beeped, once, then went silent as the screen flickered
off.

Charlotte could feel that she was warm now,
muscles sore but not aching. This wasn’t too bad! Well, except for
the collar and chastity belt. Maybe Emma would be sent to look
after her? That had been nice, being looked after and pampered, and
Emma was far less intimidating than the Director.

The collar clicked and beeped, the padding
writhing somehow. Was it measuring her pulse? Probing it with a
finger was as fruitless as before, the metal impenetrable. It was
padded enough to be oddly comfortable, tight against her skin but
without chafing, a softer material on the inside tight against her
skin. How long would she have to wear it for?

The monitor on the far side of the room, near
the kitchen area, buzzed on, and she obediently trotted over. It
showed her the e-mail log-in screen for her company, with a timer
ticking down, and she frantically started to type her login details
in. She needed to find what was going on in the outside world! With
only a single finger allowed, and those both sweaty, it took longer
than it should have to enter her details. Her collar buzzed at her
until she remembered to smile, the thing still vibrating slightly
as she felt her stress start to rise. A phone-call pair of icons
flashed up, red and green, a number she recognized as being one of
her employee’s.

She stabbed at the green icon, having to
press several times before it registered, in the end bending her
finger and using the joint instead of her finger-tip. A video
screen popped up, showing an image of herself – sweaty and tired,
collar bright around her neck, and she searched in panic for a way
to turn it off, but it was some strange program she didn’t
recognize, and she couldn’t find anyway to kill the video feed.

She found herself looking at one of the
meeting rooms, half-a-dozen people all looking back at her, and she
felt a bone-deep, all-consuming pall of shame creeping over her,
bright and searing humiliation, a blush coming to her features. The
thing buried in her pussy started to vibrate and twist, immediately
making her want to grind and shift her hips to try and get off,
only barely able to control herself.

There was a long and humiliating pause, as
she started at them and they stared back. At least her hands were
out of the image! She was the first to collect herself enough to
speak.

‘What is it?’ She kept smiling, but bit her
lip, trying to restrain herself from gasping as the vibrator
shivered about inside of her.

‘Uh, sorry to call you.’ One of them spoke –
a recent hire, that seemed to fuck up far more often than he
should. ‘But something’s come up. There’s…’

He was cut off by another speaker, this one
too eager, and far too horny, always eyeing her up. She could see
him grinning now, taking in her sweaty body and clearly-shown
breasts. ‘There’s some legal stuff that needs sign-off from you. We
didn’t want to interrupt your break, but there’s no other way
around it.’

Charlotte let out a heavy sigh, trying to
ignore the beeping whine of the collar, hoping it would be taken
for static on the line and that she wouldn’t be shocked. ‘Just do
it! I won’t be gone much longer, but until then, you have…’ Her
vision glazed over for a moment as the vibrator throbbed into more
vigorous life, and she barely managed not to wobble, having to gulp
in a deep breath of air. ‘You have full authority. Just don’t…
don’t bother me!’

‘Of course. Uh, sorry, Miss Powell.’

‘Just get… it…’ The vibrator was going
full-force now, and she could feel her juices starting to slick her
thighs. ‘Get it done!’

‘We will. Um, thank y…’ The speech was cut
off mid-sentence as someone killed the call, leaving her alone
again, the vibrator suddenly stopping, along with the beeping of
the collar. She sagged against the wall for a moment, trying to
recover herself. God, hopefully none of them had noticed what was
going on! On the screen, the timer hit 0 and it went dark again.
She stabbed at it again with a finger, without a response, before
the music started on the other side of the room. She moved back
over, fearing punishment.

The screen was moving again, the same young
woman as before, although now looking strained, her panties damp,
eyes glazed. A drawer popped open, holding two padded metal rods,
weights to train with, but only light ones. The beeping was
starting again, as she picked up the weights and started moving
them in regular circles, stretching her arms out, ever widening
circles, having to strain to grip with just her single fingers.

They were only light, although she was
already starting to feel the strain. The regular, rhythmic motions
in the low light, were oddly soothing, her mind settling and
resting itself, without the hyperactive churn of continual input
and work and messages to tend to. She’d heard of digital detox, but
that had normally been out in the middle of nowhere, not… wherever
this was. Probably still in the city, or very close by. The video
was a rather odd choice as well – the movements weren’t that
unusual, but the woman was pretty much dressed as fetish-bait, her
underwear now virtually transparent and showing her genitals
beneath, her top rising up to show a toned belly. Was this one of
those weird Japanese fetish videos she had heard about? Was the
girl suddenly getting to get whipped or spanked, or was just a
Japanese schoolgirl getting sweaty enough of a turn-on for some
people?

Her arms and shoulders were starting to burn
from the exertion, as she shifted to pumping the weights up and
down above her head, having to move carefully so as not to drop the
things onto her head. The girl’s panties were now virtually
transparent with sweat, showing some device between her lips. As if
in response, the thing nestled against her own crotch whispered
into life, stirring against her. She managed to control herself
well enough that it didn’t disrupt her rhythm, although it did feel
good. Was it a reward for her work, or simply her body being
teased?

The exercise routine continued for quite some
time, until her whole body was sweaty and strained, the girl on the
screen looking even more tired, the thing inside of her visibly
buzzing sometimes. Although it was hard to pay attention, as
whatever was buried inside of Charlotte also sometimes stirred into
life, making her vision blur. And then it ended, simply cutting to
black without a proper finish.

Words blinked into being on the screen.
All objects must be returned.

Charlotte put the weights back into the
drawer and then withdrew her hands as it shut itself, almost
catching her finger within it. Then a tinny trumpet sound rang out,
a congratulatory buzz vibrating between her legs before cutting
off.

To avoid stress, the subject’s screen time
will be limited and must be earned. The subject has earned one
minute. It begins now.

The screen on the other side of the room lit
up, displaying a browser homepage. Charlotte made a dash for the
screen, her now-freed hands pressing at it, the keyboard flashing
up. She tapped in the webmail URL, her company logo flashing up. A
countdown timer was already present, ticking down. A minute? Even
less now! The screen hung for a long moment, timer ticking down,
until the rest of the login boxes appeared, allowing her to enter
her username and password. And then it hung again, timer still
ticking down. Her heart started to race, stress building up, before
the screen finally loaded. She had barely long enough to see the
number of unread messages, and the number flagged “urgent” or
“priority”, before the screen flashed away, the timer ticking down
to zero.

‘Dammit! Let me in!’ She stabbed her fingers
at the screen again, now unresponsive and black, the lights fading
away. What would she have to do to earn more time? The collar
beeped at her.

The subject must not get stressed.

‘Then give me more time!’ There was no
response. ‘Please?’ Still nothing. She thumped the screen with a
fist, still without a response. The lights went out entirely,
plunging the room into darkness, without even a power LED on the
screen. Her collar beeped, and she gulped in a deep breath, forcing
herself to be calm, the beeping fading away as she tried to stay
calm. ‘Can I exercise more?’ That way she might at least earn
herself some extra time and figure out what was going on! She
smiled, despite being in darkness, hoping to appear willing and
enthusiastic.

The subject will commence exercise.
The letters, stark white on the screen, stung her eyes. At least
she knew she was being monitored though. A spotlight shone back
down on the exercise mat, guiding her there. She sighed, then
hurriedly made herself smile again as the collar beeped, just as
quickly stopping when her smile was acknowledged. She would have to
keep at least the pretense of happiness while she was here, with
the damn collar able to read her pulse rate and hurt her if it
thought she was faking.

She returned to the mat as another drawer
popped open. Inside were two pairs of padded cuffs, connected by
thick and stretchy bands. After confirming that the bands were only
sealed with Velcro and didn’t have any electrical connectors or the
ability to hurt her or be truly locked on she started to put them
on, cuffing her wrists and ankles. The bands were short enough that
she had to strain to take proper steps, the band resisting her, her
wrists pulled together so that they were only about six inches
apart.

The screen showed basic movements – pulling
her wrists apart and trying to hold it, fighting against the band,
feeling her arms start to strain. It was the same with her legs,
taking a wide-kneed stance, the band trying to pull her limbs
together. Was this what Emma felt like in her latex bodysuits,
fighting against her own clothing? It must make moving a perpetual
strain. She lifted a foot up and it was immediately snapped back,
almost unbalancing her, and she barely managed to avoid her ankles
smacking together.

It wasn’t long until she was panting and
straining with every movement, sweat trickling down her body,
making her top clingy and sticky, the collar becoming more
uncomfortable. She stopped moving, brushing sweat-stained hair off
her face. A gentle brushing against her sex warmed her further,
although it cut off before she was even remotely close to getting
off. She was laboring for breath, her body hot and slick with
sweat.

She sank down onto the mat, glad of the
breather, finding her arms and legs getting pulled close together.
It was a lot better than a straitjacket! She was now thirsty and
hungry though. She smiled as she turned to the screen – there was
probably a camera there. ‘Can I have some food?’

Sustenance is required to stay healthy. The
subject will eat.

She heard a liquid sound from the
island-table, and took a stumbling, weak-legged step, before
remembering to remove the bands, glad to get the full movement of
her legs back. The bottom cubby of the island had opened again,
revealing a bowl full of the watery paste. Presumably that was all
she was allowed? It probably had all of her vitamins and enough
liquid and nutrition to keep her alive, despite the bland and
vaguely-sweet flavor, far divorced from actual food. With
her hands now unbound, it was easier to pick it up and drink/eat
it, the stuff slightly gritty, some chalky substance mixed in along
with a bitter aftertaste. Was it pills? Probably more vitamins or
something.

The after-effects of her exercise were
starting to tell, her body aching, her head starting to bob. Was
she sleepy already? But, then again, she had no idea what time it
actually was, or how long she had been sleeping or awake for.
Although the top was now stinky and sweaty, clinging uncomfortably
to her body until she peeled it off. Was there somewhere for dirty
clothing? She staggered into the bathroom, entire body feeling
heavy, brain numbed, the exercise hitting hard and fast.

A metal chute in the wall opened up, allowing
her to discard her clothing, before a light blinked on in the
shower, guiding her in, water starting to pour and spill down,
already steaming. It was a delight to let it wash over her body,
wiping away the sweat of the workout session, although having her
hands still bound made it harder to clean properly. She did what
she could to wash under her collar, trying to twist it around to
clean away any accumulated sweat and grime, shaking her chastity
belt to try and wash down there as well, spreading her ass-cheeks
apart to let water trickle between them. Could she ask to have it
removed, even if only temporarily, to clean there? She didn’t want
to have to piss herself, even with the water running over her body,
it would still end up stinking!

She was too tired and drained to take a long
shower, stepping out and drying herself off, the towel tumbling
into the chute as well. She could barely keep her head up,
tiredness doing as much to blur her vision as the darkness.

The subject requires rest.

Charlotte realized she was smiling, feeling
vapid and dumb, entire body sore and straining with every step.

The subject will return to her resting
chamber.

It was almost certainly her imagination, but
did it seem more affectionate, despite being simple text? Either
way, she was glad to stagger and stumble towards the bedroom, to
find the cabinet open, a section open to reveal a black
head-and-face covering, inverted so she was looking into it. She
tried tugging at the sleeping section but it didn’t open. Still
bleary, she examined the headgear – it looked like something to
regulate her breathing, with a valve-mouthpiece, stiff black rubber
that was designed to swaddle the head, earbuds on the inside.

It looked like it was put it on, or sleep on
the floor, so there wasn’t much of a choice. She pushed her face
against it and then used her fingers to wrangle the straps,
clipping them into a box. Black rubber snapped into place over her
head and compressed her hair, some powder on the inside drying her
skin. Earbuds slid into place, outside noise (not that there was
any, other than herself) vanishing as they plugged her sense. The
neckpiece was long enough that it fell to just beneath her collar,
rubber rolling and snapping into place. There was a well-padded
mouthpiece in front of her lips, and she extended her tongue to
feel at the back of some kind of valve, although it seemed to be
allowing air to flow freely at the moment. She was now looking at
the room through darkened lenses, everything even harder to
see.

Something bumped against her legs, sending a
flare of pain through them as she glanced down – the drawer had
opened! She was only too glad to climb in, the padding squishing
beneath her, before curling up and taking the strain off her legs.
It felt like she was melting into the padded space, as it slid shut
and sealed her in. She was asleep even before she realized, falling
into a deep slumber.

 



 Chapter Thirteen: A Menu Is Offered

It was initially hard to tell the difference between
“waking” and “sleeping”, the padding in the cabinet deliciously
soft, her body feeling warm and comfortable, warm and secure.
Charlotte was curled up in the fetal position, her head still
inside the heavy rubber headgear, her lips feeling slightly sore
from brushing against the mouthpiece, although at least the thing
seemed soft, so it didn’t hurt much.

She tried stretching out, wanting to stretch
and pop her limbs, but the space was too small and constrained, as
she pressed against the walls, feeling the thick padding. Her hands
strained against their restraints, only her single finger able to
move, the bindings still impossible to remove. The small space was
hot and humid, heated by her own body. All she could smell was dry
and faintly antiseptic rubber, the straps refusing to budge as she
wriggled around and tried to pull it off. There was a locking
mechanism or something, but it was a small and very solid-feeling
box on the back of her head, without any release clasp, or even a
keyhole that she could find. Pulling on it, at least the small
amount that she could, just made it pull against her face, the
rubber seal tight. The chastity belt, of course, refused to budge,
the metal flesh-warm but utterly unyielding.

She fumbled around within the space, still in
the happy post-waking doze. The space might be cramped, but at
least it was comfortable and warm. She felt a suggestion of
movement, well-oiled motion beneath her, and then cooler air
brushed against her bare skin, and then pale light illuminated the
space.

She twisted around and stood up, glad of the
release, stretching her arms high and wide, before her aching
muscles starting to sting. That workout session! It had been a long
time since she had done anything that intense, no wonder she ached.
She looked around – the room was lit in the low, red glow, designed
to sooth but casting everything into a constant low light. In this
case, all it did was highlight the sheer emptiness of the room –
with the bed recessed, then there was nothing here other than the
cabinet, and the two doors, both currently closed. As soon as she
stepped out of the cabinet, then it slid shut again, utterly silent
without even a “click” as it locked shut.

The door to the main room was shut and didn’t
open, rattling silently as she shook it. It took her several
moments to realize that she still had earpieces inserted, blocking
out any external noise – she shook the door again, the silence
suddenly eerie rather than comforting. She spoke, but couldn’t even
hear that, sensing nothing other than the softest of vibrations as
her jaw moved. Trying to remove the headgear again achieved nothing
other than making her head hurt as the straps were wrenched – what
sort of “relaxation” was this meant to achieve?

Charlotte’s collar stirred to life, giving
her a warning nip. What was that for? She hadn’t done anything, and
there wasn’t anything she could do, in an empty room!
Another zap, this one stronger, and she remembered to smile, the
collar settling back into quiescence. She had to smile even when
her face was hidden? But it did make her feel a little
better, a little more relaxed, despite the circumstances. She moved
to the other door, the one to what she thought of as the
examination room. Her prior experiences in there had been
unpleasant, and something she had no desire to repeat!

It slid open at her approach, without even
needing her to open it. The chair was there, lit by a spotlight
now, fully revealed as something cold and cruel-looking, to be used
for not-particularly-voluntary medical experimentation, with
manacles ready to fold over the limbs and lock the occupant in, the
bare minimum of padding at the head and on the seat.

The door shut behind her and refused to open
when she tried to push on it. Although there were locked drawers
and cabinets on the walls, none were currently open, many not
seeming to even have handles. The whole place must be designed for
electronic control, although she dreaded to think what else might
be hidden away in the cabinets! She could see several motorized
dildos, currently at rest, set such that they could rise up and
probe whoever was in the chair, and grit her teeth. She’d like to
see that bitch of a Director subjected to some of her own testing!
The isolation chamber might be relaxing, but did it need everything
else?

A voice sounded in her ears and made her
jump, stumbling against a metal locker, the thing leeching heat
from her body until she recovered herself and pulled away, leaving
a sweaty imprint on it.

‘The subject has begun training and must now
be assessed.’

Charlotte glanced about, spotting the gleam
of a camera, high up in the corner. And there were probably others
she hadn’t noticed, keeping her observed, as well as whatever
devices were inside her collar. She shook her head and spoke,
wondering if there was a microphone in the mask, so that others
could hear her, even if she couldn’t hear herself.

‘The subject has begun training and must now
be assessed.’ It was exactly the same phrasing and intonation as
before, but Charlotte shook her head again. Just seeing the chair
made her feel uneasy and unsure – she couldn’t quite remember but
knew it had hurt her before, and badly.

Her collar zapped her, swift and hard, making
sparks dance in front of her eyes, her legs swaying, and forcing
her to lean on the locker again for support.

‘The subject has begun training and must now
be assessed.’

Despite the pain, she still didn’t obey – she
didn’t want to be locked into that chair again! She felt a
click through the front of the mask, and suddenly had to
struggle to breath, some valve in the mask now partially shut,
forcing her to suck in air, her chest heaving to suck in air.

‘Subject’s breath capacity: functional.’ Her
neck was suddenly compressed as the collar tightened around it,
starting to choke her, making her gasp and struggle for every
breath. She tried clawing at the mask, at the collar, desperate to
get either off, to be free of their restrictions, but the materials
were too strong, her fingers unable to move either.

‘The subject agreed to this course of
treatment. Should the subject’s behavior continue, then treatment
will take longer. The subject will be assessed.’

She fell to her knees, sparks flaring in her
eyes as the lights in the room strobed and flickered, making her
head swim, balance swaying. She tried to stand, but her legs were
too weak, the muscles refusing to obey her command. Was she begging
for release or for help? Unable to hear her own voice, she wasn’t
sure. The only thing that she could see now was the chair, picked
out in a warm yellow light, the metal gleaming with a bright
luster.

‘The subject has previously been obedient and
may earn a reward.’ The tone of the voice shifted slightly,
becoming less monotonous and electric, slightly more human in its
intonation. ‘There are business matters to be discussed.’

Oh God. Yes, if she could get that deal
signed, then she would have something, at least! Charlotte crawled
forward, managing to grip a footrest of the chair and use that to
pull herself up and then twisting around, falling into place. As
she did so, she found it easier to breath, the mask relaxing itself
to let her draw breath.

As before, it was shaped so that the occupant
had little choice but to place their limbs into the curved and
grooved leg- and arm-rests, her head resting in place. With the
mask in place, all she could see was directly ahead of herself, as
something rumbled and her collar was locked into position,
preventing her even turning her head.

She whimpered inside her mask as metal
twisted over her wrists and ankles, more bands coming over her
belly and breasts, cold and impersonal as she was bound into place.
Charlotte tried pushing against them, despite knowing it to be
useless, the metal too strong to break. She felt pressure release
itself on her crotch, as her chastity belt released itself and
dropped away, her cunt feeling the air brushing against it and
responding with a worrying surge of lust, even though she couldn’t
move or do anything about it.

Parts of the chair began to rumble and shake,
padded lumps vibrating against the underside of her legs and her
arms. She tensed, fearing some further retaliation or imminent
agony, but none came – and then more padding pushed against her
back, well-padded lumps shifting and twisting around, giving her a
crude but effective massage. Unable to fight or flee, she simply
relaxed, trying to settle back into the same simple pleasure as
when she had first awoken. The mask wasn’t fully open, making her
feel like she had been working hard, having to pant for breath.

Despite the restraints, she felt herself
relaxing, the buzzing pads easing away aches and pains, making her
feel more and more relaxed, melting against the chair, as her body
heat warmed the metal. If it wasn’t for the damn collar, and the
harshness of some of the training, this could actually be
pleasurable!

‘The subject should show their positive
mental attitude by smiling at all times.’

Charlotte forced herself to smile, as the
seat suddenly tilted, forcing her onto her back, her eyes stinging
as she was made to stare directly into the light, the thing bright
enough to leave throbbing green after-images when she scrunched her
eyes shut. It shifted to a less intrusive red glow, and she let
herself fall into a thrumming daze – she’d rather be massaged by
Emma, but this at least didn’t hurt, despite the enforced shortness
of breath.

‘Assessment will now begin.’ The calming
buzzing suddenly cut short, the chair making more alarming
vibrations behind her, her arms getting pulled up. She clenched her
hands more tightly, feeling nails prick her palms as her legs were
spread wide, rendering her completely vulnerable. All she could do
was shift her torso slightly. Her right arm was pulled further,
stretched out as far as she could, and then just a little further,
before being held there. She tried pulling against it, shifting
closer to relieve the pressure, but then her other arm was
stretched as well, making her chest feel tight, especially when
they were pulled backwards.

Pressure increased on her ankles as her legs
were stretched out. Her entire body was forced tight, taking away
even the tiny amount of mobility she had previously been permitted,
and hurting her joints. The metal band over her belly tightened,
settling onto her flesh, and then electricity burst over her
stomach. Her whole body tensed, arms and legs trying to twitch but
restricted by more metal, hurting them further.

This happened again, then again, each time
causing her arms and legs to hurt even more, as she couldn’t stop
herself from tensing. A screen blinked on in front of her, the
light stinging her eyes. Numbers flashed up, as her limbs were
stretched and allowed to relax before being stretched again. This
was like being on a medieval rack! Except even worse, with the
shocks to her belly forcing her to tense up and injure herself.

‘Acceptable progress.’

God. Did that mean she would have to go
through even more of this torture? She’d heard of extreme bootcamps
and the like, but this was something else entirely!

‘When the subject has progressed enough, then
she will be suitable for release. Automated testing will
begin.’

She tried to plead for release, or for
whatever was going to happen next to not hurt too much, but there
was no acknowledgement that anyone could hear her. The metal
stomach-band tightened until it was compressing her stomach
tightly, probes lightly prickling into her skin. She tried to pull
away, dreading the pain of the shocks to come. But it was
surprisingly mild – her muscles were forced to tense in rapid
succession, but it wasn’t the mind-wiping jolts she had suffered
before.

The screen shifted to show images again –
what messed-up pornography would she be shown now? At least it
might serve to distract her from the pain of her limbs, still
stretched out and taut.

It showed her own face in a state of relaxed
repose, smiling slightly, and made-up as though for work, with
mascara and eyeshadow, her hair neatly brushed. She stirred
uncomfortably – what was this? Sounds of pleasure, of grunting,
wordless effort came through the earpieces, making her tense, only
succeeding in hurting her arms as she uselessly fought against the
restraints. And then the face, her face, started to change. The
expression changed from normal and happy to one of wide-eyed bliss,
lips flushed, eyes starting to haze into vacancy, gulping in
breaths.

Seeing an image of herself getting aroused
had a strange effect, her crotch starting to tingle. She was so
tightly stretched she couldn’t even thrust her hips, as her
doppelganger went through the motions and expressions of getting
fucked, their eyes spinning, hair shaking, makeup starting to run
from tears and dribble.

Something brushed between her legs, and she
twitched, at least the tiny amount she could, spraining her leg
muscles. It was only a light and delicate touch, but combined with
the images, it was having quite an effect, warmth trickling up
through her.

‘The subject is not allowed release.
Resist.’

Charlotte tried to shift her hips, to escape
the brush teasing away at her. How long had it been since she’d
come here, and been forced to endure this torture? Although it
wasn’t penetrating into her, only stroking against her pussy, she
was already wet and wide, in a position to be fucked. She tried
closing her eyes, the sounds continuing to come through into her
ears, but that made her collar tingle a warning, the sensation
vanishing when she opened her eyes again.

Begging for it to stop achieved nothing, not
even an acknowledgement that she had been heard. But she was
hanging now, already right on the edge of an orgasm, only needing a
little more pressure to push her all the way over. She watched as
her image shifted, now changing to show her in office attire,
although tighter and sluttier than what she normally wore, more
like how Lisa dressed, the skirt short and tight, stocking-tops
visible, blouse undone to show the lace trim of her bra. Part of
her wondered at how well-done it was – had it been done as a
deepfake, her own face overlaid onto someone else’s? It looked more
realistic than any rendering! But the teasing twisting brushes,
flicking over her sodden clit, made it hurt to think further.

She watched “herself” walk into an office,
taking a moment to realize it was her office. She sat at the chair
and hitched her skirt up, revealing a skimpy thong and suspender
straps beneath, then started to masturbate. To try and distract
herself, Charlotte closed her fist as tightly as she could, using
the pain to ward off the imminent orgasm, not wanting to face
whatever punishment that would bring. But on screen, “she” was
pleasuring herself, legs spread wide, two fingers already slipping
in and out.

Charlotte found herself panting and gasping
in time with the image on screen – she wanted that freedom, or at
least that release! The electricity continued to prickle and tease
against her stomach, her body now fundamentally beyond her control,
limbs stretched wide and powerless. Despite the warmth and incoming
edge of pleasure, she was still having to fight for breath, the
mask not fully open.

Then the teasing abruptly stopped, her crotch
sopping wet still, leaving her hanging. Her concentration had
lapsed, and now “she” was getting fucked, bent over her own desk,
breasts squashing against the surface, hands grasping her hips,
some faceless male holding her in place and grinding away.

‘Assessment will continue.’

Something pushed against her butthole, smooth
and slippery. She tensed against the new violation, and there was a
moment of relief as the thing retreated before it assaulted her
again. It moved with too much force and pressure for her to hold
off, pushing inside of her despite her resistance. She felt more
metal on her breasts, the cold band tightening, small needles
poking and pricking into her skin.

She could feel tears starting to trickle down
her face as the anal assault started – it was slow and relentless,
a length pushing into her and then being withdrawn, every time
leaving her with the hope that it wouldn’t return again, before
that hope was torn away from her. Her words were entirely unheard –
she was sure she was begging for this to stop, but couldn’t hear
herself, making her feel like she was being driven from her own
body.

‘The subject’s responses will be
monitored.’

She tried to protest again – what the hell
response was she meant to have to being sodomised? She’d always
hated the feeling of it, of something there, where it
shouldn’t be, stretching out her out, even before the degradation
of having someone cum into her. The tickling of her pussy came
back, and she tried to glance down to see what it was, but
couldn’t, even visibility of her own body being denied to her.

“She” was still in her office, but now she
was dressed in lingerie, red lace and silk wrapped about her body,
on her knees in front of a man, hands in her lap, bright steel
handcuffs catching the light. She grunted in indignation – she’d
never sucked anyone off in there! That was something she’d dumped
onto Lisa. And her office was where she was powerful and in command
– any man in there would be servicing her, not the other way
around. But she had to watch herself kick and lick at their cock,
her hair bright against their smartly-pressed trousers, a hand
resting on her head as she kissed their balls.

The cock continued to pump and grind into her
own asshole, leaving her gasping with each intrusion. Was it
pushing deeper each time, or did it just feel that way? And the
brushes on her crotch were maddening – although she wasn’t
permitted to see the devices tormenting her, she could feel that
she was sopping wet, her lust enough to overcome her dislike of
ass-fucking.

Was the room getting hotter, or was that her?
With metal wrapped about her chest and belly, she could feel the
sweat on her body, her limbs still stretched and aching. The
ripples of electricity were, by now, something she was barely
conscious of, as her body was made into a thing beyond her
command.

‘The subject must observe.’ A jolt of pain
shocked her breasts, forcing her to pay attention. On screen, her
face was now slack-jawed and slick with cum. Apparently relentless,
her faceless partner grabbed her hair more roughly and began to
facefuck her, cock sliding all the way into her throat, enough to
make the flesh bulge, as “she” choked around the intruder, trying
to breath. Her own breath was forced short by the mask, as the cock
slid into her, and then twisted around, ridges and lumps spreading
her wide inside.

‘The subject’s preferences have been noted.
As a reward, the subject may observe.’

Charlotte was too tired and drained to
protest or fight back. Did the thing think that she liked
being buggered or face-fucked? She was dominant, not submissive!
She had other people, like Lisa, to get fucked for her, that wasn’t
something she would do herself, especially not in her office.

Listening to her own spluttering and coughing
made her squirm inside – she couldn’t beg for release or relief,
simply having to endure the devices teasing and penetrating her.
She was powerful! As soon as she got out of here, and got that
contract signed, then she would be wealthy, independent and
powerful! Her entire body clenched as she was violated in the ass
again, her limbs getting wrenched as she reflexively tensed.

Without ever being allowed to get off, she
was made to watch herself being violated again and again, her face
always front and center. And any time she stopped smiling, the
collar tightened, forcing herself to keep her face smiling, as her
copy squealed in seeming delight from being spanked, the rough
slaps of a hand on flesh combining with what seemed particularly
savage thrusts into her asshole.

‘The subject has performed adequately.’

Charlotte couldn’t bring herself to respond,
unsure if there even as anyone listening, but managing to keep her
features composed into a smile. The thing buried itself into her
ass again, a swift thrust in and out, and she tensed for another
penetration but now, finally, it didn’t come. The brushes withdrew,
leaving her there, rapidly cooling, her limbs still stretched.

She felt the restraints withdraw themselves,
freeing her, but it still took a long time before she could make
herself move. She raised herself up from the chair, now more of a
horizontal “X” shape, her legs wobbling as she moved.

‘The subject must put her belt on again.’

Charlotte hadn’t even had time to stand up
before the collar tingled. She moved as fast as she could,
stumbling and falling to her knees, reaching towards the curve of
metal, her arms shaking from their stretching as she picked it up
and, with slow and fumbling fingers, locked it back into place.

‘The subject may return to her rest. The
subject has performed well.’

Despite herself, she felt a slight twinge of
pride at the praise, although couldn’t manage to raise to her feet,
only just barely managing to crawl. The door opened at her
approach, letting her return to the open cabinet drawer, clambering
in and feeling the soft padding accept her body. She fell on her
side, barely noticing as the draw shut, sealing her into darkness
again.


 Chapter Fourteen: Further Training

A whispering sound penetrated into her slumbers,
enough to stir her into lighter sleep. What was it saying? Distant,
dreamy sounds, exhorting her to obey, interspersed with deep and
breathy moans, as her chastity belt stirred into low life. Her
hands drifted between her thighs, fingers scrabbling against the
metal, shifting it around without it being released. She could feel
her arousal, and not being able to do anything about it just made
it worse, some thick scent in the air heavy enough that she could
smell it even above the scent of rubber. Although now her bladder
was starting to protest, needing to be emptied.

She felt above her, hands pressing against
the padding, sinking into it, before having to let her arms drop,
muscles too weak to hold up for long, the impact absorbed by the
cushioning. Her legs felt just as sore and weak – hopefully she
would at least be able to stand! She didn’t want to soil herself in
here and be trapped in with the stinking waste.

Rapping her knuckles and feet against the
walls didn’t provoke any reaction, nor did there seem to be any
button or lever she could pull to get out. A voice, flat and
electronic, the gaps between the words unnatural and halting, some
text-to-speech program not quite up to the task.

‘The subject must not strain herself.’

She mumbled something back. The mouthpiece
has extended, pushed into her mouth as she slept and so distorted
her words and made her unable to talk properly, unsure what she was
even trying to say. But it was strangely soothing, in her own
private space, secure and protected and safe, no concerns or
worries. If it wasn’t for the damn chastity belt and the mask, this
could almost be relaxing – maybe she should look into getting
something similar for home, a way to isolate and seal herself away,
so she could get an actual break. Her bladder twinged again,
feeling full to bursting, and she knocked a fist against the wall
again. She couldn’t even tell which side would open, they all
sounded the same, and she couldn’t see anything.

‘The subject shall undergo further
assessment.’

The movement of the drawer was so gentle she
barely felt it, her skin registering a slight change of
temperature. It was still pitch black, so dark that she couldn’t
even see her hand in front of her face, as she slowly and shakily
pulled herself up, having to support herself on the edge of the
drawer-unit, staggering to her knees, her legs unable to support
her weight.

Lights appeared in front of her, a line of
green dots, like airplane guides on a runway, and she crawled
along, happy to not have to think, simply following the line, the
buzzing in her crotch serving as a reward. It was degrading and
pathetic to have to crawl rather than walk, but it wasn’t as though
anyone could see, and her legs were too weak and wobbly to support
her, her arms shaking as she crawled forward.

The plugs completely sealed her ears, so she
wasn’t even able to hear her own breath, and the mouthpiece was
large enough that she couldn’t try to talk, more than a vague
mumble, that sound only detectable as the faintest of vibrations
through the mask.

Her hand tapped against tile – she must have
moved to the bathroom, following the siren lure of those lights.
When she looked back over her shoulder, there was only darkness,
the glowing beads existing only ahead of her. It was like being in
a sci-fi film, with faint lights starting to shape themselves into
the curve and lines of the toilet, showing as a green shape in
front of her. She plucked at the belt again – with it in place, she
wasn’t going to pee, no matter how tempting it might be!

‘The subject may relieve herself. Any
unauthorized pleasure will result in discipline.’ A warning zap,
just a slight nip, ran into her neck, although it felt like just a
slight nip compared to a full-strength blast. She felt the belt
release itself, the weight of the metal pulling it away from her
body and dropping to the tiled floor, although she couldn’t hear
the impact. When she looked down, the chastity belt was outlined in
light as well, showing as red. It was like a computer game, with
only limited objects that existed, that she was allowed to perceive
or interact with!

But she had more immediate concerns – she sat
on the toilet and relaxed, feeling the pressure inside of herself
diminishing, the silence of what should have provoked a sound
somewhat un-nerving.

‘The subject shall stand.’

Standing was painful, her legs wobbling, and
she had to support herself on the wall or risk falling, arms
protesting and aching, still unable to see anything. Something
brushed against her belly, pressing against her, and she jumped.
The movement was enough to send her sliding downwards to the floor,
trying to see anything in the darkness, before pressure pulled
upwards in her collar, dragging her upwards.

She flailed with an arm, the back of her hand
knocking against smooth, slick latex, before a hand grabbed her
wrist and forced her arm down, not that she had much strength with
which to resist. What was going on? How come she couldn’t see
whoever it was still?

‘The subject will be assessed.’

She was twisted around and her wrists bought
together behind her back, padded cuffs snapping into place, a
resistance band between them. She mewled into the mask, unable to
hear herself as she was pushed against the wall, breasts squishing
against the cold tiles. Fingers, cold and slick with something,
felt down her back, a tissue dabbing between her thighs and
cleaning her. She tensed in preparation, but she wasn’t penetrated,
at least not yet. She could feel them, a latex-clad body pressed
tightly against her, breasts pressed against her, although they
felt strange and inhuman. They weren’t large enough to be Emma’s –
was this the Director, or some other worker?

Whatever was being rubbed into her made her
flesh tingle – not painfully, but it made her flesh feel more
sensitive. She grunted again, this time at least able to feel a
slight vibration through the rubber sealing her head and face.

Her protests were cut short by being spun
around again, and then pulled by the collar. It must be that bitch
of a Director, anyone else would be less brusque and rough! She
tried to move her arms – her wrists were connected by a chain,
something she couldn’t try to pull apart.

She couldn’t protest or object, having to
walk forward at the behest and command of the fingers through her
collar. There was nothing visible in front of her. Was the
apartment in darkness and the person had night-vision goggles, or
were her own eyepieces opaque?

‘The subject must relax. Or measures will be
taken.’

Christ, it really was impossible to tell the
difference between her and a chatbot! A slippery hand run up and
down her chest, something getting smeared into her breasts, down
her belly and then into her thighs, studiously avoiding her crotch.
Free of the chastity belt, she felt desire stirring, although it
was beneath a haze of tiredness. Her legs were flagging already,
and if it wasn’t for the hand on the collar, she would have sunk to
the ground.

Once she was apparently suitably lubricated,
the hand let her go, and she sagged to the ground in what was
probably an untidy sprawl, finding a padded mat and shifting onto
it. At this point, looking ladylike seemed mostly irrelevant! A
foot prodded against her calf, sending another twinge of pain
through the sore muscles.

‘The subject is tired.’

She nodded her head. Of course she was, she’d
been forced to do all that exercise probably not long ago! Hands
grabbed her and rolled her over so she was on her front, a weight
settling on her back as she was straddled. Fingers began to knead
and poke her back, massaging the oil deeper in. Charlotte turned
her head so she could at least breath properly, the air warm enough
that she was comfortable, except for being naked and
constrained.

When the hands moved to her shoulders, where
her muscles were most sore, it was a delight, as the pain and
tenseness was eased and soothed, the woman at least skilled at
massage despite her general demeanor. Having a latex-clad butt
sitting on her was somewhat annoying, buttocks pressing into her,
before she shifted around and started to work down Charlotte’s
back. Charlotte was happy to lay there, entirely supine, as fingers
worked from her back and then onto her thighs and calves, still
blind, but enjoying the sensation. Couldn’t she just have this,
without the punishments and everything else? She was starting to
feel horny now, and ground her hips slightly, rubbing against the
soft and squishy mat.

A hand spanked her buttocks and she
immediately stopped, leery of getting punished again. Her skin was
starting to heat up now, whatever was being rubbed into her skin
seeping in, making her body increasingly warm and sensitive.

‘Roll over.’ A hand slapped her backside
again, but more lightly this time. Charlotte obeyed, feeling more
vulnerable on her front, as the fingers manipulated her flesh. With
her hands tied behind her back, it was uncomfortable, her own arms
digging into her back. Her crotch was still avoided, but whatever
the stuff was made her skin increasingly sensitive, even as the
room got warmer, and she felt sweat starting to prickle her
skin.

‘Stand.’

It was a struggle to obey, but she
managed.

‘The subject must remain limber, as well as
maintaining her strength.’ She found herself pulled and twisted
into position, the chain resisting her movements. Having those
slippery fingers move over her flesh was unsettling, every touch
making her skin tingle and her body shiver, especially when they
traced over her armpits or down her flanks, into her sensitive
parts.

She tried to speak, but the mouthpiece held
her mouth open, her tongue flapping uselessly, slicking against the
rubber. It must have been audible though, as a hand traced down her
spine and the electronic and harsh voice sounded.

‘Improvement shall be rewarded.’ A finger ran
down her belly, stroking around her navel. ‘Failure shall be
punished.’ A click rattled from her mouthpiece, and it was suddenly
harder to breath, the valve tightening. She protested and tensed
her body, but hands gripped her wrists and prevented her moving, a
latex-clad body pressing tightly against her, warming oil smearing
over her body. She tried to fight back but it was useless as her
arms were briefly released, pulled out and stretched before
something clipped around her wrists, keeping them at full
extension. When she tried moving them, she couldn’t, although she
could feel something rattling against her neck.

The bindings shifted and stretched her limbs
out further, stretching her shoulders and elbows. With her hands
still bound, she couldn’t even wriggle her fingers

Fingers kneaded her breasts, her whole skin
now warm, tingling and sensitized, her muscles feeling so loose
they were almost liquid. At least it made the stress on her
shoulders and elbows less, her arms now more easily stretching out.
She shivered again as fingers probed her ribs, finding where she
was most sensitive and she tried to buck and twitch, wanting to
kick them off, although there was barely any strength in her legs.
Fingers pinched her inner thigh as a warning, another hand pressing
down on her belly. Then the fingers stroked her slit, before one
slid into her.

She bucked again, feeling her body embrace
the digit, wanting it to twist around, feeling the warmth soak into
her own wetness. Fingers pinched a nipple, and the valve clicked
again, her chest starting to burn from lack of air. It twisted and
teased inside of her before withdrawing, her hips pushing upwards
to follow it before she was firmly pushed back down and held in
place by a hand.

‘Stay.’

Her head was starting to pound and she had to
fight to pull breath through the valve, barely needing the command
to stay in place. She tried moving her arms, but the bar held them
stretched out and taut, as she felt latex slide up her leg, sealing
her flesh away. With the oil on her skin, the stuff made her skin
feel warm and loose bound beneath slick tightness, binding her away
from the world, numbing her skin against sensation.

The hand pressed against her cunt again as
the latex bound and snapped its way up her leg, until it reached
her thigh, snapping into place. She could feel something else
amidst the latex, metal pressed tight against her skin. And then
the process was repeated on the other leg, material rolling upwards
until it reached the same height as the first. As a seeming reward,
the fingers teased her again, stroking her lips but not
penetrating. She grunted then sank back down and gasped in what air
she was allowed. There was a slight change in pressure in front of
her face and she could breathe a little more easily, although her
lungs still burned.

She was pulled upwards and tried to regain
her balance – whatever had been pulled onto her legs ended with
brutally high heels, forcing her onto her toes. She staggered,
unable to move her arms to help her balance and swaying for a
moment, only supported by a hand gripping onto her collar. She
swayed, trying to support herself, unable to even move her
fingers.

The grip on her collar released and she
immediately staggered forward, barely able to support herself.
‘Posture.’ Material, tight and stiff, wrapped about her belly and
back, forcing her spine straight, compressing her stomach and hips
as it shaped her body, making it even harder to breath, although
her breasts were still bare. With a grunt of annoyance, she
twisted, trying to knock her “dresser” away with her arms, earning
herself a sharp pinch of a nipple.

Whatever was wrapped around her forced her
back straight, her back now in forced alignment with her neck and
head, her arms stretched out. And then something pulled on her,
from the collar, forcing her to step forward or risk being choked.
There was enough reinforcement along her ankles that she managed to
step without falling over, but it was a challenge!

‘Knees higher.’

The pressure on her collar was constant,
something pulling with a constant, mechanical force. She managed to
lift her leg up, making knee coming all the way up to her
waist.

‘The subject shall be left to her training.’
Hands reached between her legs again, and she felt a cord snap into
place, bumped beads sliding against her slit. She was forced to
step forward again, the pressure still on her neck, beads slipping
against her lips. She whimpered – she didn’t want to be left alone
like this!

All she could do, the only movement she was
allowed, was a limited twisting of her torso, and that was a
struggle, the heavy latex corset trying to pull her back into
position, the collar not letting her neck bend at all. She stepped
forward again before she fell, taking only a small quick step on
the high heels. A sudden sharp electrical snap twitched at her
stomach, making all her muscles tense. For her next step, she
remembered to raise her knee high, having to take care to place it
securely as the beads ground against her. They felt strangely cool,
some fluid on them soaking into her pussy, sliding through her with
a disconcertingly numb sensation.

She tried protesting, not wanting to be left
in such a situation, laboring to lift her leg high for another
step. She teetered slightly, feeling the ground shift beneath her –
was she on a conveyer belt? With the crotch-rope so taut, she
couldn’t even try and move to the side to get off, having to
continually make the high-knee’d steps. But if she wasn’t being
watched, then…?

On her next step she didn’t lift her leg all
the way up. The response was swift, a cord cracking against her
buttocks, thin and whip-like as it seared her skin and left her
choking in pain. The darkness that filled her vision flashed with a
bright surge of red, a clear warning that worse could probably be
inflicted upon her.

As the crotch-rope continued to tease her,
she could feel heavy numbness soaking into her crotch – the beads
were sliding through, but there was no anticipatory teasing or
build-up to an orgasm, although she could still feel a sticky
wetness between her thighs, but nothing that might lead to a
release. Some anesthetic gel? But the continual small shocks to her
stomach and thighs made it hard to think about that, along with
having to maintain her posture, her arms still forcibly
outstretched on either side of her head. She could feel sweat
trickling down her face, the inside of the mask clammy and hot as
she fought for breath.

After a while, the red glare faded, changing
to a soothing green. A gentle trickle of cool water tinkled down
into her mouth, and she gratefully swallowed, barely noticing a
slightly chalky aftertaste. With the earpieces firmly inserted, she
couldn’t even hear her own labored breathing, although she could
feel her body straining, sweaty skin shifting beneath the embrace
of the latex.

Her legs started to throb with tiredness, her
muscles feeling increasingly leaden and heavy. What would happen if
she just… stopped? She made another half-hearted step, and the whip
cracked against her buttocks again, sending her into a jolting
flurry of steps, the collar still pulling on her. Was the damn
thing on a pulley? She grunted in anger, unable to form any words
with her plugged mouth, forcing herself to step, again and again,
her muscles forced to tense by the conductive pads stuck in
place.

It was getting harder and harder to move, her
legs not responding to her will, the conveyer belt beneath her
sliding her backwards, whip cracking against her again and again.
She whimpered – she couldn’t move, her legs were past the
point of exhaustion! She stumbled, the collar tightening around her
neck, something stiffening to support her, but there was a moment
of frightened panic until she managed to fumble her legs against
the ground and regain some balance.

Pained gasps and grunts filled her ears, a
playback of a woman groaning in pain, mumbling not-quite words,
breathy and liquid babbling, accompanied by a rhythmic meaty
slapping, skin-on-skin sound of fucking. With the disturbing
numbness between her legs, getting off was the last thing on her
mind, if she even could anymore! She managed to force
herself to take another few, faltering steps, before she couldn’t
manage any more.

Even with the whip cracking against her
buttocks again, she couldn’t force herself to move, her legs limp
and defeated. The sound in her ears got rougher, mumbled begging
now just about comprehensible. The conveyer belt continued to
slide, dragging her backwards, her weight now suspended on her neck
and shoulders. She heard a distinct mechanical click, and then
gasped and choked, her air suddenly cutting short. The red-tinged
light glowing into her eyes seemed to darken, her head suddenly
pounded as her lungs fought for air. There was a blessed moment of
relief as the collar-pulley released her, before she staggered to
the ground, stumbling over the crotch-rope and landing,
shoulder-first on the ground, dimly feeling the rubber track of a
conveyer belt, before everything faded to black.


 Chapter Fifteen: Enforced Recovery

Light. For a change, she could see actual light –
although still electric, rather than daylight. Something was still
pushed into her mouth, and her mouth was parched and dry, but at
least she could see! Charlotte tried moving, finding resistance –
her legs were bent, her ankle pushed tight against her backside,
something tightly restraining her legs in their bent position. Even
with the bone-deep pain of her enforced workout, she tried to move
more, to break out of the restraints, but couldn’t.

She looked around, feeling a heavy collar
limiting the movement of her neck. She was in the main bedroom,
although the bed was folded and recessed into the wall, meaning the
room was empty and bare except for the cabinet, currently sealed
shut. She couldn’t move her arms either, feeling that they were
doubled back on themselves, her wrists locked against her
shoulders. When she tried moving, being forced to crawl on all
fours, then she found that there was padding on her knees and
elbows, absorbing the shocks of motion. Her body was wrapped in
something tight and restrictive, pushing in and compressing her
belly and breasts, with something hard pulled tightly against her
nipples, some device buried in her pussy, doubtless ready to hurt
her.

She bucked and twisted, trying to break out
of the restraints, the leather not showing any signs of succumbing
to her strained twisting, buckles snapping tight as she moved,
knees and elbows thudding against the floor. Even her hands were
bound into padded mittens and strapped along her shoulders!

A spot of dribble flowed from her mouth, a
metal ring forcing it open, a rubber plug dangling from a chain but
not currently in place. ‘Auuuggghhh!’ Her throat was dry and
parched, her frustrated yell making it hurt even more, the sound
more felt than heard. She twisted and managed to make her back half
rise up, slamming her knees into the ground, feeling the shock run
through her body, sending jolts of pain through her body. Then her
legs gave up under the impact, and she collapsed to the ground,
legs splaying out, muscles too sore to move.

Charlotte had heard of support harnesses for
people that were disabled, but this seemed ridiculous! She could
barely move, only supported by the stiffness of her own limbs and
the tightness of the material she was wrapped in. Her whole body
felt like it had been oiled up, her skin slick and warm beneath the
tight constraints of the latex suit and the restraints. It squashed
and compressed her body, shaping her waist and hips, forcing her
head to be held straight forward, still locked into some headgear,
the lenses clear, at least for now.

After resting, sprawled on the floor for a
while, she had managed to recover enough strength to pick herself
up and test how much she could move. Down on all fours, she had to
crawl, glad at least of the knee and elbow paddings, her bindings
stiff and strangely supportive. Her ears were blocked, making her
movement eerily silent as she crawled forward, her butt wriggling
as she moved. The mask or hood locked over her head meant that her
vision was limited, her view just two circles ahead of her – even
when she moved her eyes to try and glance around, she could see
nothing but the insides of the mask.

She butted her head against the door, unable
to twist her shoulders enough to use those instead. Mercifully, it
swung open at her push, allowing her access to the main room. There
was a double-length treadmill alongside the floor-length windows,
still tinted solid black. The lights and shadows were sharp and
distinct, the lights on the ceiling illuminating regular circles,
the rest of the place pitch black. From down here, most of what she
could see was cabinets and drawers.

As she watched, the lights blinked out,
except for one at the far end of the room. Her brain felt as numb
and laggard as her body, memories flicking and fading. She didn’t
want to be like this, but her body was just so drained and numb
that resistance was hard. This wasn’t therapy or treatment; this
was just torture!

Her collar thrummed, suddenly buzzing around
her neck and making her twitch in fear. The only thing in sight was
the single dot of light, highlighting a point on the far side of
the room. With slow, aching movements, she crawled over, forcing
herself to move faster as the tingling intensified, a single zap
making her shudder in pain, delivered straight into the top of her
spine.

With a sense of relief, she made it into the
dot of light, the tingling stopping. She let herself relax, at
least as much as her restraints allowed, glad of the support
provided by whatever harness she had been forced into.

‘The subject shall be trained further.’ There
was the slightest of hitches in the electronic voice – was it
actually that bitch again? She tried to whine in protest – she
wanted to rest, not get trained or punished or hurt again! Her
collar buzzed, and she shuddered. Another sound emerged, just
beneath the commanding voice – a voice, gasping and panting,
begging for release, sounding as though there were something jammed
into their mouth, words garbled and mushy.

Fear and humiliation slid through her,
icy-cold and clinging. It was her voice, begging for release
and relief, interspersed with cries of pain and the slapping of
leather against skin. Her body started to ache in sympathy, as
memories tumbled and surfaced. Was that her? But…

‘The subject will obey. Or punishments will
be levelled.’

Her collar nipped at her, as she fought down
the feeling of terror. Had that happened? When? And how? The
clammy sweat of fear oozed from her skin, making the gel spread
further, its artificial heat doing little to calm her. She tried to
rise up, wanting to butt at one of the control panels, to do
something. But her whole body hurt and ached, her limbs only barely
obeying her instructions.

Her collar bit again, more harshly this time,
making her grunt in pain, as the gasps and moans silenced
themselves. ‘The subject will obey, or the punishments will
continue.’

She fell to the ground, then gasped in pain
as electrical sparking seared into her breasts, something clamped
onto her nipples conducting the savage barbs.

‘The subject will obey, or the punishments
will continue.’

Charlotte wanted to cry, to beg for release,
but her mouth was jammed open, a line of spittle falling downwards
and staining the floor. She moved towards the door – maybe she
could get it open somehow?

As she moved out of the light, the collar
flared again, a savage and sharp flare of pain that made her vision
black out for a moment, her bound and stumpy limbs twitching. She
kept moving, trying to focus through the pain, crawling forward
again.

Then lightning spiked in her crotch, and she
collapsed into a juddering heap, barely able to control her body,
feeling smaller shocks assault her stomach, thighs and even her
feet, sending them into twitching and pained cramps. She looked at
the door through her tears, wondering what was on the other side –
surely this was just an apartment somewhere, and she could escape?
She managed another slow, faltering wriggle, before further agonies
were forced onto her and she lost control of her body. The gel was
conducting the shocks even further, making them stab into her
entire body rather than just wherever the contacts were.

‘The subject will obey.’ She felt a tingle on
her forehead and whimpered – they wouldn’t zap her in the skull,
would they? Her vision went black then white, before slowly
returning as her neck tensed and tried to fight against the stiff
collar, compressing her throat before she could gasp in a
breath.

With agony in her brain, she retreated back
to the light. The thing in her crotch buzzed for a moment,
something that might have been pleasurable in other
circumstances.

A cupboard popped open, and a football rolled
out, bumping against her and coming to a stop. ‘The subject has
become confused. Physical activity will help the subject relax.
Failure will bring punishment.’ There was another warning tingle
down her abdomen, making her twitch and shiver.

Another spotlight flicked on, over at the far
side of the room. ‘Begin.’

The warning vibrations started, until she
nudged the ball with her bound elbow, making it roll forward. It
didn’t move entirely straight, rolling in a strange curving arc,
forcing her to try and move faster to keep up with it. As she
moved, the wet and pained groans continued to sound in her ears,
triggering a cascade of shame through her body. Was that her? Sharp
but vague recollections formed – of being forcibly spread over a
hard surface and used, hands pressing into her, cocks penetrating
her.

She struck the ball with another elbow to
make it roll forward, as a brutal-sounding strike sounded, and she
remembered the pain of a whipcord-lash against her breasts, the
nipples crushed by some clamp. The ball suddenly twisted away,
rolling to the right and into the darkness, forcing her to go
crawling after it.

As soon as she deviated from the straightest
path between the two lights, painful sensations started, jolts of
lightning tormenting her again, making her movement even slower as
she tried to recover from the assaults. But she managed to recover
the ball, herding it with a nudge from her face, whatever valve was
restricting her breathing protruding outwards and letting her move
it into the other spotlight.

‘The subject will continue until improved.
This one will return in six hours to re-assess the subject.
Refreshment shall be awarded subject to improvement.’

Charlotte tried to protest but couldn’t even
lift her head, the collar too thick to let her move her neck at
all. The ball suddenly twitched and skittered, starting to roll
away until she managed to move after it. A blast of water suddenly
filled her mouth, making her splutter until she managed to swallow
it, again with that chalky aftertaste.

Before she even had the chance to move, her
harness started to vibrate, setting up the expectation of pain,
making her crawl as fast as she could. The ball stubbornly refused
to move in simple, straight lines, somehow continually getting
pulled askew, something shifting inside of it even when she was
touching it, the thing jolting and skipping.

Her brain felt half-numb and dead, as visions
danced in her eyes, synchronizing with the pained and orgasmic
sounds. A woman, dressed in trashy and skimpy clothing, was on her
back on a table, her head dangling over the side. A cock was
sliding in and out of her throat, making the skin bulge as it slid
all the way in, his hips thrusting and staying forward to distend
the woman’s throat. His hand squeezed the woman’s throat, massaging
his cock through the flesh, even as she spluttered and gasped for
breath. Shackles were on the woman’s ankles, forcing her legs to be
spread wide, tiny mini dress rolled up to reveal a bare crotch,
black stockings and suspender straps sheathing her legs.

The man came, gasping himself as the woman
cried and coughed, trying to swallow to avoid choking, spit and cum
welling up around the cock. It hovered in her vision, a ghostly
image overlaid over the darkened floor that was all she was
permitted to see. The hood limited her vision and movement so that
she couldn’t even look up or to the side, all she could see a
limited cone directly in front of herself.

She had to concentrate on the ball, the damn
thing moving with a mind of its own, rolling around if she didn’t
keep it under control. The pained hacking and coughing in her ears
continued, fading into a background throb, accompanied by spikes of
lightning to her body. It hurt, even when she was obeying!
The harness was so tight though, there was no way to escape or
break it – she couldn’t even flex her fingers properly, the latex
mittens binding her fingers fighting her to strongly for her to
move more than a fraction of an inch.

As best she could, she managed to herd the
ball as directed, unable to focus on anything outside of the damn
ball, some motorized weight inside of it making it continually veer
and twist away from her. Whenever it moved too far away from where
she was supposed to be moving it, more pain came, her sweat and the
gel conducting agony across her entire body. She could barely
think, pain always distracting her, her body and brain both numb.
As she moved, the suit-harness tensed further, compressing her
lungs, the mask limiting her breath whenever she slowed down. Even
the images of violations and torments was hard to focus on,
although she could feel herself starting to get aroused, some
device teasing and throbbing away inside of her, twisting deeper
and deeper into her.

She could see another woman now, tall and
lithe, bent over a polished counter-top, a hand keeping her in
place as a cock skewered her, long black hair being tightly gripped
and used to keep her in place, face-down, as she was fucked in the
ass. Something buried in Charlotte’s own backside started to twist
around, feeling like it was burrowing deeper into her, forcing her
walls to gape and spread. She tried to tense to force the thing it,
but it was lodged too deeply, and was too large, for her to have
any hope of eliminating it from her body.

The ball skittered and jumped aside, rolling
away from her as she nudged it with an elbow, forcing her to
scamper and prance trying to regain control of it again. As if
pushed by an invisible force, it jerked into movement again,
rolling out of sight. Moving around to try and find it was a
lengthy process, as she had to move her entire body around to look
around the room, her peripheral vision non-existent, the room
dark.

As she did so, the sounds in her ears became
even more pained – sharp strikes of a cane against flesh, a woman’s
calves, thighs and backside getting marked up with thin red welts.
She shuddered in sympathetic pain, trying not to imagine herself
being struck and tormented. The ball had rolled against a wall,
barely visible in the gloom. As she travelled towards it, the
shocks got worse, her vision blurring through tears and jolts
delivered to her spine, her chest feeling like it was being crushed
as latex compressed around her.

She started to herd the ball back towards the
light, keeping it close to her to stop it running out of control.
It twitched once or twice, whatever was inside trying to pull it
from her control, but she kept it between her elbow and chest to
try and keep it from escaping, until she managed to reach the
current spotlight.

Her body was a mass of agony, her chest
heaving, at least as much as it was allowed to against the binding,
every breath a struggle, not enough air being permitted through the
mask to satisfy her aching body. Any flare of electricity stung her
body, and she tried to scream and beg for release, but was only
able to manage a pathetic whimper that she could feel as a dull
vibration through everything she was wearing.

The thing buried in her ass started to throb
and twist, as the sounds in her ears changed to pained shouts,
almost-coherent words for once before they were replacing by
sobbing and wet chokes, a cock getting shoved between lips and
cutting them off. She blinked, trying to shift away some of the
tears shrouding her vision and to see through the images projected
onto the mask lenses, but couldn’t entirely suppress a shudder as
cherry-red lips were spread around an erect cock, any words
silenced as the engorged shaft was pushed into their mouth. From
how their arms writhed, they were bound at the elbows behind their
back, hands flailing but unable to push the man away, as they
coughed and spluttered.

At this point, Charlotte would rather have a
cock in her mouth – at least that would be easier to breath
through! She found herself gasping and panting for breath in time
with the woman, their face obscured by the man fucking them.

She felt a tired haze rising up within her,
darkness blurring her eyes as much as tears, but pain wracked her
body again, forcing her into movement. Her body was on fire with
pain and lightning as shame and humiliation chilled her, desperate
fear that she wouldn’t be released, or that she would be forced to
service someone she knew.

With faltering, crawling movements, she kept
moving, although she could feel herself slowing, her consciousness
fading, even when spiked and needled by electricity. The closest
thing to comfort was the gentle buzzing in her crotch, but even
that had the harsh counterpoint of the thing in her ass, feeling
huge and cruel, warping her body to accommodate it.

She had no idea how long it had been before
she couldn’t take it any more, simply collapsing into a heap, even
the electric urging spiking her body unable to rouse her, as she
sank to the ground. The ball rolled away somewhere, out of sight,
as she tried to rouse herself, her limbs now entirely beyond her
control, unable to move at all, the harness too much for her to
overcome.


 Chapter Sixteen: Momentary Relief

When she awoke, Charlotte could feel the tiredness in
her limbs and body, every muscle feeling sore and almost entirely
non-responsive. She was beneath a sheet, even the act of pushing
that away feeling like a herculean task, the light material seeming
heavier than lead. But there was sunlight – actual, real light –
streaming in through a floor-length window, now set to transparency
rather than opacity. It showed her the center of the city, other
high-rise apartment blocks around her, the skyscrapers of the
financial district not far away. From the buildings she recognized,
her own apartment wasn’t far away. She couldn’t yet find the
strength to stand, but it was an impressive view, the buildings
catching the morning glow, windows shining bronze.

Seeing the apartment in actual light, rather
than the red-tinged half-light or having to feel her way around in
darkness, made the expensively spartan furnishings more obvious –
the walls were bare and off-white except for the large screen
securely mounted opposite the bed, the cabinet in the corner
gleaming with an unnerving black sheen, shaped from black
steel.

Getting out of bed was a trial – her legs
protested as soon as she stood, and she had to stagger and lean on
the glass for support, leaving sticky marks on it as she staggered
towards the door. Although it was only a few short paces, by the
time she got there, the ache in her legs had become a full-on fire,
throbbing in agony as she pushed the door open.

The main room was also lit with bright
morning sunlight, every surface gleaming brightly.

‘Good morning ma’am!’ Emma walked in from the
kitchenette, wearing her usual figure-hugging latex, her lush body
sending a strange and unexpected thrill of desire dancing through
Charlotte. She was holding a steaming mug of coffee, as always
looking somewhat tousled. She smiled at Charlotte, who was using
all of her strength just to support herself, before putting the mug
down and approaching, red catsuit gleaming in the sunlight.

‘Let me help you. It looks as though your
therapy is progressing well.’

Charlotte managed a staggering, stilted step
away from the wall before Emma caught her, pressing close against
her in support. Pressing up against her was a strange sensation,
flesh squashing against the latex and the soft body beneath, as
Emma put an arm around her shoulders. ‘Ma’am needs a wash, she is
rather, um, sweaty.’

Charlotte let herself be carried towards the
bathroom, putting most of her weight onto Emma, trying to save
herself the pain.

‘I’ve been sent to check on you. The Director
says you’re doing well, but I have been asked to tend to you as
carefully as possible. And of course, I’ve bought clothing for the
event tonight.’

Charlotte slumped into the shower and would
have bashed herself against the wall if it hadn’t been for Emma
holding her back.

‘Let me get the support harness.’

In proper light, trying not to slide down
into the shower tray, Charlotte could see that there was a hook on
the ceiling, with some sturdy-looking padded hoops attached. Emma
lowered this, grabbing Charlotte’s arms and hooking them
underneath. She dangled there, feet barely touching the ground,
glad to take the strain off, as water gushed over her, hot and
relaxing.

Emma moved in with her and closed the shower
door, before squirting shower gel over her hands and beginning to
wash Charlotte down. Charlotte felt herself relax, lost in the haze
of steam and Emma’s soothing touch, and unable to force her muscles
into compliance anyway. In the bright light and warm water, some of
the throbbing aching of her limbs faded. Skilled and warm fingers
stroked between her legs and she whimpered.

‘Shhh, don’t worry. You’ve been performing
well. Although you’re still not allowed to come.’ A finger tracing
between her buttocks made her whimper again, as it brushed over her
butthole, although mercifully didn’t thrust into her.

‘Please… No…’ Even her jaw felt aching and
sore as she tried to protest, not wanting to be hurt or violated
again.

Emma gave her a wet hug, slick and wet latex
feeling strange against her skin, slippery-smooth. ‘Don’t worry,
ma’am. Soon your treatment will be complete.’ Arms wrapped around
her, a tight hug that did strange things to the water flows,
channeling it along the impermeable latex, cascading and trickling
to the floor. ‘Don’t worry, the Director may be harsh, but her
subjects are far happier afterwards.’ Emma kissed her gently on the
neck, lips brushing her flesh. ‘Soon, you will be fully treated. So
don’t be sad.’

The fingers continued to tease and stroke
her, briefly sliding into her for a long, breathless moment,
sending a thrilling spike of pleasure into her before the fingers
were withdrawn.

‘You certainly seem responsive, that’s good.
Now close your eyes, I need to wash your hair. It’s gotten a little
grimy. Harness: down.’ A motor whined, and the harness started to
lower, Charlotte feeling her legs, barely able to stand up when
they touched the shower tray. ‘On your knees.’

Charlotte found herself obeying before
thinking about it, the corrugated ridges of the shower-tray
uncomfortable on her knees but still more comfortable than
standing. Emma squirted something into her hair and started rubbing
it in, Charlotte closing her eyes. With the warm water running over
her and Emma’s fingers massaging her scalp, it was almost
pleasurable, although she made sure to keep her hands away from her
crotch, lest she be punished again. She tilted her head forward so
that the water streamed off her head and onto her legs, trying to
lose herself in the water, trying to forget. Her body hurt,
and her mind shuddered away from remembering, brief shadows of
agony flashing through memories, which she tried to suppress.

It seemed far too short a time until Emma
hosed down her head, washing off the suds, and then the water cut
off. She kept her eyes shut as Emma toweled her head down before a
tap on her shoulders indicated she should stand. She was pulled out
of the shower cubicle and then let herself be dried fully, Emma
moving swiftly and efficiently, her hands gentle and soft.

Once she was dry, Emma moved to powder her
skin, leaving it dry and sweet smelling. Having a brush run through
her hair snapped and snagged several strands, but it was swiftly
tidied and shaped, before Emma dried herself off as well.

‘Now, can you be trusted not to touch
yourself?’

Charlotte nodded her head. Having Emma rub
and brush against her had been stimulating, but the last thing she
wanted was further “training” or “discipline”!

‘Excellent. Then I have a lovely dress,
picked out just for you. There’s going to be all sorts of
prestigious people there, so you’ll want to look your best. After
all, I hear that your company is going to be bought out soon. And
you wouldn’t want to disrupt that, would you?’

Charlotte’s heart leapt. Yes! The sale of the
company. Then she might be able to get away from this. And not have
to endure these punishments! If she could just find a backer…

‘You’re nice and quiet.’ Emma patted her on
the head. ‘It would be nice if all the clients were like you! One
of them is a real terror, not taking to the therapy well at all.
But I’m sure she’ll start responding positively soon, she’s in
isolation for being naughty and that normally helps. Now, let’s get
your dress on. It’s been fitted just for you. Follow me.’

‘Do I… do I have to go?’

‘Oh yes, it’ll be very exciting! Don’t worry,
you’ll enjoy it.’

There was a clothing bag on the counter-top,
which Emma held up and unzipped. Inside was a dress of shimmering
silver, sleek and sexy but not very long and with a high neckline,
cut to the thigh, although with a strange lump just beneath the
waistline.

Emma gave Charlotte another hug. ‘Now, let’s
get you ready.’ She gave the dress a shake and unzipped the back,
before lowering it over Charlotte’s head. Something metal and
slippery brushed against her back, nestling awkwardly between her
buttocks. It curved precisely over her body, clearly fitted just
for her, sheathing tightly to her curves, except for the metal lump
which smeared against her, cold, uncomfortable and ruining the
lines of the dress.

‘This is a gift for you. And you do look
magnificent!’ Hands fondled her backside, poking the buttocks aside
and then shoving the lump inside of her, the chill metal sliding
into her butt. She grunted and yelped in sudden shock as her body
warped around the intruder, the dress now fully fitted, so tight it
was like a second skin.

Despite the unpleasant, but rapidly warming,
lump of metal now lodged inside of her, it did feel fantastic, so
tight she didn’t need underwear, and probably couldn’t wear any, at
least without it showing, with a sheer panel over her navel and a
diamond of bare flesh between the high collar and her breasts,
cupping and supported them. It even slid over her collar, making
the metal appear to be part of the design, rather than something
else forced onto her.

She tapped the collar, feeling it tight
around her neck.

‘Could you…’

‘Oh no, ma’am. It’s important to track your
vitals at all time. And to keep track of you. We would be remiss in
our duty of care.’ Emma touched the collar herself, twisting it
slightly until it was aligned to her satisfaction. ‘You look
amazing, ma’am. Although let me do your face as well. A driver has
been sent, so let’s get you properly ready.’

Emma looked down at herself, taking in the
smears on her latex. ‘I suppose I should change as well, otherwise
the director will…take action. She can be, um, bit rough sometimes,
when I’m not performing as well as I should do. But her sessions
are invigorating and I do feel better afterwards!’

Charlotte wasn’t sure how to respond – did
the director punish Emma as well? It didn’t seem much of a
surprise, although Emma wasn’t complaining that much, when the
“punishments” were probably brutal and degrading. She must have
whimpered or shivered herself, as Emma ran a comforting hand down
her body.

‘Shhh, don’t worry. Just a little more. Now,
come and sit here.’ She gestured at a stool positioned in front of
a mirror, a drawer popping open to reveal boxes of cosmetics. ‘You
must look as good as possible. And you do have lovely skin.’ Emma
stroked Charlotte’s face, before pulling her into position.

Having brushes flicker over her face, Emma
tending and soothing her, colored powders and pigments being
applied, was a nice sensation. Emma was skilled at her craft,
bringing out her cheekbones well, and applying tints to her
eyelids.

‘Oh yes, ma’am is exquisite! Excellent. Now,
if you will give me a moment…’ She started unzipping her catsuit,
her lush skin swelling out from beneath the latex, wearing nothing
beneath. Utterly shameless, she unzipped another clothing bag and
pulled out a red latex mini dress, sliding it onto herself, her
breasts squeezing against tightly against it, the hemline so short
that it showed the curve of her buttocks. She also produced latex
stockings, rolling them up her legs with the ease of long practice,
her feet slipping into dramatically high heels.

‘I have shoes for you as well.’

They were high and strappy, with diamonds
that sparkled in the light, Emma moving into an awkward stoop to
put them onto Charlotte. Charlotte shivered as fingers brushed her
soles, Emma giggling and brushing fingers against the skin. ‘You’ve
become nice and sensitive! But no touching yourself. Now, stand
up.’

Charlotte obeyed, taking a moment to get used
to the relatively mundane heels – higher than anything she had worn
before, but nowhere near as brutal as some of the training heels
she had been subjected to! She cast her eyes about in sudden panic,
seeing the treadmill still in place and flinching. Her legs shook
and quivered in recollection, and she had to lean on the counter
for support. Emma drew back to examine her handiwork.

‘Excellent! Now, look at me, and open your
eyes nice and wide.’

Charlotte obeyed, as Emma opened up a contact
lens pot, the wet curve resting on a fingertip. With one hand, she
carefully held Charlotte’s right eye open, as the finger came up
and pushed against her eyeball. The lens stuck into place, and then
she was allowed to blink, the thing settling into place. She
glanced around – it seemed normal enough, she could still see.
Maybe it was a simple cosmetic one? The process was repeated with
her other eye, her vision blurring for a moment before it settled
into place. She turned to look at herself in the mirror – her brown
eyes were now a vivid, brilliant blue.

‘They compliment the dress well, I think.’
Emma fussed over her, tugging and teasing the dress into place,
fussing it around her hips, tweaking the plug a little and making
Charlotte twitch. ‘Ssshhh, don’t worry. When your treatment is
complete, then you won’t have to worry again. And you’re getting
nice and used to things in here!’

Dressed in finery, even with the plug buried
inside of her, she felt more herself, and was able to stand a
little straighter, despite the twinges of soreness that permeated
her body.

‘Can you… let me go? Please? I’m treated, I’m
better now.’

‘Oh no. We care for all our clients until
their treatment is complete. You were a little stubborn to begin
with, but you seem to be adjusting well now.’ She patted Charlotte
on the head again, carefully brushing hair back into place
afterwards. ‘Now, jewelry.’

Sparkling diamonds were hung from her ears, a
thing chain of silver going about her waist with black teardrops
falling from it. There were also thick bracelets that went onto her
wrists, the shining metal not enough to disguise that they both had
heavy and strong-looking D-rings on them. Emma whispered
conspiratorially. ‘From the director’s personal collection, she
must want you to look really good!’ They clicked into place,
without any visible catches to remove them. That did little to
reassure Charlotte. ‘Now, let me just finish your eyes.’ She pulled
out a small pocket torch, using one hand to hold Charlotte’s head
in place as she shone the light into Charlotte’s left eye. It
immediately darkened, the room fading into shading, before the eye
went completely blind. This was repeated on the other side,
blinding her completely.

Arms embraced her again, Emma trying to relax
her. ‘Don’t worry, it’s sensitive to light, the process can be
reversed. You see?’ Vision started to return in one eye, the light
shining from the torch now a slightly different tint. ‘Let me make
it dark again.’ Charlotte was plunged back into darkness.

‘Can I… please be allowed to see?’ She knew
she sounded weak and pathetic, and hated it, but she was so weak
and drained and dead inside that she couldn’t summon up any
strength.

‘Oh no. It’s all very secret and hush-hush.
You’re not allowed to know where we’re going. Do you prefer this to
a mask?’

The thought of having something locked about
her face, probably sealing her mouth as well, made her shake her
head. Being blind was unpleasant, but at least she wasn’t sealed
away, and the dress was tight, but better than being locked into
latex or bound into some device.

‘Very good. Let me walk you down to the car.’
An arm slipped through hers, and she found herself being walked
forward, the door clicking open at their approach. Outside, the air
had a different scent – professionally and impersonally clean and
polished, thin carpet beneath her heels. She hadn’t realized how
much the flat or wherever she had been had reeked of sweat and sex,
until she was allowed out. A short hallway, and then into a lift.
She could feel the change of pressure as they moved downwards,
settling to stop and the door opening. Air, sunlit-warm and
sweetly-scented, surrounded her, as Emma guided her forward.
Charlotte tried not to think what they must look like – Emma looked
like nothing more than a call-girl, escorting a customer somewhere.
And while a mask might be degrading in some ways, at least it
concealed her identity!

A voice spoke, feminine, crisp and
professional. ‘Good morning. Your car and driver have arrived
already.’

‘Thanks!’ Emma sounded far too perky and
normal, as she guided Charlotte onwards, another door sliding open.
Having fresh air in her face was a shock, a vivid assault of scents
and flavors; car fumes, concrete, a thick and muggy heat. She must
still be in the city then?

‘Hey, Emma.’ A man’s voice spoke. ‘Good to
see you again!’ It switched to far more courteous and upper-class
tones. ‘And you, madam. Your dress is stunning. Anyway, hop in.
She’s just been tuned, I’m hoping the roads will be clear, I want
to see what I can do on a straight!’

‘Please be careful on the corners. I get
queasy with the way you drive! And it’s not your car.’

‘Sure, but he lets me drive it whenever I
want.’ She heard the click of a car door, and the thrum of an
engine. ‘He likes his toys but tends to outsource the maintenance.
And doesn’t mind letting me play with them sometimes.’

Charlotte let herself be guided forward
again, a hand pushing her head down and making her stoop, as she
stumbled and felt her way into a plush-feeling car, expensive
leather under her hands. She slid into a seat, before a hand
brushed her breast and strapped her into a seatbelt. She could feel
the car vibrating around herself, setting the plug in her ass
thrumming, an involuntary and unasked-for stimulation that was
starting to arouse her against her will.

Charlotte crossed her legs as she heard Emma
settle into another seat, and the car set off. The way it
accelerated was smooth and powerful, and then it took a sudden and
sharp corner, Emma yelping as they were slammed around.

‘Please don’t!’

The man just chucked. ‘Heh, couldn’t resist.
I’ll be a good boy from now on, otherwise you might spank me. Or
force me to spank you, I guess, and I think my arm would get sore
before it’s enough to make you care.’

There was the buzzing of a small electronic
motor – that must be the internal screen dividing the driver and
passengers. ‘He can be very impertinent, I apologize. Now, would
you like some earpieces, so you can relax along the way?’

‘No… No thank you, Emma.’ She didn’t want to
lose another sense!

‘Of course, ma’am. Please let me know if you
need anything then.’

Charlotte settled herself into the seat,
trying to ignore the unwanted pleasure from the plug and the
vibration of the car. Where were they going? She didn’t want to ask
though; in case it attracted a punishment of some kind.


 Chapter Seventeen: A Group Booking

After arriving, Emma had walked her over gravel then
up some steps and into a wood-floored passageway. Was this that
fancy club again, where Lisa had been fucked and debauched? But why
was she here? Having Emma guide her around gave her at least some
security, the woman acting as her guide, her scent clean and
soothing, despite an undercurrent of sweat and sex in the air. She
could hear a few other people, heels clicking against wooden
surfaces, sometimes walking right past her. They could be people
she knew, looking at her bare face, wondering what she was doing
here. Was she here as a guest, or as… entertainment?

She felt herself blushing, a horrible
cringing sensation of flushing heat and cold washing through her.
Emma whispered to her. ‘Stand tall, ma’am. We’ve put a lot of work
into you, and it shows. You’re far improved now.’ Charlotte was
released and suddenly adrift and alone, feeling swift panic before
hands grasped her shoulders and pulled them back and straight,
correcting her posture. Charlotte tried to take some comfort from
the expensiveness of the dress and the jewelry adorning her body,
although the forced intrusion of the plug in her backside was a
constant reminder of her “training”.

There was the buzz of conversation, dulled by
distance, and the chink of glasses. Was it a party? Although this
was probably the kind of place where people drank at any time of
door.

‘Would you care for some champagne, ma’am?
I’ve been told I’m not allowed to drink, but you are allowed, I
should think. It might help you relax, as you seem a little tense.’
A hand kneaded her shoulder, in a futile attempt to help her
relax.

She nodded, and was left alone again, not
wanting to risk moving, not knowing where the walls were, or if she
might walk into someone. She didn’t want to show her blindness, or
the weakness of her legs or the rest of her body! Even just
standing was taking an effort, making her wish for a more
constraining harness that might support her better. A hand took her
own and then passed a champagne flute to her. She raised it to her
lips, having to move it carefully and try and find the edge with
her lips, before taking a sip.

It fizzed onto her tongue, the taste light on
her tongue, although with a strangely bitter aftertaste. She took
several more sips, holding it in her mouth to savor the taste
before swallowing. It fizzed up into her brain, and she immediately
felt a little better, a little more relaxed and at ease.

‘A private room has been prepared. This
way.’

Emma stepped away, leaving her isolated
again. She tried to stay comfortable, hoping that Emma would return
soon, keeping her shoulders high, trying to protect an image of
strength and confidence.

‘Ah, are you waiting for the entertainment?’
The voice was female, coming from close by. ‘I think I remember you
from a little while ago. Always a pleasure to have new company.
Especially women! Far too many men about the place, nice to have a
little more feminine accompaniment, you must join me downstairs
sometimes. Having someone to help work over some of the meat would
be a delight. Although you are lucky to have that girl tend to you!
Her fingers are magical.’

Charlotte tried to look towards the voice,
hoping she was staring roughly at their face and not making her
blindness too obvious.

‘She is nice to be tended by. Far less harsh
than her manager.’

‘Oh, the good lady Director? Yes, while I
appreciate her talents, I would very much rather not be on the
receiving end of them! No matter how entertaining the shows are. I
hope to acquire one of her trainees, but they do go for quite a
price. Worth it though, especially for one of the bucks. They are
magnificent, and their stamina…’ The woman purred in
pleasure. ‘But very scarce. She’s been busy with some other project
lately as well, so the supply has been very limited of late.’ She
sighed, Charlotte nodding and trying to look understanding,
although not daring to let the smile drop from her face. ‘You look
a little pale.’ A hand brushed against her face, fingers smooth and
warm. ‘Well, there’s plenty of entertainments here to bring some
color to your cheeks.’

An arm touched her shoulder and made her
squeak in alarm, turning to look at where it had come from, despite
not being able to see. Emma’s voice spoke from that direction.

‘Ma’am, please come with me.’ She pressed
herself close against Charlotte, her dress slick-smooth against
Charlotte’s arm, taking Charlotte’s hand in her own. ‘Miss
Trebbith. I’m sorry I haven’t been able to fit you in for a
session, the Director has been keeping me busy with other
activities.’ She lowered her voice, sounding guiltily
conspiratorial. ‘There will be a few more units for sale soon. I
know how much you’ve been wanting one.’

‘Well, thank you for the tip off, Emma. I
will liquidate some of my holdings, to have some liquid assets on
hand. It would be nice to have one of your caskets as well, but I
think that may have to wait.’

‘Oh, I’m sorry. I’ve not had time to produce
another.’

‘I saw the previous one! She was a wonder.
Such a shame that he likes to keep them close. There’s quite a few
of us that would like to possess such a thing. You really are a
wonder, Emma. So clever and artistic.’

‘I can only really take credit for the
outsides. But thank you, Miss Trebbith. But I need to get Miss
Powell to her event.’ There was a feeling of movement, probably
embraces and cheek-kisses being exchanged, before Emma moved fully
back to her side. ‘Now, please come with me. Miss Trebbith really
is a dear, all alone in that big old house. Some company would do
her good, especially now she’s had a room converted. Now, please
come with me, everyone’s very excited.’

She pulled Charlotte along with her.

‘Where… where are we going?’

Emma at least wasn’t moving very fast, their
heels both clicking against the floor in unison. ‘Oh, a private
party has been arranged for you. Very special. To show off your
progress.’ Charlotte tried slowing down, but Emma simply kept
dragging her, turning a corner. ‘Some steps ahead, watch out. The
Director is very proud of you!’

‘Is… Is she here?’ The thought of that woman
flooded Charlotte with fear, and she turned her head, trying to
sense her.

‘Oh, sadly not. She’s far too busy,
unfortunately. That’s why I’m looking after you.’

Charlotte managed to make it up the steps
without stumbling too much, carefully planting her feet on each
step before advancing, glad when they finally reached the top.
After that, it was several short passages and sharp turns, the
click of a door, and then they had apparently arrived. Throughout,
she kept her smile plastered on her face, unsure if it helped, but
at least if she did, it was one less thing she could be punished
for.

She heard a door shut closed behind her, a
lock clicking into place. Emma led her further forward, holding her
close, even as her heart started to pound. She could hear other
people, their breathing and scrape of shoes on the floor, as she
stopped, pushing against Emma, wanting to escape, wanting to be
able to see. She pushed her face against the woman’s chest, as Emma
patted her on the back. ‘Ssshhh, don’t worry Ma’am.’ She was
steered forward again, as Emma took one of her wrists and something
clicked into place.

Charlotte tried pulling her wrist back but
couldn’t – she fumbled with her hand, able to twist enough to feel
the top of a metal pole beneath her hand at about waist-height, a
chain linking that to her “bracelet”, a metal lock sealing it in
place. Emma then grabbed her other wrist and yanked it around,
pushing down on Charlotte’s back, her legs to weak to resist as she
fell to her knees, the wooden floor hard and unyielding.

She was now stretched out, her arms held
horizontally and shackled to something, the chains only just long
enough to let her shake her wrists.

‘Sit up.’

Charlotte obeyed, rising on her knees as
something was slid between her thighs, a rubbery lump atop a
plastic half-cylinder, the thing nestling against her crotch before
bands wrapped around her legs, drawing her down against it, the
base of the plug tapping against it.

‘Now remember, Ma’am, to smile for your
friends.’

Charlotte tested the chains – they were too
tough to break and the pillars supporting them gave no sign of
bending breaking. Even if she bothered standing, she would have to
stoop, probably hurting even more. She could still hear the others
in the room, whoever they were – her friends? Her ears sharpened,
ready for pain, as Emma left her, her footsteps moving close by,
and then a floorboard creaked, not far in front of her.

‘She really is far happier now, isn’t she?’
Emma’s voice sounded fair too relaxed, as Charlotte tried to hide
her rising panic, not wanting whoever was watching to see her fear.
There was a quiet sound, a strange, rhythmic slapping sound, fleshy
and accompanied by increasingly urgent gasps.

Liquid struck across her face and forehead,
hot and sticky and making her flinch in shock. She shook her head
to try and get it off, but it was sticky enough it didn’t shift. A
few moments later, another blast of the stuff hitting across her
cheek. She tried to turn her head away, but that made her collar
suddenly activate and shock her.

Emma spoke, sounding slightly distracting, as
the pulsing, slapping noise multiplied, coming from several
sources. ‘You should smile at your friends.’

Another blast hit across her lips, and she
flicked her tongue out, her stomach churning at the sudden taste of
semen, bitter-sweet on her tongue. She immediately clamped her
mouth shut, now able to smell the stuff, trying to draw away.

Emma tutted. ‘Oh, ma’am, you need to show
them you’re happy! Otherwise the training will continue.’ Charlotte
whimpered, before slowly opening her mouth wide. Almost
immediately, another blast of cum streaked in, some of it going
into her mouth. Emma clapped her hands. ‘Good shot!’

Another shot landed on her forehead, slowly
oozing down her face. But she couldn’t stop smiling, otherwise she
would get punished! It was thick and hot on her skin, shame boiling
within her. The thing between her legs started to vibrate, a
powerful sensation rippling through her, making her immediately
start to slick the thing.

‘All your employees are here to wish you
well.’

Another surge of vicious, brutal shame spiked
through her, as the thing between her legs started to buzz again.
She wanted to come so badly! And then it suddenly cut off, leaving
her wet but unfulfilled, still feeling her hot wetness between her
thighs, as another blast of cum blasted against chest, oozing down
into her cleavage. Her dress was starting to cling to her body,
sweat and semen soaking into the material.

The device buzzed again, strong enough to
make her buttplug shake around as well. Her head started to fuzz,
thick haze rising up inside of her. She wanted to come! But she
knew that would being pain and punishment.

‘Wow, you’re much nicer like this, Miss
Powell.’ She recognized the voice – one of her employees.

‘Pl… please…’ She didn’t want this! She tried
to summon up the strength to order them away, to command them, but
another spray of cum splatted against her chin.

‘You can stay the boss, but you’ll be more
like the office mascot. Could be nice, having you around at break
times. And we’ll be able to take breaks without you being a bitch
all the time. Could even have some fun with you!’

She whimpered, and then the device stirred up
again. It felt so good! But being forced to orgasm in front of her
staff, with semen slicking her body, its stench heavy in her
nostrils, the taste of it sickening in her mouth, made her feel
queasy and nauseous. The plug was clicking and thrumming against
the base of the device, sending waves of pleasure from her ass.

‘Mmmmmpppphhhh!’ Even though she wasn’t
gagged, she couldn’t form coherent words, her head swimming,
another jolt of cum splatting against her cheek. As her head
sagged, her collar activated and slammed pain into her neck, making
her jerk and spasm, her wrists clattering against the cuffs.

A hand grabbed her head, and a cock was
thrust between her lips. She gagged and spluttered, not given any
warning or a chance to prepare herself.

‘Hmmm, I’ve always wanted to find out what
your throat was like.’

Another icy spike of crippling shame buried
itself into her heart as she recognized the voice – one of the
lower-ranking minions, that she’d never bothered learning the name
of. She coughed and gagged, trying not to spew from the intrusion,
instinctively flicking her tongue around. He withdrew slightly and
she rolled her tongue around his cockhead, until the thing twitched
and her mouth was suddenly filled with more cum.

She spasmed and spluttered, feeling cum and
spittle flowing down her chin as the cock withdrew, slapping
against her cheek on the way out, shrinking but still with enough
heft to sting. Her head was released, and it dropped.

Pain spiked into her neck, making her tense
up, the savage shocks continuing until she raised her head again,
letting more cum splash against her. It was all she could smell
now, making her stomach roil up. Then the buzzing kicked up a
notch, and she started to lose control of her body, her hips
twitching and tensing as she was forced over the edge. She couldn’t
form any words, any deep, sobbing breaths, as another cock was
shoved into her mouth. There was no chance for resistance or
protest, just cum, sweat and her own fluids drenching her thighs.
She couldn’t even lift herself off the thing between her legs, the
straps too tight.

How long it lasted, she couldn’t tell – one
eye felt gummed shut and she had to squeeze tears out of her eyes
and blink furiously to open it, for all the difference it made.
Even then, the eye stung, semen having got in at some point.

Heels, harsh and aggressive, clicked forward,
and then a hand slapped her across the cheek, rousing her somewhat
from her stupor. Her face was still fixed into a vapid smile, and
she didn’t say anything, not wanting to attract any more
punishment.

Lisa’s voice sounded, hard and close, as
Charlotte’s head was ragged around. ‘I think you’re a lot better
like this. How’s it feel to be used as a cumdumpster?’

Charlotte sagged backwards, only supported by
her restraints and Lisa’s hand, tightly gripping cum-soaked hair,
trying to resist the throbbing grinding against her pussy, not
wanting to succumb to another forced orgasm. Her strength was
entirely gone, her legs too sore to move at all.

‘Plee…ase…’ She could barely speak, having to
struggle to form words, her mind blank and empty. She flinched as
she was slapped again, a palm impacting with force against her
cheek.

‘You’re going to be an absent boss from now
on. We might have you in to raise morale sometimes, but you’re
going to have other concerns.’

Fingers slid into her mouth, and Charlotte
reflexively sucked and licked at them, prompting a chuckle from
Lisa.

‘Oh, you are far better like this! Far easier
to work with.’

The fingers bent and twisted, making
Charlotte gag, but she still suckled at them, from sheer reflex,
her will to resist crushed. The grip on her hair tilted her head
back – she was probably now looking in Lisa’s eyes, although still
couldn’t see anything herself.

‘I suppose I should have a go as well,
although I’m not letting my pussy get near that mess. Dirty
cumslut!’ The fingers were withdrawn, and then a dildo, rubbery and
oversized tapped against her lips, before pushing into her mouth.
She spluttered again, the thing larger than any of the real cocks
she had endured, making her jaw ache from its size.

She tried begging for release, but the dildo
filled her mouth and held her tongue down, making it impossible to
do more than endure the jaw-wrenching, throat-filling humiliation.
She couldn’t even make the woman cum to end the suffering, instead
she just had to accept the throat-reaming until Lisa was
satisfied!

She felt darkness, heavy and all-consuming,
start to rise up inside of her, as she was forced into another
orgasm by the vibrating between her thighs, unable to breath
properly, before the strap-on suddenly withdrew itself, and she
gulped in a deep and wavering breath, as Emma spoke.

‘Ma’am didn’t perform as well as she could
have, did she? You were naughty!’ A finger of admonishment tapped
her on the nose as Emma’s voice sounded, far too perky-sounding. ‘I
bet you enjoyed this though, everyone seems to have enjoyed seeing
you. But you’ve had your fun, so let’s get you moved.’ Her head was
pushed to the side and a needle pricked into her neck, and sense
faded.

 



 Chapter Eighteen: Debriefing Session

A jolt of electricity slammed into Charlotte, jerking
her out of her fitful doze. She tried moving her wrists, finding
them restrained, padded cuffs locking her arms to something above
her head, a seat beneath her, cushioning against her back, ankles
also surrounded by cuffs, locked into place. She could still taste
cum in her mouth, but her face felt cleaner, her clothing no longer
slick and clinging with the stiff, instead she felt naked? Her eyes
darted around but she couldn’t see anything. Panic started to rise
up inside of her – where was she now? What was going to be done to
her?

A hand touched her shoulder and she whimpered
before the Director’s voice spoke. This wasn’t electronically
transmitted, this was the real thing, and Charlotte shivered,
hunching herself in fear.

‘This one will now attend to you.’ The
fingers gripped Charlotte’s shoulder more tightly, fingers digging
painfully into her flesh. ‘The subject’s treatment shall be
assessed. Further sessions will be required.’

Charlotte shook her head. ‘No! Please. I’m
better now. Please, just let me go.’

‘This one will test the subject.’

Charlotte tried to rise, but the hand pressed
down on here. The darkness started to fade from her vision, a
painfully bright light shining into her eyes, making them water.
Her right eye was cleared first, to let her see the Director
shining a torch at her, switching it to the other eye. She was
wearing a smart black mini dress with golden knots on one shoulder,
and black latex gloves that extended up to her shoulder, already
gleaming with lubricant, her mouth covered behind a surgical mask,
and holding a tablet in one hand. They were in some kind of medical
room, the walls a bland and theoretically-calming blue, everything
clean and tidy, a bright white door offering the hope of
release.

‘The subject’s treatment appears
incomplete.’

Charlotte glanced down at her own body – she
was naked, except for the restraints she could feel on her body.
She tried shaking to get them off, but found there was a strap
around her waist. When she glanced up, she saw that her wrists were
locked into a metal bar, bolted to the wall, forcing them wide. Her
ankles were in a similar device, built into the chair she was sat
in.

‘Let me go!’ Those cold eyes glared at her,
and she shuddered. ‘Please. Just… let me go. Please.’

‘The subject consented to treatment.’ The
surgical mask hid the Director’s mouth, making her appear even more
inhuman, her voice sounding out without her face moving. ‘This one
shall ensure that treatment is complete, as instructed.’

Charlotte’s eyes darted around in fear,
taking in more of her surroundings – it looked like an examination
room, quiet and muted colors, with no windows and only one door, a
glass-fronted cabinet holding a variety of drugs and more painful
and intrusive-looking implements.

‘If the subject continues to protest, she
shall be gagged.’

Charlotte clamped her mouth shut and shook
her head, the Director nodding in approval, then pressed a finger
against her tablet. The chair immediately started to shift until
Charlotte was on her back, her arms and legs spread out, utterly
powerless as the Director stood over her. A hand rubbed against her
breasts, feeling the flesh, lightly rolling the nipples between
fingers, stretching out the flesh. Charlotte tried not to panic,
although her eyes kept darting around the room, seeing all sorts of
things that could cause harm – metal dildos with neatly coiled
wires, clamps, a steel speculum shining brightly. A monitor was
opposite her, currently showing a bland and swirling blue pattern,
slowly shifting over time.

‘Is the subject not happy?’ The woman’s voice
was quiet but still cut into Charlotte, spiking her fear. She made
herself smile – anything to get out of here! ‘Good.’ She squirted
something onto her fingers, then began to knead it into Charlotte’s
skin, the oil making her skin feeling warm and tingly. She tensed
herself, ready for some pain to be inflicted, as the Director
turned away and returned with a bundle of wires, each tipped with a
pad. These were stuck over her belly, some going on her thighs, one
on each nipple. Charlotte made a soft whimpering sound, unable to
contain her fear.

‘The subject has yet to learn self-control.’
Charlotte clamped her mouth shut and shook her head, as the
Director glared at her. ‘The training does not yet appear entirely
successful.’

‘Please… I’ve been trained. Please, let me
go! I won’t tell anyone about this.’ She tried tugging on her wrist
restraints, the things not having the slightest give.

‘Protest is not permitted. This one has been
given precise instructions.’

Charlotte saw that the wires from the pads
all went into a single, ominous-looking blacking box, a red light
already glowing on it, connected to a wall socket. She tried
kicking with her legs but couldn’t move them either, or do anything
more than flex her knees a little bit.

A stinging pain seared her crotch, as the
Director slapped her pussy. ‘The subject will obey. Or she
will be punished.’ A finger, slippery and warm, pushed into her,
pressing apart her folds, spreading her wide, before it was removed
and a ridged metal cylinder was slid into her, slippery but
cold.

‘Please, just… just do whatever you want, and
then let me go. Stop hurting me!’

‘This is treatment.’ A finger brushed
against her anus, then pushed into her, making her gasp, before
another slid in. She could feel herself gaping wide, her body
stretching to accommodate the intruders, tears starting to trickle
from her eyes.

‘Not… Not there, please! I don’t like
it.’

‘The subject has consented.’ The fingers were
withdrawn, and then another metal cylinder slid into her, cold and
slippery. ‘Testing shall begin.’

Sudden anger surged through Charlotte,
lending her a desperate strength, making her shake her body against
the restraints, trying to dislodge the pads. ‘LET ME GO! LET ME
GO!’

The Director stepped around her and clamped
her gloved hand over Charlotte’s mouth, muting her cries, before
pinching her nostrils shut, cutting off her air. The woman’s grip
was implacable, making it impossible to breath as she shook a few
more times, trying to shake her off, Charlotte’s neck not strong
enough to achieve anything. She inhaled the chemical flavor of the
oil on the Director’s palms, unable to breathe through the
plastic.

‘The subject is resisting.’ The hands stayed
in place until Charlotte was barely conscious, her body sagging
backwards. She felt her mouth being forced open, a padded ring
sliding behind her teeth and getting strapped into place, before
fingers probed into her mouth and pulled out her tongue. She could
taste herself on the fingers, along with the chemical residue of
the oil and lube. Through tear-filled eyes, she saw a metal clip
which was then clamped onto her tongue, the spiked metal digging
into her flesh. She waggled her tongue around, but the fingers were
too tight as another was applied and then she was released.

‘Mmmmppphhh!’ The clamps hurt, biting into
her flesh, too tight to knock off, no matter how much she waggled
her tongue.

‘This one shall begin the assessment.’

Charlotte shook her head, wanting desperately
for whatever was about to happen to be stopped, but her protests
went entirely ignored as the Director moved back into sight,
picking up her tablet and staring into Charlotte’s eyes. She
pressed a button on her tablet, and the monitor image shifted.

It showed Charlotte, slack-jawed and dazed,
wearing a tight and revealing latex mini-dress, that left little to
the imagination, showing every curve of her body. She was bent over
on all fours, face flushed as she was fucked from behind. That
hadn’t happened, had it? She mewled in protest

The devices shoved into her holes tingled
faintly, as electricity played along them. This wasn’t a savage
spike to punish her, instead it felt warm and strangely
pleasurable. The Director tilted her head as she observed
Charlotte, before reaching out and stroking her clit, teasing the
nub with a single finger.

‘The subject is aroused by abuse.’

Charlotte tried to deny this, her tongue
waggling, making the clips impact against the ring gag. She didn’t
enjoy this; it was being forced onto her! Then electricity snapped
into her tongue and made her grunt in pain. The finger continued to
tease and stroke her, as electricity rippled into her, pushing her
closer to the throbbing, pulsing pleasure.

She tried to shake her head again, wanting to
deny the accusation, but her body was virtually beyond her control,
the electricity making her weak, but making her muscles tense and
relax, draining and tiring her without allowing her to fight
back.

‘The subject is in the care of this facility,
until deemed suitable for release.’

Charlotte grunted as her body was forced to
tense, back arching tightly, her heart stammering as it was jolted
from the pads on her nipples. She tensed and flicked her fingers,
trying to break free, to show any independence, but her body was
moving outside of her control. On the screen, the abuses shown were
intensifying, “her” face contorting in pleasure as she was struck
with a paddle, wood cracking against her buttocks, making her butt
ache in sympathy, as another harsh buzz made her stiff and
tense.

‘Stttoopoppphhhaaarrrrggghhhh!’ Charlotte
tried to beg for release, but her tongue was torn from her control
by another jolt partway through, the Director still watching her
with that same dispassionate glare.

‘This one has been commanded. The subject
shall be rendered obedient.’ A trace of emotion entered her voice,
a touch of satisfaction, as the door opened, letting in one of the
other staff members – a young woman wearing a crisp, white uniform,
attractive, at least from the half of her face that could be seen,
her mouth hidden behind a surgical mask.

‘Helllppppphhh meepppphh!’ Charlotte managed
to form desperate, begging words, but was ignored, the newcomer
smoothly walking forward.

She bowed her head at the Director and then
approached, her eyes downcast, before pointing at her mouth. When
she stopped, she was eerily motionless, simply stopping and
waiting. The Director reached out and removed the surgical mask,
revealing a white sphere pushing the woman’s lips apart, the strap
hidden beneath her hair. This was released, the sphere removed with
a faint schlup noise, a spit-slicked prong sliding out of
the woman’s mouth.

Another wave of electricity assaulted
Charlotte, and then a small voice came out of the gag, light and
feminine, as the Director tweaked one of the lumps along the prong.
‘My apologies, madam.’ The Director touched it again. ‘Please
follow me.’ Then she turned to Charlotte and pushed it into her
mouth. The taste of someone else’s spit made her recoil, but she
couldn’t move away, and her tongue was too weak to resist,
especially when it was shocked again. She brushed it against one of
the lumps.

‘My apologies, madam.’ The voice wasn’t hers,
but came from her face, some device inside the gag playing sounds.
With her tongue out of control, she couldn’t even hope to speak
herself now, as the girl simply stood there, shoulders and arms
slack. Charlotte tried to shake her head in rejection, but lacked
the strength, barely able to keep her head up at all. The thing was
left there, pushing against her throat, as the Director went to a
drawer and pulled out another one, clean and fresh.

The girl obediently opened her mouth,
accepting the prong without complaint, as Charlotte coughed and
spluttered, that sweet and demure voice sounding out as she
activated the gag. When it was sealed back into the place, the
surgical mask was moved back, hiding it.

‘Thank you.’ The voice came from behind the
mask, a spark of life returning to their eyes, before the Director
patted them on the head and gave them a gentle push towards the
door. They obeyed and left, closing the door behind themselves.

Charlotte was still trying to break free, the
restraints not giving at all, her body tormented by electricity,
with polite and sweet words spilling from the gag as her tongue
pushed against it.

The Director stared down at her, and she
froze in position. ‘This one did not want the subject but was
commanded to make the subject obey. The subject is
unneeded.’ She tapped the tablet, and the electrical spikes got
worse, changing from light tingling to savage jolts, making
Charlotte’s entire torso cramp and tense.

She gagged and gasped and her tongue jolted
around, words sounding forth from the gag.

‘Please follow me.’

‘My apologies, madam.’

‘Thank you.’

‘My apologies, madam.’

Words, but not her words or her voice,
spilled from her mouth, outside of her control.

‘Poor quality material. The subject is
meat to break.’

Charlotte whimpered again, unable to look
away from those piercing eyes.

‘The subject will obey. The Master has
commanded.’

‘Thank you. Thank you. Thank you. Thank you.’
The gag seemed to be broken, stuck in an endless loop. The anal
dildo was tweaked, before being shoved further in, making Charlotte
emit a long and strangled grunt.

‘The subject shall be isolated for further
training.’

‘Nppphhh!’ ‘Thank you.’

Having her own gagged voice sound over the
polite and precise words made her panic – her voice, her identity,
was all of that going to be taken? But the restraints were as
unyielding as ever, not budging as she tensed and wriggled, at
least the tiny amount that she could. She managed to twist her
tongue between jolts, getting it underneath the prong and laboring
to push it upwards. With a heave of effort, she pushed hard enough
to push it out of her mouth, sending it tumbling to the floor.

The Director shook her head in irritation,
before approaching and grabbing Charlotte’s hair with one hand,
then slapping her across the cheek. The strap around her head was
released, the ring-gag sliding out and getting discarded. Charlotte
managed to suck in a deep breath and started to yell.
‘HELPHHHHHHHHH! HELPHHHHHHHHHHH MMEEEEEEEPPHHHH!’

The Director smirked before picking up a
small gas canister, attached by a hose to transparent breathing
parts, which she pushed against Charlotte’s face, covering her
mouth and nose. Charlotte tried to shake it off, but couldn’t move
her head, as sickly-sweet gas flowed out. She held her breath as
long as she could, but the electricity jolted her again, and she
inhaled. Her head clouded and blurred, eyelids fluttering shut as
the gas overwhelmed her.

 



 Chapter Nineteen: The Papers are Signed

Despite the warmth of the office, Charlotte shivered.
The collar around her neck was now openly displayed, the blouse she
had been permitted open enough to show her cleavage. Her body was
well displayed in the clothing she had been granted – a tight
blouse, and a short and sleek pencil skirt, a slit up the thigh
showing her stockings. It was still better than nothing, or being
forced into a latex bodybag and carried around, but why was she
here? She’d been walked, almost paraded, through the open office,
technically her office, with her employees, although
she could still remember the feel and taste and smell of cum, when
they had used her, coming onto her and into her mouth.

She’d tried to move faster, but as soon as
she moved more than a few paces from the Director, her collar would
activate, and then the dildos pushed into her holes start to buzz.
She couldn’t remember the last time she hadn’t had something forced
into her, an ever-present threat of violation and stimulation!

Her own personal office was different – more
spartan now, and with Lisa sat behind the desk, looking far too
happy with herself. There was a man there as well, smartly dressed,
something about him seeming strangely familiar. She shook her head,
trying to force herself to think, to have thoughts other
than of sex and being fucked.

The door was shut behind her, the internal
blinds closed so that the other workers couldn’t see inside. The
Director pushed on her shoulder, and she bent downwards, until she
was kneeling on the ground, even though there were chairs
available. She kept her eyes downcast, trying not to show her fear.
Why was she here? What was going on? Why was Lisa in her office?
But there was no use in protesting – she knew that only bought more
pain and suffering.

The pussy-dildo spiked into life, just a few
vibrations, but enough to make her feel faint.

‘Miss Powell! A pleasure to see you again.’
The man spoke, looking down at her and smiling. They’d met before,
hadn’t they? Had they fucked? She’d been used so often, and shown
even more videos of herself being used, that it was hard to keep
track of what was real and wasn’t, everything blurring together
into a mass of sweat-tainted fucking, pain and degradation. ‘I
think we can conclude our business now. Such a shame you held out
for a high price – it was easier to do this. But your technology
will be useful to me.’

The Director knelt next to her, shoulder
brushing against Charlotte. She was wearing a short dress, one arm
fully hidden beneath a black sleeve, the other bare, along with her
shoulder, showcasing her flame tattoo. Her neck was wrapped in a
chunky golden collar, chunky bracelets of the same metal on each
wrist, silver rings standing out. ‘Has this one performed well,
Master?’ There was an unsettling yearning in her voice.

‘Yes, as ever. I know it wasn’t what you
wanted, and it was something of a rushed job, but you succeeded. I
think you may have earned another mark on your flame.’ She gave a
happy wriggle, brushing against Charlotte and making her whimper in
shock. She didn’t say anything, still uncertain what was happening,
as Lisa stepped around the desk and approached her, taking her chin
in a hand and forcing her to look up.

‘You’re going to be going on a long vacation.
You might come back sometimes, for Christmas parties or something,
suck some cocks then, maybe your pussy can be an annual prize?
Stand.’

Charlotte obeyed, her eyes still downcast,
the Director staying on her knees beside her.

‘Just a few more things for you to do, and
then you can go on a nice, long holiday.’ Her voice was mocking and
cruel, her hand still tight on Charlotte’s chin. Then she shifted
her grip, grabbing at the ring on the front of the collar and
pulling Charlotte forward, towards the table. Papers were neatly
piled up, a few facing her, covered with densely-written legalese
and with underlined sections awaiting signatures.

Lisa moved behind her, pushing on her
shoulders and speaking, breath whispering against Charlotte’s ear.
‘Maybe I’ll come and visit you sometimes? We could have some
playtime together? You’re not needed anymore, so maybe I’ll be
allowed to be rough?’

Her hand pulled at Charlotte’s, pulling it
open and pushing a pen into it, as the man spoke. ‘Miss Powell, you
just need to sign a few places, and then your part is over. I’m
sure a place can be found for you, suited to your… skills and
aptitudes.’

Charlotte’s hand was moved over the papers,
to one of the blank areas. Her name had already been printed, so
all that was needed was a signature. Her hand shook and wavered,
another whimper escaping her lips.

Lisa stroked her back, before reaching
between her legs and tweaking one of the dildos. Charlotte could
feel her own wetness trickle out, down her thighs and starting to
soak into her stockings, making them stick to her flesh. She could
barely even remember a time when she hadn’t been stuffed and
teased, or shoved into isolation, suspended in darkness, with only
the sound of her own torments playing back to her, her voice
begging for release. But that was better than nothingness,
when she started to wonder if she was even alive, or a ghost.

The dildos both ground into life, and she
shuddered, barely able to stay standing, relying on Lisa to support
her. Her collar tingled, and she twitched into life, desperate to
avoid punishment, scribbling on the paper. Was that her signature?
She could barely tell, could barely even think any more, her brain
just a fug of pain, fear and lust.

Lisa reached under her blouse and ran nails
down her back, making her arch her back, feeling herself get even
wetter. ‘Hmmm, you’re far better like this! You were a bitch of
boss. Much better as a nice and obedient fucktoy. Sign there as
well.’

The nails scraped down her back, down her
spine, and she gasped again, between pain and pleasure.

She managed to collect herself enough to
speak, just about able to form words. ‘Please… please, don’t…’

Lisa scratched her back again, making her
writhe, the woman pressed close against her, before she nipped at
Charlotte’s ear, hard enough to make Charlotte wince in pain.

‘Oh? You won’t have to worry about anything,
ever again. You can be a test subject for the Director.’ There was
a sigh of pleasure from behind them, and she was twisted around –
the Director was still on her knees, rubbing her head against the
man’s hand like a cat, her face showing a happy and vacant-eyed
smile, before he withdrew his hand, and her normal expression
returned, her eyes suddenly sharp and cold, making Charlotte
flinch.

The man spoke, his voice relaxed as he
playfully poked the Director in the forehead, pushing her head
back. ‘Now, if you could finish the matter? As agreed, you will be
the new executive director. While Miss Powell’s name will remain on
the paperwork, I think she will find more peace at a facility under
my control. Who knows, she might be suitable for day release,
eventually. She still suffers from certain self-control
issues.’

Charlotte felt fingers brush between her
thighs, feeling the wetness slicking Charlotte’s flesh. ‘She’s
drenched! I never would have thought she was a nymphomaniac, but I
suppose that explains why behaved like she did. It’ll be nice not
having her abusing me all the time.’

Lisa pulled on the ass-vibrator, making
Charlotte writhe and shiver. She gasped out another begging,
cringing half-word, trying to get Lisa to stop. She was weak, and
all-but-broken, in body and soul, and couldn’t fight back or
resist. She wanted to come, but not like this! Lisa relented and
stopped playing with the dildos, letting Charlotte escape her
torments, for now. She was twisted back around, and her hand was
pushed towards another signature area.

She tried to fight, to resist, but the nails
scratched her again, the threat of pain making her whimper and
flick her hand over the page, leaving a black squiggle that bore
some vague relationship to her signature. Her hand was moved to
another page, and she did the same again. If she did what they
wanted, would they stop hurting her? Would they let her out,
release her?

As soon as she had signed, Lisa nibbled her
ear again, more gently this time. ‘I’ll be sure to visit you when I
have time. We can have some fun together.’ Lisa groped one of her
breasts, nails digging into soft meat. ‘I prefer you not coated in
cum and sweat, although it was fun seeing you used like that! So
you’re going to be used a little here, and then taking away. On
your knees.’

Charlotte crumped downwards, her knees
hitting the stiff carpet.’ She was now looking at the Director,
still on her own knees, stiff-backed and proud, still glaring at
Charlotte as the man approached. She reflexively relaxed her jaw,
feeling her mind fuzz, knowing what was coming. A look of hatred
came onto the Director’s face as the man unzipped his flies, cock
tapping against her cheek.

She started to kiss and suck it, sliding the
cockmeat into her mouth, trying to make him happy, wanting to avoid
punishment. But the Director was staring at her with loathing,
although still on her knees, golden jewelry glinting in the light.
Charlotte didn’t dare stop, taking the man’s full length and
flicking her tongue around. Even as she sucked, she made herself
smile, not daring to show any hint of unhappiness.

It didn’t take long until the man came, cum
filling her mouth. She swallowed, not wanting to be accused of
wasting anything, or dirtying the carpet.

‘You’ve certainly done a good job with
her.’

Through tears, Charlotte could see the
Director preen with self-satisfaction, accepting her praise,
despite the clear hatred she was casting at Charlotte. She ran her
tongue around her lips, making sure to lick up every drop of cum,
still smiling.

‘Well, for someone only needed for her
assets, at least you’re attractive.’ He zipped himself up, the
Director whining as he did so. ‘Now my business is concluded, then
I will take my leave. I look forward to working with you, Lisa.’ He
touched the Director on the shoulder, and she looked up at him with
rapt attention. ‘You may do as you will with Miss Powell. She is
useless now.’

Like a snake, the woman shifted forward,
pressing herself against Charlotte, her mouth close, tongue pushing
into Charlotte’s mouth. There was a faint sigh of rapture, as
Charlotte realized that the woman was seeking out the remnants of
cum in her mouth, trying to capture the aftertaste before
withdrawing.

‘This one shall enjoy training the
subject.’ The overt pleasure in her voice made Charlotte whimper,
shaking her head before a stinging pain struck her cheek, the
Director slapping her before squeezing her throat. Her arms went
limp at her sides, not daring to fight back, sparks starting to pop
and burst in her vision as her lungs were seared for lack of
air.

‘Take her back to your facility. You can do
whatever you want to her there; she has no further value to me.
Perhaps make her into an assistant? Emma could use some help with
the paperwork.’

The iron-like grip relented, just enough to
let Charlotte gasp in a breath, the pain receding, just
slightly.

‘This one shall obey her master. The subject
shall be trained as the master has instructed.’

‘Excellent.’ He smiled down at Charlotte, who
gave a tentative smile back, desperately hoping for some relief or
release, still feeling the intruders inside of her. Instead, the
Director smoothly rose to her feet and pulled Charlotte upwards as
well, before slapping her again. ‘Will the subject obey?’ Her
expression was vicious, seeming to promise pain, but Charlotte had
little choice, knowing that refusing would only be worse. She bowed
her head.

‘Yes.’

‘Then the subject shall be refined and
improved.’ That same, unnerving note of enthusiasm entered the
woman’s voice. ‘Follow.’ She let her arm drop from Charlotte’s
collar ring as she walked to the door, before pausing and turning
to the man. ‘Would master… would master visit?’

‘I have been rather busy lately, this
acquisition has been taking up a lot of time. I think I can drop by
to see your latest projects.’

The smile that covered the Director’s face
was almost beatific, animation coming to her features before she
turned back to Charlotte. ‘Then this one shall ensure that the
subject is prepared.’

The vibrators buzzed into life as Charlotte
made herself follow the Director, more of her juices soaking into
her stockings. She walked back through the office, trying to ignore
the looks from what had been her colleagues, some of them looking
at her with clear interest and lust. She couldn’t even feel shame
anymore, just a mute resignation and acceptance, that this was her
place now.

 


 



 Chapter Twenty: A Thing of Use, But Little Worth

Memories rippled through Charlotte’s mind – once she
had been allowed outside, been able to go wherever she wanted,
hadn’t she? Some of the omnipresent haze started to clear from her
mind, her body feeling fever-hot, a sopping mess between her legs.
There was something thing, something pushed into her, that she
couldn’t remove. She tried moving her hips, tensing her thighs to
push it out, but something restrained her, stopping her moving. Her
vision cleared, the darkness vanishing from in front of her and
allowing her to see. Her whole body felt weak and drained, her
muscles barely able to tense. Why was she so tried and drained?

She was her apartment, in front of the
television. Except she was tied to a chair, itself securely bolted
to the ground by metal brackets, padded cuffs tying her in place, a
collar locking her head into position, her arms secured against
armrests. She could flex her fingers, but nothing else. There was a
screen in front of her, which blinked on, showing her an image of
herself – she was dressed for work. Well, more sluttily than she
would normally dress, her blouse virtually see-through, skirt so
tight and short it was virtually absent, her legs bare.

Where was she? Everything seemed… blurry and
vague. She could remember darkness, pain, orders and humiliation,
and always, always, that throbbing need and lust between her legs.
She tried to move her neck, pulling against the collar, succeeding
only in choking herself, becoming aware of a spit-slicked rubber
sphere between her lips.

In one corner of the room, hanging from the
ceiling, was a dark shape, roughly humanoid, although devoid of
much detail. She vaguely recognized it from… from somewhere. An art
exhibition or gallery maybe? Its shape was somewhat feminine, with
hips and a bust, a metal-rimmed hole at the mouth. Why was she
here? The thing was hanging from a ceiling bracket – she certainly
hadn’t given permission for it to be installed!

The subject shall be appraised.

Subject? Another wave of fear settled through
her, and she tried tugging on the restraints again, suddenly
desperate for freedom. She tried calling for attention through the
gag, begging for help, but it was so large it warped and distended
her words, everything coming out as vague and slippery mumbles.

‘Oh, ma’am, you mustn’t get excited. You know
it’s bad for you.’ The voice, cheerful and feminine, came from
behind her, before a woman walked into view. Her plush and
curvaceous body was displayed in a gleaming red latex catsuit,
tousled brown hair bobbing as she moved. Who was she? She seemed
familiar, a kindly presence, but there was a breathing mask in her
hand with a hose running out of view, making Charlotte tense up
again.

‘Mmmmmpppphhhhh!?’

‘Shhhh, shhh. Just a little more, and then we
can get you settled. The Director thinks you’re ready for final
processing.’

Final processing? That sounded bad. Charlotte
tried to shake her head and beg for release, but all she could do
was groan and whimper.

‘Please be calm, or I’ll have to use this.
It’s far easier if you’re nice and calm. How about I put on one of
your favorite videos?’ She tapped something on her wrist, and the
screen changed. It was still showing Charlotte, but now she was
spreadeagled on a bed, face down, a cushion beneath her stomach,
pushing her backside into the air. Another gag had been pushed into
her mouth, this one a glossy black, contrasting with the bright
cherry-red of her lips. Her eyes looked desperate and fearful, the
chains on her wrists clicking and clacking as she fought for
freedom without success.

Her eyes went wide in sudden fear as she
glanced to the side. Charlotte felt herself tense in anticipation,
as the woman gently stroked her hair, calming her a little.
Someone, a man, climbed onto the bed, their cock large and erect as
they straddled her. She shook her head, mirroring the movements of
herself on the screen. As they spread her buttocks and penetrated
her, she felt a memory-ripple of pain, degradation and arousal. But
she didn’t want things back there; it hurt!

‘You see, ma’am? You’ve been having too much
fun, you’re simply too suggestible. But don’t worry, we’ll take
good care of you.’

Whatever was buried in her pussy started to
thrum and vibrate, drawing out a stifled groan from behind her gag.
When she tried to close her eyes, the woman reached down and
pinched a nipple, hard enough to make Charlotte gasp, her eyes
opening again.

‘You need to watch, to become aware of your
actions. Even with tuition, you’ve been naughty. So it’s time for
some special training. Don’t worry, I’m sure you’ll love
it.’ Her voice was cheerful, as Charlotte continued to wriggle and
struggle, not wanting any part of what was about to happen. ‘He’s
even bought the apartment as well! I think it was part of your
debts or something? But it’s nice to have somewhere with a bit more
room than the usual place. Could do with some more equipment, but
that’ll come in time.’

Charlotte tried to shake her head in denial
and refusal. This was her home, not anyone else’s!

‘Now, you need to watch this.’ The woman –
Emma. Yes, that was her name! How had Charlotte forgotten that?
‘Emmapphhh… Pleaph!’ Her pleas went unanswered, Emma ignoring her
as she moved out of sight behind Charlotte. She tried to move her
head to keep her in sight but couldn’t, flinching when a latex-clad
hand touched her neck, fingers poking into her skin and rubbing
around, easing some of her pressure and tension.

On screen, now she was dressed in a trashy
crop top, tiny mini-skirt skirt, fishnet stockings and stripper
heels. The skirt was so short she could see her own pussy with
every step she took, her thighs slick and damp. Had that ever
happened? She watched as the image on the screen showed her
dropping to her knees, as a pair of cocks appeared from holes cut
in the wall. With vapid enthusiasm and a slack-jawed smile, she
started to suck and kiss at one, pumping at the other one. It
didn’t take long until they came, silver pearls of cum splattering
her hair and cheek. It wasn’t long until the one in her mouth came
as well, the shaft spasming and making her cough and splutter, more
cum and spittle dribbling from her mouth.

Another cock appeared – the thing must be
some kind of box, with holes on every side for people to shove
their dicks through. When she looked more closely, Charlotte could
see that there was a glassy band, where those on the outside could
see in. The thought sent a chill of humiliation and shame through
her – others had seen her being debauched and used? She bent over,
pulling that tiny skirt up to reveal a dripping slit, before slowly
twisting around and pushing against one of the cocks.

Charlotte felt herself reacting, the chill of
humiliation mingling with the heat of fresh arousal. She wasn’t a
slut! But then why was she so turned on? She watched herself shove
herself against the cock with every appearance of desperate,
yearning lust, cum soon flowing between her thighs, along with
sweat and pussy-juice.

‘You see, ma’am? You need controlling,
otherwise, well…’ Emma kissed her on the cheek, and the video
changed, to show Charlotte spreadeagled to an X-cross, utterly
naked, fighting against her bonds.

Something brushed against her crotch, a light
and gentle stroking.

‘Mmmmmppppphhhh!’ She twisted around, or at
least tried to, but there was no give in her restraints, no way to
escape. She closed her eyes, blacking out at least her vision.

Emma made a disappointed sound. ‘Oh, ma’am,
please don’t do that.’ Fingers pinched the back of her neck. ‘You
need to watch this. I know it may be hard, but it’s important for
your rehabilitation. Otherwise you’ll never get any better.’

Charlotte slowly opened her eyes – now she
was shown in some black latex harness-suit, straps and buckles
forcing her onto all fours. As she crawled around, her whole body
could be seen to waver and shake with tremors, eyes wide, pupils
dilated. A vibrator had been pushed into her, straps holding it in
place as it twisted around inside of her.

‘You see? You seemed to be doing well to
start with, but… Well, anyway, you’ll be better eventually. You
don’t need to worry about anything other than getting better.’ The
hand stroked her hair, as Charlotte tried to break free still, not
finding any weakness in the bindings. She grunted into her gag,
trying to beg for release, but couldn’t form any words, only
incoherent babbling.

The thing brushing against her crotch, soft
fronts stirring her up, was making it hard to pay attention, as
Emma continued to stroke her, breasts pushing the back of her
head.

‘Don’t worry, you’ll have lots of time to get
yourself under control. A shame, really – I wanted to have some
time with you, I do like your style.’ She groped one of Charlotte’s
breasts, then sighed. ‘The Director keeps giving me all of the
paperwork, and I think you’d be good at that. Sophia’s a bit, um,
limited, shall we say? Although she’s nice and obedient now.
She used to be like you, although her training was longer. Now,
keep watching.’

Fingers slide through the gaps between the
buttons, the latex-wrapped fingers sliding over her skin, teasing
towards her navel. Charlotte could feel her pleasure starting to
peak, as the brushing against her pussy suddenly stopped, leaving
her edged and hanging.

‘You really must control yourself, ma’am.
Now, let me finish setting you up. You can keep watching.’

Charlotte’s eyes were drawn in horrified
fascination to the screen – her face was now slicked with cum and
sweat, more of the stuff spraying over her, a dazed and ecstatic
smile on her face. Charlotte went over to the art exhibit and spun
it around, so that vaguely curved buttocks were towards her.

Emma opened the thing up, revealing that it
was hollow, hinged alongst one side. The inside looked to be
slightly padded, just about the right size… for… her. Charlotte
tried to resist again, attempting to scream resistance through the
gag, nothing escaping other than a vague whimper.

There was a slot in the neck, through which
Emma drew a slender chain. Emma pulled on this and walked back over
to Charlotte, clipping it onto Charlotte’s collar.

‘I prefer subjects that go in easily, but
there’s been a few that have struggled more. I’m sure you’d be a
good girl and go willingly, but I’ve been ordered to test
this.’

A motor started, and the chain was pulled
taut. She tried grunting refusal – she didn’t want this! Emma
released Charlotte’s wrists and ankles, and then her collar popped
free from the chair. She was too weak to resist, immediately
getting pulled forward, falling to her knees and having to crawl.
She tried pawing at her gag to release it, but was being pulled too
fast, able to feel the strap for a moment before having to advance
again, her arms and legs threatening to give up with every
movement.

The dark material inside of the thing seem to
throb and beckon to her, and she tried to shake her head. Emma
walked alongside her, and suddenly plucked at Charlotte’s skirt,
managing to pull it off and toss it aside.

The casket was getting closer and closer,
filling Charlotte’s vision, the angle of the chain starting to pull
her upwards or threatening to choke her if she didn’t. Emma pulled
her up, guiding her forwards and easily containing her attempts to
escape.

Emma pushed her forward, making her step
upwards into it. The thing wobbled and shook, but the grip on her
neck was insistent, the collar slotting into a groove in the
material. Something was pushing against the gag, forcing her neck
to bend awkwardly. She was now surrounded by soft, absorbent
material, seeing a tiny silver of wall through cramped and limited
eyepieces.

Fingers touched the back of her head and
released the gag, spittle running along her cheek.

‘Sorry, ma’am, I should have stripped you
first.’ Hands ripped of her top, then her bra, leaving her naked,
body pressed against the padding. ‘It should be nice and
comfortable; it’s made just for you. There’s a few more
enhancements as well.’ The leash tightened a little more, and a
tube forced Charlotte’s mouth open, padded plastic or rubber,
leaving an unpleasant taste in her mouth.

‘Mppppphhhh!’ All Charlotte could do was
waggle her tongue through the tube, as Emma started to oil her
back. She tried kicking Emma but could barely lift her leg to do
so.

Emma slapped one of her buttocks, seeming
playful. ‘Oh, ma’am, please relax. Would you like to watch
something?’

Charlotte tried to refuse, wanting to say no,
but all she could do was wordlessly groan. The eyepieces flickered
dark, and then she was watching her own violations again, sound of
her own gasps coming into her ears. When she tried to move her
arms, Emma pushed them back into place, padded bands wrapping about
her wrists. Her fingers slotted into padded grooves, making them
impossible to move.

‘Let me get everything locked up.’

Charlotte couldn’t even move her head to
protest, to shake her head or anything, watching as she was
violated again. Padding pushed against the back of her body,
compressing her flesh, locking her in entirely.

‘Nnnnpppphhhh!’

The casket shifted slightly as she shifted
about the tiny amount she could, tongue flicking about on the
plastic breathing tube. Fingers poked into her mouth, feeling her
tongue and ignoring her protests. Emma’s voice suddenly cut over
the sounds of fucking. ‘There we go, all settled. There’s some new
features, I quite like this one.’

Oil started to seep from the surface, making
her skin feel slick and sticky. There was a swift jolt of pain,
electricity zapping her, conducting itself through her entire
torso.

‘That will happen whenever you get too, um,
excited. It’s all automated, so should help you with your
training.’

She felt a faint pressure at her crotch, a
prong sliding into her pussy, moments before another slid into her
asshole. She couldn’t tense enough to resist or push them out,
feeling the intruders both twitch and buck slightly, adding to her
unwilling stimulation.

And then she was left, alone and isolated.
All she could feel was the casket, pressing on her entire body, her
body violated. In front of her eyes flashed images of degradation
and shame, her body slimy with cum and sweat, cocks and dildos
pounding her senseless, again and again. If she ever shut her eyes,
then the shocks would start, mild tingles rapidly increasing to
stabbing shocks until she obeyed and opened her eyes again.

Every time her pleasure threatened to peak,
then the shocks would also start, until the pleasure burnt away
beneath the sensation. Or the thing in her ass would twist into
life, the spike of shame and humiliation cutting deep into her.

She couldn’t move, couldn’t resist, all she
could do was passively consume her own degradation. The thing she
had been sealed into consumed her entirely – she could feel strands
of her own hair pressed against her body, sealed into place. It was
like an all-consuming embrace, close and tight, and utterly
inescapable.

It was impossible to tell time – had it been
minutes, or hours? Even the images she was shown were jumpy and
fragmented, brief snippets of pain and shame. The casket rocked a
few times – was that due to her own tensing, or someone pushing on
it?

Her concentration lapsed, tiredness rippling
through her. But then pain surged through her entire body, forcing
her awake again. If she kept her eyes open, she was “rewarded”, the
thing in her crotch sending low pulses of pleasure through her
body, but never quite enough, or she wasn’t good enough to earn
more. When her focus lapsed, the thing in her ass would twist and
turn, massive-feeling lumps stretching out her sphincter,
accompanied by more spikes of lightning.

Thick, viscous liquid flowed into her mouth,
salty-sweet. She gagged for a moment, but had no choice but to
swallow, or risk choking. The pussy-vibes built up for a moment,
bringing her oh-so-close, before dying away.

The worst parts were when she was plunged
into darkness. No pain, no suffering, but… nothing. She would try
and twitch and shiver, do anything to provoke a response, but
nothing would come, except the spiking pain of more electricity
whenever she fell into a maybe-doze, impossible to tell the passage
of time.


Postscript: From Seller to
Product

‘You certainly have
improved, ma’am. You used to be far too eager!’ Emma fussed over
the subject, tweaking her clothing into place. The tight little
skirts were certainly sexy, but had to be set just right,
especially with the plug buried in the woman’s asshole. But she had
a good body, especially after her lengthy session inside the
casket, the electricity having done a good job toning her. There
had even been a few sessions with guests, the plugs and vibrators
removed to allow access by her visitors. Emma had watched, slightly
envious – she had had to monitor the subject’s vitals and hadn’t
been able to play with herself!

‘Now, you’re going to be a good girl, aren’t
you?’

The subject gave her a hesitant nod, her
bright red lips bent around a black rubber ball-gag, already
slippery with spit. Her make-up was fully done, making her look
like a professional working woman. Well, except for the gag and the
clothing – most office workers Emma saw seemed to dress in far more
boring fashion, not showing themselves quite as well as they could.
And the collar was probably unusual as well – more people should
wear them; they were cute though! And the one the subject was
wearing had all sorts of useful devices in.

‘Excellent. The owner wants to see you, I
think there’s some more paperwork to sign.’

The subject gave a faint grunt, impossible to
tell if it was acceptance or something else. But her eyes had the
dim glaze of a satisfied customer, even if her legs shook slightly,
requiring support to stand for more than a few moments. Although
that might be the heels, pushing her feet up almost onto tiptoe.
Perhaps she hadn’t been used to such things before? But she had
looked smart and sexy, she must have worn heels before?

Emma twisted in her own clothes – the tight
trousers and loose shirt were a chance from her preferred bodysuits
(so much simpler, and she loved the way they felt!) but she had
been ordered to try something different, and less
attention-getting. Not that it seemed to make much difference – she
wriggled happily, remembering the eyes of the concierge, devouring
her as she walked in. He had been like an enthusiastic puppy, eager
to help!

‘Now, I’m going to remove the gag. Are you
going to be a good girl? I don’t want you getting dribble all over
your nice clothing.’

The subject gave a hesitant nod of her head,
or at least as much as she could manage with the collar on.

‘Good girl.’

Emma unbuckled the gag, using a bowl to catch
the spit that flowed out, before dabbing a cloth against the
woman’s lips.

‘It’s not far to travel, and it’ll do you
good to get some air.’ She reached out and stroked the woman’s
skin, marveling at the softness, and the pale white of it. ‘Maybe I
should try and build solar lights into the next version? You
subjects do tend to be a little too pale after a lengthy
session.’

The woman gave a long, wordless sigh, holding
her jaw and mouth as though she were still gagged, until Emma
tapped her chin and she closed her mouth.

‘Now, shall we go?’ She clipped a leash in
place and gave it a tug. She could feel the resistance on the
catch. ‘If you pull back, or I yank on the leash too hard,
then…’

The woman whimpered and started to move.

‘Good girl!’ Emma liked to be encouraging to
the subjects, and it seemed to make them a little happier. The
woman smiled back, or at least her cheek muscles twitched – well,
that was a sad side-effect of the feeding tube. Having the mouth
free would be better, but then some of them would make so much
noise, or refuse their food, or the cocks pushed in! ‘Now, you will
behave, won’t you? If you’re good, then you can have another
session. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?’

The woman kept her eyes downcast before
slowly nodding, apparently not yet able to speak.

‘Good. Then be a good girl and follow.’

Emma led the way, swishing her hips as she
walked, enjoying the rolling gait from the heels. It was a nice day
outside, and it was nice to see people looking at her, their eyes
taking in her body. Maybe she should wear skirts more often?

 


It wasn’t far to the offices, although the
subject tired quickly – she had been in containment for quite some
time, so some drop-off in stamina was natural. Emma made a mental
note to get her on the treadmill, to try and improve her vigor
somewhat. The receptionist smiled at her and waved her through –
she was tall and slender, a shining collar around her long neck,
matching with long earrings. As she walked through, Emma gave the
secretary a swift scan – her legs were toned and taut, shining
black high heels pushing her higher, her posture excellent, her
skin healthy-looking.

The secretary caught her looking and smiled,
twisting her shoulders to show herself off, glad of the attention.
‘Am I sufficient, Miss Emma?’

‘You seem to be doing well.’ When she looked
closely, she could see the faint outline of a buttplug beneath the
skirt, the material pulled tight over taut buttocks, expensive
material hanging over her toned body. ‘Is the Director in?’

‘Yes, Miss Emma. She is in the office with
the Master.’ She tapped her screen and a thick glass door
opened.

‘Thank you.’ She tugged on the leash, pulling
the subject along behind her – her posture definitely needed work
still!

The doorway locked shut behind her, and then
it was a short walk to a lift. Expensive artworks covered the walls
– his collection was large enough that they rotated regularly, and
she took a moment to appreciate a new piece. It depicted a pair of
female forms, one bright red, then other glossy black. She couldn’t
tell if it was a photograph or computer-generated, the shapes
smooth and perfect, faces and heads hidden under hoods,
black-tinted lenses over their eyes. They were bound to each other,
ropes bright against their latex-flesh. It was nicely done.

She had to present a keycard and tap in a
code to make it travel to his floor. It moved smoothly upwards, and
then opened, into a wide, marble-floored hallway. She smiled when
she saw one of her pieces, a black casket hanging from the ceiling.
The material beneath the mouth-hole was darker black, stained with
dribble. She could see the tongue inside, currently loose and
slack. A screen beside them showed their current vision – a video
of whipping and lashing. She patted the casket – it was one of her
earliest ones, without any of her later enhancements. But it had
been nice to sell something, and it had bought her into contact
with other people.

His office was down the hallway and past
another of her caskets. Eyes, wide and tear-filled, watched from
this one, bright blue pupils watching her movements. This one had
their crotch exposed, and she tickled at the wet slit, feeling the
folds clench at her fingers, trying to pull them in. ‘Oh, you’ve
been kept waiting a while. Well, I’m sure he’ll tend to you
soon.’

She ignored the quiet wheezing that emitted
from the mouthpiece – it was currently locked shut, not permitted
any sounds beyond breathing. The door to his office was sturdy
wood, deliberately old-fashioned, and she knocked, hearing the
heavy echo vibrate through the place. She waited a moment and then
pushed it open.

He was leaning on his desk, looking perfectly
at ease in suit trousers and a tailored shirt. He had one hand held
up, like he was training a dog. The Director was on all fours,
entirely naked, displaying her tattoo, her face showing desperate
yearning. On the floor was a small dogfood dish, containing a wet
splat of cum. The Director was rocking forward slightly, her eyes
fixated on the cum, tongue out.

‘Wait. Sit.’

Almost panting with frustration, the Director
settled back, still staring at the cum. He turned to Emma with a
smile. ‘Excellent work.’

Emma walked forward, pulling the subject with
her. ‘She’s not quite done yet. But she’s far happier than she was.
Isn’t that right?’ She pulled the subject in front of herself –
they were smiling, although their eyes looked a little drawn.

‘It’s certainly been a pleasure working with
you. I do hope this one hasn’t been too rough?’ He gestured at the
Director, her eyes wide, looking like a junkie in need of a fix as
she stared at the cum, seemingly oblivious to Emma.

‘Oh no, Sir. She was good enough to show me
most of her facilities, and even to spend some time with me.’ She
felt herself loosen at the thought – the Director was deliciously
merciless, at least when she was focused.

‘Now, there are a few more papers for Miss
Powell to sign, before she can be released into this one’s custody
permanently.’ That got the attention of the Director, rousing her
slightly from her stupor. She shook her head, only just noticing
their presence.

Emma gently pushed the subject forward,
stroking her hair. They always got so tense outside of their
containment units; it was a mercy to return them! ‘Now, there’s
just a few things you need to do. And then you can go and rest.
You’d like that, wouldn’t you?’ They made a low groan. ‘Ssshhh,
don’t worry. Just do this, and then you can go back. You’d like
that, wouldn’t you?’ She reached down between the woman’s legs and
tweaked the buttplug, noting the ripple that ran through the
woman’s body. ‘You really do enjoy that, don’t you? Maybe I can get
you a larger one? But you need to do this first.’

Emma pushed the woman forward, towards the
desk. The Director was still down on her knees, looking strange in
her submissive posture. Emma preferred it when she was fierce
rather than like this, but she seemed happy enough.

‘Can you remember how to write? Some can’t.
Although you should be able to manage a scribble at least.’

She kept pushing the woman forward until she
was against the desk. The papers were covered with a thick haze of
dense legal text, the only white space available that for a
signature. Emma pressed a pen into the woman’s hand, and then
pressed her hand forward. Seemingly on instinct, the pen flicked
out, scribbling onto the paper, and then the woman sagged
backwards, needing Emma’s help to support her.

‘Good, good. You’ve done well. Um, is there a
box or anything to put her into? They tend to prefer containment
and get uncomfortable if kept outside too long. They tend to get
stressed when required to perform complex tasks. Especially ones
like this.’

‘Oh, she has performed well. I think you
should notice some better response times, as the images will be
better.’

There was a desperate whine, as the Director
bobbed her head towards the cum, wanting to lick it before it
dried. The Master raised his hand again and shook his head. ‘No.
Wait. Spread yourself. Nice and wide.’

She obeyed, leaning back and spreading her
legs, to reveal her pussy, neatly trimmed pubic hair above it. She
was drenched, ready for fucking, staring at him with desperation.
‘Finish yourself.’

‘This one obeys.’ She wasted no time,
fingering herself, her usual demeanor shattered as she tried to
force herself to climax as quickly as possible, fingers pumping in
and out. While she did that, he turned back to Emma. ‘Is there
anything else you need? Your caskets have been invaluable. Both
practical and attractive. They certainly made Miss Powell
acceptably compliant.’

‘Oh yes, she’ll be far less stressed going
forward. Isn’t that right?’ She stroked the woman’s back, seeking
to calm her – even the act of signing had clearly been draining
from, from how the woman sank against her, still dazed and woozy.
‘Let’s get you somewhere nice and quiet.’

It was hard ignoring the Director’s desperate
gasps and finger-fucking as she tried to make herself climax. There
was a wooden chest close by, probably an antique, but Emma opened
it up and pushed the woman inside then slammed it shut.

As she did so, the Director came, fluid
squiring from her crotch, staining the floor in front of her. Once
she had done so, her head still lolling from the orgasm, she looked
at him until he nodded his head, prompting her to lunge forward and
start licking at the bowl, greedily consuming the semen, the bowl
actually getting moved around in her eagerness.

‘I have a few more orders for you. A matched
set, I think, I’ll have the specifications sent over.’ Ignoring the
desperate grunting and scraping of the metal bowl, he leaned back
and tapped at his keyboard. A mirror suddenly became a screen,
showing a pop group moving through an intricate dance routine,
toned bodies shown off in tight and sexy clothing.

Emma felt her mouth water. All of them at
once? That would be a challenge! But maybe she could use mesh,
rather than a full-body casket, to keep them controlled but show
those lovely limbs and curves better. All that dancing had given
them lovely tight thighs and calves as well – they’d look lovely,
sealed into latex. She’d have to work out a few test designs in her
workshop!

He flicked a finger upwards, and the Director
stood, a trace of spittle on her chin, a smile flashing over her
face for a moment, before she realized Emma was there, and glared
at her. A thrill pulsed through her – she hadn’t had a session
herself for ages!

The pop music continued to play, before the
Director spoke. ‘This one shall serve, Master.’

He smiled at her. ‘Very good. Your work has
been excellent. And your facility is showing impressive results.’
She lurched forwards, almost stumbling before falling against him,
her arms limp as he reached around her to grope a buttock. ‘Ah, it
seems this one is still eager. If you would kindly take Miss Powell
and ready her for more permanent installation? There is some
equipment through there.’ The Director was nuzzling against him,
starting to grind her body against his.

Emma sighed. She wanted some time with the
Director, to have those eyes stare at her, those hands around her
throat! But instead she started hauling the chest towards the
indicated side-room, ignoring the increasingly-urgent gasps of the
Director.

As promised, the room had most of what she
needed – thick latex, enough to numb the flesh from outside
pressure, with enough buckles and straps to limit movement. There
was a glass panel, showing abyssal black water beneath, with a
harness to let people be suspended and dropped. It had been a
nightmare getting it put in, workmen coming and going, all of the
toys and display-pieces having to be moved away. It wasn’t as large
as the facility, or as easy to use, but it was large enough for six
subjects, without them being able to sense each other.

A cough broke her thoughts, and she looked
around to see another woman, leaning on the wall and looking
slightly awkward. Emma frowned, trying to remember the woman’s name
– she was a friend of the subject, wasn’t she? She’d certainly
seemed happy to fuck their throat with a strap-on. She’d been put
through some of the isolation training and had been very polite
afterwards, nice and enthusiastic!

The woman looked nervously at Emma. ‘Are… Is
that woman still there?’

‘The Director? Oh yes, she’s having fun at
the moment. But all the paperwork is completed, so now I need to
put your friend away. Would you like to watch? I can give you a
massage afterwards, if you’d like. The director will probably be,
um, busy for a while, and I don’t like to interrupt them.’
That made the woman relax a little.

‘Yes, that would be nice.’ She paused,
looking worried again. ‘Um, you’re not going to put me in, are
you?’

‘Well, if you’d like another session, then
that can be arranged. The Master likes to keep his favorite pieces
here, so he can look after them. And the Director sometimes spends
time here; she’s always happy afterwards! Well, I think she’s
happy, it can be a little hard to tell.’

The woman – Lisa? Something like that – shook
her head. ‘No. No! I’m quite alright. But it is a relief that this
bitch signed. So, do you know how long those two might be going
for?’

‘Oh, some of their sessions can be quite
lengthy.’ Emma lowered her voice. ‘I have a few books hidden away,
if you’d like to borrow them. It’s awkward walking through when
they’re in the middle of a session, easier to, um, wait it
out.’

Emma moved to the crate, to find that the
subject had passed out, their hands at their crotch, skirt wet with
their juices. She shook her head. ‘Naughty girl! Well, I suppose
more treatment might help. Now, let’s get you sorted.’

They didn’t wake even as she pulled them up
and began suiting them up, ripping their clothing off first and
then inching the latex into position, inch by inch. Lisa helped,
shoving the plugs into her holes with obvious glee, using a little
too much force. As the restraints crept up the subject’s body, the
subject relaxed, clearly more comfortable than when loose.

‘You see? Far happier now, aren’t you.’ From
how wet the subject’s cunt was, even the stimulation of the walk
had been too much for the poor thing! As Emma’s hands moved through
the motions of binding the woman, her thoughts went to that musical
group. They’d all looked quite petite, that could be quite cute!
Although they’d been dressed in quite a sexy way – well, they
should certainly be used to strappy, tight and revealing clothing.
Maybe she could play them their own music? She bent the subject’s
arms behind themselves and twisted them so that each hand was
gripping the opposite elbow before sliding the armbinder into
position, then clicked the locks shut. A few days, maybe? To get
them nice and sensitive.

Next she tightened their outfit, compressing
their breasts and waists, shaping their body into the correct shape
by pulling on cords, before sealing the cords as well, ensuring
they wouldn’t get wet. Their legs were also held forcibly tense, as
though in heels, the embedded electrodes making their muscles tense
and relax, to keep them nice and toned.

Lisa was watching with an eager and hungry
expression on her face, looking more than a little aroused herself.
Maybe the two of them could have fun between themselves later?
Although with the Director so close, it would be risky, if they
were to be caught! Emma checked all the plugs and electrodes were
correct, and then pressed the button to open the glass panel. It
started to whir open beneath her.

‘Would you mind helping me lift her? It’s
easier with two, and then I can get the helmet onto her. You’re her
friend – do you think there’s anything she’d like to watch? There
are some nice ones with her in, or that have been modified to show
her. Subjects always seem to react more strongly to watching
themselves, and there’s some very clever things that can be done
with the editing. Do you think she wants to see herself being used
by a group?’

Lisa grinned. ‘Oh yes, I think she would love
that!’ She came over, and between the two of them they managed to
lift the subject, getting the harness into the gaps under her
armpits and between her legs, making her nice and secure.

The subject was starting to rouse themselves,
eyelids flickering, the suit shifting slightly as they tried to
move. Emma got one of the helmets – the latest model, with the best
display functions. Lisa had already slid earpieces in, deafening
the subject to any external sounds.

The subject’s eyes slowly opened and flicked
about the room, as Emma slid a nice fat gag between the lips,
strapping it securely into place, letting Lisa take the helmet.
They grunted, suddenly twitching about within their restraints,
eyes wide in panic.

‘Shhhh, there we go, nice and tight, just the
way you like it.’ She kissed the subject on the forehead, as they
saw Lisa, their panic seeming to increase, especially when Lisa
started to lower it into place, sealing the subject’s muffled gasps
away, although their eyes could still be seen, darting about
nervously.’

‘Um, would you mind pressing that panel on
the wall? Set it to “7”, that should help calm her down.’

Lisa obeyed, using a touch-screen panel to
alter the settings. The electrodes within the suit should now be
jolting the subject more now, and the vibe teasing her, getting her
close to the edge. The effect was immediate, the subject twitching
a few more times before going limp, eyes starting to glaze
over.

Before she could get excited again, Emma made
sure the helmet was locked into place, tight and secure. The eyes
opened again, bright and wide, beautiful and bright.

‘If you tap the icon on the right, she’ll be
able to hear you, if there’s anything you want to say. She’s going
to be in for a little while – until she’s due for some more active
training. It might be a while before you can see her again, so if
there’s anything you want to say, then now’s the time.’

Lisa tapped the panel again before realizing
it could be detached from the wall and brining it over, making sure
she was stood in front of the subject, smiling at her. The eyes
moistened, looking as though the subject were crying as Lisa spoke.
‘Enjoy your break, “boss”. I look forward to seeing you again – I’m
sure you’ll be nice and obedient.’

The subject was trying to shake their head,
but the collar and helmet were so restrictive that she couldn’t do
so.

‘It looks like you’ve been having a lot of
naughty fun. I think this should stir up some memories.’ The
eyepieces blacked out, as a video started to play on the inside.
Emma moved around to see the screen – it was a gangbang, the
subject, or someone that looked a lot like her, spreadeagled over a
bench, getting fucked in the ass and pussy, semen and lube spilling
from both holes. Emma nodded in appreciation – it wasn’t the best
angle, but the quality of the feed was impressive, and the woman’s
face was just about obscured enough that it could be used for a
variety of subjects.

The legs of the subject swung slightly as she
tried to kick and twist, but of course couldn’t, there being no
point of leverage.

‘The “down” button will, um, move her down.
And then we can seal her in, nice and neat.’

Motors whirred as the harness descended into
the inky-black water, swiftly vanishing from sight. Feeling sightly
guilty, Emma then went to a metal wall-panel, and shifted it aside
– inside, there were several packs of food powder, bottles of water
and some old paperback novels.

‘Would you like one?’

She listened at the door, hearing the
Director’s wordless grunting and gasping, the slaps of leather on
flesh. It would do her good to relax, and not have such a major
project! But hopefully they would be done soon – Emma had other
things to do!

‘If you’d prefer, I could set you up in some
of the equipment?’

Lisa backed away, shaking her head. ‘Uh, no,
that’s really not needed. I’ll just wait here.’

There was a particularly loud impact, the
Director vocalizing now, a long, hissing sound of pure pleasure,
before she starting to make soft begging sounds, wanting more. They
might be here for a while!

‘Your friend will be well looked after. You
can control what she sees, if you’d like. Although please don’t set
the electricity any higher, she’s still rather sensitive. I’ve set
the vibes to cut-off before she gets release, but you can control
what she sees.’

As Lisa scrolled through the options
available, Emma picked up one of her books – a battered and
dog-eared finding from a charity shop. Well, it would keep her
entertained while the Director was being seen to. She settled down
against the wall, making herself as comfortable as she could,
feeling the cries and moans start to make her wet. Soon she would
have even more material to work with!

 


 


THE END
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