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 Chapter
One: The Big Show

The day of the show

Ji-Woo could hear the audience gathering, a vast
murmur that permeated the entire arena as the warm-up acts
performed. Her body felt hot and fevered, sweat prickling her skin.
She could feel a biting, urgent lust between her legs, but her arms
were shackled to the ceiling, preventing her from being able to
touch herself. That and the cold, blue eyes of the Director, just a
look enough to make Ji-Woo whimper.

Her earpieces must have been set to allow
noise in, and she was thankful for something other than the
perpetual, crushing silence that was all that she was normally
allowed. Or gasps of suffering and pleasure, that she could never
tell if they were her own or not, often couldn’t even tell what
sounds she was making herself.

Brushes flicked over her face as her makeup
was done, jewelry attached to her body. She winced as her
belly-stud was changed, aching in remembered pain from when her
body had been pierced and the feeling of how the metal had intruded
forcefully into her body. Of course, that had been nowhere near as
bad as the piercings on her lower lips, golden rings on both sides,
puncturing the sensitive flesh as she had begged and whined, unable
to move but being forced to watch as her body was molded and
violated.

She shook her wrists, hearing chains tinkle,
going still when those blue eyes focused on her, not wanting to
draw further attention or punishment. The Director approached,
Ji-Woo flinching away as a cool, smooth hand brushed her cheek.

‘The performer is ready.’

The hand brushed down her naked body, the
attendant standing back as the Director ran her fingers down
Ji-Woo’s stomach, flicking at the short chain running from her
navel, before lightly resting fingers between her legs. Despite
herself, she tensed her thighs, feeling a wetness start to
gather.

One of the rings was tugged on, forcing her
to shift her hips forward, the Director kissing her on the lips,
her tongue intruding into Ji-Woo’s mouth, sliding against the stud
on her tongue, something else that had been forced onto her before
withdrawing.

‘The performers have been prepared. They will
perform as they have been trained to, or there will be
consequences.’

Ji-Woo whimpered, as did Lily and Aeri, her
fellow performers. They were restrained as well, with metal shining
from piercings, wrists bound by chains attached to the ceiling. It
was an effort to speak, her tongue feeling fat and heavy.

‘Yes, Director.’

The smile she received was still razor-sharp,
but at least it was better than being hurt again.

‘Good doll.’

Ji-Woo wasn’t allowed to dress herself, as a
masked beautician pulled clothing onto her. A squidgy plug slid
into her backside, stretching the tight hole, attached to latex hot
pants that clung to the shape of her body, except for enough thin
padding over her crotch to hide the piercings. A small vibrator was
slid into her crotch, her body easily wet enough to receive it.

Her wrists were released, but she didn’t dare
do more than lower her arms without permission, simply holding her
arms outspread, like a doll. A latex top was pulled over her body,
compressing her breasts, the tightness making her feel even more
aroused, as her flesh was sealed into the tight and confining
material. It left most of her stomach and back bare, but fully
sealed her right arm away, including a glove. She moved her
fingers, feeling the resistance, the material trying to force her
into a particular shape. It had a bulge around the wrist to
accommodate her cuff, the metal shining through. Even the O-ring
looked shiny and ornamental, despite being strong enough that she
knew, from bitter experience, that she couldn’t break it.

Around her neck was her collar – that was
never removed, except for when she was fully restrained and being
examined. It was bright metal, beautiful, warmed by her own body,
but she could feel the prongs against her neck, waiting to shock
her if she misbehaved. Now, whenever she moved, she could feel the
plug in her ass shifting, the material around her body fighting
her, as her juices started to flow, her arousal spiking. She bit
her lip, trying to focus, not wanting to commit any mistakes that
would get her punished even before they started to perform.

‘Legs.’

As soon as the order came, she obeyed. Latex
stockings slid up her thigh, leaving just a strip of bare flesh
between her hot-pants and the stocking top. She could see herself
in a reflection in the mirror, a being more of shining black flesh
than living, her collar shining brightly, her face beautiful and
perfect, despite her roil of emotions inside – lust and fear
mingling. There was a muted roar from the crowd as the warm-up act
must have finished.

High heels were laced tightly onto her feet,
adding another few inches to her height, leaving her still shorter
than the Director. The black of the heels merged with the black of
the stockings, making them appear to be a single piece, except for
the shining metal locks on her ankles that bound them into
place.

Ji-Woo tried to focus, although all she
wanted to do was come, hot and heavy. The plug inside of her was
distracting, but the vibe, even when passive, was worse, a threat
that might stir to life at any moment, as well as turning her on by
itself.

The Director grabbed her by the collar ring,
pulling her forward, and she just barely managed to keep her
balance, adjusting to the heels. ‘This one has trained you. Perform
according to expectations, or suffer.’

All three of them nodded – from the flushes
on the faces of Lily and Aeri, they were both just as aroused as
she was. The dressing room door opened and a stagehand appeared,
gesturing at them both.

After the warm air of the dressing room, the
cooler passageways made Ji-Woo more awake, even more aware of how
close to a climax she was, just from moving. The other two were
also dressed in tight clothing, although Aeri was wearing a full
bodysuit, probably to hide the lash-marks from previous
punishments, but so tight that it showed every curve of her body,
just as much as if she were naked. Lily was wearing even less
material than Ji-Woo, her breasts covered by a diamond of material
with barely-visible threads connecting and tethering it, her back
completely bare, along with hot-pants. At the top of her neck was a
black tattoo-mark, the sight of it making Ji-Woo’s back itch, her
matching mark seeming suddenly hot on her spine. Her heels were
less brutal than Ji-Woo’s, bringing them both to the same
height.

Above them they could hear the crowd, the
sound throbbing and loud. She had to shake her head to remind
herself it was real – with the earpieces, knowing what was true and
what was simply a replayed sound was virtually impossible, but the
sound, the feel of tens of thousands of people moving all at
once, that couldn’t be faked. Could it?

They arranged themselves onto the below-stage
lift in their starting positions, a stagehand raising fingers to
count down. When all his fingers were down, the lift moved into
life with a pneumatic hiss, dry ice billowing. Ji-Woo ducked her
head, feeling her hair slither over her back, as music started to
play. Beneath the usual music track, she could hear desperate,
orgasmic grunting, adding another twist of desire to the heat
building within her. Beneath the latex, she felt feverish, sweat
beading on her skin.

The stage stopped moving, and she started to
dance, body moving on pure instinct. Every lesson, etched into her
body and mind with pain and degradation, starting to flow back out,
as she twisted around, stroking her hands against Aeri before
striding forward with a hip-rolling strut, mouthing the words.

She couldn’t see the crowd as individuals,
simply an amorphous mass in the darkness, countless glowsticks
making tiny dots and slashes of light in the darkness, colors
merging and running together. As she bent over, running her hand up
her leg in a seductive gesture, the plug got pulled even more
tightly into her, and she barely managed to keep on-time and
together.

Rolling down and onto her back and having
Lily pull her legs wide as she stroked her hand between her legs
almost sent her over the edge again, even the lightest touch she
could manage still another powerful stimulant, her pussy twitching
of its own accord, the sexual groans in her ears getting even
louder, threatening to overpower the music. If they weren’t
entirely her own imagination! She could feel herself in the latex,
pussy slick with juices, glad that the hotpants were so tight that
there was no leakage. But the thought of her own arousal, and of
being looked at by thousands of people made her even more turned
on!

She wanted to come! She could feel the orgasm
tingling up her spine, an ever-increasing surge of lust that would
send her into a delirious state if she let it, and she so very
badly wanted to. She tried to focus elsewhere, remembering the
ice-cold eyes of the Director, the terrifying dark and numbness and
isolation of the tank, but even that only slowed the advance, it
didn’t halt or reverse it.

Ji-Woo moved onto all fours and crawled
forward on the stage, Aeri planting a heel onto her. The posture
made images flash into her mind, and she couldn’t be sure if she
was remembering things that had been done to her, or things she had
been shown, of herself crawling like a dog, collared and leashed,
before being spread wide and fucked in the ass, hot cum filling her
up until she was overflowing, used and abused, again and again.

Her collar gave a warning vibration, and she
knew that the next thing it did would be to shock her. As she stood
up, she grabbed Lily by her collar ring and pulled her close,
looking into her deep brown eyes, currently hazy and lusty. The
feeling of the woman’s skin under her hands, of actual flesh rather
than latex, of having some level of power and command, made her
control slip for a moment, and she staggered.

Lily helped to support her, and hopefully
no-one noticed. But the motion bought them into closer contact,
their bodies pushing together, and she could smell Lily’s flesh,
her own desires hot and pungent. Lily’s breasts pushed against
hers, and she was suddenly acutely aware of her own piercings, of
the metal forced into her. Her collar thrummed for a moment, before
the thing shoved into her pussy burst into spasmodic life.

Pulling herself away from the warm support of
Lily was a challenge – she wanted nothing more than to kiss her, to
push her down and grind against her, to use the thinness of her
hotpants to touch herself, to get off. The crowd cheered and
hollered, watching their stars perform, and the thoughts of all
those eyes suddenly turned her on even more. All those people,
watching her, desiring her. How many people would be masturbating
to her? The thought of that, of the cum being spilt over her, of
herself being used as a fuck-doll cum-dumpster, glazed with sweat
and semen, distracted her from the beat and she stumbled.

The vibe gave another brief burst of activity
and she fell, unable to stay standing, her legs simply too weak.
She tried to stand, but the collar shocked her, and the sound in
her ears changed to nothing but fuck-sounds, her own voice begging
for pleasure, the slapping sounds of meat. Was that a recording or
was that what she was saying? She couldn’t tell anymore, as her
fingers moved towards her crotch and she stroked herself through
the material, feeling passion stir within her.

The collar shocked her, again and again, as
the yells of the crowd broke against her. So close! Just a little
more…

Then cool darkness stabbed into her neck, the
collar delivering an anesthetic sting. She whined, her body
suddenly limp and unresponsive. She rolled over, chest heaving as
she tried to breath, the other two still dancing despite the fear
in their eyes. The vibe twisted and danced, making her body buck
and writhe, entirely outside of her own control.

She came, a crescendo of sensation slamming
into her, as tears filled her eyes, turning the glowsticks into
sharp-edged diamonds as her vision was blurred. Everything was out
of rhythm, out-of-synch, as her body twisted around, the stage
slippery with her sweat, before darkness crashed over her, her mind
unable to take any more, and she passed out, into a dark fugue of
stretched-out desire, her pleasure overwhelming her.

 


San Francisco International Airport, Premium
Departure Lounge

 


Ji-Woo went to the bar to order another
drink, smiling at the reactions, eyes following her, the light
reflecting off her shiny black trousers, drawing attention to her
ass. Given how much time she had to spend exercising and dancing,
it was nice when someone noticed! And “someone”, in this case, was
practically every man in the room, more than a few wives and
girlfriends looking annoyed or angry. She blew a kiss at one, then
turned to the barman and ordered a coke.

As she leaned on the bar, resting her face on
her hand, she saw the barman’s eyes sweeping over her body in
appreciation, hovering on the gauze-covered cutout between her
breasts. She tilted her head, twisting her hair around her finger
as she tapped a red-painted nail against the can. He got the
message, taking the can back and pulling the tab, before pouring it
over ice.

‘Good boy.’

She took the drink back, returning to her
seat, close to Lily and Aeri. Aeri always dressed drably when not
performing – she was wearing plain jeans and a baggy hoody,
drumming her fingers on her knees with her hood distorted by chunky
headphones. Lily was sat cross-legged, her garishly bright top
drawn tight against her breasts, although it didn’t cling as
tightly as Ji-Woo’s. Her blonde hair framed a heart-shaped face,
lips drawn in concentration as she played some game on her tablet,
vaguely responding to Ji-Woo with a gesture.

‘Never flown first class before, wonder what
it’ll be like?’

‘We’ve never even left the states before!
We’re drawing a lot of attention.’ Ji-Woo arched her back, her top
tightening against her breasts, drawing more eyes. ‘We’ve got some
therapy sessions as well, some super-advanced spa place. Could do
with a break, we’ve been on the road for ages!’

Lily suddenly lunged forward and hugged her,
her breasts squishing together. ‘Yes! And we get to perform in
front of even bigger crowds.’

Ji-Woo tried to hide her pleasure at the
thought – being the center of attention, having all those eyes
focused on her, looking at her body, following her every move,
excited her, in ways she couldn’t explain or put into words, other
than having to furiously masturbate after every performance in
order to ease the tension she felt. Having hundreds or thousands,
or even more, all looking at her, with a mix of lust, desire and
jealousy… She shivered in delight, imaging herself in tight PVC,
leather or latex clothing, molded to her body, showing herself off
as she performed for fans.

She tensed her legs, loving the way that her
trousers clung to her body, feeling her heat quicken. She tried to
cover her feelings by drinking her coke, hoping it wasn’t too
obvious. She did have a reputation to uphold, as being aloof and
stern. It was so pleasant watching the fans try to draw her
attention, to make her show emotion.

An attendant came over, telling them that
their flight was now boarding. Ji-Woo drank down her coke before
following her onto the plane, being shown into the first-class
area.


 Chapter
Two: Premium Products

The first-class area of the plane was more like the
lobby of a fancy hotel suite, albeit on a small scale. There was a
bar, staffed by a flight hostess, and then doors into each of the
cabin-suites. There were only three other people there – a
tired-looking businesswoman that was already heading into a cabin,
talking on her phone and what looked like a couple. The woman was
facing away from her, a backless silk dress showing off a flame
tattoo over her back, the low lights sparkling off heavy metal
bracelets and a very thick necklace, all of gold. The man… Ji-Woo
licked her lips. He was tall and strong-looking, his
sharply-tailored suit showing his wealth and broad shoulders.

The woman caught Ji-Woo looking and glared at
her, ice-blue eyes narrowing as she moved closer towards him,
rubbing against his shoulder. He smiled at her, then patted her on
the head, and her whole demeanor changed, from fierce and frosty to
suddenly melting, rubbing against him, almost nuzzling at him. She
winced at the overt and public show of affection – she should have
some shame! And being that dependent and needy on someone,
that was just pathetic!

She pursed her lips and blew him a kiss, the
woman baring her teeth, almost hissing back, her teeth bright and
sharp looking. The man soothed her by rubbing his hand down her
back, rubbing her bare flesh until she looked somewhat calmer.

A smartly-dressed air hostess approached,
smiling at them. ‘Your cabins are this way. Food will be served
soon according to your requirements, and there is also drink.’ Away
from the bar, there was a passageway, cabin doors on either side.
Each room was like a hotel room, with a desk, a large bed, various
panels looking like they could fold down or open up. Their luggage
had already been bought in, a wardrobe open to show her clothing,
neatly hung up, black leather boots polished and on the ground.

The air hostess pushed her hand against a
wall-panel, the thing clicking and then opening up, revealing a
mini-bar, well-stocked with drink and snacks.

‘Please, relax and enjoy yourselves. This is
your cabin, Ji-Woo and Lily. Aeri, you are next door. There is a
shower, and you each have a water allowance. Please let the chef
know your meal choices, and they will be served in three hours – 7
PM, local time. If you wish to mingle in the lounge, the game will
be shown. The cabins are fully soundproofed though, if you wish to
rest instead.’ She pulled another panel, this one twisting around,
a tablet unclipping from the wall. ‘This can be used to control all
the lights and other facilities, and to make requests for services.
If you need anything at all, do not hesitate to call.’

She passed the tablet to Ji-Woo, who looked
at the options on offer – she flicked a slider-bar to one side, the
lights fading out into darkness, the only light coming through the
porthole. She quickly bought them back up, the hostess giving her a
patient smile, before stepping away.

The door closed behind her, the panel sliding
shut, a barely-perceptible “click” sounding as it locked. It really
was like a hotel room!

Lily threw herself onto the bed, sinking into
the soft mattress, kicking off an ornamentally folded twist of
cloth, the thing unfolding as it fell to the floor. ‘I can’t
believe we’re flying like this! I guess there’s only limited space,
so I we have to share.’ She rolled to one side of the bed, her
garishly bright top looking a little out place against the simple
and massively expensive surroundings. Her foot rolled off the edge,
hitting the raised edge, the top popping open. She looked inside,
then reached in to pull out a can of beer. ‘It’s a mini chiller!
Hey, peanuts as well.’ She tossed a bag to Ji-Woo, who opened it
up, helping herself to some, before she went to the mini-bar and
took out the wine.

Lily looked at the beer with concern. ‘Should
we? We have to be careful and watch what we eat and
everything.’

Ji-Woo held herself up, holding her body
tense on tiptoes, her trousers tight against her legs, top riding
up to show her flat belly, before twisting to show off her tight
backside. ‘We’ve been doing dance practice every day for what feels
like forever! I think we can survive a few drinks without
becoming obese.’

There was a gratifying metal pop and the hiss
of the beer can opening, before Ji-Woo opened up the wine. It was
probably ridiculously expensive, vintage stuff, and it did taste
smoother than the, admittedly few, bottles of wine she had
previously had, but it didn’t seem that much nicer. She could feel
it settling more deeply into her, making her belly feel comfortable
and warm.

She sat down on the bed herself, swigging
more of the wine straight from the bottle. She heard a tune coming
from her luggage, a synthesized beat. She still needed to work out
a dance routine. She nodded her head in time to the beat, before
opening up her bag and pulling out her phone with a sigh, putting
the wine to the side.

‘Good, you managed to make it.’ It was a
video call, her phone showing her a smartly-dressed woman, wearing
a crisp business suit. ‘Sorry I couldn’t join you, but I’ll be
arranging things from this end.’ Despite her remote presence, her
eyes were penetrating, flicking about what she could see through
Ji-Woo’s camera. ‘I do hope you are remembering your practice? The
flight is long enough you can work through the routine and get in
some singing practice.’

Ji-Woo tried not to show any irritation on
her face. They’d been doing some kind of training every day for
months! Even on Sundays, they had to do stretches and calisthenics.
Which had made her body amazing, but it was exhausting.
‘Yes, manager. We’ll do some work.’ She tried to keep the camera
angled away from Lily, as she sipped at the beer.

‘Good. I had to pull some strings, but I
managed to make some contacts with a very wealthy entrepreneur in
England. He runs some very exclusive spas and relaxation centers,
so you’re staying there. Your diet and everything will be monitored
– I’ve put a lot of work into you three, and don’t want that to go
to waste. You’re starting to get popular, and we need to keep that
going.’

‘Be nice to get some decent shoots, rather
than creeps and pervs with cameras. Could do with a music video
that’s not three minutes of my butt. I know I look good, but
still.’

‘I’ve lined up a few shoots, although there’s
new dance routines to learn for them. A bit sexier than some of
your previous ones.’

‘Thank god for that! After that cutesy little
girl crap from last time, all those fluffy dresses.’ She grimaced.
‘Be nice to wear proper clothing.’

‘I’m bringing a consultant in for that. I
know you like tight clothing, so there’s going to be some of
that.’

Ji-Woo wriggled slightly, feeling the
tightness of her trousers, they way they conformed to her body,
showing her off and drawing attention. ‘Good! May as well make some
teens cream themselves.’

‘Don’t do anything too excessive! There’s a
lot of training still, and remember your diets. And don’t do
anything to get into trouble! Covering up that crap you pulled last
time was a lot of work. You’re lucky someone over there liked you
enough to pay for you to come over.’

Ji-Woo rolled her eyes. ‘Yeah, yeah, will
do.’

‘I’ll leave you to it, then.’ They rang off,
and Ji-Woo rolled onto the bed herself, the sheets crisp and soft
and clean. Lily clambered over her, a tangle of warm limbs and soft
breasts as she continued to explore the cabin, finding all the
hidden nooks and crannies, all the luxury of a hotel suite crammed
into a far smaller space, most of the walls actually concealed
shelves or drawers. And the contents all on someone else’s dime!
She grabbed a drink herself, the booze making her giggly and
light-headed – with the constant exercise and restricted diets, she
was never hungry, quite, but her body was always wanting more. And
they’d been so busy, and together all the time, so there hadn’t
even been time for any fun, beyond watching the yearning looks from
the crew whenever she walked around in her tight clothing.

The door opened, a male steward stood there,
holding a tray of food, two plates covered by metal trays. The
slight bowing nod of his head was a pleasure to see, before he
stepped forward, the door sliding shut behind him.

‘Your dinner, madams.’ Before he could put
the tray down, hands wrapped around his waist, Lily letting one
hand drop between his legs and carefully fondle his crotch. With
his hands still full, he couldn’t push her away, as she started to
stroke his cock.

‘We’ve not had any fun for ages!’ Her voice
was childish and wheedling as her hand continued to stroke him, and
he tried to pull away, but couldn’t with his hands still full. Lily
pushed him towards the bed, before Ji-Woo took the tray from his
hands and put it onto the desk, turning around to rub her ass
against his crotch, reaching up to wrap her arm around him. She
could feel that he was already getting hard, his face flushing.

‘I have other…’

‘Shhh, just let us have some fun.’ Ji-Woo
stood aside to let Lily push them over onto the bed, keeping her
arms wrapped about him, quickly wriggling behind him and keeping
his arms trapped. She kissed him on the neck as Ji-Woo shook out
her long black hair, pushing her shoulders back and then trailing
her fingers down her body, showing off her curves. With the tight
trousers and top on, it displayed all her assets, and she ran
fingers across her trim belly, leaning in until she was almost, but
not quite, touching him.

‘Be a good little boy and you might get a
treat. This must be far more fun than fetching food for everyone,
right?’ She drew back, continuing to twist and gyrate, playing with
her breasts, feeling a slow and gentle heat welling up inside of
her, focused between her legs.

He groaned, as Lily slid a hand underneath
his shirt, nailed fingers stroking at his nipples, her other hand
stroking between his legs, where his smart trousers were tenting
from his rapidly growing cock.

‘Such a naughty boy!’ Lily continued to tease
him, as Ji-Woo danced, making sure she showed all of herself off.
The power she felt, his gaze rapt on her curves as she twisted and
danced, then dropped down low and spread her legs wide, stroking up
her thighs, then lent back into an arch, was an aphrodisiac. Being
worshipped with a gaze, his breath starting to quicken and shorten,
her own desires swelling up. The training had kept them so busy,
she hadn’t had time for more than a few hasty touches before
collapsing into bed each night!

But now she had a captive audience,
worshipping her with his gaze, eyes fever-bright as she stared at
her. She moved in close again, almost crawling, letting her hair
fall onto his legs. Lily was still stroking his through his
trousers, the outline of his cock clearly visible,

He sighed, Lily’s other hand feeling about
under his shirt, tickling his belly as Ji-Woo rose up and stood
again, between his legs, shaking her body so that her tight
buttocks brushed against his cock through his trousers. She could
feel the urgent, throbbing warmth of it as she gave him a slow and
sultry lap-dance, just barely touching him, his tight hardness
separated only by her tight leathers and his own trousers.

A gentle touch to his face made him squeak,
and then she moved in, her face close to his, his eyes vacant and
mouth sliding open. A kiss to his cheek made his exhale in a
nervous sigh, as Lily started to massage his cock through his
trousers. Between his spread legs, Ji-Woo continued to dance,
stroking her own breasts again, leaning back to let him see her –
with all the work that had gone into her body, it was nice to be
able to use it, to show it off fully!

And then he gasped and spasmed, Lily’s
teasing too much, taking him over the edge. He sagged, needing Lily
to support him as his eyes clouded.

‘Well, that was a little disappointing. I was
hoping for a little more. Although at least he didn’t make a mess
on me.’ There was a darker, damp spot visible on his trousers where
he had come inside them, the material soaking in the cum. ‘I wonder
if he has a spare pair?’ She felt at his crotch again. ‘Awww, he’s
shrinking away already! That’s no fun.’

Ji-Woo snapped her fingers in front of his
face until some consciousness started to return to his eyes.
‘Thanks for the food, you can go see everyone else now. Aeri might
want some as well. She’s not as friendly though, so don’t expect
anything special from her.’ She stalked to the door, watching his
eyes in the mirror as they followed the swaying of her buttocks.
When she opened the door, the air from outside was slightly cooler,
seeming to wake him up more, as Lily pushed him up from the bed,
patting him on the backside before giving him a push, and he
stumbled away.

Ji-Woo ran her hand down his back, savoring
the way that he shivered, before pushing him outside, closing the
door and triggering the lock to seal it shut. Then she turned back
to Lily and they looked at each other, before both of them giggled.
‘He was fun!’

Lily rolled over on the bed, awkwardly
pulling her jeans down and starting to rub at herself, eyes fixed
on Ji-Woo. ‘Can I… can I have a dance as well?’

Ji-Woo stalked towards her, swaying her hips
before striking a pose, and then starting to dance again, as Lily
stripped, her slender and toned form appearing from beneath her
clothing. Her eyes were bright and wide, devouring Ji-Woo’s form.
When she reached out, Ji-Woo stepped back and shook her head, Lily
making a disappointed whine.

‘You may look, but not touch.’

Lily spread her legs wide, gently stroking
herself as she watched Ji-Woo dance, biting her lip as Ji-Woo
danced again. The pressure between her own legs was expanding and
growing, soft fingers ripping up her spine, her breasts feeling hot
beneath her top, her whole body afire. She moved forward suddenly,
pushing Lily down and straddling her, pinning her arms between her
own legs.

She kept twisting and grinding, smiling at
Lily’s limp obedience, unable to touch herself any more, her head
coming up to kiss between Ji-Woo’s legs. The pressure sent another
tingle through her, as she undid her trousers, trying to pull the
tight material down smoothly.

That wasn’t possible, so she had to move off
Lily, pulling the trousers down enough to reveal her own wet pussy,
her legs forced tightly together. Lily moved towards her, tongue
already out before it slid along Ji-Woo’s hip, then into her shaved
slit. Ji-Woo rested a hand on her head, lightly gripping Lily’s
blonde hair, not liking the way her half-off trousers bound and
restrained her legs, but thrusting forwards.

‘Mmm, yes…’ Lily was skilled, her tongue
sliding into Ji-Woo, twisting and twirling around, making her gasp
in pleasure. A cock was far better, far more filling and
satisfying, but this wasn’t bad! ‘Yes, yes!’

Lily didn’t respond, simply slurping and
licking away, tasting deeply of Ji-Woo’s pussy. It didn’t take long
for her to climax, her vision wavering as she had the first proper
orgasm in months, feeling the sheets beneath her dampen with her
juices. She had just enough strength to wipe herself off with the
sheets and then pull her trousers back up before falling into a
pleasant doze, the food entirely forgotten.

 


 



 Chapter
Three: The Show Never Stops

The rest of the flight had passed in a luxurious
daze, between the post-orgasmic bliss and the food, exquisite even
if slightly cold, and then sipping at the wine. When she looked out
of the plane windows, dawn was breaking, the sunlight streaking
against the cloud-cover beneath, perfect blue above soft and fluffy
white. The vision was breathtaking, especially with a glass of
(probably expensive) wine in hand, sat on the well-upholstered
chair, with Lily in her own happy slumber.

When they landed, there was all the fuss of
customs, although they were waved through with impressive speed,
Ji-Woo catching a glimpse of the hottie from before, his ice-eyed
attendant still hanging onto his arm, giving her a warning glare
before raising reflective shades to cover her eyes, backless dress
showing off a rising flame tattoo that covered most of her
back.

Well, there would be plenty of others. And
without the manager haunting them at every step, they might be able
to sneak out and have some fun, rather than being trained hard
every day and then locked into their rooms until the next day and
the next training session.

Outside of passport control, they moved into
the arrival lounge. It was mid-morning, a clear blue sky behind the
glass ceiling, busy with other people. A well-dressed young man was
holding up a cardboard sign with their names on it, a messily-drawn
star doing little to add to the effect.

Still, despite the tatty sign, he was
good-looking, and well-dressed in a tailored, but slightly tousled,
suit, jacket slung over one shoulder, sign held in the other. His
sleeves were rolled back, a silver chain-bracelet dangling from a
wrist.

Ji-Woo raised a hand to draw his attention
and then approached. He smiled at her. ‘Ji-Woo Jeong? I’m your
driver.’ He looked behind her. ‘And this must be Lily Albright and
Aeri Seong? I’ve had your luggage loaded already. You’ve got a show
tonight as well, so I hope you rested on the flight.’

Ji-Woo could still feel the slight stickiness
between her legs, having been too busy relaxing to have bothered
using the showers on the plane, her juices and traces of Lily’s
spit making her trousers stick slightly to her body. The man was
good-looking, the traces of stubble adding a little hardness to his
otherwise boyish features, hair slicked back, a pendant dangling
around his neck. She wondered what it would be like to have him eat
her out, the stubbled flesh scratching against her thighs. Would it
hurt, or make it more exciting?

‘The car’s just outside. Best get moving
before I get ticketed. No hand luggage? That makes things easier.’
He turned and walked away, walking slowly so they could keep
up.

Compared to San Francisco and the plane, the
air here was colder, Ji-Woo feeling it on her bare skin, wishing
she had a jacket.

There was some kind of premium carpark close
by, every vehicle an expensive supercar, several other chauffeurs
loitering around, a few smoking. There must be several million
dollars’ worth of car here!

The driver led them to a sleek, silver car,
the windows tinted, rear doors popping open as she approached.

Inside was a full passenger compartment –
like a limousine, but not as long, with a windowed partition
between the rear and the driver’s area, the glass currently down.
As Ji-Woo sat down, she sank into the plush softness of the seat,
the driver getting in the front and twisting to smile at her.
‘Pretty fancy, right? And soundproofed if the internal window is
raised. There’s an intercom button if you want to speak to me, but
if you don’t want to, then it’s like your own private room. Oh, and
some food and drink. Specially formulated, just for you.’

A cabinet popped open, revealing a fridge
inside, stocked with transparent glass bottles, each with a funnel
to let the contents be squirted into a mouth. The fluid inside was
a creamy, off-white paste – probably loaded with vitamins, but
Ji-Woo would rather have actual food. Still, if they were
performing tonight, then it would be best to eat while they
could.

She strapped herself in, Lily and Aeri
following her example.

Aeri looked at the stuff and sighed, taking
out a bottle and tilting it, the paste swelling up inside the
feeding tube.

‘Eugh, this stuff always makes me feel like a
lab rat.’ She tilted it again, raising it to her lips and drinking
it. ‘And it tastes gross!’ She spoke to the driver. ‘Can we stop
off for some fast food?’

‘Sorry Aeri. More than my jobs worth.’ The
car started up, moving with an easy power, the thrum of the motor
barely detectable through the body of the vehicle. ‘And there’s not
much time, as you’ll need to get changed and prepped as well.
Should be a decent crowd, few friends of mine are going. Good few
thousand at least, and it’s a decent venue.’

Aeri took another slurp of the food-paste,
before offering it to Ji-Woo, the straw still wet with her saliva.
Ji-Woo took a sip, sucking the paste up into her mouth. It was
thick and creamy, with a salty aftertaste that lingered at the back
of her tongue. And a strange chemical tang to it, almost medicinal,
harsher than the usual vitamin pills. The jetlag and aftereffects
of travel suddenly seemed to hit all at once, and she yawned,
settling into the comfortable seat, letting the warm leather
surround her.

Through the tinted windows, the city passed
by in a shadowed blur – everything looked dark and a little grimy,
lots of skyscrapers blocking out the sky, before she fell into a
numb doze, Lily’s head on her shoulder.

 


A hand tapped her on the shoulder, and she
tried to shake off her doze. Her hair had fallen into her eyes, and
she started to move a hand to brush it away. Her shoulder tensed,
her wrist pulling against something padded, unable to move, as her
eyes adjusted to bright light. She could see her own face,
reflected by a well-lit mirror in front of her. Latex-gloved
fingers brushed against her face and she tried to pull away, but a
band across her forehead held her head in place.

She tried to move again – she was strapped
into a well-padded chair, both her wrists and ankles restrained, as
a masked beautician danced brushes across her cheeks, adding color
there. Their eyes met hers, flat and expressionless as she tried to
pull against her restraints – why did this makeup chair have padded
cuffs locked around her limbs?

She could see in the mirror that most of her
makeup had already been done, her lips reddened, eyelids bronzed,
hair styled. Although she couldn’t move her head, she could see
that Lily and Aeri were in chairs next to her, both being tended to
by other make-up artists.

Ji-Woo shivered, suddenly aware that she was
naked – when had that happened? She strained against the cuffs
again, trying to break free.

A hand patted her on the head, and she could
see the reflection of red latex in the mirror, a woman with short
brown hair and wearing a bright red latex catsuit standing behind
her. The latex clung to every swell and curve of her body, showing
off her breasts and curvy hips, large glasses sat on her nose.

‘Oh good, you’re awake now. You three must
all have been tired from the flight – we’ve been getting you ready
for the show. And you do look beautiful.’ She gently twisted her
hands through Ji-Woo’s hair, careful not to mess it up, the red
latex shining through the glossy black strands. ‘I did like those
trousers you were wearing. Lovely and tight! An outfit has been
picked out for you, I’m sure it will suit you. You’ve already been
powdered up, so it should be easy to wear.’

Ji-Woo pulled at the restraints again – they
were well-padded so there was no pain as she tried to break free,
but they held fast, the metal not budging even slightly. ‘What’s
this? Let me go!’

The woman stroked her head again. ‘Shhhh, you
need to relax. The warm-up acts are almost done, so you’ve not got
long until you’re on. And Lily and Aeri are just waking up as well.
Let me just get your clothing – we’ll have to work together to get
it on. Your makeup looks lovely, by the way.’

Beneath the conversation, Ji-Woo could hear
the thrum of a crowd, of music throbbing and echoing. She glanced
at herself in the mirror again – she did look amazing, but she’d
rather be free!

‘Let me get you out of that, and then we can
get you dressed and wired up for sound. It’s pretty busy, I think
you’ve got a full house.’

‘Couldn’t you have woken me up?’ She made
another attempt at moving her wrists, but with no more effect than
before.

Having her head patted felt somewhat
patronizing, but there was no way for her to escape it, before the
woman stepped away to a clothing rack, returning to view in the
mirror with something black and gleaming.

‘You all seemed very tired – jetlag, I
suppose. But you’ve been fully prepared already.’ She peeled apart
the items from the hanger, revealing them as shiny black trousers
and a vest, the back gauze, with long sleeves. ‘So these should
slide on nice and easily.’

Ji-Woo looked at the clothing – the material
was shinier than her usual leathers, but looked tight, the thought
of going out to perform in that sending a thrill through her.
Thousands of eyes, all fixed on her body, following her every
movement, burning the image of her into their memories, making her
a goddess to be worshipped and desired.

‘Let me go!’ She tried to make her voice
commanding, but she still couldn’t break free.

‘Of course.’ The chair jolted and clunked,
the restraints sliding free around her wrists – they were
half-curves of padded metal built into the arms of the chair, and
then she raised her hands, carefully removing the headband so that
she was completely free. Her skin felt strange – she had been
dusted lightly with white powder, meaning she didn’t stick to the
leather chair at all. She shivered for a moment, fighting down a
moment of shame at being naked, but the only people in the dressing
room were Lily, Aeri, this strange woman, and three makeup artists,
all looking identical in short green latex dresses, faces covered
by surgical masks, two of them still working on Lily and Aeri.

‘Now, let’s get you dressed.’

There was no sign of Ji-Woo’s own clothing,
as the tight trousers were shaken open. She stepped into them, the
powder on her skin stopping her skin from sticking and making it
easier to slide in, despite the tightness of the material. It felt
different than leather, even thinner, and clinging more tightly. It
had to be worked up her body, coming up her calves, then her
thighs, then up over her hips. They were low enough to show off the
indents of her belly curving from her hips into her thighs, but
felt so tight there was no danger of them slipping down.

The top needed her arms feeding in first, the
latex tweaked and twisted into sitting smoothly on her flesh
without any unsightly rucks or folds, coming all the way down to
her wrists, with a cut-out just over her breasts, showing off her
collarbone. The back was gauze and only covered the top and bottom
of her back, with a large gap between, showing off her spine and
back.

She twisted, checking that she could still
move, stretching her arms out to full extension, then standing on
one leg and slowly extending the other. The way it stretched and
moved with her was delicious, like a second skin, although one that
meant she had to try just a little harder for every movement.

Strappy high-heels were thrust at her,
three-inch heels, and she put them on, absently noting that her
nails had been painted bright red and manicured as she slept.
Dressed on, she felt a little more secure, as the woman stepped
back and scrutinized her.

‘Lovely! Let me get you wired up as
well.’

Before Ji-Woo could move away, they had
fetched a heavy metal collar and pulled Ji-Woo’s hair out of the
way, the cold metal clicking into place around her neck, heavy
enough she could feel the weight pushing down on her. She touched
it, running fingers along the smooth and burnished metal.

‘Normally it’s just a microphone…’

‘Oh, that has one built in. And doesn’t need
a booster or anything, it’s all integrated.’

Ji-Woo’s fingers stroked around the metal,
unable to even find the crack where the halves met. She tried
pulling on it, but the metal didn’t give, snugly fitting around her
neck, some prongs on the inside jabbing into her top of her spine,
a chunky block on the back.

‘It’s very secure, there’s no danger of it
falling off. Oh, your friends are waking up now as well.’ Both Lily
and Aeri were stirring, the makeup artists helping them from their
seats and dressing them, sliding sleek, black outfits onto them,
emphasizing their slender and toned legs and smooth bellies. Aeri
was still dazed-looking, her top a strip of black over her breasts,
the rest of her torso only wrapped in gauze, her skin showing from
beneath, while Lily’s top cupped and highlighted her breasts, the
piercing in her navel shining brightly. More of the microphone
collars were attached, locking into place.

‘Now, time to perform. Have this for some
energy first.’ She handed over a small vial of the food-paste,
which Ji-Woo obediently downed, feeling heat surge through her
body. She stood up straight, feeling more confident and walking
towards the door, trying to move with a steady and balanced
poise.

Backstage was the usual messy concrete
passages, but it was easy to tell what direction the stage was in
from the sound. The heels were a little higher than she was used
to, but the way they clicked against the ground was nice, and she
noticed the looks she was getting from the stagehands and crew.
Although given how tight her clothing was, and that she was wearing
nothing underneath, that wasn’t really a surprise!

A man with a clipboard saw them approach, the
side of the stage behind him, some other group Ji-Woo didn’t
recognize finishing off, the unseen audience cheering and clapping.
They bowed and waved before filing off, the stagehand pointing at
Ji-Woo, then holding up all five fingers, slowly peeling them down,
one by one.

When they were all down, Ji-Woo strutted onto
stage, the other group filing off. Spotlights illuminated three
dots, Ji-Woo heading for the center one, slightly ahead of the
other two. The crowd were barely visible except by scattered
glowsticks or mobile phones, but just knowing they were there sent
a thrill through Ji-Woo. They were silent with anticipation, a
single thing ready to react, and Ji-Woo posed, one shoulder
leading, glancing up to see herself, huge and majestic, on screen
to either side of the stage. The latex clung and showed her body,
and she resisted the urge to twist to show her ass and breasts.

‘Broken Chain!’

The crowd roared and cheered as the beat
started, the fog clearing from Ji-Woo’s head. Despite having only
just woken up, her body moved smoothly through the moves, thrusting
her leg to one side as she kissed a finger, falling into the
familiar rhythms. The sound surged around her like a living thing,
slamming into her body as she and Aeri danced together, bodies
pressed tight, supporting each other’s weight as they swayed back
and forth. Then Aeri dropped down, letting Ji-Woo put her foot on
her, holding her arms out to sing the chorus.

They moved through the rest of the set,
Ji-Woo’s body heating up from the movement, the roars and cheers of
the crowd making her pulse race, feeling the crotch of the trousers
tight against her slit, her juices starting to flow. Being on
stage, being adored and respected! She posed between Lily and Aeri,
all three of them stroking hands down their bodies in unison. She
twisted to show her ass off, running a hand between her legs, the
material so tight and thin that she could feel her fingers against
her slit, her desire increasing.

Lily stalked closer, hair swaying as she
shook her body, pressing herself against Ji-Woo, their breasts
pushing together, before Lily dropped to all fours, Ji-Woo stepping
over her.

The time seemed to pass in a flash, a
rapturous roar of approval running through the crowd as they
finished off and posed against each other, Ji-Woo feeling her own
chest panting for air, the inside of the collar starting to get
sweaty, Aeri and Lily both breathing hard as well, the visible
parts of their body starting to get sweaty.

And then, as soon as it had started, it was
done and over. She waved and blew kisses as she left the stage.
Then, as soon as they were off stage, she bolted for the toilets,
ignoring the strain in her ankles from the heels, dashing into the
women’s toilet. As soon as she was in a cubicle, she started to
stroke herself through the trousers, trying to pull the damn things
down. Her hands were sweaty and slippery on them, and they were so
tight it was a challenge to get them down, but she managed it with
a sudden yank.

She couldn’t spread her legs wide with the
trousers tight around her thighs, but was able to finger-bang
herself, two fingers slipping deep into her wet slit. She managed
to cover her mouth with her other hand, trying not to draw
attention to herself, desperate for release, the sheer act of being
adored and adulated making her hot and horny.

It didn’t take long to come, loosing herself
in the soft bliss of orgasm, feeling herself gush over her own
fingers. It took longer to recover herself, wiping her fingers
clean on toilet paper, then having to fight the trousers back into
place, feeling remnants of her juices wet and hot against her
thighs and crotch, and getting her breath back.

Her collar beeped at her – did it need new
batteries? After checking that her trousers were back in place and
not about to fall down, she went back to the dressing room. Lily
and Aeri were both there already, both looking flushed from the
dancing and performing. There was no sign of the woman in the red
latex or any of the makeup artists, but Lily was holding up her
phone and smiling.

‘I’ve found somewhere we can have some
fun.’

Ji-Woo nodded, the after-rush of her orgasm
still hot and powerful within her, a hit that she wanted to
chase.

 



 Chapter
Four: Private Party

They pulled on bulky hoodies and baseball caps to
hide their faces, sneaking through the back passages, following the
signs to the exit. Aeri was more hesitant, needing both Ji-Woo and
Lily to push her along. The stage-crew they passed all were busy
with other things, not bothering to question them, until they were
outside again. Bright city lights surrounded them, expensive tower
blocks looming to the heavens on every side, even the late-night
streets still busy, clubs and bars doing their trade. This must be
a wealthy area, for how everyone was dressed, women in expensive
jewelry, designer handbags and dripping jewelry, the men in
tailored suits.

Lily led the way, leading them off the main
street down a darker and smaller side-road. Ji-Woo paused at a
shop-window – although the shop was closed, the window was
well-lit, holding several mannequins, white and black plastic
bodies wrapped in chains and cuffs, shining metal dripping from
them. Ji-Woo reached up to touch her collar through her hoodie,
rubbing at the metal, still trying to find out how to get the thing
off – fine, it needed to be securely attached for performing, but
it didn’t need to be locked on, surely? But she still couldn’t find
even a hairline crack on the thing. And it was surprisingly heavy,
chafing against her skin, prongs on the inside scratching her neck.
She tried rotating it, but it was built with a definite curve, so
the front dipped slightly to cover her throat, a heavier lump
containing electronics at the back.

They came to their destination, a lurid pink
neon sign pointing at a heavy metal door, painted a bright blue.
There were two bouncers stood outside, with a small queue in front
of them, their IDs being checked before they were allowed in.

Lily turned down an alleyway, stepping over
an oil-slicked puddle and heading for a door propped open with a
wooden block. Another bouncer was there, fiddling with his phone.
He glanced at the three of them then nodded and stood aside to let
them in, mistaking them for some of the performers.

The doorway opened straight up into a dingy
dressing room, fetishy and skimpy outfits untidily dangling from
hangers, along with skimpy bras and panties, and staggeringly high
heels. Two other performers were applying their makeup, looking at
them without much interest.

Ji-Woo could hear the music from the main
area, the speakers not probably setup, bass too deep, the lyrics
distorted and warped. This wasn’t the sort of place people come to
for music, but still, they should at least sort their equipment
out! At least the smells here weren’t too bad – there wasn’t the
reek of cum in the air, just a slight whiff of spilled and stale
beer.

Aeri looked around the corner, Ji-Woo
following her – from here, she could see the main stage, a dancer
currently spinning around a pole, holding her body upside-down and
slowly spreading her legs wide, before flipping herself back
upright. The place was quite busy, with a lot of customers staring
at the performers. Scantily-clad waitresses, all dressed to show
off legs, tits and ass, were serving them drinks, moving to and
from the bar.

As Ji-Woo watched, she saw another dancer in
a sleek black bustier, a fluffy white tail above her ass and ears
on her head, sway her way towards the audience, before twisting
around and starting to grind her ass against a customer, pushing
them into a seat and giving them a lap dance. She could see a rope
barrier, guarded by another bouncer – that must be the VIP area.
There was a backstage passageway that was headed towards that, so
she followed that along, Aeri moving with her, looking nervous, her
body tense. Ji-Woo sighed – Aeri needed to relax and get more used
to this sort of thing!

The passageway had multiple doors along it,
all close to each other. One of them was open – on the other side
was heavily-tinted glass, so dark that Ji-Woo could only see the
vague suggestion of movement and people on the other side. There
were circular holes at regular intervals, while a spotlight would
illuminate whoever was in the booth. Ji-Woo reached into her pocket
and pulled out a mask, a curve of leather with eye-slits to cover
part of her face, before dumping the hoodie and stepping into the
booth, pulling Aeri with her, as they masked up as well, making a
nervous squeak. Well, if she wanted to be a good performer, this
was part of her training!

When she closed the door, a green light in
front of her clicked on, along with a small text monitor. She posed
coquettishly, pursing her lips and blowing a kiss at the tinted
glass, Aeri shifting awkwardly behind her. The shadows shifted
about, seeming to draw closer, the suggestion of movement through
the holes as Ji-Woo pulled off the baggy hoody and dumped the cap
on top of it. She posed and preened, running her hands down her
body, drawing her top even tighter against her body, twisting to
show off her ass.

‘Aeri! You as well!’

The latex was even tighter than the leather,
and she could feel the warmth of her juices still between her legs.
The thought of the watchers on the other side, watching her, added
more heat to her body, especially when music cut in. In the cramped
confines of the room, there was no choice but for her and Aeri to
dance together, their bodies touching, Aeri starting to get into it
more, shaking and stroking herself, although the expression on her
face wasn’t happy.

Messages started scrolling along the display:
“hot bods! Cute masks, kinky sluts. Shake what you’ve got!”

She stroked between her legs, trailing her
fingers between her thighs, bending backwards to show off her
breasts, leaning against Aeri. In the small booth, the smell of
sweat and cum was pronounced. She spread her arms and legs,
exposing herself, smiling at the tinted glass, wondering how many
people were looking at her.

It wasn’t long until the first cock poked
itself through one of the holes. It was not yet fully erect, small
and pink. She ducked down, blowing on it, the thing still growing
and expanding. She breathed on it again, inhaling the heady scent.
Then she kissed it from the side, nuzzling it between her lips
before withdrawing and dancing again. She pressed herself against
the wall, presenting herself against whoever was watching.

The cock twitched, desperate and needy,
wanting more attention, foreskin rolling back. She bent over,
running her hands up her legs before rubbing her backside against
it, feeling it bounce and slide against her shiny ass. And then she
took it between her thighs, having to twist awkwardly so that the
viewers could see her face at least in profile, tightening her legs
around the shaft. All that separated her flesh from it was the
scant latex, and she could feel the heat conducting itself into her
body. There was a vague shadow on the other side of the tinted
glass, and she saw several black beads of cameras, so those outside
could fully see her.

She drew back and twisted, spitting on the
cock, white bubbles of spit bright on the pink flesh, before taking
it between her thighs again. Now that it was lubricated, it slid
between her thighs more easily, and she rocked back and forth,
controlling the speed. It bucked and tensed, but she gripped it
tightly, squeezing it between her thighs. She looked down, the
thing protruding from between her legs, red-pink and swollen.
Another cock, already fully erect, slid through another hole, and
she reached out to stroke it.

Aeri had flinched back, away from the shafts.
Ji-Woo glared at her – she always needed coaxing and prodding! She
could feel the cock between her legs, then grabbed at Aeri’s collar
when she moved closer, grabbing the metal ring and pulling her
close. She kissed the other woman, full on the lips, tasting her
fully, feeling her body tense, stiff and nervous.

‘You should know how to behave by now!
Perform, like a good girl.’

Aeri didn’t look too happy, but there was
nowhere for her to go. She pulled away, shaking her backside,
rubbing it against another cock that had come through a hole.

There was a bottle of lube attached to the
wall, so Ji-Woo squirted some onto her palm, the stuff cold and
slimy as she rubbed her fingers together. With the cock tightly
between her thighs still, she used her middle finger to stroke the
crown, feeling it twitch again, keeping it squeezed tightly in
place.

‘Oh, are you a good boy?’ She made her voice
sickly-sweet, cutesy and girly. ‘Do you deserve finishing off? A
shame I can’t hear you beg.’ Was it her imagination, or did the
thing twitch again? There were cameras watching her, so they could
probably hear her. Messages streamed over the test-screen,
encouraging her on. She kept rubbing her finger around the
cock-crown, the lube letting her finger slide easily over the
surface. ‘What about you perverts watching me? What do you
think?’

The message board flashed with emoticons,
hearts springing up, along with messages: “ride him, cowgirl!”
“Show your ass more!” “Get that latex shiny and wet” “Tiny chick,
you need a big cock to fill you”

‘Well, I’m not sure if I should…’ She blew
another kiss at the camera, and then the thing between her thighs
spasmed again, cum shooting out. It blasted across the small room,
splashing onto Aeri’s black-wrapped legs, white droplets slowly
oozing down the shiny material. Aeri flinched and looked down at
the stuff with distaste, but didn’t stop dancing.

‘Oh, what a shame.’ Ji-Woo could feel the
cock wilting away and released it from her grip, letting it
droop.

It stayed there for a moment before
withdrawing, Ji-Woo twisting to blow it a kiss as it departed.
Another soon came through to replace it, this one darker, and she
cupped it in her hand, feeling the hot weight of the thing,
gripping it and then lightly digging her nails into it.

‘Oh, another one? So horny!’

She let it go before stepping away,
presenting herself again, rubbing her hands up her legs, lube
smearing the shiny black material. Then she stroked her breasts,
leaving more smears of the stuff around her chest. It would be nice
to lick her fingers, but she had no idea if the lube was safe to
eat.

‘Two lovely cocks for me and my friend to
play with! Hmm, so many choices. Such soft little things!’ She
teased them both, rubbing her hands along them, teasing and
squeezing them until they were fully hard. One started to slide
back and forth, and she gripped it more tightly, trying to stop it
wriggling out between her fingers.

She started pumping both her hands back and
forth, dropping to her knees. Another cock slid through a hole in
front of her, and she gave it a kiss, licking her tongue over it.
This one tasted sweatier. It still responded to her attentions,
growing as she flicked her tongue around it, then along the
underside.

Ji-Woo stood up and grabbed Aeri again,
pushing down on her shoulders and pushing the other woman to her
knees, pinching her nose and using her other hand to grasp a
cock.

Aeri tried to pull away, but Ji-Woo pushed
harder, keeping her in place. ‘Remember, a good performer should
please their audience!’ She moved the cock so that it knocked
against Aeri’s lips, currently clamped tightly shut. Aeri grunted,
as Ji-Woo pinched her nostrils harder. ‘Without me, you’d be
nothing. So be a good little girl and open your mouth.’ She knocked
the cock against Aeri’s face again, as the woman slowly opened her
mouth.

Ji-Woo
tilted Aeri’s chin, then
pushed her head forward, making her gulp down the shaft in a single
motion, feeling and hearing the assault on the soft, wet flesh. As
she pumped Aeri’s head back and forth, the cock bucked, cum
shooting out, spraying onto Aeri’s face, some splattering over her
mask. Aeri groaned, but didn’t fight back as Ji-Woo used her hand
to start stroking another shaft.

The cock in her hand spasmed, cum shooting
onto her. She felt droplets blast over her shoulder, some hitting
her cheek in a hot blast. She squeezed the cock, stopping it from
retreating, turning and giving it a kiss, tasting the aftermath.
‘Oh, is that all? Such a shame we can’t have more fun.’ She let it
go, flicking the tip as it retreated, the thing shuddering. She
dropped to her knees and kissed the cock in front of her, rolling
her tongue around it, leaving a slimy red lipstick mark on it. ‘I
wonder how long you’ll last?’

She kept kissing it, not taking it into her
mouth, teasing it with her tongue and lips, as she continued to
squeeze and pump the other one. It was large, completely filling
her hand and then some – she wondered what it would be like to take
it inside herself. Would it hurt, something of that size? Would it
even fit?

It wasn’t long until the one in her hand
ejaculated, another spray of cum shooting over her arm. Where it
fell onto her latex sleeve, it split into creamy streaks and
droplets, the material repelling the fluid. Aeri was sucking
another cock now – kissing and licking along the length, leaving it
wet with slobber, before it tensed, spraying her with another burst
of jizz.

The one in front of her, she continued to
lick and nuzzle at, still without taking it into her mouth.
Watching it desperately bob about whenever she retreated, desperate
to be taken over the edge, was amusing. It was pointing up now,
flesh tight and red, desperate and hard, and she licked her tongue
up the underside again, before delicately licking the tip, tasting
them again.

‘Oh? Would you like to come?’ She stroked it
with a hand, making it nod and bob about. ‘Such a desperate cock.’
She could feel the desperate, yearning warmth, the cock pushing
forward, balls now pushing through the hole as wall. She cupped
them, then encircled where they joined the body and squeezed. ‘So
delicate!’

She could see precum swelling up and gently
rubbed and rolled it around, skimming her fingers around the crown,
then up and down the length. Was it her imagination, or could she
hear a desperate whimper? Ji-Woo squeezed the balls a little
harder, moving her mouth close and puffing air over it. The cock
twitched again, but it wasn’t enough to cum.

‘Not yet, little cock, not yet.’ She spat
again, her spit slicking the full length of it, using her fingers
to make a tight ring around the rod and sliding it back and forth,
all the way up and down.

And then she moved back, letting go
completely. It twitched desperately and she giggled at it, the
thing so desperate for completion that only she could grant. She
flicked the head, then started to stroke it more vigorously,
sliding her fist all the way back and forth, keeping it tightly
gripped.

She heard a frantic knocking from the
outside, leaning her body back as it spasmed, white cum streaming
out and splashing against her chest. She squeezed harder, another
blast coming out and hitting her across the face, some of it
falling down the gap in her top, smearing between her breasts.

Ji-Woo gave it another stroke, feeling the
hot hardness again, laying a little kiss on the tip. ‘Awww, is that
all you’ve got? It retained its hardness somewhat, and she
continued to stroke and caress it, before it withdrew. She could
feel her own lust now, wanting to get off herself, but her trousers
were too tight and inconvenient to pull down here.

The cum on her flesh was hot, the scent
making her even hornier. The smears between her breasts, hot and
sticky, mingling with her sweat, sealed beneath the latex! Another
cock appeared, hard and erect, and she ground her ass against it,
shiny latex-bound buttocks rubbing against it, until it erupted
over her, shooting another load.

‘Hmm, I’m all dirty now!’ She raised her arms
over her head and stretched, pulling her clothing even more
tightly, black flecked with white cum. ‘So many naughty cocks!’
Another appeared and she started to pump it back and forth until it
came, spewing more cum at her. The heat of the room, and the smell
of the cum, was getting to her, making her head feel woozy. God,
she wanted to cum herself!

One of the cock-holes was empty, and she
caught an eye glancing through, before it went dark, like something
was blocking it. There was a flash of light, and the dry “click” of
a camera. She raised her finger to her lips, putting an innocent
smile on her lips, despite the cum slicking her clothes and skin.
‘Naughty man, taking pictures!’ She licked cum off her finger.

As another cock appeared, she grinned, giving
it a tug, and then backing away, opening the door. Aeri looked up,
withdrawing from the cock she was licking, desperate hope in her
eyes, as Ji-Woo nodded. The air in the passageway was cooler,
making her feel more awake, doing something to dispel the urgent
lust building up within her. When she passed the main room, she saw
that Lily was giving someone a lap dance, rubbing her body against
them, lithe and seductive.

Several of the other girls were looking at
them suspiciously, not recognizing them, and not liking the
competition. Probably best to get out of here! She caught Lily’s
eye, and the woman gracefully spread her legs then rose to her
feet, preening for the audience as she moved. Aside from the other
strippers, there was only one other woman there, in a short, red
dress, nervously backing into the shadows and watching them.

Ji-Woo grabbed Lily and dragged her away, the
man she was dancing for looking slightly surprised and reaching out
for her. She lightly brushed his hand away, leaning in and giving
him a kiss before dancing out of reach.

The three of them made a dash for the
entrance, just as one of the girls started talking to a bouncer,
looking at them angrily.

They managed to make it outside, running past
the bouncers and down the street. Ji-Woo could feel her sweat
sticking the latex to her skin, the heat between her legs, cum
splattered across her body. Damn, she wanted to get off!

Parked on the corner of the road ahead was an
expensive SUV. The door opened, revealing the driver from before.
‘Emma wondered where you’d gone! Took a while to track you down.
Get in, and then it’s time to take you to the therapy center. The
Director wants to see you.’

Ji-Woo looked back over her shoulder, where
two of the bouncers were running towards them, all three of them
diving inwards and sliding into the vehicle.

Before they even strapped in, the motor
revved, door slamming shut. Ji-Woo could feel the vibrations
thrumming through her, her whole body sensitized. She wanted to get
off! But probably not with the driver looking at her, eyes sharp in
the mirror. A loud thud came from the boot before the driver turned
music on to cover it. It was the middle of the night, the city as
quiet as it got, as they drove away.


 Chapter
Five: A Swift and Soothing Break

Wherever they were going, it was somewhere outside of
the city center, in a cluster of offices and industrial blocks, the
roads dark and empty. It was soothing to have the streetlights
flick past in a steady rhythm as she tensed her thighs, Lily’s hand
sliding between them, resting lightly over her sex. The
exhilaration was fading now, but she felt warm and comfortable,
although wanted to wash to get the cum and sweat off her skin. And
the collar around her neck was starting to chafe her skin – she
would have preferred a more normal microphone!

Ji-Woo was jerked from her daze by a sudden
stop, feeling Lily’s hair brush across her shoulders, mumbling
something in her doze. The car door opened, chill and moist night
air rushing into the car, waking her up more.

‘It doesn’t look much, but it’s a lot fancier
inside, should be enough for you lot. And you could probably do
with a wash! Just hope you didn’t make a mess of the seats, cum’s a
bitch to wash out.’

Aeri’s face was
still sticky with sweat and cum, some baby-wipes having done
something to help clean it up, but she still looked like a trashy
slut. The driver picked her up, Ji-Woo watching as his hands felt
at her breasts before putting her on her feet, Aeri taking the
chance to rub her body against his. Ji-Woo climbed out of the car
herself, flicking fingers over her arms and chest, breaking off
some of the crusted cum.

They were in a
mostly-empty carpark, surrounded by office blocks.

‘Time for
some luxury therapy for you three. I loved Midnight Lover, although the video could have been better.’

Ji-Woo
yawned. ‘That director was a prick. And a creep.’ She wrapped an
arm around Lily,
supporting her as she got out of the car. ‘Nice outfits
though.’

‘I’ll
say!’ The driver turned
to look at them and Ji-Woo couldn’t help but preen, twisted her
body so that the latex caught the dull orange lamp-light,
reflecting off her curves. ‘Suits you. Anyway, let’s get you
inside, before the Director has my balls. You lovely ladies will be
nice and pampered there.’

It did
sound nice, but the place wasn’t the most attractive, a chill wind
blowing across the carpark, penetrating through the latex – it might look great, but it
didn’t give much protection against the weather!

She
followed along, the man
swiping a card against the door to get them inside. A tired-looking
receptionist managed to stir herself, eyes sleepy as she adjusted
her shirt to try and cover up some of her large breasts.

‘Heya,
Allison. These are the three the Director’s been waiting for, mind signing them in? And
I guess she’s in her usual place? Is Emma with her?’

‘Yes, the
Director is in. Everything is prepared and ready.’ She smiled at Ji-Woo, suddenly
professional and courteous. ‘I do hope the three of you will enjoy
yourselves. I’ve unlocked the door for you, so you can
enter.’

‘Thanks!
Once I’ve dropped these three off, let me know if you want any food. I know you’re kinda
chained in place here, but I can go pick you up a late-night snack
or something.’

‘Oh,
thank you, that would be
nice! But you should deliver them to the Director, before she gets
annoyed.’ She shuddered, her long and blonde hair flowing down her
breasts and shoulders.

‘Probably a
good idea, yeah. Well, I’ll see you later then.’

He
led the way up a wide
staircase, the place lit only by reflected light from outside.
There was the slight whiff of chlorine and salt in the air, like a
swimming pool, getting stronger as they passed through a heavy and
thick door, the thing sliding shut behind them.

Inside was a
strange combination of “chemical plant” and “luxury spa” – metal
walkways above them connected heavy and huge metal tanks, but there
were verdant plants scattered about along with abstract swirls of
modern art hanging from the metal panels. A beautician, in a short
green dress and with a surgical mask covering their mouth,
approached and bowed. Their voice was strangely flat and
expressionless, no motion reaching their eyes.

‘My
apologies, ma’am. Follow.’

They
turned and walked away,
heels moving silently over padded mats on the floor. Ji-Woo could
feel warm humidity on her skin, clammy and warm, some herbal scent
making her feel more relaxed already.

They were
led towards a door which the attendant opened, bowing to let them
pass. Her eyes were
tight and expressionless, regarding them neutrally. A woman was
stood inside, her ice-blue eyes staring at Ji-Woo, cold and hard.
She was wearing a white mini-dress, with a wide golden choker
around her neck, similar-looking bracelets on her wrists, and
surgical gloves on her hands. With her was the woman from earlier,
still in her red latex, currently sat down at a desk, tapping away
on a keyboard.

The woman
with cold eyes approached. ‘The delivery is late.’

‘Sorry
about that. They went
clubbing a bit, had to wait for them to finish. And, uh, there was
a reporter poking around as well. You might want to give me a hand
with that? Please?’

The woman
stared at Ji-Woo, glaring down at her. She was suddenly conscious
of the sweat and cum on
her body, but the woman was meant to be here to look after her,
which gave her a burst of self-confidence, and she looked back up
at them.

‘This one will be
tending to your needs, performers.’ She gave a brief bow, eyes not
looking away. ‘The performers have been enjoying themselves.
Without permission.’ She reached out and ran a gloved finger along
the slit in Ji-Woo’s top, tugging on the fabric before stroking at
the skin. ‘The performers shall be trained. This one has prepared
everything needed.’

The
woman in red stood up,
pushing the keyboard away. ‘Yes, everything has been prepared. Lots
of specialised training, although all three of you are in excellent
condition already. But I’ve been given some dance routines for you
to learn.’

‘The
performers will be honed
to perfection.’ The cold-eyed woman looked at Ji-Woo again, tapping
a finger against Ji-Woo’s collar. ‘Will the performers allow
themselves to be prepared?’

The woman
in red handed over a computer tablet, showing a dense page of
legalese. ‘Just sign
here and we can begin. We’ll get you nice and clean and
relaxed.’

Ji-Woo
scrolled to the bottom, using her finger to scribble her
name and pressing the button to
confirm it, then handing the tablet to Aeri. ‘What is this
place?’

Those cold eyes
continued to stare at her, the contrastingly warm hand stroking
down her shoulder, squeezing at Ji-Woo’s arms, feeling her muscles.
‘The performers will be refined. Full therapy and conditioning
shall be given.’

‘So, it’s
like a spa?’ That would
explain the water and the smell and the plants, although it seemed
a slightly odd place still. That it was open this late at night was
strange – although was that just for them? They were stars now,
after all – was this normal?

‘Subjects
are encouraged to relax.
Appropriate stimulation is provided. The performers were
late.’ She
glared at the driver, who flinched. ‘But now their rest will begin.
And another problem that must be resolved.’

‘If the
three of you would like to follow me? I took your phones and other items from the
changing room. I hope you enjoyed yourselves?’ The one in red latex
looked at them with a smile, eyes skimming over them, taking in the
tight outfits, before gesturing at herself. ‘I’m not as slender as
you are! Or as good at dancing. But you should find it very
relaxing here. This way.’

She
walked past them, red latex catsuit catching the light and showing
off her breasts, light
gleaming off the curves. She wasn’t fat, but was a lot curvier and
wide-hipped then Ji-Woo, Aeri or Lily. There was an oddly practical
webbed belt around her waist, a pouch holding a phone or small
tablet. Ji-Woo didn’t have much choice but to follow along, the
woman leading them outside, then into a changing room. The walls
were lined with lockers, expensive dresses and jewellery neatly
hung up or in plastic tubs. Three more of the attendants were
there, looking virtually identical save for slight differences in
hair colour, faces hidden by masks, their eyes
expressionless.

‘If you
would care to strip,
then we can begin. Don’t worry, you will be cared for. The Director
has something else to deal with, it sounds like.’

One of
the attendants moved
behind Ji-Woo and held her shoulders, digging fingers into her
shoulders and twisting them and giving her a massage. She gasped as
fingers pushed into her, pulling tension from her body.

‘Ah, they
are a little over-eager sometimes.’ The woman pushed the attendant away. ‘But very
skilled. Now, my name is Emma. Do you need some help?’ Without
asking, she reached around and tugged at Ji-Woo’s top. ‘Arms
up.’

Ji-Woo
obeyed, lifting her arms up. The latex required peeling away from
her body, sweat and cum
having stuck it in place. The trousers were even worse, so tight
that progress was slow as she leaned against the wall on one leg,
hopping about inelegantly until one of the silent attendants
approached, allowing herself to be used as a leaning
post.

‘You are
magnificent! Most of the customers we get are not as finely honed!’
A latex-wrapped hand
stroked along Ji-Woo’s breasts. ‘Nice and petite. No wonder you can
get away without a bra. And such a lovely flat belly.’

The
compliments were flattering, but it was a little uncomfortable being
scrutinised, especially when she was partially immobilised with her
trousers around her knees. ‘So, um, what happens now?’

She was
held up, her trousers around her ankles, as the attendant undid her
shows. Lily and Aeri
were being similarly stripped, Aeri covering her breasts and crotch
with her hands, red flush creeping over her body. An attendant was
slowly stroking her body, trying to keep her calm.

‘Well, a massage.
And then a nice long dunk to get you relaxed. You’ve not got
performances for a little while. While you’re in our care,
everything will be looked after. It will be very pleasurable, I
hope. There was that reporter poking around as well, so you can
stay here until that’s been resolved. Don’t worry, no-one will know
you’re here.’

Ji-Woo
nodded. She hadn’t expected to be treated like
this! It was a lot
better than a cheap and shitty hotel room. Between this and the
flight over, someone really liked them. She twisted her neck and
tapped her collar. ‘Can you take this off?’

Emma took
her hands, meeting her eyes with a smile. ‘Oh no.
It monitors your vitals,
you see. It’s my job to ensure you’re in an appropriate physical
and mental state at all times. When you were having fun at that
club, I could see how much you were enjoying yourself! I’m
surprised you weren’t getting yourself off. Very brave of you; I
wouldn’t have the courage to do anything like that!’

Ji-Woo
flushed – that wasn’t something she wanted others knowing
about! The feeling of
power, of being able to arouse people and have them rapt and
attentive to her, made her get super-turned on. But she didn’t like
that others would know about it, or track her.

Emma
embraced her, body slick and squeaky, arms wrapping around
Ji-Woo’s body, her hair
brushing against Ji-Woo’s shoulder. ‘Simply a precaution. And they
do look rather lovely.’ She ran a finger along the metal, then
tapped it, hard enough that Ji-Woo could feel it. ‘You will get
used to it, I’m sure. Let me know if there are any problems though
– I’ve never had to work with people that are so mobile. I’ll bet
you’re all really bendy!’

Ji-Woo stepped
away, bending her arms behind her back, palms against each other,
elbows touching.

Emma
clapped her hands in delight. ‘Lovely, a reverse prayer position! And so tightly
held; most people need to be forced into one. Well, it will be
lovely to see what you can do.’

Ji-Woo
let the position go, still feeling awkward about her nudity.
Skin-tight clothing was fine, and she liked to show off, but that was different from
showing it all off!

‘Don’t
worry, this place is entirely confidential and protected. Please relax. Now, I
imagine all three of you would like to be massaged and
soothed?’

Lily
clapped enthusiastically. ‘Oh yes! That sounds lovely, doesn’t it,
Ji-Woo?’

Ji-Woo
ran her finger along her collar again – she still didn’t like the weight of the thing
around her neck, the way it chafed the skin of her collarbone, and
how she couldn’t get the thing off. But a massage, and a wash,
sounded nice. And if someone else was paying for it, so much the
better!

She
nodded, Emma smiling at
her again. ‘Good girl. I do hope you won’t be troublesome at all.
If you could remove your other jewellery?’

Ji-Woo
reached for the studs in
her ears, removing them and handing them over to an attendant, who
put them in a basket with her other clothes.

‘Now,
through here.’ She moved away, swiping a hand over a security
panel, another door whisking open. Inside were several massage
couches, curved to follow the shape of the body with a hole for the
face. Moist and steamy air billowed out, heavy with soothing
scents, a device in the corner blowing out scented air. Medical
cabinets covered the walls, bottles of oil neatly lined up, along
with other tools.

Ji-Woo
lay herself down, resting her head so she was looking down, feeling
her body sink into foam,
the stuff guiding her body into an appropriate position. Emma
spoke.

‘We
will look after
you.’

A weight
pressed down on her, one of the attendants straddling her, oil squirting onto her
back, fingers digging into her back, fingers kneading away. Ji-Woo
let herself relax with a sigh, hands pummelling at her.

She could
hear sighs of pleasure from the other two as they were also
stroked and teased. She relaxed
entirely, a black surface beneath her, something in the way of the
floor. Emma’s hand appeared, feeling around the edges of it until
she found a button and the screen powered on.

‘Something else to help you relax. We do like our
clients to be as soothed
as possible.’

The
screen showed swirling shapes, nothing Ji-Woo’s eyes could
focus on, numbing her eyes.
Hands brushed her hair, and she tried to move her own arms to push
them away, but the weight of the masseuse atop her hindered her
movements. Something soft and padded clicked into place over her
wrists, then her ankles, but she was so limp and relaxed she barely
noticed.

‘Now,
some nice soothing sounds as well.’

A hand
patted her head, before her hair was brushed back again and
something inserted into her ear, deafening her on one
side, before the action was
repeated on the other. She tried shaking her head to get them out,
but something was clipped over her ear as well, locking them in
place.

There was
a long silence, then an electric snap, before Emma’s voice came through. ‘Good girls. Now, I
should have washed you first, but if you don’t tell the Director,
then no-one needs to know. So kindly relax, and then everything
will go nice and smoothly.’ Her voice snapped out, to be replaced
by white noise, vague and numbing.

The masseuse
continued her work, and Ji-Woo let herself be carried away on the
sensations, her sight and hearing both occupied, soon drifting away
into a happy daze.

 



 Chapter
Six: Forced Rest

The white noise faded away, stirring Ji-Woo from her
sleep. She felt fully rested and refreshed, her mind clear and
light, as she opened her eyes. Or did she? She couldn’t see
anything other than dull and empty grey, vague shapes swirling,
impossible to focus on. She blinked again, feeling her eyelids
move, but unable to see anything.

Her body was held in a tight embrace, some
material clinging tightly around her chest and breasts, compressing
her torso. Her arms were behind herself, but when she tried to move
her fingers, she found they were balled into fists, something
wrapped around them, fighting and resisting her. No matter how she
fought, she could only open them up a little, before they were
forced back into tight balls. Whatever it was, it wrapped around
her fully and entirely, so her nails were wrapped as well, so she
wasn’t touching herself there. She tried to move her arms, but they
were bound somehow as well, each balled-up fist along the opposite
elbow. No matter how she struggled, she couldn’t move! She tried
pulling her legs apart, but something pushed back against her,
keeping them together.

It felt as though they were bound as well –
but they were wrapped in latex, kept slightly separate, denying her
the comforting feel of even her own body. When she kicked them
both, there was the faintest feeling of resistance from around
herself, but she couldn’t tell where she was or what was happening.
There was no feeling of support or resistance; she couldn’t feel
what was keeping her supported.

Something shifted between her legs, and she
felt herself get lightly penetrated, the tip of a squidgy dildo
pushing itself between her lower lips. She grunted in surprise,
feeling her breath bounce back against her mouth – where was she? A
barely-visible glow filled her vision, numbing and empty, as the
sound through the earpieces changed, becoming one of her own
songs.

The dildo started to push into her, and she
couldn’t tell if she was wet or the thing was lubricated, but it
easily slid into her, bumps softly vibrating around inside of her.
It stirred her up as the music played faster, or maybe that was
just her perception, as she tried to free herself.

Struggling while being aroused was a new
sensation – what the hell was she stuck inside of? She could barely
move, and it felt as though her entire body were floating and
contained, suspended somehow. Her breathing started to get faster,
through both arousal and panic, fear of confinement and of the
darkness trickling through her. Was she even awake? She tried
screaming, but couldn’t hear anything, wasn’t sure if she was
making a noise at all or somehow paralyzed.

The music continued to play, the dildo inside
of her spinning around, feeling huge and warm, forcing her towards
a climax. She twitched and tensed her thighs, trying to push it
out, but had no leverage or traction, nothing she could do.

And then it stopped, removing itself from her
body. She whimpered, or at least thought she did, unable to hear
herself, her orgasm denied, her still-wet pussy now empty. She
could feel her juices still, but there was nothing there now, and
her arms were still bound behind her back. Ji-Woo tried to kick her
legs, to swing around or to do something to feel any sense
of self-control, but there was nothing.

Whatever was around her tightened even more,
squeezing the air from her lungs and making it even harder to
breathe. The music had died away as well, to be replaced by the
numbing hiss of white noise again, before something started
vibrating against her nipples, making her twitch and judder. What
was going on? Where was she? She could remember the soft pleasure
of the massage, and then nodding off, but now she was in some sort
of endless darkness? Was she dreaming and having night terrors? She
tried screaming again, despite the pleasure coming from her chest,
but could feel her chest straining under the tight swaddling,
painful sparks bursting in front of her eyes as her lungs started
to burn.

Then something pricked her in the neck, a
cool numbness spreading throughout her body. She felt herself
loosing control, her hands and arms trying to unclench, to regain
some sense of control, before all sense and feeling vanished.

 


Ji-Woo felt hands, warm and gentle, brush
against her thighs, lightly tickling her pussy. Memories of
darkness and confinement flooded back and she opened her eyes and
sat up, feeling warmth around herself. Soft orange light filled her
vision, blinding her for a moment before her vision adjusted and
she could see properly – she was in a small room, lit by gentle
uplighters, green plant fronds growing from a pot, the walls
covered with fake wooden paneling, with cabinets and drawers
holding medical equipment.

The surface beneath her was soft, her body
sinking into it, one of the masked attendants moving away from her
in surprise. This one had glossy back hair, with a blue streak over
one temple, their mouth still hidden behind a mask.

‘My apologies, ma’am.’ Their voice was polite
but flat and toneless, sounding identical to that of the other
attendants.

‘What’s going on? What’s happening?’ Her body
felt slow and sluggish, her limbs slow to move as she tried to sit
up, the assistant helping her up. They were wearing a short latex
dress, barely covering their thighs, latex stockings held up by
suspender-straps sheathing their legs and blue surgical gloves on
their hands, the fingers slippery.

The attendant ducked their head in response.
‘My apologies, ma’am.’ They paused, then tilted their head. ‘How
does ma’am wish to be served?’ When they spoke, their jaw didn’t
move at all, face simply sounding out from behind their surgical
mask.

Ji-Woo took a deep breath, trying to calm
herself and push away the thoughts of the claustrophobic darkness.
She managed to resist the urge to raise an arm to cover her
breasts, instead drawing herself up. She was in charge here!

‘You may pleasure me.’

‘Yes, ma’am.’ They responded with the same
bland and emotionless tone, smoothly dropping to their knees, eyes
the only point of animation on their face. Ji-Woo shuffled to the
edge of the padded bed she was on, checking herself over – she was
entirely naked, her skin fresh, clean and slightly oiled. Her hand
moved to her ears – her piercings had been removed as well. Their
fingers stroked against her inner thighs before sliding against her
lips, a finger sliding into her.

She grunted and bit her lip in pleasure, the
oiled digit easily sliding into her. She spread her legs wider,
letting the woman finger her, skilled fingers teasing her passage
open, finding her most sensitive spots.

Pleasure rushed through her, making her head
spin. She heard her own voice come out in a moan, her vision
blurring. They were good! She felt too drained to do anything,
content to let the woman do her work, looking down on the glossy
black hair. ‘Hmmmm…’ They had spread her wide, whatever covered
their fingers slippery and warm, before her own juices made the
task even easier.

‘Hmmm, yes!’ She had to put her arm down to
support herself, not able to hold herself up, her head sagging
backwards. She felt another finger slide into her, stirring her up
even more, as an electronic beeping came from somewhere close by.
So close!

The door suddenly opened, a woman, the
Director, bursting in. She strode forward and grabbed at the
woman’s hair, dragging her back, away from Ji-Woo. She groaned as
the stimulation was suddenly removed, leaving her hanging without
achieving an orgasm. The attendant fell to the side, their body
hitting the floor.

‘The performer has awoken.’ Their voice was
cold, those eyes capturing Ji-Woo. The attendant moved into a
kneeling position, like an old-fashioned servant, hands on
knees.

‘Um, yes… What’s going on? I remember falling
asleep…’

‘The performers were resting. The performer
does not have the authority to order the staff.’ Her voice was like
a cold whip-crack, every word precise and harsh.

‘She didn’t seem to have any problems with
it.’ Ji-Woo could feel the edge of the orgasm, fleeing away from
her, the bed beneath her wet with her juices, her insides feeling
sore from the nearness of pleasure, now denied. The woman moved
closer in, her eyes on level with Ji-Woo’s. ‘Has the performer
rested herself? It will be necessary for this one to ensure only
the best of care is given.’ Her hand reached out and stroked
against Ji-Woo’s cheek.

‘I, um… yes, I rested well.’ She wanted to
masturbate, but not with the woman watching.

‘Excellent. You must accompany this one for
physical assessment.’

‘Where are my clothes?’ The attendant had
been soft and obedient, but this woman was nothing but sharp edges,
harsh and dangerous.

‘This one has prepared equipment.’ She
withdrew her hand, then walked over to a cabinet. Her dress was
partially backless, showing off a flame tattoo, the motions of her
back making the thing appear to shift and dance. She opened the
cabinet up and pulled out some strips of material, tossing them
over.

Two strips of stretchy black fabric – a
bandeau to go over her breasts and tiny, tight shorts, just barely
covering her crotch, stretchy black fabric settling snugly into
place. It felt slightly better having some clothing on, helping her
have some level of control, and they were certainly tight enough to
move in without a problem!

‘So are you a personal trainer or
something?’

‘This one will bring out the performer’s
physical perfection. Now, follow.’

Ji-Woo tugged at the skimpy strips of
material – they just about covered her, but she wouldn’t want to go
out dressed like this! Even to a club like last night. Although it
was very light and easier to move in, without any danger of
restrictions like there would be with tighter, more normal,
clothing. She looked down at herself – the camel-toe wasn’t the
most appealing,

The attendant stayed in position, as the
Director stalked away, leaving Ji-Woo no choice but to follow.
Outside of the room was a room with a padded floor and full-length
mirrors on the walls – a dance studio.

‘This one will assess your flexibility.’

Ji-Woo moved to the center of the room,
feeling the slight give of the padded floor. She stood, shaking off
the last of the lassitude affecting her body. Then she balanced on
one leg, bending her body and slowly arcing over, then grabbing her
ankle to bring it down close to her head. She felt a slight wobble
in her leg but managed to maintain the pose, before slowly moving
back to standing, shaking out her muscles as she moved.

‘The performer is impressive. Full bridge
position.’

Ji-Woo obeyed, her arms and torso vertical,
feet flat on the floor. It strained her slightly, especially
without a proper warm-up, but wasn’t too hard. Footsteps
approached, the woman’s heels pressing into the mat. Fingers pushed
and poked at her, a hand pushing against her back, pushing it
upwards. She shuffled her feet inwards to maintain the pose,
letting herself be felt and poked. If the woman was a physical
trainer, that would explain her brusqueness!

The hands grabbed her arms, squeezing her
biceps, then her shoulders. With her head down, her vision was
limited, and she could feel the blood starting to spread into her
face.

‘Where are Lily and Aeri?’

‘The other performers will be tested as well.
But the lead performer must be tested first.’

Her back was even more strained now, but she
could still talk. ‘So I’m first up? Well, thanks, I guess.’ The
hand patted against her backside, then ran along the tense muscles
of her back, a nail jabbing into the small of her back. The
pressure made her shiver, another hand pressing down on her belly.
‘The performer must maintain her position.’

‘I’m trying!’

She had to stay in the uncomfortable,
straining position, fingers trickling and stroking over her body,
lightly touching her all over.

‘Stand.’

Ji-Woo obeyed, shuffling out of the position
and standing up again. She let her body be pulled around, her arms
extended, moving through a variety of stress positions. It was an
easy rhythm to settle into, despite the strangeness of the woman,
and the skimpiness of her outfit. It gave her an opportunity to
admire her own body in the mirrors – lean and supple, her flesh
clean and lightly tanned, wearing just the two narrow strips of
fabric. She’d prefer leather or PVC rather than bare flesh, but it
was impossible to deny that she looked damn good!

She let herself be guided through harder and
harder positions, strain building up in her muscles. Having to bend
her arms behind herself into the reverse prayer position and then
stand on one leg made her feel like she should be meditating,
except for those hands continually pulling and poking at her.

‘The subject is obedient. Excellent. After
the subject’s misbehavior before arriving, it is a relief.’

Talking while maintaining the position was
even more of a train, but Ji-Woo managed to smile. ‘I’ve been doing
this for… quite some… time. And what’s… wrong with… a little…
fun?’

‘The subject must not exert herself without
permission. Or allow herself to be used without permission. Or
cause additional problems. The reporter has been detained, but the
affair was problematic to resolve.’

Ji-Woo’s hands were tugged upwards, putting
considerable strain on her shoulders, elbows and lungs, the woman’s
hands too strong for Ji-Woo to be able to break free. Their breasts
pushed against her back, one hand holding Ji-Woo’s arms, the other
sliding along her belly, tickling around her navel.

‘It’s nice to get close to fans. Or potential
fans, at least.’ She grunted as she was pulled around. ‘And we were
wearing masks.’

‘The performers were seen.’ Her grip
tightened, sharp crescents of nails digging into Ji-Woo’s skin. ‘An
aggravation. Even for a far superior subject. This will be a
pleasure.’

Ji-Woo wavered, having to lean backwards or
fall, the woman supporting her weight.

‘Um, so when’s the next performance?’

‘That has been arranged. But the subject must
learn her new dances. An appropriate place has been created for
you. Costumes and a suitable venue will also be found. After a
suitable period of isolation, to prevent any unfortunate rumors and
allow for the matter to be settled.’

Ji-Woo sighed. They’d needed to blow off some
steam after travelling, and even over here, a Korean erotic dancer
couldn’t be that rare! She tried to change the subject. ‘Didn’t I
see you on the plane? Who was that guy you were with? He was
hot!’

Her leg was swiftly pulled upwards, until it
was fully extended above her, arms still held in the reverse
prayer. She felt her muscles strain, her leg starting to shake as
she had to maintain it, unable to breath properly.

‘The subject has impressive stamina, but
needs refining.’ A hand came up around Ji-Woo’s throat, supporting
her but gripping a little too tightly for her liking, making every
breath even more of a struggle.

‘You… don’t need to squeeze… like that!’ She
couldn’t pull away – with only one foot on the ground and her arms
held behind herself she had no leverage, even without the grip
around her throat. She tried to shake her head a little, to throw
the woman off.

A hiss of breath, sharp and hot, blew against
an ear. ‘The subject will focus on training. A series of exercises
will be provided, which must be followed. And no more public
displays, without explicit permission.’

The hand holding Ji-Woo’s arms let go, but
the woman’s body held them in place still, pressed tightly against
her so that she couldn’t escape. The freed hand ran down her front,
stroking over a breast, before moving down her stomach, then
lightly pressing against her crotch, through the scant fabric. The
residual heat of the stroking from the attendant was still there,
and she felt herself relax as the fingers teased her through the
material.

She grunted in protest – she liked getting
off and getting pleasured, but on her own terms, not being forced
into it! Nails dug into the flesh of her neck, the grip around her
throat tightening, fingers continuing to stroke against her.
Despite the situation, and the pain starting to sear her lungs, it
felt good, and she could feel her pleasure welling up, making the
tight shorts stick to her even more.

‘Sto… Stop that!’

A finger pushed through the fabric, and into
her, before withdrawing. Her balance was still precarious with one
leg held above. She was dependent on them to stay standing, and her
arms were still trapped, as the fingers kept stroking at her.

‘The subject is sensitive. Are the other
performers similar?’

Ji-Woo tensed, trying to pull away or lower
her leg, but the woman seemed to know just where to apply pressure
to keep her leg forcibly raised. She twisted her arms, trying to
wriggle them free, managing to get some clearance, decreasing the
strain on her shoulders.

The woman tutted, then slowly lowered
Ji-Woo’s leg. It was a relief to have it back on the ground, to
have her balance back again.

‘Lily prefers women, and Aeri needs pushing
into things. But gets into it, eventually.’ Maybe if she gave
information, then the woman would go easy on her?

‘The performers will not engage in
inappropriate excursions again. Steps will be taken.’

Fingers squeezed her flesh again, still
testing and probing. ‘It’s not like anyone knows us here!’

The fingers pushed harder. ‘The performers
will behave themselves. This one does not wish to have to clean up
after the performers. A reporter requires persuasion to keep
silent. Troublesome.’ They grabbed an arm and twisted it
around, feeling Ji-Woo’s wrist and hand, spreading her fingers
wide. Their grip was strong, not relenting even when Ji-Woo tried
to shake them off.

‘Come on, you can’t expect us not to enjoy
ourselves!’

‘The subject may earn pleasure. But training
comes first.’

Ji-Woo groaned. Not more training! Wasn’t she
flexible and agile enough already?

‘The subject will obey. Is this
understood?’

She sighed. ‘I won’t sneak out. I guess you
have more intrusive press over here? Or we’re just that famous
already?’

The woman grunted. ‘The subject will not
create any problems.’

‘Yeah, yeah, OK, I’ll be good.’

She let herself be folded and twisted into
even more contorted positions and postures, her limbs getting
stretched out beyond their limits. She’d had training sessions
before, but nothing quite so focused, stretching her out, making
her body ache.

It was a relief when the woman moved away
from her. ‘The subject is exceptional. But must be refined.’

The door opened and the attendant walked in –
it was only thanks to the blue slash of hair that Ji-Woo could
distinguish her from any of the others.

They bowed. ‘How does ma’am wish to be
served?’

‘The attendant will care for the
subject.’

It was a relief when the woman supported her
weight, helping her towards the door. She could feel her legs
aching, the muscles and joints stretched and sore as she was
assisted towards the door.

 



 Chapter
Seven: Training Begins

Being massaged again felt wonderful, the
attendant straddling her, working down her spine. Ji-Woo let
herself relax onto the shiny, plasticky surface, eyes closed,
loosing herself in the pleasure. She was sticking to it slightly,
and she wondered why it was the odd latex-y stuff, rather than the
more usual wood. There was still a tension in her limbs and core,
the work-out session having left an impact.

‘So, what’s the deal with that bitch?’

The attendant murmured something, or possibly
just breathed heavily, as her hands dug into Ji-Woo’s
shoulders.

‘I’ve never had a workout session that
intense!’ She remembered the fingers probing at her pussy, the
excitement tingling up and down her spine.

There was a delay before the woman responded.
‘Ma’am must be pampered.’

‘You could try and sound more
interested.’

They nodded without saying anything.

Ji-Woo moaned in pleasure, grinding her hips
against the hard surface she was laid on, wanting to get off still.
It was nice to be pampered, even if the staff here were oddly
uncommunicative. From her position, with her head resting on her
hands, she could see some strange-looking equipment – there was a
rectangular frame supporting black latex sheets, with thick pipes
attached to a motor unit of some kind?

Once the massage was done, the woman
dismounted from Ji-Woo. She lay there for a moment, relaxing and
enjoying the simple pleasure of being pampered.

A hand tapped her buttock, then slid under
her pelvis and pulled upwards – she obeyed, rolling onto her back,
laying her arms flat. The attendant moved around, laying hands on
her temples and starting to rub there, fuzzy pleasure moving
through her head.

‘Mmmm, you’re really good at this!’ It was
like having her stresses pulled out of her head!

The attendant leaned over her and reached
down her body, rubbing at her breasts, and then one eye closed in a
slow and deliberate wink, before reaching beneath Ji-Woo’s tight
shorts.

‘Mmmm, yes!’ The attendant tapped her on the
forehead, before stepping away, coming back with an egg-shaped
vibrator with a wire leading to a powerpack. Ji-Woo was so wet that
the thing easily slid into her.

‘Oh, so you’re willing to be nice when your
boss isn’t around?’

‘Ma’am must be pampered.’

‘You don’t say much, do you?’ Was that a hint
of a smile behind the surgical mask? It looked stiffer than normal,
without any sign of the woman’s breath moving it. The thing inside
of her felt good, even without being turned on! Sticky oil was
rubbed against her belly, before soft plastic pads were put down,
connected to another power pack, this one large and ominous.

Ji-Woo sighed. ‘Do I need those?’ She didn’t
like the insistent and forced tweaks and twitches, electrical
toning pads used to make her muscle tenses and relax. Exercise
might be annoying but was better than being jolted and shocked all
the time. And she was hot and sexy enough already! More of the pads
were put into place, over her belly, then her thighs. ‘Can you not,
and just say we did?’

They shook their head, one hand reaching out
and plucking at the waistband of Ji-Woo’s shorts, the material
snapping against her waist. She wanted to have the thing turned on!
But the attendant shook her head again. How long until she would be
allowed to get off? The attendant moved around to her head again,
giving her another one of those lovely head massages, before
sliding fingertips over Ji-Woo’s eyes.

She obediently closed then. Something was
pulled over her head, rubber padding pushing around her eyes,
against her forehead. Her eyes flashed open, but all she could see
was darkness.

When she raised a hand to try and pull it
away, a hand took hers and pushed it down. ‘Ma’am must relax.’

She felt her hand get moved back to near her
waist, a padded cuff locking it against the board she was on.
Fingers brushed over her breasts, light and warm, before pushing
down on her neck, metal clicking inside her collar. When she tried
to lift her head, she couldn’t, something now tethering it in
place.

‘Hey!’

She moved her other hand, wanting to free
herself, but it was grabbed and pulled down, another cuff locking
it into place.

‘Let me go!’

‘Ma’am must relax. Ma’am must relax.’

Lights burst on in front of her eyes, a brief
and blinding flash followed by grey vagueness. Ji-Woo tried shaking
her head to dislodge whatever was over her eyes, but with the
collar locked in place she couldn’t move her neck. Another set of
hands grabbed her ankles, with more cuffs going into place, and
then around her thighs and waist. She kept struggling, but was
locked in place, unable to move, as an enforced shudder ran through
her from the electrical pads.

Ji-Woo twitched, but didn’t have enough
movement to get them off. She tried tugging her arms and legs, but
there was barely any clearance in whatever was locking her in
place, some form of elastic bands connecting her to the board,
tugging her back into place. ‘Resistance training as well?’ A tiny
jolt ran through her body, making her stomach tense up.

‘Ma’am must relax.’ Was that all the woman
could say? Fingers pinched her nostrils shut and then something was
shoved into her mouth, foam expanding to fill the space. ‘Mpphhh!’
She could feel her breathing become restricted, air whistling
through a narrow tube. ‘Grrprhhhh!’ There was another bright flash
of light in her vision, stinging her eyes again. Hands touched her
ears, shoving earbuds in and deafening her again.

Even the fingers stroking her body did little
to comfort her, as a latex sheet was laid over her body. She could
feel rather than hear the throbbing thrum of a vacuum cleaner
somewhere nearby, and she felt the latex starting to suck itself
inwards, peeling itself tightly against her flesh. It was sealing
her in, compressing against her body. She tried moving, able to
shift about to start with, before the stuff sucked in even more. It
fell over her face, over her cheeks, blocking her breathing through
her nose. She had to suck in air through her mouth, shuffling about
the tiny amount she could move on the board, still unable to
see.

It got tighter and tighter, making it harder
and harder to move. Even her fingers were a struggle to wriggle at
all – if she tried, she could just about shift them a little, but
as soon as she relaxed, they moved back into place. The taste of
rubber filled her mouth – she tried using her tongue to push out
whatever the thing in there was, but the latex sheet covered her
face, and it was too big to get past her teeth anyway.

‘Mmmphhh!’

Fingers stroked her body through the sealing
latex, doing little to calm her. She moved a leg, trying to raise
it up, but then it got pulled back into place. Even when she
shifted her hips forward, there was barely any movement.

The Director’s voice sounded in her ears –
was it live, or pre-recorded? ‘The subject will undergo
training.’

What the hell kind of resistance training was
this? She struggled against it again, but without making any more
headway against it. The sucking sound continued, making the
encasement even tighter, her movements even more restricted. She
couldn’t move her head at all! When she tried to protest, she
couldn’t hear even her muffled grunting.

The thing between her legs suddenly started
into life with a juddering burst of life, at the same time as her
thighs were made to clamp up and tense. It stopped just as suddenly
as it had started, the latex now completely sealed around her. She
tried moving an arm, but couldn’t – the stuff was too tight,
pushing her limb back down. It was the same with her legs and torso
– any movement she made was resisted.

She kept fighting and struggling, feeling her
muscles start to burn and strain from the effort. This was a
harsher workout than anything the Director had put her through!
Every motion was an aching, throbbing effort, coupled with the
stinging buzzes against her stomach and thighs, making her tense
and relax on a steady rhythm, her body forced to move against her
will.

She sucked in a deep breath, relaxed as much
as she could, and then surged, trying to pull herself upwards. She
managed to pry herself off the board, struggling to gain any
distance, feeling the binding material stretch with her.

And then, as soon as she stopped struggling,
it pulled her back into position, as though she hadn’t even
bothered. Her arms and legs stung from the impact, her belly sore
from trying to lift her up. She had no choice but to relax, trying
to regain her strength, and then the vibrator started up again,
giving her another thrilling buzz, before returning to
passivity.

Her vision cleared, or at least something
other than swirling emptiness appeared. A stage, dark and empty,
appeared, before a spotlight flared on, the camera dropping down to
show her the face of the dancer. It was her, although her
expression looked a little slack. And she was dressed a bit
differently than normal – ultra-tight, jet-black trousers that
barely covered her crotch, black strips coming up and crisscrossing
just beneath her navel. Her breasts were covered by a glossy black
bustier, golden trim around the edge, several purple diamonds
painted down one cheek.

Music started, fast and synthy, just the sort
of thing she normally enjoyed. It sounded good, if she wasn’t stuck
inside this weird training rig! She tried tensing an arm again, but
with no more success than before, just tiring herself out
further.

The duplicate started to dance in time to the
music, camera rising up to show Ji-Woo the full routine. It was
fast and complicated, and very sexual, with lots of posing and
strutting. A chair appeared from the darkness and was used for more
posing, as a prop before shaking her ass at the viewers.

A jolt ran through her belly as the
electrical pads fired again, making her stiffen again. What was
wrong with normal workout routines? And trying to learn a
new dance routine as well? Someone had done a decent job with the
rendering, although it was a little creepy seeing herself dance and
perform. It was strange seeing a solo performance as well –
normally she only performed with Lily and Aeri. And there weren’t
any lyrics either – although “her” mouth was moving, it was in a
vague way, without forming any actual words.

The vibrator stirred up inside of her again,
making her tense up in another futile attempt at escape. She took
the deepest breath she could manage, before trying again to break
free. It pressed around her, containing and capturing her, flexing
and binding without release. She managed to lift her leg, oh so
slightly, but it didn’t last, before her limb was pulled back.
Another set of electrical spasms went through her body, forcibly
straining her even more.

She kept fighting and struggling, managing to
wriggle around in her constraints, reaching the limits of the
restraint bands and getting pulled back with greater force. She
didn’t want to be trapped and bound like this, even if it was part
of her training!

The more she struggled, the hotter she got,
sweat pooling on her body without anywhere to go. The music kept
playing, her duplicate running through the moves again and again,
the repeats blurring together in her mind until she couldn’t tell
them apart, trying to gulp in enough air to keep herself conscious.
Sweat trickled down her neck, running underneath her collar and
making it chafe and rub. The vibrator only twitched spasmodically,
keeping her tense and desperate without being intense enough to go
over the edge.

After a particularly fervent struggle, the
collar jabbed her with electricity as well, into her spine, her
vision going white. When it returned, all she could see again was
herself, still dancing, her neck aching from the jolt. That hurt!
She settled down, not wanting to risk another jolt, glad to let her
body rest, heat and sweat making her feel clammy and tired. She’d
be glad of a shower once she was out of this thing!

In front of her, her clothing changed – the
trousers were now tight and black hot-pants, along with a black
vest-top, slashes in the fabric showing her skin beneath, gauze
across her back and arms, a heavy black choker with a metal ring
dangling down around her neck. This dance was even more erotic than
the last, her hands stroking against her legs and breasts, as
sultry as if she were playing with herself, spreading her legs and
running hands along her thighs.

The thought of doing that in front of
thousands made her pussy twitch – not that she ever would, but the
thought of being displayed like that, showing herself off so
publicly, that turned her on even more.

She tried to shake to get the vibe out of
herself, or to get herself properly off, she wasn’t sure which. But
there was no way to do it, her arms not having enough movement to
get anyway close to her crotch. She resigned herself to
intermittent bursts of struggling, with increasingly-longer
sessions of quiescence, her body needing rest, the sweat pooling
around her.

Time blurred and faded, the cascade of music
and dancing all blurring and fading. It was hard to tell time, her
body and mind both strained and tired…
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Eight: Solo Session

Ji-Woo’s body felt slow and leaden, sweat-soaked and
tired. And the songs had been played so many times she wasn’t sure
if she was listening to them or if they were just playing in her
head. She made another attempt at breaking free, or at least
signaling for help – she was exhausted, and dehydrated as well, her
body’s moisture now stuck between herself and the latex
encasement.

She felt the pressure released, the stuff
still sticking to her body thanks to the sweat, only slowly peeling
off, as slow and sultry as any lover’s kiss as it let her go. The
merest whisper of cooler air brushed against her skin, and she
tried pushing against it, the stuff now finally moving when she
pushed at it, rather than fighting back.

Ji-Woo managed to wriggle around, finding
that her wrist cuffs had popped loose. There was a seam in the
material, and she pushed her hand out from it, finding cool air
outside, sweat dripping down her arm. More fumbling, and she was
able to peel some of the latex away, peeling the stuff off her
body. The air was chill after the close confines of the enclosure,
but it stung her more fully awake, pulling more of the stuff off
her face.

The gag at least was easy to remove, as she
stretched her lips with her fingers, reaching in and squeezing the
foam ball that was present inside, compressing it enough to be able
to get it out and tossing it away, the lump sodden and heavy with
her spit. The VR helmet was harder, tight straps buckled in place
until she found the catches, her numb and sweaty fingers wriggling
them free, then pulling the thing off her head. It pulled on her
ears, the earpieces connected by wires until she plucked them out
as well.

She slowly opened her eyes, wincing at the
sunlight, bright and piercing. Where was she? She’d expected to be
in the same room as before, but this was a different place
entirely. She slithered out from between the latex sheets, then
pulled out the vibrator, glad to have the thing out of her, the
vibrating egg entirely inert, slippery with her juices. She was too
tired to even masturbate, and she stank, her sweat puddling in the
rubber and having soaked into her skin.

The two strips of fabric on her body were
just as sodden, but she had to unclip her ankles first – the cuffs
seemed to be locked onto her body, but she could detach the short
bands that had held her in place. The thing she had been in was a
stiff board covered with a black latex sheet, another sheet sealed
on top, little clips now released to bind them together, with a
suction unit along one edge connected by a plastic hose, to suck
the air out and seal the occupant in. Several of the electrical
pads slid off her body, the sweat eroding away the gummy oil. The
rest she had to pull away from herself, but not before they gave
her a final jolt, her stomach spasming.

Her clothing she had to peel off her flesh –
the fabric dropped to the floor with wet splats. The metal cuffs on
her wrists and ankles couldn’t be removed, adding slight extra
weight to her movements.

Where was she? The full-length windows
covered most of a wall, giving stunning views down over the city,
other skyscrapers reflecting the sunlight, windows tinted bronze.
The training rig had been laid onto the ground next to an island
table, a TV on the far side.

To her right, there was a kitchen area, and
she moved to the sink, her feet slapping against the wood-tiled
floor. On the way, there was a chain dangling from the ceiling with
a hook on the end, looking as though something should be mounted
there, hanging down. Maybe it was for an art installation or
something?

The taps didn’t have any handles, but she
waved her hands around beneath them until crisp, clear water poured
out. She cupped her hands and gulped the stuff down, glad of the
refreshment – she’d rather have something with more flavor, but
this would do!

Her immediate thirst slaked, she looked
around more curiously – where was she? Obviously a flat somewhere,
and a nice one as well, if a little minimalist for her tastes, but
it would have been nice to have been asked! At least there was no
sign of the Director, ready to punish and torment her again – what
was it with physical trainers that meant most of them seemed to be
closet sadists?

Ji-Woo tried to open one of the cabinets,
hoping for a glass, or some food. There was no handle on the doors,
just a black sensor pad. She tried putting her finger against it,
but there was no reaction. If they were going to put her somewhere
fancy, couldn’t they at least set her up so she could access
it?

Around the corner there was the front door,
with a security keypad next to it. Still naked, she definitely
didn’t want to go outside! Another door led into a dark room, a
light clicking on as soon as she entered. It was a bathroom, with a
shower, toilet, bidet and sink, with fluffy towels on a rail.

She stepped into the shower, water thrumming
down on her, delicious and warm, just the right temperature. She
stood there, letting the clean water slough away the sweat and
grime, a cabinet popping open to reveal shower gel, shampoo and
everything else she needed. And her favorite brands as well!
Someone had been paying attention. Despite her tiredness, she
cleaned herself thoroughly, working up a lather, spreading her legs
to wipe her pussy down, then cleaning her hair, running her hands
through the strands, glad to be clean again.

When she was done, she waved her hands
through the air, until the water cut out. She dried herself off,
the towel lovely and soft. She folded it back onto the rack, before
moving to the toilet and letting out a long-delayed stream of piss,
glad to be able to relax her bladder.

Immediate bodily needs taken care of, she
returned to the main room. Now she was cleaner, she could smell the
rank sweat coming from the latex – how long had she been in there?
There was nothing to show the date, although from the sun it was
mid-afternoon. Ji-Woo tried several more of the cabinets and
drawers, but they were all locked.

She moved to the metal ring hanging from the
ceiling and reached up to grab it. Her arms shook, and when she
tried to pull herself up, her arms refused to obey, their strength
drained. She focused and strained, just about barely managing to
lift herself off the ground before having to drop down, heaving for
breath, arms shaking from the effort. That thing was a surprisingly
effective workout device! Just a shame about the sweat and the
stink – hopefully someone else would come and clean it?

She heard a metallic pop and turned to see
one of the cabinets open itself. Inside was a glass bottle topped
with a curved metal straw, the thing full of murky white
liquid.

‘No actual food?’ She ran a hand down her
body, feeling the curve of her waist and hips. Wasn’t she
perfectly-shaped already? But it was food, and she was drained
already, so she took it and started to drink it down, wincing at
the taste. Couldn’t they add vanilla or chocolate or something? It
filled her stomach though, as she continued to wander through the
apartment.

The main room only had one other exit, which
led to a decent-sized bedroom, with a double-bed filling most of
the space, and a very sturdy-looking wardrobe to her right. More
full-length windows gave her a view over the city, cars and people
moving about. All the other towers she could see had tinted
windows, so she couldn’t see if there was anyone looking back at
her – hopefully not! At least until she had rested properly and
looked a bit less of a mess.

It was tempting to crawl into the bed, the
bedding crisp and soft-looking, but she wanted some clothing first.
There was another door, but there was the wardrobe first.

She pressed her hand against the doors, and
the black metal panel moved. The scent of latex and leather washed
out as the door opened. Inside was clothing, mostly black, all of
it seeming to be shiny or gauzy. She pulled something out at random
– a black dress, long enough to fall to her ankles, that looked
like a nightmare to move in, without any slack around the hem. She
couldn’t dance in that, it looked hard enough to even walk in! Some
of the shoes looked equally impractical – high heels were fine, but
some of these looked like they would bend her feet en pointe
while worn. Although there was a nice pair of thigh-boots – she’d
have to try them on later. She pulled out some sort of odd sleeve,
a wide “V” of fabric her full torso-length long, with straps and
cords down the length. Ji-Woo put it along an arm, trying to figure
how to attach it – she could grip it from the inside, but that
seemed impractical. What was it meant to be? Even for ostentatious,
showing-off clothing, she couldn’t figure out what it was or how to
wear it.

She had to rummage through the clothing,
feeling latex, rubber and leather stroke against the skin, trying
to find something comfortable. At least a forgotten t-shirt or
something – she liked tight and sexy clothing, but not all the damn
time!

The closest thing she could find was a
blue-black leotard, and she pulled it on. It snapped tightly
against her breasts and belly, comfortable and snug, showing off
the cleft of her navel.

It felt nice to be clothed! And the material
even had a bit of stretch to it, certainly not as harsh as the
training rig. She had a further dig – all the shoes were high
heeled, not something she wanted to put on right now. Her calves
felt abused enough already, without extra strain. Thigh-highs,
stockings, suspenders… Well, she was inside and it seemed clean, so
barefoot should be fine.

She twisted her shoulders, pulling the
leotard properly into place, enjoying the way it cupped her
breasts. There was jewelry in the cupboard as well – velvet-lined
padding, rings and studs glistening on the black, other cases that
probably had necklaces or bracelets in. Well, she didn’t need to
dress up right now, she could have a look through them later.

The bed was still tempting, but it was still
bright out, and after being stuck in the darkness for so long,
going to sleep didn’t seem very tempting. There was another one of
the control panels – it was currently showing the temperature,
reading 23 degrees – that must be something comfortable in
Fahrenheit. There was no sign of AC, but she’d heard they didn’t
have much of that over here. There must be underfloor heating
though; her feet were nice and warm against the floor. She tried
tapping the thing – the display screen looked like it was
touch-sensitive, and even had a camera-bead on, but her poking
didn’t seem to do anything, didn’t even change the readout.

‘Hello? Anyone there?’

She tapped it again, but there was no
response. Well, Aeri and Lily were probably enjoying themselves, if
they were being pampered in similar circumstances. It was certainly
a luxurious apartment, although some food that wasn’t paste would
be nice. She still had the aftertaste on her tongue, unable to
shift it even after swilling spit around her mouth.

There was only one place left to go – she
approached the door from the bedroom. The place was so small it
couldn’t be another bathroom. Maybe a walk-in wardrobe? Or an
office, although she didn’t need one of those.

The door pulled open, cooler air rushing out.
There was a second of darkness inside, before bright lights flicked
on. It smelled of metal and plaster, of recent construction work
and paint.

The room was quite large, probably a bit
bigger than the bedroom, although without any windows. A large
screen was immediately to her right, and one wall was covered with
exercise gear – weights, resistance bands, more of those damn
electrical pads. Dangling from the ceiling were looped resistance
bands, looped at the end to form something that looked
uncomfortably similar to a noose. The other wall held metal lockers
and boxes, like an Amazon locker except without a control panel,
and all the metal was burnished black.

She tapped her knuckles against them, hearing
echoes from inside. There were no handles – what the hell kind of
gym equipment was there that was restricted? The place was like a
secret agent’s base, or something for a superhero! All sorts of
sexy and tight outfits and secret gadgets! Although with most of
her clothing being dark, she would probably be a villainess
instead. Seducing rich people, a mysterious femme fatale – although
possibly not so much “fatal”. Far more fun to charm and tease and
seduce, leave them begging and pleading for more, for release, and
then leave. Or maybe to milk them dry, until they were begging for
her to stop?

She made a gun with her fingers, resting it
on her other hand and targeting some straps hanging on the wall,
making appropriate “bang” noises. Maybe they could go out to other
clubs? Somewhere a bit fancier, if nothing else! Having all those
cocks at her mercy was sexy as hell, desperate for her touch and
for release, ready to shoot cum all over her. Even better with Lily
there as well, the two of them working together to tease and
stroke, despite Aeri’s complaints. She never liked being in public
like that, and needed dragging out to have any fun.

It had been too long since they’d been
allowed to have any fun with fans! That time at that dingy little
club, where they’d tied those men down, and kept them on the edge,
their cocks sensitive and throbbing, blubbering from behind their
gags, until they had finally shot their loads. Aeri always whined,
not liking it and needing pushing and prodding into taking part.
That time, she had gotten it in the face, something she hadn’t
liked, and had complained about afterwards. At least until their
manager had found out! That had gotten them locked into a shitty
hotel apartment between performances, up on the 10th
floor, so they couldn’t even climb out, with all their clothing
confiscated to make sure they wouldn’t go anywhere

One of the metal lockers popped open. Ji-Woo
went to investigate, finding that a deep and narrow locker had
opened. Inside was a resistance band, the ends made with clips to
connect onto her cuffs. She looked at it with distaste, closing the
door.

‘I’ve done enough already!’

The locker door swung open again, the lock
not holding it shut. She definitely wasn’t doing more exercise! And
some of the gear in here she didn’t recognize – padded leather,
metal bars that looked like they could extend, with cuffs on either
end. What were they for? Maybe to help maintain stretches?

She looked at one of the dangling loops,
before swinging her leg back, then forward and upwards, getting her
ankle on level with her head, supporting it in the stretchy
material. Keeping her balance was a strain, having to hop about,
trying not to turn her ankle. She stuck her arms out, swaying and
tilting to try and keep her balance. It was nice to be so flexible,
but she could feel the strain through her hips and crotch, muscles
protesting.

One of the other loops was close by and she
grabbed at it, managing to pull herself upwards slightly. Her arm
started to shake and twitch, the effort of holding herself up more
than she could sustain, struggling for just a little more leverage,
a little more height, trying to unhook her ankle. The hoops were
slightly tacky against her skin, moving with her when she tried to
withdraw, feeling her strength starting to ebb before she managed a
final surge and pulled herself higher up. She turned her ankle and
straightened her foot, managing to untangle herself from the loop,
before staggering backwards, having to awkwardly support herself
against the wall. That hadn’t been very elegant! But at least there
was no one around to see.

Sudden heaviness settled into her body, her
limbs feeling like lead, tiredness clouding her head. That
“workout” in the latex must have tired her out more than she
thought! She pushed the door open, the light in the bedroom dimmer
now – was it really that late? Blinds silently slid along, casting
the room into low light. The white sheets of the bed seemed to bear
their own luminous glow, calling and beckoning to her, one she
gratefully accepted, face-planting into the soft mattress.

She wriggled around, until she was properly
arranged, with her head against the pillows, pulling herself out of
the leotard and putting it on one end of the bed, letting the crisp
sheets brush and stroke against her skin. An arm brushed against
something, a lump beneath the fabric, and she went delving to find
out what it was.

Her probing fingers found a short, stubby rod
and she pulled it out and looked at it. It was a dildo, ribbed and
slightly curved, with a ribbon tied around the base, made of black
rubber around a shiny metal core, some parts showing through. Well,
they seemed to have no issues with sexual pleasures, to judge by
how that attendant had shoved a vibrator into her. So much for
Brits being uptight! And it would be nicer than using her
hands.

She flicked the switch, the head starting to
twist and buzz and vibrate in her hands, flicking it all the way to
max and almost dropping the thing when it started to thrum
violently. OK, not all the way up inside of herself, at least to
start with! She turned it back down and spread her legs, knees
raising the sheets up, carefully pressing the head against herself.
The memories of being teased and denied while bound were still
fresh, her body hungrily reacting and her folds getting wet and
slippery, the head easily sliding in.

‘Oh!’

It was definitely better than using
her fingers, or even Lily’s tongue. The head rolled and shook
around inside her, and she sagged backwards against the pillows,
eyes closed. Maybe she could get some time with that man she’d seen
with the Director? Serve that bitch right to fuck her boyfriend!
Making him beg for release, his cock hard and hot in her hand,
gently licking the crown until it was on the point of explosion,
but denying that release…

She slowly pushed the dildo further in,
letting it slide into her, unable to make any sounds other than
soft gasps and moans, spreading her legs as wide as she could,
pulling it in and out, stimulating herself to the edge, but not
taking herself over. She wanted to enjoy this, make it last as long
as she could! And there were no restraints, she was free and
unbound, able to enjoy herself fully without being locked away!

As she pushed it deeper in, she noticed a
button on the base. She pressed it in, and a jolt of electricity
stung through her pussy. She threw her head back, eyes shutting as
sparks ran through her vision and her mind, and another shock ran
through her body, making her cunt twitch and shiver. Electricity,
again! It stung even more when it was applied against her legs and
stomach, but she didn’t want to stop the wave of pleasure rising up
through her.

She kept moving the dildo, shocks seeming to
get faster and stronger, her body heating up, sweat making the
sheets sticky and heavy, eyes shut, unable to even fantasize, lost
in the sensations of lust.

When she came, it was heavy and mind-blowing.
Her hands relaxed on the dildo as she sagged backwards against the
pillow, mind entirely blank, the thing slowly sliding around,
partially coming out, still buzzing away. It took the last remnants
of her strength to roll over and out of the wet spot, twitching
again as another electrical shock ran through her juices, shaking
her hips and tensing before pulling the thing out. It buzzed and
vibrated again before she managed to turn it off.

In the low light, she felt warm and
comfortable, cocooning herself in a dry part of the blankets and
falling into a deep slumber.


 Chapter
Nine: Home Training

Ji-Woo wriggled happily, comfortably bundled up in
the sheets. The smell of her sweat and her lust made her feel at
home, although she stirred a few times when she rolled onto the wet
spot, just enough to wriggle away again. Her body felt warm and
soft and sensitive, the pillows thick enough that even the heavy
collar around her neck she barely noticed.

A gentle sensation traced itself down her
body, light pressure down her side, making her twitch fitfully,
content to slumber. It scratched against her again, harder now,
metal prongs poking into her. She shivered, trying to brush it off,
wanting to stay in her happy doze, warm and comfortable. It poked
against her again, waking her up, a voice saying something she
couldn’t quite make out.

She opened her eyes slowly, dimmed electric
light soft and gentle against her eyes. The woman from before, in
the ruby-red latex, had crawled onto the bed, one hand holding a
metal rod with prongs on the end, jabbing into Ji-Woo. She poked it
against Ji-Woo’s breast, the metal tickling her and making her
shiver.

‘Sorry, I know you must be jetlagged, but
there’s a tight timetable.’

Ji-Woo tried to force herself awake, blinking
sleep out of her eyes and stretching. The movement brought her into
contact with Emma, her latex-clad flesh warm, squeaky and slightly
squishy. Did she always dress like that?

‘Would you like a hand getting up?’

‘I’m fine, thanks.’ Ji-Woo slithered out from
underneath them, crawling over the bed. Her arm pressed against the
dildo and she flushed, trying to slide it under a pillow. Emma
caught her movement and pressed against the sheets, finding the
dildo and dragging it out, looking at it and then smiling as she
flicked the power switch.

‘You have excellent taste!’ She flicked it up
a few settings, the head throbbing and vibrating faster. ‘I wish I
could afford this model.’

‘It’s not mine!’

‘Don’t worry about it. Although you shouldn’t
be using things like this, you might get too tired for your
training.’

Ji-Woo groaned, and Emma gave a gentle
chuckle. ‘Don’t worry, I’m sure you’ll do fine! Your body is
amazing to start with.’ As Ji-Woo crawled her way towards the edge
of the bed, Emma stroked the prongs along her body. What was it? It
looked disconcertingly similar to a cattle prod. ‘So lean and
dexterous! I’ve been watching your videos, some of those moves you
do look amazing. And the clothing you wear – I think we’ll get
along just fine.’ She leaned back, gesturing at her own latex-clad
body. ‘I’ll be helping you with clothing, as well as training. Most
of those I get to work with are not quite as fine as you are.’

As Ji-Woo stood up, she saw Emma’s gaze
follow her body, moving along the curves of her flesh, over her
hips, then her breasts and face.

‘So, is it normally trophy wives then?’

‘A lot of them, yes. And executives that want
a break, that sort of thing. It can be very therapeutic. But you
will be starting at a higher level.’ She stood up and moved next to
Ji-Woo – there were heels built into her catsuit, and she was a bit
taller than Ji-Woo anyway, letting her look down onto Ji-Woo. A
bright red hand reached out and brushed hair out of Ji-Woo’s eyes,
patting it into shape. ‘Lovely and glossy! And so well cared for –
you really do look lovely. Now, I’ll be taking this. You can have
it back later.’ She turned the dildo off and put it on the bedside
table.

‘I told you, it’s not mine!’ She didn’t want
the woman to think that she was some pervert, always masturbating
with specialized tools. Despite the constant touching, the woman
didn’t seem predatory, just a bit… strange. Probably dedicated to
her job, maybe a little too much? But at least she was
better than the iciness of the Director. And from the look she was
giving Ji-Woo, she clearly didn’t believe her, but didn’t push the
issue.

‘So what are we doing? And where are we?’

‘Oh, this is a company apartment. Very
secure. After that… incident… at the club, then the decision was
made to try and keep you protected. There was some trouble with a
journalist, but the Director is persuading her to keep it to
herself. But it would be better if you, um, didn’t do anything like
that again? Although it must have been fun. Very brave of you,
going and displaying yourself publicly like that. The thought is
attractive, but I’d never be brave enough to actually do it.’

Ji-Woo looked at the tight red latex, showing
off the woman’s body, every curve and swell on display. ‘So, you’re
like a personal trainer?’

‘Something like that, and I’ll be looking
after you. And the other two as well. But no sneaking out!’ She
smiled at Ji-Woo, waggling a chiding finger. ‘And no toys! Although
it looks as though you were enjoying yourself.’

Ji-Woo looked around in alarm – were there
cameras? Emma reached out and stroked her head, then tapped her
collar. ‘You were very happy! Don’t worry, the Director wasn’t on
duty. She’s a lot more, uh, rigorous. So it’ll be our little
secret, OK? Just don’t do it again. I don’t want to have to use
this, I don’t like the marks it leaves on flesh.’ She raised the
prod and pulled the trigger, a bright white spark of lightning
moving between the prongs.

Ji-Woo tapped the collar herself, running her
fingers along it, still trying to find any crack or opening in it.
‘What does that mean?’

‘Oh, we keep an eye on your vitals. To make
sure you’re perfectly healthy, and not over-exerting yourself. Some
people push themselves too hard and injure themselves, or try and
sneak in more exercise than they should. This lets us keep track of
you. It’s for your own safety – we don’t want you drawing any more
attention, do we, if you go sneaking off! And it looks lovely with
your outfits, it really matches the blacks. Nice and sleek and
tight.’

‘How can I get it off?’ Ji-Woo pulled at it,
doing nothing but making herself splutter as she squashed the metal
against her throat.

‘I can remove it, or the Director, but
otherwise it stays on.’ Emma
took Ji-Woo’s hand and stoked it. ‘It’s for your own safety. Now,
shall we start? I need to check your reflexes and a few other
things. If you’d like to come with?’

She
pulled on Ji-Woo’s hand and tugged, pulling her away from the
bed, towards the
internal room. The door clicked shut behind them, the lights now
only on low, the air cold against Ji-Woo’s naked skin. Emma moved
around behind Ji-Woo, pressing herself tightly against her,
latex-clad body feeling strange, alive with heat but not proper
skin. The ground beneath her feet was strange as well – slightly
raised, a rubbery surface that flexed when she stood on
it.

‘Put these on
first.’

It was
another set of clothing,
the same as yesterday – a black band over her breasts, and skimpy
hot-pants, stretchy and elastic. Still, it was better than nudity,
and they felt good, how that snapped and pressed at her skin, snug
and tight.

Then Emma took
one of Ji-Woo’s hands and raised it, settling it through a hanging
loop which then tightened, pulling it upwards. This was repeated
with the other hand, so that Ji-Woo was having to stretch slightly,
not quite fully on tiptoes but straining her legs
already.

‘Now,
don’t worry – some of this might make you feel a little strange,
but it’s all part of the
testing. We need to measure your breathing and
respiration.’

Some of
the lockers were open, equipment gleaming in the low light, metal and plastic curves
that Ji-Woo couldn’t properly see. A breathing mask was brought up,
transparent plastic that covered her lower face. Rubber nose-plugs
slid up her nostrils, a soft rubbery tube sliding between her lips,
her breath misting it as a strap bound it tightly around her face.
A long and corrugated tube spiralled away into a box, and she had
to suck quite hard to get air into it. The hoops lifted themselves
higher, making herself stand on tiptoes now, still shorter than
Emma.

‘I’m
going to give you some
instructions, OK?

Ji-Woo
could feel spit welling up in her mouth, but she couldn’t push the
tube out with her
tongue. She rasped in another breath, not liking the prongs up her
nose.

‘Yeph. Iph
thiph nedeph?’

‘Oh yes,
we need to know just
what we’re working with. Now, raise your right knee as high as you
can.’

Ji-Woo
sighed, then laboured to suck in another breath as she obeyed, lifting her leg up high
and holding it there, glad of the hoops around her arms, using them
to take her weight.

‘Good, now the
other leg as well.’

Ji-Woo
gripped the loops tightly and strained to lift her weight up, both
legs in the air, knees
coming up to her chest. She held the pose, feeling her body shaking
from the tension, burning rapidly building up in her arms and core,
before she had to stop, putting her feet down. She must have been
lowered, and was now able to get all of her feet onto the ground.
It was hard to swallow now, the tube forcing her mouth open and
spit filling up.

‘Very
good. You can get warmed
up, and then I’ll attach a few things.’ Emma tapped a controller,
and the ground beneath Ji-Woo started to move, rolling away – it
was a running machine! She had to stride or risk getting dragged
backwards, as Emma smeared gel onto her fingers, approaching with
electro-stimulation pads. The metal cuffs on her ankles fit snugly
enough they didn’t chafe, but the extra weight made it just a
little harder to move.

Ji-Woo
shook her head and grunted – not more damn electricity! But
her protest was ignored
as sticky gel was smeared over her belly, Emma carefully putting
the things into place despite Ji-Woo’s movements, careful to stay
off the moving belt herself. They were put over her belly, then her
chest and buttocks, more going onto her thighs. She tried to shake
them off, but without any success, as the exercise machine got
faster beneath her.

‘We’ll
begin by testing your stamina and pain tolerance.’

‘Mmmphhh!?’ With the tube in her mouth, Ji-Woo couldn’t make
any coherent protest,
and the extra effort it took to breath through her mouth didn’t
help. She could see Emma’s eyes glance at the prod and shook her
head, then again to try and keep her own hair from her
eyes.

‘Don’t
worry – you’re so healthy, I’m sure this will be
fine.’

The first
twitches bit into her
belly, making her running rhythm stutter. It was only a light jolt,
but it made running even harder! She’d done a lot of aerobic
exercise before, but this was too much. She tried to pull her hands
free from the loops, but they were drawn tightly around her
wrists.

‘Grrphhh!’

The
running machine got faster, forcing Ji-Woo into a brisk jog. Emma
was watching her, making
some notes onto her tablet. ‘Just some details to confirm. Ji-Woo
Jeong?’

‘Yeph!’
If she answered, then
maybe this would be over with sooner!


‘Twenty-two?’

‘Yeph!’

‘Good.
The Director’s already taken your measurements. I might need
internal measurements
later, but those will do for now. It says here you’ve done a lot of
dance training, which I can believe.’

Her buttocks
were suddenly forced tense, and she would have stumbled if it
weren’t for the material supporting her hands and holding her up.
The jolts came in rapid succession, Emma moving behind her and
prodding a buttock. ‘Mmm, lovely and taut! There’s so many that are
flabby I have to work with.’

She had
to resist the urge to kick the woman – she was just doing
her job and didn’t seem
to take a sadistic pleasure in it, like the Director. But Ji-Woo
hated electricity and having control of her body wrenched from her!
A light tickling across her chest wasn’t as painful, but still made
her breath jump and hitch, her pants long and desperate. How long
was the damn tube? It must be reading her respiration rate or
something, but it took a lot of effort to pull any air down into
her lungs.

The belt
increased in speed again, and now she was jogging fast.

‘Hmmm, maybe I
should have put a helmet onto you first? Some people find that
relaxing.’

Ji-Woo
shook her head. Being
stuck with that empty grey mist and haze wasn’t as bad as the
lightning, but she didn’t like it either.

‘Hmmm, your
posture needs a little work.’

‘Grrphh!’
Of course she couldn’t stand properly, her arms were tied above her
head! But she tried to
move her shoulders back and keep herself in better alignment,
feeling sweat start to build up beneath her scant strips of
clothing. As the belt accelerated again, she pulled herself up by
her arms, her feet leaving the moving strip.

Several devices
all beeped, the whirring sound of the machine quietening as it
slowed. Then powerful surges of electricity ran into her – her
thighs, ass, stomach and neck all getting blasted. She spasmed,
unable to keep holding herself up, her feet dropping back to the
mat and skidding for a second, although it was only moving slowly
now.

Emma
tutted at her. ‘You need
to co-operate, otherwise the results will all be wrong! If you’re
good, then you might earn a treat. So if you get through this, then
you can have something nice.’

She
rubbed her hand across
Ji-Woo’s belly, smearing more gel across her. ‘Or do you like it
when the pads activate?’

Ji-Woo grunted
and shook her head.

‘OK. I’ll
get that done with
first, and then move onto stamina. I suppose doing them at the same
time might have been rushing things a bit.’

The bands
tightened, forcing Ji-Woo onto her toes again, just barely touching
the ground. Her body was stretched out and exposed as Emma tweaked
the pads slightly, her touch cool and sticky, Ji-Woo’s breath
hastening as much as she could manage with the tube locked to her
face.

She
whimpered, already tense, and then the electricity rippled through
her, a hammer-punch with no force, but still wrenching her body
from her control, her stomach tensing. It was a jerky, uncoordinated dance, and one
that stung and hurt. She couldn’t even relax properly, her body
getting forced to tense up, again and again.

Emma made
approving sounds, taking more notes. Ji-Woo was still tired from
running, her chest heaving before getting assaulted with electricity, lacking
the strength to protest intelligibly. The jolting jerks and spasms
continued, Emma occasionally leaning in to stroke her body,
insulated by her catsuit, murmuring something that was probably
meant to be comforting.

When it
finished, Ji-Woo hung
limp and numb, letting her arms take her weight.

‘Very good! You
were nice and obedient. Now, back to the stamina training, and then
a treat.’

The
moving belt started up again, Ji-Woo starting to run.
Her torso was numb now, but at
least she could manage to force her legs into movement as she was
lowered just enough to fully reach the ground, the thing
accelerating until she was running. Her collar jolted around on her
shoulders, irritating her flesh – couldn’t the damn thing at least
be padded? But it was hard to think properly, her eyes focusing on
the blank wall ahead of her, brain numb.

When the
belt whined to a stop, she sagged again, her knees knocking against
each other. Emma gave her a pat on the head. ‘Very good! Now, lastly I need to test
your respiration.’

‘…whhphhh?’
Hadn’t that already happened? What was the breathing tube for?

Emma
pressed her controller
again. When Ji-Woo went to inhale, there was no air there, no
matter how she sucked. She tried again, chest straining and
heaving, Emma’s comforting smile not making her feel any better.
Sparks danced in her eyes as she gulped and gasped, desperately
trying to suck in air, her lungs finding no relief. She twisted and
writhed, trying to knock away the tube with her arms but couldn’t
reach, dangling there, then trying to bring her legs up. The tube
was stiff, running straight out from her face, but maybe… She tried
bringing her knees up high, to use them to pull the thing off her
face.

As her
lungs burned for air, she started to lose consciousness, vision narrowing, her body
weakening even as she tried to lift her knees up high.

And then
air, blessed and breathable, suddenly flowed into her mouth again.
She gulped at it, the darkness fading from her vision. What the
hell had that
been?!

Emma stroked
her, Ji-Woo unable to shift away. How hard-core was this
“training”?

‘Very
good! You are exquisite! We’ll
be able to get you onto the advanced training right away.’ Emma
clapped her hands in delight, her smile broad and bright, Ji-Woo
only able to hang there and gasp. Whatever else she had to do, it
couldn’t be as bad as that! ‘Now, a few more sprints, and then time
for your treat.’


 Chapter Ten: A Reward is Offered

Ji-Woo sagged down, her body limp and covered with
sweat, as the treadmill slowed beneath her. Her legs felt like
jelly, her arms aching, sweat dripping into her eyes. She shook her
head, trying to clear her vision, watching Emma fearfully, in case
she pressed a button for the collar, to deny her oxygen, or to
start some hellish new training regime.

She tapped at her tablet again, Ji-Woo
tensing in dread before looking up at her with a smile. ‘Excellent!
Even better than I thought. Now, you must be exhausted?’

If it hadn’t been for the loops around her
wrists, Ji-Woo would have collapsed to the ground. She managed to
nod, the breathing mask still making it impossible to talk
properly.

‘And hydration as well, of course.’

Emma wrapped an arm around her waist,
supporting her as the loops came down. Ji-Woo’s arms flapped down,
sweaty flesh knocking together, her head resting on Emma’s
shoulder. Having the mask removed was a delight, able to inhale
freely, that damn tube finally out of her mouth, spit splashing to
the floor.

She let herself be drag-carried outside. The
bedroom no longer had a bed – through her daze, Ji-Woo could make
out thin black lines on the wall, where the thing must have folded
up and away. One way of making the most out of a small space!
Although hopefully it would come back when she wanted to sleep.

It was all she could do to keep her feet
beneath her as Emma dragged her along, back into the main room. The
windows were tinted dark – it was impossible to see outside, no
sign of what time of day or night it was. With the windows solid
black, the apartment could have been underground rather than high
up. The lights in the ceiling illuminated sharp points of light,
everything between them cast into stark darkness. The surface of
the table gleamed beneath them.

There was a movement from the darkness, a
figure stepping into the light. Ji-Woo tried to hide herself behind
Emma, fearful that it was the Director, but it was one of the
attendants, a sleek and shiny mini-dress sheathing their body,
surgical mask covering their face. The only way that Ji-Woo could
recognize them was from the blue slash of hair.

They dipped their head, as Emma helped Ji-Woo
over to the table. She leaned on it, glad of the support, her whole
body drenched with sweat.

‘I wasn’t expecting anyone else.’

‘Ma’am must be pampered.’

‘Don’t you have other assignments?’

‘Ma’am must be pampered.’

Emma sighed. ‘Well, I suppose since you’re
here you can help. Sorry, Ji-Woo, she’s a fan of yours.’ They
nodded their head several times in a show of enthusiasm. ‘Well,
she’s just completed her assessment, and done excellently. So she
deserves a treat, because she’s a good girl.’

Ji-Woo managed a wan smile – the praise was
nice, but she felt exhausted. And needed food and water! She
pulled herself up onto the table, sitting on the edge, sweaty skin
sticking to the surface, glad that it leached away some of her
heat.

The attendant approached, holding out a
bottle of water. She cracked it open and held it out, Ji-Woo
gratefully taking it, drinking half of it down with a gulp. It
tasted off, slightly chalky and medicinal, but maybe that was
normal over here? ‘Thank you.’

‘Ma’am must be pampered.’ They repeated their
earlier words, the tone exactly the same.

‘So, do you like my music?’

They nodded, making a happy sound, eyes
bright.

‘Uh, do you have a name?’

Emma spoke, her voice tinged with
disapproval. ‘We try and avoid the staff getting too familiar with
the clients. It doesn’t entirely fit the image we want to portray
and may lead to problems. Although this one is normally very
well-behaved, which is why she is permitted a little personal
touch.’

The woman shrunk in on herself, her eyes
wide, until Emma sighed again.

‘Very well, you can stay.’

They made an excited squeak.

‘But don’t be a problem to Miss Jeong.’

They shook their head again.

‘I don’t suppose you know who put the
vibrator into her training unit? That was unauthorized.’

Dark eyes
met Ji-Woo’s, the hint
of a smirk, before they shook their head.

‘Hmmm. It
may have been an accident, I suppose. Some of the
newer girls are a bit
rough around the edges, and not fully trained yet. But you’ve been
excellent. Enough that you’re allowed to have this.’ A red-wrapped
hand reached out and tweaked the blue forelock. ‘So, would you like
to give Miss Jeong her shower, while I prepare something for
her?’

They gave
a happy nod, then reached an arm around Ji-Woo. The contact of
flesh-on-flesh made her jump, feeling strange after being
man-handled by Emma, wrapped in her latex. She was too tired to
resist, letting herself
be carried towards the bathroom.

As soon
as she was in the shower, water started streaming down on her,
lovely and warm. The
attendant supported her, squirting shower gel into her hands and
rubbing it over Ji-Woo’s aching limbs, working up a lather. Ji-Woo
let them, too numb to ask questions. Their fingers were light and
warm, massaging her flesh.

The
fingers teased between her legs, and she shivered, shaking her
head. The hand withdrew, and she was pushed down to her knees.
There was a rubber tray on the base of the shower, softening the impact on her
knees. She smelled shampoo before fingers started to rub at her
scalp, easing it into her hair. She slumped back against them,
waiting until they had finished, the water flow stopping. She
stayed kneeling, the woman stepping away, then returning with a
fluffy towel, using it to dry her off, before helping her back to
her feet, wrapping the towel around her.

She
pressed her body tightly against Ji-Woo’s own, her latex mini-dress
still wet, then helped
her back outside. The room was still only illuminated by spots of
light. With the surfaces only visible as vague gleams, it made the
room look huge, stretching into unseen distances. Emma had gotten
some of her equipment ready on the table, a yoga mat rolled out on
the surface. There was a black box with several wires coming out of
it that Ji-Woo didn’t like the look of, something bright and shiny
on the end of the wires.

She was
still too weak to protest, and there wasn’t anywhere she could go
anyway, so she let
herself get dragged onto the table and lay on the mat, her body
limp and passive. From here, she could see that the wire led to a
metal rod with spikes on the end. It looked too close to a torture
device for Ji-Woo’s liking, designed to hurt rather than do
anything useful or pleasurable.

A wire
was plugged into her collar, a hidden panel popping open
to admit it, the thing rumbling
happily as it was recharged. ‘Just to keep you topped off. This
will be a deep massage – to work out any stress you may
have.’

Ji-Woo was so
limp she felt like a warm puddle, laying on her back, arms
sprawled. The attendant took her wrist, stroking it and then
wrapping a cuff around it, a strap binding it to somewhere out of
her sight. She gave it a weary tug – it wasn’t another damn
resistance band, was it? It seemed to be rigid, holding her limb
stretched out, before her other arm was taken and stretched out in
the same way.

A hand
touched her back, wrapped in latex, as Emma ran a finger down her spine. Her legs
were taken and spread as well, leaving her spread-eagled face-down
on the surface. The window was ahead of her, a deep glossy black
revealing nothing other than a mottled reflection of her own face,
the vague forms of Emma and the attendant moving behind her. An
English fan! Strange how that had worked out.

She sank
down against the mat, then tensed up as an electric motor thrummed
into life. She twisted around, trying to see what it was – Emma had
something in her hands, but Ji-Woo couldn’t make out what it was.

Fingers
brushed against her back, oil getting rubbed into her skin. The
sensation made her shiver, the stuff getting spread evenly over her torso, then onto
her arms, sides, and then over her buttocks. A finger ran between
her buttocks, pushing lightly against her butthole and she tensed
up, the finger withdrawing. That was too far!

The
buzzing sound got closer, and then something touched the bottom of
her spine, vibrating and buzzing against her skin, a set of rubbery
pads throbbing and
rubbing. The vibration was powerful, running through her, vibrating
her entire body. When she spoke, her voice wobbled and shook as her
chest buzzed.

‘Thhaaatttt feeeelllllssss ggreeeaaattt…’ She didn’t bother
speaking more, not liking the distorted sound of her voice, but the massager was
powerful, hammering at her skin, melting her muscles. Hands gripped
and rubbed at her calves, pressing her down onto the thin matting,
then moving onto the soles of her feet. The contact made her
twitch, managing to suppress a full shiver. A thumb shoved into the
middle of her foot, and she succumbed entirely, going utterly limp
and letting herself be at their mercy.

The
throbbing massager ran up and down her back, hammering away without
mercy, tendering all her
flesh, her feet getting rubbed and stroked. This wasn’t too bad!
Although having to be strapped down was annoying. The straps had no
give – her limbs were stretched out, not quite to full extension
but enough that she could barely move.

A
ringtone sounded out,
harsh and insistent, the motion of the massager stopping, heads
hammering away at her shoulder blade before moving away. She heard
Emma’s voice. ‘My apologies.’ There were gaps in the conversation,
Ji-Woo unable to hear the other side of it. ‘Really?’ ‘That’s a
shame, I had hoped she would adjust better.’ ‘I’ll be there as soon
as I can.’

She hung
up. ‘Unfortunately, something has come up with Aeri, and I need to go and tend
to that. I will leave you in the hands of my colleague.’ She drew
them aside, murmuring something that Ji-Woo couldn’t hear, before
walking away. Ji-Woo could see her red reflection in the dark
window, before she threw a long coat on, red latex vanishing
beneath heavier material.

Her heels
clicked towards the door
before it opened and then shut behind her. Ji-Woo tried tugging on
the restraints, but they didn’t budge. A hand brushed against her
shoulder, then down her back, before the vibrating massager was
pushed against her spine.

The
vibrations thrummed through her, shaking her body. After the brutal enforced
exercise, having to do nothing but lay down and be pampered made a
nice change! Her stomach roiled and gurgled, hunger running through
her.

The
massager was removed, the woman walking around and then
bending over, her face close to
Ji-Woo’s, patting her on the head. Her stomach rumbled again, the
woman nodding and then moving away.

It didn’t
take long for her to return and come back with a bottle of murky paste. Ji-Woo groaned
as the woman winked at her, then pulled a sachet of something out
of her cleavage, before opening the bottle and pouring the powder
in, sealing the bottle and shaking it. The white paste turned a
muddy brown, somehow managing to look even less
appetising.

A hand
stroked her cheek,
before shoving something into her mouth, another rubbery tube
sliding between her teeth, strap going around her head and buckling
shut. A metal tube was screwed into place, the bottle going onto
the top. It was like a hamster feeder! The paste started to ooze
into her mouth, flowing at a regular rate.

It passed
into her mouth, thick like a milkshake. But instead of the bitter taste of
before, this was more like… chocolate? She sucked at it, letting
more of it flow into her mouth. Yes, definitely chocolate. She made
a murmur of approval – if she had to eat food-paste, then
chocolate-flavoured was better than
oddly-like-cum-flavoured.

As she
“ate”, the woman returned to her massage. Having her body
shaken and jolted while
her mouth was full was an odd sensation, making her have to be
careful not to choke herself, swallowing in quick gulps between
buzzes. But it felt so good!

Then
metal poked against her buttock – not sharp enough to pierce
the skin but prodding
into her ass. The sensation moved, another spur poking as the first
moved away, the sensation moving over her skin. She tensed her
backside, trying to move the thing away, wanting just the pleasure
of the massage, but it just kept on moving over her backside, then
up onto her spine.

Despite the
poking, it was oddly relaxing, a series of nudges and spikes,
further breaking any tension she felt. Then electricity sparked
out, into her spine. She grunted as her lower back was forced to
tense, the rolling metal spikes teasing upwards. Not more goddam
electricity! When she tried to protest, it came out as a grunt,
more of the paste flowing into her mouth. There wasn’t enough flex
in the cords for her to drum her hands against the table in
protest, but she could wriggle her knees and grunt.

‘Ma’am must be pampered.’

Ji-Woo
grunted again, knocking her knees against the table. She didn’t
need to be shocked and zapped all the damn time! For a moment, the
poking thing withdrew itself, then jabbed against her buttocks,
making them tense together.

‘Mppphhh!’ That
was too much! Another poke made her buttocks tense, a finger
sliding between them again, pushing against her asshole. ‘Grrrph!’
She wasn’t into that!

‘Sorry,
ma’am.’

‘Hmmmphhh.’ Then the wonderful massaging device was used
again, thrumming and
throbbing away, easing her tension again. She relaxed into the
sensation – not that she had much choice, but it felt good, and
being pampered was amazing.

A finger
slid along her buttock, down to the top of her thigh, then downwards and towards her
crotch. It teased against her slit and she wriggled her body,
making a sound of pleasure. She’d never had a happy ending after a
massage before!

It didn’t
take much to get her wet, two fingers spreading her open, then pushing into her.
Whatever they were smeared with made her pussy tingle, skilled
fingers pleasuring her. That felt so good! She wriggled her hips in appreciation, feeling two
fingers slide into her, then slowly pump in and out. She’d rather
be untied, and without the feeding-gag, but being pampered and
looked after like this had some compensations!

The
tingling gel made her inner folds tense up, pleasure spreading up her body, a
soothing and gentle heat. After the harshness of the workout, this
felt so good! She made happy grunting noises, happy to be pleasured
like this!

She
closed her eyes, letting the pleasure swell and rise up, taking
slow breaths, the taste of chocolate pooling on her tongue. She
shifted about the tiny amount she could, trying to get the
fingers to probe deeper
into her body, happy to take it slowly, the paste making her belly
feel surprisingly full.

Her
breathing quickened, pleasure there,
dangling, sweet and close, as she tried to close her thighs,
wanting to drag those fingers into herself. Their movement
quickened, and she clenched her hands, feeling it get closer and
closer. The fingers suddenly withdrew themselves, leaving her
hanging, close but not quite there. She whined and tried to grind
against the surface beneath her, but there was no leverage, nothing
for just that little bit more she needed!

The
attendant moved around to her front, patting her on the head before
unscrewing the bottle. The woman put it to one side, but didn’t
remove the gag, instead sliding a finger into Ji-Woo’s
mouth. She could taste herself,
the tang of her own pussy-juice, rolling her tongue around the
finger. Ji-Woo whined again, trying to beg with her eyes – just a
little more! In her other hand, the woman had a crinkled black
plastic thing, shaking it out into a hood with patches over the
eyes.

Ji-Woo
tried to protest, tongue flapping against the finger, as the hood
was flicked open. The finger withdrew, both hands being used to
pull the neck open. It slid over Ji-Woo’s head, cutting off
her sight. Hands tugged
and tweaked it into place, until she could breathe through her nose
and mouth. Then a needle pricked into her neck, something running
into her veins, and her body went entirely limp.


 Chapter Eleven: Locked Into Training

Water hissed against Ji-Woo’s body, soft and warm,
hands gently brushing against her skin. She could feel her weight
being supported by her wrists, water splashing and pooling around
her feet. She tried blinking, but something was still covering her
eyes. She tensed her arms and legs to support herself better,
enjoying the warmth, although not being able to see was unnerving.
Another body pressed against her, latex-wrapped breasts squashing
against her back, a slick-smooth hand cupping her own breast,
before tickling down her stomach, circling her navel and making her
breath hitch.

She could feel arousal starting to build,
intensifying as a finger teased around her slit. Between the water
and her own juices it would easily be able to slip into her, and
she tried to thrust her hips forward, wanting to be penetrated! But
the finger withdrew, before flicking her sensitive skin, making her
shiver in pain and pleasure.

Ji-Woo could feel the slight vibration as she
opened her mouth and spoke, but couldn’t hear her own voice, her
ears plugged, making her feel numb and trapped, her body a separate
thing from herself. ‘What’s… what’s going on?’

An arm wrapped around her waist, a female
body pressing tightly against her from behind, the water and their
latex-skin combining to form an odd sensation, as she couldn’t tell
how much of the slipperiness was from water, and how much was from
the latex. But they felt warm and their touch was soft, rubbing up
a lather onto Ji-Woo’s skin, cleaning her skin off accumulated
sweat and grime.

A sudden blast of cold water hissed against
her, washing away the suds, before cutting off. She managed to make
herself stand, feeling cold water trickle down her skin, starting
to shiver, body now cold. Padded cuffs were around her wrists,
hanging from the ceiling, not releasing her when she tugged on
them.

Hands spread her buttocks apart, a finger
pushing against her butthole. She grunted in protest and tried to
pull away, but the arm stayed tight around her waist, the finger
pushing inwards and violating her, forcing its way into her. It
squirmed and twisted around, an uncomfortable intrusion, especially
as she was now cold and shivering. When it withdrew, she could feel
her asshole starting to close up, but then something else pushed
against her asshole.

This thing was larger, slippery with lube,
big enough to make her hiss in discomfort as it was slowly and
inexorably forced into her body. It felt massive! She tried tensing
to keep it out, but whoever was there didn’t relent, until it was
so far into her that it slid into her, a fat bulb lodging inside of
her, not moving no matter how she clenched and tensed her body.

‘Get it out!’ Her voice was still a strange,
numb buzz, more felt than heard, as she tugged on her restraints, a
hand playfully swatting her buttocks. The hand stroked its way up
her body, stroking her flesh, softly pinching a breast, before
cradling her chin and pushing strong fingers into her jaw, forcing
her lips open.

Too late, Ji-Woo tried to clamp her mouth
shut, but padded metal was already being pushed between her lips,
forcing them open. A mumbled protest vibrated through her throat,
metal in front of and between her teeth. She probed around with her
tongue, sliding wetly off a finger, before probing at the metal. It
was a solid ring, and she couldn’t dislodge it with her tongue, as
two straps locked it around her head.

‘Gppppphhh!’ She tried shaking her head,
feeling her hair brush against her bare back and shoulders. That
earned her another gentle swat of the buttocks, before a soft towel
dried her off. She tugged on her wrists again, wanting to be freed,
trying to twist the gag-ring out of her mouth, without any
success.

When she was completely dry, the hands
started to rub her all over, but now they were coated with some
oily gel, coating her skin. She had no choice but to let herself be
oiled, the hands rubbing it all over her body, paying particular
attention to her breasts, belly and slit, making her feel warm and
tingly. With her ears and eyes blocked, something in her asshole,
and the impossibility of speaking, she felt numb and contained,
stuffed up and not entirely awake.

Hands brushed against her ankles, lifting a
foot, making her shiver. The now-familiar feeling of latex brushed
against her skin, the material snapping tightly around her ankles.
Trousers? Or something with shoes built in, heels suddenly boosting
her higher, thin spikes treacherous beneath her heels, forcing her
feet into tight arches.

Whatever oil had been smeared all over her
eased the material’s movement, as it consumed her legs, trapping
her within itself. Fingers spread her pussy wide, the air against
it making her head reel, before a bumped curve of metal slid into
her. It made her shake and wriggle, wanting to either get off, or
get the thing out, but instead the latex was pulled upwards,
sealing it into her, and locking away more and more of her skin.
She tried moving, tottering on the heels, finding it a struggle –
it felt even thicker and tighter than anything she’d worn before,
closer to the vac-bed than clothing.

As it consumed more and more of her body, it
made her feel claustrophobic, but also comforted – it was a tight
embrace, and one she couldn’t escape. It pulled against her belly,
then her arms were released. She wobbled for a moment, struggling
to stand in the high heels, needing the support of whoever was
dressing her. Her hands were guided into gloves and sleeves, the
material forcing her hands into curves, that she could only fight
against for a few seconds before giving in and letting it shape her
hands and fingers. It came up and around her breasts, cups in the
material shaping them, before the back zipped up, and her body was
completely locked in.

She flexed her shoulders, fighting against
her second skin as much as she could, mewling a protest through her
ring-gag. Her dresser moved away, removing her support, and she
staggered, only just able to find a wall in time. Hands grabbed her
shoulders and pushed her forward, as she tried to keep her balance,
arms blindly fumbling around. The heels were brutal, feeling as
though they were at least 4 inches, her feet forced into
arches.

She stumbled as her heel caught on something
on the ground, glad of the support as she was pushed forward – with
her ears blocked, she couldn’t even hear the sound of her own
footstep! All her senses seemed soft and numb, the entire world
vague. Keeping her arms extended placed more strain on her
shoulders, her outfit continually trying to pull them back inwards.
It made keeping her posture easy at least, her shoulders pulled
smartly back, her head held high and proud.

She wondered what she looked like – sleek and
sexual, her shape shown in full detail, but her actual flesh
sheathed in tight and clinging black. Without the blindfold, then
she’d be something that others could look at, but never touch or
possess, able to tease and entice. She tried walking with greater
self-assurance, swaying her hips, trying to smile although the gag
prevented it. The material felt nicer than she’d expected, the
tightness comforting rather than constricting.

A hand patted her between the shoulder blades
– was that approval? Well, it was better than punishment! Although
the things pushed inside of her were overly intrusive, especially
whatever was in her ass.

‘The performer will be tested further. She
has already surpassed expectations, but must continue.’

She raised her hands towards her face,
wanting to remove the blindfold, but a sharp electric sting jolted
her neck, making her yelp in pain before letting her arm fall back
into position. A hand rubbed her head, trying to comfort her.
Latex-wrapped fingers brushed against her face, lifting the
blindfold away. Not that it made any difference – she couldn’t see
anything but darkness. Rubber padding moved against her head, a
seal around her eyes, another strap around her head.

Ji-Woo tried growling, not liking this,
wanting to be able to see something. She tried pushing against
whoever it was, but a hand grabbed her arm and pulled it down. They
were stronger than she was, easily overpowering her with just one
hand, a slippery finger sliding into her mouth and pressing against
her tongue.

She bent her head in resignation, feeling the
weight of the thing on her face. A light blipped on, making her
wince, and showing her an empty, sterile room, plain white walls
that were utterly bare. The padded walls and floor she could see
didn’t match with the hard floor she could feel, the disassociation
making her feel slightly queasy.

More soft rubber pressed against her face,
this time around her nose and mouth, her breath forced short by it.
A prong pushed into her mouth, forcing her to breathe through her
nose only. Whoever else was in here with her didn’t show in her
vision, as their hands stroked and tugged at her, tweaking the
latex. Something pushed against her crotch, then against her
backside, and she could feel the resistance of tubing now whenever
she moved. She didn’t dare move her hands close to it, in case that
gave her another shock.

‘The performer will begin her training.’ Was
that her imagination, or was there a touch of warmth in the
electronic and icy tones? A shadowy image appeared in the edge of
her vision, moving as she turned her head, always in the periphery
of her sight, trailing in her vision like a ghost.

She followed the movements given, stretching
her legs out, feeling the plugs shift inside of her. Having
something in every hole was uncomfortable! But also kind of
arousing, even if she’d never had her asshole stretched out like
this before. Dropping into a squat, with one leg stretched to the
side, felt like she was starting to dance. Moving felt good, her
muscles taut and ready for action. When she shook her head, she
could feel the hose connected to her face drag at her, trailing
upwards.

As she moved, heat built up, unable to cool
down through the latex, sweat starting to build up, even though she
hadn’t done much yet. She was forced to suckle on the prong in her
mouth, following the movements of the floating ghost-shape, the
only thing visible against the stark white walls.

‘The performer will be rewarded or
punished.’

Liquid, thick and sticky, flowed into her
mouth, and she had to swallow it quickly or risk drowning. The
taste was slightly salty, the sensation and the flavor reminding
her too much of cum.

The movements were faster now, although she
could keep up still. Was she still being watched? She wanted a
bigger audience than just one person, if they were even still here!
Music started to play, a tune she recognized, and she moved in
rhythm with it.

The metal inside her pussy gave her a
pleasant tingle, and she let herself relax for a moment, savoring
the momentary pleasure. She felt warm though, uncomfortably so,
heat spilling over her body, hot lines against her body. Sweat
oozed from her skin, trapped against the latex, unable to
escape.

The white walls faded away, to reveal the
darkness of an audience, neon-bright glowsticks snapping in time
with the beat. Thinking clearly was too hard, the heat fogging her
senses, and the feel of the crowd, even if they were an illusion,
making her feel happy and satisfied.

More liquid flowed into her mouth, keeping
her sustained as she moved. But there was only so long she could
keep going, before her body started to flag, her limbs slowing. Her
collar nipped at her neck, but even that only spurred her on a
little.

Her movements kept slowing down, a chill
creeping into her limbs. Further cold pushed into her asshole, a
bitingly cold fluid pumping inside of her. She could feel it inside
of her, cold and heavy, filling her up. She couldn’t push it out,
feeling a flush of shame that helped to push back the cold, just a
little bit, as her body was violated against her will, again. The
thing in her pussy was chilling as well now, cold and painful
against her still-slick folds. Her tongue rubbed against the prong
in her mouth, a squirt of cold liquid making her teeth ache.

Ji-Woo’s arms and legs were slower to move
now, the sweat cooling into clammy stickiness, coating her body.
With her body cold, and her bowels forced full of the cold fluid,
it was more of a strain to move. Her arms and legs were stiff and
ungainly, the cold starting to make her shiver. The cheers of the
crowd slowed, becoming boos and jeers, making her whimper in
dejection.

She tried to force herself to dance for them,
running her hands down her body. Her fingers were numb now, from
both the cold and the latex, her body not moving like she wanted it
to. The cold liquid filled her mouth, forcing her to swallow it,
chilling her from the inside-out, and she stumbled, falling to her
knees. What she could see didn’t move as she expected it to, making
her feel queasy, her sense of self and place slipping. She felt
tears, hot on her face, the booing of the crowd getting even
louder. She wanted to dance, to please them, but her body wouldn’t
do what she wanted to!

Ji-Woo couldn’t muster the strength to stand.
She waggled her tongue, wanting to be able to talk, to beg to be
allowed to perform properly, the coldness too much for her to take,
curling up and trying to preserve herself…

 


Harsh electrical snaps woke her up, stinging
her neck. Music surged, and she was on her feet without realizing
it. As she performed for the crowd, her mind was too numb to wonder
where they had come from or where she was, but it felt good and
natural to perform, urged on by a warm twisting behind her legs.
The crowd cheered for her, making her smile, at least as much as
she could. Her body heated up again, unnaturally fast, every
movement tiring and draining her. But the cheers of the crowd made
her feel delirious with pleasure, of being at the center of
everyone’s attention, loved and adored! But she had to be
perfect.

Every time she failed, stumbled, or was too
slow, then the cold would encroach again, punishing and chilling
her. It hurt, stinging into her deeper than any blow, numbing and
slowing her entire body, making her try and move better, until she
could earn the warmth again, the ecstatic cheers of the crowd. She
needed to make them happy, to be their idol, worshipped and
adored!

But she could only manage so long, and sooner
or later, her body would give up. And then the cold would overcome
her, pushing into her ass, reduce her limbs to inflexible and
shaking lumps, until she stumbled and fell to the jeers of the
crowd, the cycle repeating anew. She was getting better, wanted to
get better, wanted to get perfect! But the cold hurt her,
forcing her to be slow and weak.

She lost herself in the cycle of hot and
cold, the movement shaping and forging her body, her mind subsumed
in motion and physicality, the edge of an orgasm always present
between her legs, but something she wasn’t allowed. She tried, in
the tired haze of movement, to touch herself, but every time she
tried, she got shocked or frozen, cold fluid pumping into her ass,
distending her from the inside-out, only getting pumped out later.
Her mouth would get pumped full of cum-paste to keep her sustained,
ensuring she could keep going, but it was getting harder and harder
to think. The cheers of the crowd sustained her, but their boos cut
deep, shame driving her on, until the darkness claimed her
again.


 Chapter Twelve: Girls on Film

Hazy dreams of being wrapped up, bound and trapped in
thick, sticky mud filled Ji-Woo’s head. She couldn’t quite fully
sleep, the latex sheet sucked down over her body, trapping her
within it, making it impossible to move. There was no sound, her
earplugs dense enough to absorb anything she might hear, the only
sensation she wasw aware of was the rise and fall of her chest,
straining against her containment with every breath. Whenever she
tried to move, the stuff fought back against her, keeping her
pinned in place, like a scientific specimen, the earbuds filtering
her hearing to white noise, in the rare moments she was consciously
aware of it.

Despite her inability to move, there was
still dim and vague sensation, a pleasurable teasing between her
legs, a focus of pressure, a gentle vibration thrumming against
her. She tried to wriggle against it, wanting more, but couldn’t
actually move herself at all, not even able to open her eyes. The
gentle pressure vibrated against her slit, making her strain
happily in her captivity, whining when it stopped, leaving her
hanging and unfulfilled. Was it just once this happened, or several
times? She couldn’t tell, other than that her throbbing and
yearning was getting more pointed over time, her body wanting a
climax. The plug in her ass didn’t help, fluid pushing into her to
clean her out, more of her body beyond her control.

She drifted through several vague cycles of
dozing and half-sleep, each time straining against the sheet,
wondering if it was time to get up yet. Several times, she felt
electricity sting at her muscles, wrenching control of her own body
even further from her, as her arms or legs or belly were made to
twitch. The tiny stabs made her slide closer to wakefulness,
twitching like a dozing animal, unable, or not allowed to, control
her own body.

At times, her mouth was filled – flavorless
sludge flowing into her mouth, easy to swallow without even needing
chewing. Always with that chalky aftertaste, but it filled her
belly, even as her mind felt numb and foggy.

As she drifted through another cycle of hazy
maybe-dreams, all of the electrodes on her body sparked in unison,
harsher now, snapping and snarling at her skin, making her body
twist and tense up with pain, jerking her into something closer to
wakefulness.

Ji-Woo strained against the latex sheet,
trying to move her arms, feeling her muscles surge. She wanted to
be outside of it! But it was too strong, pulling her back into
position, trapping her as effectively as any cage. She tried again,
managing to get an arm further away, moving it slightly closer to
her body, just for a moment, before it got yanked back.
Claustrophobia suddenly swept over her, sending her into a spasm of
panic, the darkness and the pressure too much, making her fight and
strain, desperate for freedom, despite the implacable embrace of
it.

She sagged back down, drained from the
struggle, breathing heavily, even that more of a challenge than it
should have been. Let her go! Hadn’t she been trained enough!? Or
at least let her see something, even the vague and hazy
swirls were better than having her eyes pressed shut.

It was impossible to tell if she slept or not
again, before the latex sheet started to release itself from her
skin, a reverse kiss as air flowed back into the vacuum, releasing
her body from the tight grip. She wasn’t sure if it was really
happening at first, wondering if it was another dream or a
treacherous physical sensation, before it peeled away from her body
entirely, a hand stroking down her body.

Sunlight, bright and clear and blessed,
stroked against her face, and she breathed freely for the first
time in what seemed like forever. For long moments, she didn’t even
open her eyes, just enjoying the sensation of not being trapped and
bound.

When she managed to summon up the strength to
open her eyes, she could see that she was in a room she didn’t
recognize, with racks of costumes opposite, and a make-up mirror,
electric lights bright. There was a glass skylight above her,
sunlight streaming through over her body, the whole sensation
feeling vague and dreamlike still, the plug in her ass heavy and
making her feel stretched and full.

She sat up, the freedom to move her arms
feeling strange. The attendant with the blue streak was there,
wearing a green latex mini-dress, stockings and garters on her
legs, face half-covered by a surgical mask as usual. A hand touched
her shoulder, making her jump, as she twisted to see the Director,
wearing her usual silk mini-dress, hands wrapped in surgical
gloves. Ji-Woo tried to pull away, but the grip was too strong,
fingers digging into her shoulder.

‘The performer will be made ready.’ The
woman’s other hand gestured at the racks of outfits. ‘To increase
her value and show her worth. The problems have not yet been dealt
with, and the performer must not be exposed to public view.’

It took long moments for Ji-Woo to catch up
and process this, her mind still slow. ‘A music video? OK, sure.
And we can’t go out yet? Still?’

The woman nodded, before hooking fingers
through Ji-Woo’s collar and pulling her to her feet. The floor
beneath her was concrete – were they in a warehouse? That would
make sense for a studio shoot.

‘What about Lily and Aeri?’

She was pulled forward towards the array of
cosmetics and pushed onto a chair. The attendant descended in a
flurry of brushes and lipstick and combs, making her look like she
hadn’t just woken up from however long trapped inside the damn
thing – her eyes were rimmed with black, her lashes now long and
fluffy, her lips soft and red. Fingers pulled on her eyelids,
pulling them open, a cool, wet disc getting pushed onto her eye,
the process repeated on the other side. When she was allowed to
move, she blinked, settling them into place, looking at herself in
the mirror – she looked gorgeous, her eyes now a brilliant
blue, an unnaturally bright color from the contacts. Everything
more than a few meters away seemed blurry, fading into a deep blur
beyond several paces, an annoying side-effect of the lenses. But
she could manage to see anything close by, so should be able to
manage.

Then she was dragged back to her feet and
moved over to one of the outfit racks – everything on there looked
shiny, lacy, skimpy or all three, strips of latex or gauze held
together with leather straps, or tight material that would swaddle
and embrace her body. After being enclosed within the training
thing for so long, the thought of being wrapped up tightly again
seemed unappealing.

‘The performers are being prepared.’

The Director pulled one of the outfits from
the rack – it was a schoolgirl uniform, with a tiny, pleated skirt
and a virtually transparent shirt, that looked like something a
hooker would wear. She held it up against Ji-Woo’s body, then shook
her head. Ji-Woo was still too dazed to properly speak but agreed
with her – that had been far too slutty! She was content to stand
there, entirely naked as clothing whispered against itself, hangers
rattling. She barely responded even when the attendant moved up
behind her, gently pressing against her from behind.

The first outfit that came up was a
mini-dress, swiftly pulled over her head. It was made of soft and
stretchy fabric, but it was the same tone as her skin except for
wavy black lines and patterns over it. After the oppressive latex,
it felt light and breathy, but she still tried to pluck at the hem
to pull it down further, aware that it barely covered her backside,
leaving her feeling exposed.

Before she could protest further, the
Director and the attendant both tweaked and twisted the dress into
position. She looked down at herself – it was technically opaque,
but the way it matched her skin-tone made it seem more indecent, as
though all that was covering her body was floating patterns above
her skin. Her mind still felt numb though, her jaw sore from
straining against the latex for so long, as she let platform heels
get strapped onto her feet, pushing her several inches upwards.

A hand stroked against her cheek, fingers
sliding inside her mouth, slick and gloved, probing against her
tongue, making her grunt in protest. The Director regarded her
coolly before nodding and pulling her forward again.

The “changing room” had been made with some
temporary partitions in one corner of a larger space. She couldn’t
see how large it was, only that it went further than the area she
could see, resisting the urge to squint, not wanting to ruin her
makeup or look ugly. If there was any ambient noise, she couldn’t
tell, earbuds blocking everything out.

She could just about make out the white
sheets of a photography area, along with a black metal stool, the
suggestion of movement – there must be a team to take pictures?

‘The performer is to make herself look
attractive.’

‘I can manage that!’ She shook the woman off
and walked towards the stool, already rolling her hips, adopting a
slow and sultry walk that showed off her body, making sure to put
each foot directly in front of the other, even though it made her
harder to maintain balance, making a smiling pout as she looked
towards where she thought the camera was, unable to see more than a
vague blur. Without anything on beneath the dress, and aware of the
yearning wetness between her legs, she tried not to take too large
steps, in case there was a visible sheen on her thighs.

A flashbulb went off, stinging her eyes, but
she tried not to show any reaction as it burst again, strobing
bright after-images in its wake. Without any direction, she was
left to her own initiative, sitting on the stool and putting her
hands on her head, thrusting her chest out, legs turned to the side
to show off her thighs, the dress so short it didn’t cover them.
She slowly leaned backwards, careful not to fall off, stretching
herself out, hopefully showing off her body more, camera bulbs
flashing brightly again and again.

‘Next outfit.’ The instruction came through
loud and clear, and she dismounted from the stool, trying to
remember which direction she had come in from. A darker blur was
visible on one side, so she walked towards that, glad when it
turned out to be the Director.

‘This is a bit of an image change. Are we
going for more of a “sexy” concept? It’s nicer than being cute and
fluffy, I guess.’

There was no response as the dress was pulled
over her head, leaving her naked again, but only for a few moments.
Her next outfit was a red PVC jacket going over her top, tight red
hotpants beneath. It felt strange against her skin, tacky and
sticky, a wide PVC strip around the waist being used to knot it
shut, the top open enough to show her cleavage, and boots that came
up just over her knee, the jacket only coming down to the top of
her thighs.

When she was thrust out again, she imagined
the fans seeing these pictures, their cocks hardening at the
thought of her. Of course, they wouldn’t know she was virtually
naked beneath (as she twisted her shoulders back and tweaked the
cleavage a little, showing just a little more), but they’d all be
imagining her body, something that they could never have. She
spread her legs a little wider, the jacket just about long enough
to cover her crotch, but having the material so tight against her
felt good. Her body was warm and fuzzy, and she raised two fingers
to her lips, licking them seductively as the camera flashed, then
posed with her arms behind her waist, back straight, wondering what
sort of album cover the outfit could be for.

After more pictures were taken, she was
subjected to another costume change, the jacket replaced with a
latex bustier that zipped up at the front and some tight hot-pants,
snugly fitting along her skin. The knee-high boots were replaced
with thigh-high boots, still heeled, and then she was pushed in
front of the camera again.

At least it was easy to pose in, as she
angled her body and smiled vacantly, still unable to see what was
happening. The same thing must be happening to Lily and Aeri?
Although Aeri had always hated this sort of thing, preferring not
to flaunt her body quite as much. She blew a kiss towards the blur
she thought was the cameraman, raising a palm to her face and
blowing along it. The thigh-boots worked well to show off her legs
and thighs, although every time she bent over, the back of the
jacket pushed against the plug, reminding her of its presence. She
leaned backwards, running fingers between her thighs, having to
inhale deeply at the rush of pleasure, wanting to touch herself
more, but not when there was a camera pointed directly at her!

She couldn’t resist staring straight at it
though, drawing her fingers up her thighs, slowly savoring the
sensation, unable to resist spreading her thighs wider, one hand
pressing against her crotch – even through the material, it felt
so good!

A hand grabbed her shoulder, another coming
over her face, something rubbery getting shoved between her lips
before she could shut her mouth, a strap running around her cheeks.
Were these props really necessary? Although if they were going for
a more “adult” look, then she supposed it made sense. It did make
it hard not to dribble though, especially when the ball was large
enough to spread her lips and jaw wide.

She put her wrists behind her back as though
they were cuffed there, before sitting in the chair and spreading
her legs wide. If it weren’t for the hot-pants then she would have
been utterly exposed, and she could feel the ass-plug inside of
herself still, her pussy wet beneath the thin fabric. She wanted to
get off! And having to keep her head tilted back to not ooze spit
was a struggle, while still showing her face to the camera.

Another figure suddenly appeared, stumbling
in from the edge of her vision, shifting from a vague blur to be
recognized as Lily. She was dressed in similar clothing – black
boots sheathing her legs up to the thigh, skimpy and tight shorts
cupping her buttocks and drawing attention to her crotch, her
larger breasts pushing against the latex bustier more. Metal shone
around her neck, the same style of chunky and wide collar as Ji-Woo
was wearing, her lips also sealed behind a fat red ballgag, with
cuffs on her wrists.

‘Pose together.’

It was a relief to see Lily, although it
would have been nice to talk! Relief sparked in Lily’s eyes as well
as she stepped forward, their bodies pressing together. She felt
soft and warm, a slight dribble of spit on her chin. Well, if they
were going for a “sexy” concept, then they may as well go all-in!
Ji-Woo grabbed at Lily’s collar-ring and used it to hold the other
woman at a slight distance, then pushed her down to her knees.

Lily went down, her eyes slightly glazed,
allowing Ji-Woo to put her foot between their thighs, pushing
upwards. Lily shivered, her eyes getting even more glazed, tensing
her thighs, making Ji-Woo work to pull her foot back.

As Ji-Woo stood there, Lily leaned forward
rubbing her gagged mouth against the toes of Ji-Woo’s boot,
nuzzling it like a cat. Ji-Woo shifted her balance and bought her
boot up, then pressed it down against Lily’s head, pressing it down
against the concrete floor. She looked at the camera, wishing she
didn’t have the gag in, so that she would look more properly
dominant, but this would have to do. Maybe they could get some time
alone and then she could get Lily to eat her out? Or find a man to
have some fun with?

She shifted to sit on Lily, the woman’s back
a strong and warm seat. It was easy to grab her hair and make her
look at the camera, Ji-Woo staring at it as well – she was the
leader, after all, so best to show that off. With her other hand,
she lightly spanked Lily’s ass, tapping her fingers against the
soft curve of flesh. The heat between her legs was getting hotter
and stronger now, and she really wanted to touch herself!
From her Lily was wriggling around, she was horny as well – was it
Ji-Woo’s imagination, or could she feel heat from Lily’s slit?

Ji-Woo moved so that she was straddling Lily,
one leg on other side, riding them, rubbing her crotch back and
forth, trying to ignore the thrill of pleasure coming from her ass,
still holding their hair in one hand.

‘The performers will cease.’ The voice was
cold and impersonal, but Ji-Woo still obeyed. ‘Further pictures are
needed. Stand.’

Ji-Woo obeyed again, the blue-lashed
attendant placing a gentle hand on her shoulders and pushing her
forward. She was moved from the camera area, over a concrete floor,
then into another space, demarcated by plyboard walls. This one was
darker, even harder to see in, striplights showing themselves but
not much else, green and purple neon lighting doing odd things to
the shadows. They reflected off metal, polished chrome and steel,
three X-crosses blurrily visible, along with a trio of waist
high-benches.

Aeri
was bent over one,
trying to free herself, her ankles and wrists cuffed securely in
place. Instead of a ballgag, her mouth was held open by something
that looked like a medical device, metal bars pushing her teeth
apart, her eyes entirely black – was she wearing opaque contact
lenses? From how there were three of everything, it looked like it
was set up for a group shot.

‘Pose
with the errant performer.’ Was that a tone of disapproval? Well,
Aeri could be a moody
bitch sometimes, she must have done something to upset the
Director.

Ji-Woo went up
to her, the attendant releasing her shoulders, and unbuckling her
gag, tilting her head back to allow her to swallow the spit
build-up. When she touched Aeri’s face, they shuddered, but
couldn’t move away at all. Ji-Woo tried to remember where the
cameras were, making sure that both her face and Aeri’s could be
seen. Earbuds were in place – it would be impossible to talk to
them at all.

She and
Lily kissed above Aeri’s head, slow and sensual, their tongues
rolling together. It
felt nice to touch Lily, to be able to taste them, even if they
still couldn’t talk! Then she walked up behind Aeri, still looking
towards the flashbulbs and cameras, stroking a hand down their
back, before moving fully behind them and grabbing their hips,
grinding her crotch against them. Through the thin material of
their hotpants, she could feel the heat of their body, her own lust
making her want to grind away, but she didn’t press too hard, not
wanting to pleasure herself on camera.

She
and Lily posed alongside
the bound Aeri, stroking each other and Aeri, playing with their
breasts, Lily going on her knees again, bright pink tongue sliding
from red lips and licking along Ji-Woo’s covered crotch, sending
another stir of passion through her. Damn, she wanted to get
off so
bad. The songs they were
going to perform better be damn sexy after all of this!

 



 Chapter Thirteen: Group Poses

Ji-Woo slapped her hand against Aeri’s backside
again, enjoying the feel of it, the sensation of being in charge,
the impact of her palm against Aeri’s covered-up backside. She
couldn’t hear anything, and Aeri was gagged anyway, probably not
too happy about the situation. Well, if they were moving towards
being a more “sexy” group, then she’d have to get used to it. Lily
was more focused on posing for the camera, twirling her hair around
a finger and using Aeri as a prop to support her weight, smiling
coquettishly for the camera.

‘The performers will move between the posts.
The troublesome performer should be placed there first.’

Ji-Woo spanked Aeri again, before looking
around. Behind them there were thick metal poles – in the purple
and green neon light, they looked mottled, almost diseased, with
heavy cuffs dangling down, more at ground level.

Aeri moved, her restraints having come free,
trying to twist away, before Lily grabbed her, Ji-Woo moving to
help. Her movements were slow as they grabbed at her arms and
pulled her between two of the pillars, each taking a wrist and
locking a cuff around it, forcing Aeri’s arms above her head. She
shook her head, her mouth still forced open, as Lily grabbed a leg
and pulled it to one side, locking it into place. She pulled on her
arms, unable to move them beyond the confines of the chains, Ji-Woo
taking the opportunity to lock down Aeri’s last leg. Then she felt
between Aeri’s buttocks, tugging on the plug she found there. It
was nice to know that she wasn’t the only one having to deal with
such an intrusion!

Lily approached, a flirtatious smile on her
face, crossing her wrists in front of herself. Ji-Woo pointed
between two of the posts – she would be in the center, with Aeri on
one side and Lily to the other. She kissed Lily again, the other
woman’s knee coming up between her legs. She stroked herself
against it, feeling pleasure starting to swell up, before her
collar suddenly snapped at her, lightning sparking and making her
shudder. From how Lily suddenly tensed up, she must have been
zapped as well, her arms tensing around Ji-Woo before letting her
go and moving into place, Ji-Woo following her example.

Hands grabbed her wrists, cuffs locking her
into place by the wrists, then the ankles. She tried moving, but
the poles were solidly rooted, the chains securely attached with
barely any give. Then they somehow tightened, drawing her arms up
to their limit, forcing her to spread her legs wider. Flashbulbs
flicked and burned, leaving her eyes sparking, unable to make out
anything else. She tried to smile though, twisting the little
amount she could to show herself off, pushing her chest forward,
feeling her shoulders strain.

The latex bustier was comfortably snug across
her breasts, keeping them contained. And probably looking damn
good! Although she’d prefer a little more freedom, and some full
trousers, rather than thigh-boots and hot pants, especially with
the pressure still in her ass. She tried to struggle in a sexy way,
wondering what the pictures would look like.

A hand brushed against her backside, tweaking
the plug and making her shiver. She tried to twist around, catching
a glimpse of dark hair with a blue streak, a hand stroking along
her belly, tickling her navel, before the woman’s other hand came
up in front of her face, holding a metal torch. It flashed with a
strange purple glow, and then her vision darkened.

She objected, or thought she did, but
couldn’t hear her own voice, shaking her head around, feeling her
own hair brushing over her forehead. The contacts must react to
light and have turned opaque! Being blinded but without even the
sensation of something over her eyes was disconcerting, making her
feel even more isolated and powerless. A gloved hand stroked across
the small of her back, up her spine before feeling into her
bustier, cupping a breast.

She tried objecting again, and then a hand
came over her mouth, smooth and inhuman, cutting off her breathing
through her mouth. She tried to shake her head to get it off,
feeling a sudden sense of vertigo, the lack of hearing and the lack
of sight making her feel entirely detached from her body.

Latex shifted against her breasts, as the
bustier was removed. She shook her head again, hoping this wasn’t
being photographed! She felt something get pushed against her
nipple, faint sensation of metal wires on either side of her
nipple, then something sticky and adhesive, then the same sensation
again at right angles – was it an “X” of tape over her nipple?
Well, it was better than nothing! The same was repeated on the
other side, a slight tugging sensation if she shook her chest
about.

The hands moved down her chest, seeming to
take their time in feeling at her flesh, stroking at her belly,
down the curve of her waist and hips. Metal brushed her skin again,
a thin line of pressure against her hip bone. A moment later, it
pulled downwards, and then her hot pants were pulled away. She
tried to protest again, that dizzying vertigo swelling over her
again as confusion over if she was making any sound at all swept
over her, before a hand clamped over her mouth.

‘Ma’am must relax.’ The sound came directly
through her ear-buds, the flat and toneless expression making her
feel slightly better. But having her pussy entirely bare and
exposed, while her limbs were forced to be spread, made her far too
open! She tried to close her thighs but couldn’t, only powerlessly
tense them up slightly, still utterly exposed.

The hand was moved away from her mouth, a
finger tapping against her lips, before cloth was pushed into her
mouth, a fat bundle pressing her tongue down and filling her
cheeks. Before she could try and spit it out, more tape was wrapped
into place, running around her cheeks and sticking to her lips,
wrapping around her head several times. She couldn’t do anything
about it, although it made moving her lips slightly painful, the
tape stinging whenever it shifted over her skin.

The air was cool against her pussy, before
fingers gently pulled her lips apart. She couldn’t do anything to
push them away, a digit easily sliding into her, then another. It
felt so good! She could shift her hips a little, managing to slide
them further into herself, feeling heat build up between her legs,
a flush coming over her cheeks.

Then her collar sparked, her neck tensing up,
making her hair flick over her bare shoulders, the fingers pulling
out and wiping themselves against her belly.

‘The performer must appear appropriately
excited.’

Ji-Woo whined, or at least thought she did,
her mouth still stuffed. Getting her all excited just for better
pictures? These better look amazing!

A jolt ran through her collar, making her
twist again – all she was wearing now was the collar, and her
thigh-high boots. The fingers brushed against her pussy again, this
time something hard and cold, well-smeared with lube, was inserted
into her. More tape went over her belly and between her legs,
sealing it in. She shook her hips – the thing didn’t shift,
well-lodged into her.

What was going on? She didn’t like it, and it
seemed excessive for a photoshoot!

Fire burst in her pussy, lightning shooting
out from the metal thing. It blasted her entire body, making her
jolt and dance the small amount she could, ankles and wrists
slamming against the boundaries of her restraints. She couldn’t
even think enough to try and protest, the stuffing in her mouth at
least preventing her from biting her tongue.

When the pain had died down, she sagged in
her restraints. She barely had a second to catch her breath before
electricity snapping into her left tit, making her tense and jolt
around again. The shocks came in an irregular rhythm, each one
hitting into her, or into multiple places together, wrenching all
control of her body from her. The ass-plug suddenly jolted her as
well, adding another source of pain, her cheeks going taut.

A stiff cord cracked against her back, the
physical pain almost a relief; better a physical blow than the
electricity that kept hurting her, making her body move outside of
her will! It flicked and lashed against her back again, a sear of
pain against a shoulder blade. She tried to pull on her restraints,
wanting to break free, as lightning burst into her backside, then
her pussy.

Ji-Woo couldn’t free herself at all, couldn’t
do anything other than endure it. Having electrodes on her skin to
tense her muscles up was bad enough, but this was a torturous
agony! But, despite herself, she could feel her pussy getting wet,
the shocks serving as stimulation. Another whip-lash hit into her
stomach, knocking the air from her. Music started to play into her
earpieces, a new piece, fast-paced and powerful.

All the electrodes flared at once, making her
body go rigid. She could feel her juices starting to slick her
thighs, seeping over the tape. Another jolt made her pleasure feel
even closer, a shock to her asshole coupled with another cracking
impact, leaving her gasping for breath.

More impacts, more shocks, and she did come,
a full-body orgasm that scoured her mind clean, leaving her blank,
numb and empty. It made her feel like she was flying, detached from
her own body, her body no longer anchored on to anything. More
shocks, coupled with the intense burst of pleasure, and she was
barely aware anymore.

Liquid splashed against her body, something
thick and sticky splatting against her cheek. She could feel it
slowly oozing down her face, another blast hitting between her
breasts, just before a lash-strike hit the same point. Was she
screaming? She couldn’t hear anything except music, could barely
even feel her own body, pain and pleasure mingling together, unable
to see or hear, barely able to feel, barely even aware.

Her collar started to shock her again as
well, her head jerking back and forth, hair tossing about wildly.
Was she even touching the ground anymore? Strain ran through her
arms and back, her legs getting pulled more widely apart, the
shocks all that was driving her.

The cuffs on her wrists popped open and she
swayed, finding it hard to keep her balance with her legs spread.
When the ankle cuffs went as well, then she bought her legs closer
together. A shove sent her sprawling and staggering, falling to her
knees, as another hot blast of gunk hit onto her back. What sort of
image was this? Bound, covered with something that smelt and felt a
lot like cum… She’d wanted a more mature, sexy style, but not quite
like this!

A strike cracked against her backside,
smacking hard against her skin. She tried to stand, but hands
grabbed her wrists, pulling them forward. When she tried to move
back, she found herself restrained, something stopping her moving
her wrists – she twisted her hands, feeling chunky chain-links
there, cold and unbreakable.

She twisted her head around, wanting to
protest – this was too much! Hands grabbed at her ass, feeling her
skin, leaving the tape in place but twisting the thing stuck into
her. Her hips bucked and twisted, hands grabbing her ankles to
spread them wide. Whatever, or whoever, was gripping her, they were
too strong for her to resist.

Her heart was pounding, racing
intermittently, the shocks to her tits making it hard to breathe,
her body jerking around. The thing inside of her twisted around,
sending a spark of lightning through her wet folds, her tongue
pushing against the stuff shoved into her mouth without any effect,
making it impossible to make any coherent noise. It was pulled back
and forth, and felt so good, the thing twisting and
writhing.

Another hand slapped her backside, then
spread her cheeks wide. A hand pushed her head down, her cheek
shoved against the gritty concrete floor, before slippery metal was
pushed into her. It felt huge, violating her and spreading her
open, sliding in and out. She started to rock her hips in time with
it, as more blasts of paste fell over her body.

Ji-Woo felt her consciousness start to fade,
flinging her head backwards, her hair hitting against her own back,
sticking to her sweaty body. When she came, it consumed her,
merging with the lightning scourging her body and mind, a savage
darkness, lit by bursts of electricity. A deep black chasm formed
in her mind, one she couldn’t avoid falling into…

 



 Chapter Fourteen: Not Yet an Awakening

Ji-Woo woke up slowly, with a dry and musty taste in
her mouth, something large and squishy shoved between her teeth,
some liquid oozing out when she bit down. She tried spitting it
out, feeling a strap around her head. Her eyes opened, revealing
the bedroom ceiling – she turned her head, looking around in the
low light – was it morning? Some light was coming through the
windows, their tinting downed turn. She tried moving, but her limbs
were held out, spreadeagling her on the bed, her fingers able to
reach out and touch sturdy leather straps.

She grunted into her gag, kicking her heels
against the bed. Her body felt numb and sore, mind fuzzy and empty.
She hated the lack of control, feeling the soft warmth between her
legs, wanting to come again, hating being denied pleasure and
orgasm. Something rubbed against her crotch and she tried thrusting
upwards again, but there wasn’t enough pressure there to get her
off, the sheets settling back over her body.

No matter how much she wriggled and grunted,
no-one seemed to be coming – Ji-Woo opened her eyes and could see
that a light was blinking on the control console but couldn’t see
it in any more detail.

An alarm started to beep at her, and she
looked around – a time was being projected onto the wall by a
laser: 07:00 AM. Something clicked, her wrists suddenly free as the
straps detached themselves. She moved them in just in case
something else tried to ensnare them, sitting up and throwing off
the sheets, her legs still held spread.

Her body felt slightly stiff – beneath the
sheets, now able to see herself, she found that she was wearing a
harness, black bands around her crotch and breasts, tucked beneath
her collar, a tight and rubbery material clinging tightly to her
body. When she tried to pry it off her crotch, she found that the
rubbery material was atop metal, a plate over her crotch, more
holding her butt-cheeks apart. When she dragged at it, she found
the metal extended around her waist as well, making it impossible
to get off, and she could feel something partially inside of her.
How was she meant to piss? Or get herself off? When she wrenched at
it again, it beeped at her, her collar vibrating against her
neck.

Ji-Woo drew her hands back, not wanting to
trigger an electric shock. When she pushed the blanket away, she
could see that her ankles were cuffed to the bed, metal clips
holding the straps in place. It took a deep breath and several
attempts, but she managed to stretch out far enough to reach her
ankle, straining to reach all the way, like an enforced yoga
exercise. The ankle-cuff was firmly locked into place, but the
strap-clip was, aside from reaching the damn thing, easy to
unclip.

With one leg free, the other was a lot easier
to reach now she wasn’t being held stretched out. Finally free, she
stood up, running a hand through her hair and trying to keep it
tidy. The cuffs on her wrists and ankles were padded leather and
snug enough that they didn’t slide around or chafe, although the
collar was still annoying.

And the harness… She ran her hands along the
tight cords of the thing – there were straps above and below her
breasts, as well as a thicker line over the nipples, doing a
strangely good job of keeping everything in order. Although, with
her small frame, having to worry about things flopping everywhere
had never been an issue! Straps framed her belly, running along her
waist and highlighting the lines of her hips – if it had been over
the top of other clothing, it might have been nice to wear!
Although it would be nice if she could take the thing off. She
tried pulling it at, but there didn’t seem to be any release or
catch – it was wired into her collar, and snug enough that pulling
on it pinched at her skin. Even the band over her breasts was
closely contoured to her skin, and thick and tight enough she
couldn’t peel it off. When she moved, she thought she could feel
parts that moved slightly differently – were there more sensors
stuck beneath? It even carried on down her legs – garter-like
straps coming downwards, with bands at her thigh and just above and
below her knee.

There didn’t seem any way of getting it off
though! Was it another weird training thing? Like keeping people in
stretch positions? Her legs and hips did feel odd and loose after
being kept stretched out all night, but not in a painful way. She
looked at herself – she could see some red marks on her skin – a
memory stirred, of painful impacts, but she ignored it and went to
the control panel. The black screen had text on, a dot blinking on
and off to draw attention.

Miss Jeong – I’ve been called away. Your
training can begin though. I want you perfect! The screen even
rendered the emoticon properly, animating a winky face. Your
sensors showed that you were managed release yesterday. That’s not
allowed! Another emoticon, smiling this time. There’s a lot
of work to be done, but I’m sure you will exceed expectations. And
a new dance routine. Ji-Woo tapped the screen, the message
scrolling. My assistant wanted to stay and help, but she’s
needed elsewhere. Don’t be seducing my colleagues please! The
Director will be checking on you in a few days, so try and make
sure you’re showing improvement. Food and water will be
provided.

That last comment made it sound like a
prison! But food would be good. She raised her hand to her head,
feeling around the gag-strap until she found a buckle, glad to
finally find something not locked onto her body, unbuckling it and
trying to find somewhere to put it. Without anywhere obvious, she
carried it into the main room, dropping it into the sink and
running some water over it, cleaning off her spit from the
ball.

It felt good to have her mouth free! The
spongy ball had tasted strange, impregnated with something that
tasted bitter and medicinal. There were no glasses, but she cupped
her hands and drank. One of the cabinets popped open, revealing a
glass bottle with a metal tube on the top. She took it with a sigh
– did it have to resemble a pet feeder? And this was the crappy,
unflavored stuff. She looked in the cabinet, but it was entirely
empty, with no sign of any flavor pouches. It was better than
nothing though, despite the medicinal flavor, settling into her
stomach and making her very oddly energized.

Feeling suddenly twitchy and hyper, Ji-Woo
looked around, not sure what she was meant to do next. The harness
didn’t limit her movements, but did make them harder – more damn
resistance training? Tinny music was coming from somewhere close by
– she found a pair of earbuds, sliding them over her ears.

The music coming through was more speedy EDM.
It made her want to move and to burn off some of the sudden snap of
energy that was boiling through her. Or touch herself – she could
play with her breasts a little, but the rubber and metal over her
crotch sealed off her pussy entirely.

The TV screen flicked into life, showing a
woman in a harness similar to Ji-Woo’s, going through a workout
routine. She looked at it for a moment, before her collar rumbled,
prompting her to move closer.

‘OK, I’m moving!’ She flicked the collar,
wanting to keep the thing pacified. At least equipment had been
laid out on the other side of the table – a yoga mat had laid on
the floor, and some weights were in the corner.

Ji-Woo followed the instructions, stretching
and contorting her body as requested, bending through warm-up
exercises, shaking out her arms and legs. She did feel quite
relaxed, despite the jangling bolts of energy that felt like they
were running through her body.

The weights were circular metal discs,
designed to clip onto her cuffs. While they weren’t too heavy, they
did add extra strain, making it harder to lift her legs and
arms.

Having to stand on one leg with her arms
extended was a particular strain, muscles starting to shake. When
she straightened up before the woman on the screen did, trying to
relieve the pain and tension starting to build up, the harness
tightened around her. Cords and straps dug into the curve of her
hips, pinching along her breasts. When she moved back into the
position requested, the pressure relented.

‘Come on, give me a break!’ The collar beeped
at her, seeming irritated, and she unconsciously stroked it, trying
to soothe the thing, before moving into position, weights still
dragging at her limbs. The collar gave a more soothing beep,
settling back down. It was like having a trainer mounted on her
neck, watching every motion she made! When she stood not quite
fully straight, her shoulders slightly hunched, it beeped at her
again until she corrected her posture. She couldn’t drop the
weights herself, although the cuffs protected her from chafing.

Energy was still crashing and jangling
through her, making it possible to get through the rest of the
sequence – without the weights, it would have been trivial, but the
metal discs weighed her limbs down, making it harder. Having to
stand with her legs spread and her arms out was a particular
challenge – she had trained for dexterity and agility, not stamina!
Hopefully there wasn’t too much of this, she didn’t want to get
muscly at all.

The woman on the screen stopped moving.
Ji-Woo froze as well – was she allowed to move? She felt the thing
inside of her twist around slightly; it was lodged firmly, not
shifting no matter how much she tensed. The way it buzzed felt
good, but it was only a quick vibration, not enough to get off
from. Ji-Woo felt at the material warding her crotch, metal
weight-discs butting against her skin. There was no give in it, and
it was reinforced as well. Why did all trainers seem to think that
masturbation was so bad? She enjoyed it!

Her probing was bought to a stop as exercise
resumed – thankfully, it was agility this time. She bent herself
into a backwards arch, palms and feet flat against the ground,
starting to get into the music. In this position she couldn’t see
the screen, but instructions came through the earpieces, a flat and
computer-generated voice jarring discordantly with the music.

‘Close up.’

She wriggled her hands and feet closer to
each other, arcing herself more steeply, bending her spine, feeling
herself get a little woozy from having her head upside-down. The
vibrator gave another buzz inside of her. With how curved up she
was, the sensation cut right through her, making her pant. When it
cut off, she whined, feeling excitement start to build up, wanting
relief and release.

‘Good work. The performer may remove the
weights.’

Had the Director programed the speech? It
seemed to follow her speech patterns! But she could detach the
weights now, piling them up, her body feeling warm and loose.

The agility training continued – having to
twist and contort her body, twisting her spine to show off her
breasts and backside at the same time. It was something of a strain
to maintain the position, and it was usually done in the middle of
a dance sequence. She ran her hands down her body, swaying her hips
in time to the music, humming along in time, although she couldn’t
hear the sounds she was making, only hear them.

The collar gave her a zap, making her
twitch.

‘Come on! I want to practice dancing. You’ve
assessed my health, haven’t you? So you know I don’t need more
exercise.’

Was there a pickup, or was it all
one-way?

‘The performer will demonstrate her
skills.’

So there must be an audio pickup somewhere?
Or some quite advanced coding to pick up her requests.

‘Fine! What do you want to see?’ She felt
warmed up now, almost hyperactive. Music came through into her ears
– it only took her a second to recognize the music, and she started
to dance. Normally she was dressed for stage, rather than in some
weird training harness! But she knew the moves, cocking a hip
towards the screen, running her hand along her chest, slowly
bending over and stroking up her leg. The pose made her legs nice
and taut, as well as showing off her backside – although probably a
little too much, in her current outfit.

The bands seemed tighter now – she could
still move fully, but it was more of a challenge. It was nice to
settle into the familiar movements though, and the thought of being
on stage, thousands of eyes on her, roaming over her body, made her
feel more excited.

To finish the sequence, she dropped into
another pose, legs crossed, arms spread wide, inviting applause. Of
course, there was no one there, but it made it easier to imagine
the thrum and buzz of the crowd.

The music changed to another track, and she
danced to that next. This was one they’d never released – it had
been deemed “too sexual”, the movements designed for them to touch
each other throughout the dance. Although Aeri hadn’t liked it –
she didn’t like public performances quite as much, especially the
showy ones, normally needing bullying into doing it. Doing the
movements without someone to lean up against was a bit awkward,
making her almost stumble and fall over as she leaned back, a
movement that should have been supported by Lily, bending almost
horizontally. Lily could be a bit clingy at times, but she was fun
to be with, and they both enjoyed teasing men, although she
disliked getting cummed on.

The dance was making her heat up, both from
the movements and her sense of arousal. The band over her breasts
seemed even snugger now, the whole “outfit” conforming tightly to
the lines of her body. The way it ran along her hips and waist did
feel good, but she’d rather have actual clothing, even if it was
super-tight, and put less skin on display!

‘See? I know this. I’ve been doing it since I
was a kid!’ She stretched her arms and wrapped them around each
other while tilting herself to the side, showing how much she could
bend and flex, even with the harness in place. ‘Want me to do
somersaults as well?’

The harness tightened even more, pinching
into her flesh, pressing against her stomach and squashing her
breasts. The music played faster now, and Ji-Woo rolled her eyes
before complying, going along with it. The arm motions were more of
a challenge now, the harness fighting her, but she managed them,
only earning herself a few angry collar-buzzes.

‘See?’ She was feeling the strain now,
especially along her chest and shoulders, but surely managing that
should get her off training? Or a break or something?

The thing inside of her buzzed again, a
longer, more sustained vibration that ran through her, making her
bite her lip and wriggle her hips until the vibe cut out.

She groaned in frustration. ‘Come on!’

One of the table drawers popped open. There
was a mask inside, something to cover the mouth and jaw, clear
plastic with a circular valve.

She picked it up, carefully examining it – it
didn’t have the damn nose-prongs at least, with a strap to attach
it into place. She held it up against her mouth and tried breathing
– there was only a slight resistance, her breath pushing in and out
through the valve. Ji-Woo buckled the thing around her head, one
end wrapping around and plugging into the mask.

‘Now what?’

She felt at it with her fingers – there was
no give in the strap, and the mask itself was only slightly
flexible. If she tried, she could peel it away from her mouth
slightly, letting more air in, but as soon as she stopped pulling,
the rubber seal sealed itself back up against her face.

‘The performer must perform under
pressure.’

She rolled her eyes. As if doing it in front
of an audience was easy! And this wasn’t even really a
performance, just a weird work-out routine. Having to do planks and
bridges was annoying, but not that hard, even with the harness.
She’d been through harsher training sessions before!

It was hard to tell time by anything other
than the slowly-increasing tiredness in her limbs, but it felt like
it had been a while, when the sound cut out, the room plunging into
darkness. That was one way of ending the training session! Ji-Woo
stood up and fumbled her way towards the table, trying to navigate
around. She stepped away from the table, arms outstretched, feeling
her way towards the wall. The bedroom door should be to her left,
so that meant there should be a control panel to her right…

She kept feeling her way along the wall until
her fingers found the plastic edge of the control panel. It emitted
a dim light, just enough for Ji-Woo to see her own fingers, as she
fumbled at it, trying to bring the lights up.

The lights didn’t come up, but her harness
tightened even more, stiffening her arms and legs, exerting
pressure against her stomach, pinching against her thighs. It made
keeping her hand raised enough to press against the controller an
effort. She tapped the screen again, and found her breath was
suddenly cutting short – the mask felt tight around her face, her
chest tight now. Had she somehow managed to activate a control in
the mask? She couldn’t make out any details on the screen, as tried
to pull at the mask with her other hand.

Trying to move her hand was hard, her body
weakening. The lack of air was making it hard to think, every
breath a struggle, trying to force herself to inhale through the
valve. She leaned against the wall then slid downwards,
consciousness fading.

 



 Chapter Fifteen: Tight Preparations

Ji-Woo slowly woke up, her head throbbing. She tried
moving a hand to stroke her own forehead, but found she couldn’t
move her arm, something holding it against… a soft surface? The
same was true for her other arm and her legs.

She was staring up at the ceiling of the
training room, eerie noose-loops dangling down. Ji-Woo tried to
move again – she could turn her head, enough to see that she was
strapped onto a board, entirely naked now.

‘The performer’s training shall continue. The
performer shall prepare herself for a live show.’

Ji-Woo tried to look around, to see the
speaker in the dim light. She was alone, as far as she could see,
although her movement was restricted.

‘The performer may select her own clothing.
The audience will be small and select.’

The voice was flat and toneless, seeming to
fill the air – what was with this place and the remoteness? Would a
phone-call kill them?

Ji-Woo strained against the restraints again.
She couldn’t get changed if she was tied to a board! And after
being cooped up here for a few days, it would be nice to get out
for a bit.

Her bonds clicked free and Ji-Woo immediately
moved her hands and wrists, in case they snapped back into place.
She felt down herself – she could feel pinch-marks where the
harness had chafed her skin, biting into soft flesh, still slightly
sore. Couldn’t she have a nice massage now?

She stood up and looked around – the harness
was laying discarded on the floor. So was she meant to get ready to
perform? She’d have to clean herself up first, and then try and
find some clothing. To be in front of an audience, basking in their
adoration again; just the thought made her smile in
anticipation.

The door opened at her approach, showing her
the bedroom, the bed now retracted, thin shafts of light shining
downwards, windows fully tinted again. She tried looking out, but
they were utterly opaque, giving no indication of time. Well, it
was one way to deal with jetlag – totally remove the sun! The
bathroom was open as well, lovely hot water pouring down from
above, Ji-Woo gratefully cleaning herself.

She rubbed her body down, feeling the lines
of soreness, stroking her own flesh. They were only light
abrasions, already fading, but she’d rather not have her skin
marked up like this! Not as bad as being spanked or slapped, but if
she was to be showing herself off, then it would be better to do it
fresh and tidy. She washed her hair as well, getting out all the
sweat and grime, restoring it to a glossy black shine before drying
herself off.

After cleaning herself, she stroked one of
her breasts, leaning back against a wall, dropping her hand between
her legs, teasing herself. With all the exercise she’d been doing,
she was horny! And surely she deserved a treat? The water suddenly
stung with cold sharpness, coursing down on her in a hard and
biting rain. She couldn’t pleasure herself in this! She tried
waving her arms around, in case there was a control she could use
to make it warm again.

As she started to shiver, she admitted
defeat, stepping out of the shower and toweling herself off. The
apartment was warm enough it wasn’t worth wrapping herself in the
towel, so she went to the wardrobe in the bedroom to pick out some
clothing.

Who would she be performing for? Probably
some fancy execs or something? She’d have to try and look her best
– maybe she could get herself a fancy boyfriend! Or at least
someone to have some fun with; bossy in the boardroom, quiet and
obedient in the bedroom.

She picked through the outfits – a black PVC
miniskirt was tempting, a bright metal zip down one side. An
iridescent and asymmetrical shirt was quite nice as well – the
right arm was a full sleeve, the left entirely bare, the whole
thing made of shiny material that shimmered in different colors
from different angles.

The slick and slippery materials felt good
against her skin – although there did seem to be an utter lack of
underwear, except for some latex stockings. No panties, nothing!
Well, if she was going to be wearing tight trousers or a skirt,
then anything underneath would be obvious to see, but having the
option would be nice.

She pulled out an ankle-length skirt, the
bottom hem having no give in it. The slender waistline was nice,
with black cords that could be woven around her body to emphasize
her waist and hips, but being unable to move her legs would be a
nuisance! Another latex dress had a nice shape, but it was
semi-transparent – she’d have to wear something underneath it, or
show off her pussy.

What else was there? Was that a straitjacket?
She pulled it off a hanger, the thing surprisingly heavy. Black
leather, with sleeves long enough to wrap full around her body, a
crotch strap and heavy-looking buckles. That must be for a
video-shoot or something? That would explain a few of the other
outfits, that could only be viewed from some angles without showing
a lot off. Even for her, short dresses with nothing to cover
her ass seemed a bit much! Although the front was gorgeous – a deep
and glossy black, golden lines somehow embossed or engraved into
the material that would highlight her breasts. Several of the
dresses had nothing to cover the backside out all – were they
supposed to be worn with something beneath?

The scent of latex was now overwhelming,
filling the room utterly, air-con not fast enough to pump it out.
Well, it wasn’t that bad. Some of the skirts were tempting, but she
wasn’t sure if she trusted them not to ride up mid-dance, or if she
was dancing on stage then people might see up her skirt.

Eventually, she found some flesh-hugging
trousers. Wriggling into them was a challenge, the things so tight
they were virtually a second skin, coming up her body and just
barely covering her mound. Well, they were so tight that she
wouldn’t have to worry about them falling down! More bands of
material crisscrossed her belly, making an “X” just beneath her
navel.

Ji-Woo twisted herself a few times, making
sure the material was properly smoothed over her legs and that she
could move fully, stretching out her legs, grabbing a foot and
bending her leg behind herself. There was a bit of resistance, but
nothing she couldn’t deal with.

She slapped her ass, feeling the impact
through the material, not thick enough to cushion the blow at all.
The little sting of impact woke her up fully, and she twisted
around, trying to check out her own ass. It looked like two smooth
curves, although she wasn’t really in the best position to properly
judge. It should be enough to impress anyone though!

The thought of dancing for someone, giving
someone a teasing and seductive lap dance, keeping them on edge,
semen staining the glossy latex, sent another thrill through her.
The material was so thin that she could feel it, slick and snug
against the material – she had only just washed, and pleasuring
herself in it seemed like it might be messy, but it was
tempting!

Now, a top – finding something in
complementary colors wouldn’t be hard, given how much of the
clothing was black and shiny! A corset was discarded – too heavy,
and too hard to get into by herself. A complicated set of cords and
straps she couldn’t even work out how to wear, shaking it out and
trying to work out where her arms would go. Was that bit meant to
be for her breasts? Or did she have it upside-down? Either way, it
didn’t seem worth the trouble of figuring out.

She wriggled, enjoying the feeling of the
tight trousers, stroking herself through them. As she preened, she
heard a sound, jumping around in surprise, just as the door opened.
Emma stepped through, her latex bright and shiny, as she smiled at
Ji-Woo.

‘Oh, very good! You’ve been getting ready
yourself. And that’s a lovely outfit!’ She stepped close to Ji-Woo,
preening over her, running a finger along curve of her hip-line.
‘You certainly know how to dress well. You’ll look
magnificent!’

‘Will Lily and Aeri be there?’

‘Oh yes, they’ve been training as well. Aeri
has been a little troublesome, but she’s doing better now. Lily is
looking forward to seeing you.’ She stroked at Ji-Woo’s hair.
‘Hmmm, why don’t we go to the bathroom, and I can do your hair and
makeup? You have such a lovely and clear complexion. And then we
can find you a top.’

Ji-Woo let herself be drawn through into the
bathroom, Emma opening a cabinet and getting out cosmetics.

‘Now, this is going to be a very special
performance. It’s at an exclusive club. Lots of very wealthy people
go there. The Director has a lot of, um… “friends” there. I’m sure
you’ll enjoy it. And it’s certainly a good place to display
yourself.’

Ji-Woo let herself be worked on, color being
applied to her lips and cheeks, then a brush taken to her hair. It
felt good to be pampered, made to look beautiful and perfect, her
pale skin contrasting with her jet-black hair and crimson lips.

‘Lovely, Miss Jeong! I’m sure you’ll be a
hit. And you’ve done a lot of practice already, so the performance
I’m sure will be fine.’

‘How big a bunch of creeps are they going to
be?’

‘They’re interesting people. I do clothing
for them, sometimes, and artworks. I’m certain they’ll like you
though!’ She flicked Ji-Woo’s back. ‘Although you need to be fully
dressed.’

They moved back to the bedroom, Emma picking
through the wardrobe. The amount of clothing in there was
impressive, even though getting it all back in would be hard, the
floor covered with squeaky discards. Still, Emma seemed to know
what she was doing.

‘What about this?’ Emma held up something
that was a pair of leather straps, that would just barely cover the
nipples and nothing else.

‘I’d prefer something more… covering?’

‘Hmmm, really? Well then, what about this?’
Emma had found another harness, a series of crisscrossed leather
straps with metal rings where they joined. ‘And this?’ In her other
hand she was holding a sleeveless gauze vest, soft black cups to
hold and cover the breasts being the only opaque material.

Ji-Woo felt the fabric, dry and slightly
scratchy, translucent in the low light, imagining herself in it.
‘That looks good.’

‘I thought you might like something a little
different. A little more seductive, maybe? I am trying to use
things other than latex, although it is the nicest material! Arms
out.’

She helped Ji-Woo into the top, Ji-Woo liking
the way it settled onto her skin. It only took a few tweaks to
align it with her hips and make the bra fall in the right place.
She tucked it beneath her collar, before Emma shook the
harness.

‘This is a special, custom one. When I saw
you, I might have gotten a little excited and made some custom
outfits, just for you. I do hope you’ll like it. Although it will
mean pulling your trousers down.’

As Emma shook it out, Ji-Woo could see that
there were rubbery nubs on some of the lower straps, the ones that
would go between her legs. Pulling her trousers back down took some
wriggling, peeling the latex off her crotch and backside as Emma
jangled the straps and harness. She could feel a slight looseness
between her legs already and wondered how long it have been since
she had been allowed to get off. Long enough that she wanted
to!

‘OK, let me anchor the bottom first.’ Emma
moved up behind Ji-Woo, taking a bottle of lube from her belt-pouch
and squirting it over the lumps. She kissed Ji-Woo lightly on the
top of the neck as she stood there, feeling slightly foolish with
her pants pulled down.

The rubbery lump pressed against her asshole,
cool and squidgy.

‘What’s that!?’

‘It helps keep the outfit in place. It’s only
a small one, so stay calm.’

It started to stretch out her asshole as it
twisted and shoved inside of her, opening her up. It felt… not bad,
but not something she enjoyed, as it passed the point of no return,
her body swallowing it up, the lump sliding smoothly into her. Emma
passed her hand between Ji-Woo’s thighs, drawing the strap through
and pulling it up. Another rubbery prong aligned with her pussy,
easily sliding in and making her gasp, head reeling for a
moment.

Emma continued to wrap the straps around her,
carefully tightening them into place. They aligned with the shape
of her body, the curves of her hips and the swell of her breasts,
without pinching too tightly. The thing in her ass was a
distraction, feeling far larger than it had looked, and hard
whenever she clenched her backside!

Eventually, Emma made a sound of
satisfaction, tightly drawing a strap between Ji-Woo’s buttocks.
‘Excellent! You can pull your trousers back up.’

Ji-Woo obeyed, tugging the pants back up. The
thing was firmly nestled inside of herself now, feeling oddly
satisfying, the thing in her pussy a distraction. She liked tight
outfits, but this seemed a bit much!

She looked down at herself, as best she could
– she did look damn good! The gauze hinted and tantalized, flaring
out at her hips, but the harness over the job made it tight and
sleek as well.

‘The driver should be here soon. Now, let me
get you some food first. I’m told that performing can be tiring?
I’m certainly not brave enough for it.’

She came back shortly after with another
glass bottle of the food-paste.

‘No real food?’

‘This contains everything you need! And
there’s no danger of ruining your makeup. If you’re a good girl,
then I might be able to get you something with more flavor. But
it’s healthy and nutritious!’

She didn’t sound entirely convinced herself,
but Ji-Woo obeyed and took the bottle, drinking the contents. The
bitter medicinal aftertaste was even stronger now, or maybe she was
just more awake?

‘Oh, and you should pick out something for
your feet as well.’

Ji-Woo went to the wardrobe - it was only
really boots or heels. Thigh-high boots on top of the trousers,
maybe? Although the two layers of material, that might make it
harder to move. She found some strappy, 3-inch heels and buckled
them on, glad of the extra height. They might make dancing a little
harder, but she should be able to manage. And her nails had
been painted bright red at some point, so they could be shown off
and looked good.

All that was left now was jewelry – if she
was going to be moving, she didn’t want anything too heavy. Some
red studs in each ear then. And maybe a silver cuff along the top?
Yes, that should do. Emma made approving sounds.

‘Lovely! You are utterly magnificent. I bet
that the show will be utterly magnificent. Now just to wait for the
driver. He’s normally punctual, so I’m sure he won’t be long.’


 Chapter Sixteen: Not-So-Private Party

The drive, in the expensive sportscar, was a
thrilling torment, the thing in Ji-Woo’s ass thrumming inside of
her as they moved. Emma was sat next to her, smiling at her
comfortingly, one hand wrapped around a black plastic box.

‘There’s a full audio rig so I need to get
you set up for that.’ She patted the box, before opening it up,
revealing foam padding around earpieces and a mouth-guard, a smooth
curve of black plastic.

‘Now, lean over, and I’ll get your ear-pieces
in.’

The seatbelt made it hard to wriggle into
place, the motion making the harness pull across her body in a
distracting way. Emma’s latex-wrapped hand rubbed against her head,
tweaking hair out of the way, then sliding a rubbery bulb into
Ji-Woo’s ear. Being deaf on one side made her feel vaguely
nauseous, her balance wobbly, Emma then reaching all the way over
her and putting the other one in. What felt like metal folded over
the top of her ear, making sure the buds stayed firmly in
place.

Emma’s mouth moved, but Ji-Woo couldn’t hear
anything. She gestured at Emma, then tapped her ears. Emma held up
a finger, then took out the mouthpiece from the packing foam. It
was a full covering for her lower face and jaw, with a prong on the
inside.

Emma pushed it towards her, Ji-Woo obediently
opening her mouth. It would be easier to perform if she didn’t have
to worry about lip-syncing! A rubbery prong pushed between her
lips, the curve of the thing snugly covering her chin and jaw, a
strap running around her head. She could breath through a hole in
the center of the tube and through her nose, the parts against her
skin padded and comfortable.

Emma nodded in approval and gave her a thumbs
up. Ji-Woo couldn’t hear anything, only feel the vibration
of the car, coming through the frame, even the super-fancy
suspension and expensive engine not enough to fully dampen the
shaking, making her acutely aware of the thing in her ass.

They had headed out of the city, into
greener, leafier suburbs. Although everything looked old and in all
sorts of building styles, and ridiculously narrow roads for the
amount of traffic. Why weren’t there proper roads, with four lanes
or more?

After lots of waiting at lights and
junctions, they finally hit a proper road, the car
accelerating and leaving everything else in the dust. It looked
like fields? And then back onto smaller roads, before a manor house
rolled past on one side, looking like something from a TV show.
Would they have maids or something? It looked old enough!

The whole place was surrounded by high walls,
a metal gate opening at their approach, letting them into what
Ji-Woo could only think of as “the grounds”, carefully tended
gardens around them, statues that were probably centuries old,
taken from Greece or somewhere. There were other expensive cars
parked in the courtyard, other drivers and chauffeurs smoking and
waiting until they were needed again.

Having the ear-buds in made her feel
disorientated, all external sound gone. It made her feel strangely
absent and out-of-herself, numb and faintly disorientated. And the
gravel underfoot wasn’t the easiest thing to walk on in the
heels!

Emma walked her to the door – the place
really was like something from a movie, with a carved stone archway
around a heavy wooden door, complete with a stone shield above it.
Did some noble own it? They still had dukes and princes things over
here, didn’t they? Although most looked like creepy old men. She’d
rather have someone nicer looking, and not old and decrepit!

She let herself be led inside, looking around
with interest at the interior decoration – it was just like she’d
imagined, with wooden paneling and ornaments that were probably
older than America! There was even a suit of armor, looking
slightly dusty. Ji-Woo went up to it, wondering how old it was.
When she flicked it, there was no sound, the silence eerie.

The place had security – a woman in a sexy
version of a cop outfit, tight booty shorts and a blue shirt tied
into a knot to show off their belly, although the heavy belt with a
truncheon and some metal cuffs looked far too real, with a metal
detector gate behind them.

Emma walked ahead and said something to them,
Ji-Woo trying to stay close. Being deafened made her feel
vulnerable, trying to twist around to check that no-one was behind
her. And also to admire her surroundings – this place was
fancy!

The guard approached, eyes hidden behind
shiny sunglasses. The leather gloves on their hands were dull and
worn as they reached out towards her, tapping her collar, then
moving down her body. As though her clothing would let her
hide anything! She spread her arms out, letting herself be patted
down, the guard tugging on the harness and making the things shoved
into her shift around. Her hand came down between Ji-Woo’s legs,
flicking between her thighs until she stood with her legs
apart.

The guard grabbed at her crotch, fingers
digging into Ji-Woo’s ass, shoving the butt-plug deeper in. Ji-Woo
shifted in discomfort, although it did send a tingle of pleasure
though her. She’d rather be showing herself off than getting
molested like this though! She wanted to be up in front of a crowd,
not being groped by the security.

Having her legs patted down and stroked
seemed entirely unnecessary, but the guard went through the motions
anyway. Mercifully, it didn’t take long, and then she was waved on,
walking through the metal detector. If it went off, then she
couldn’t hear it, instead following Emma’s bright red body.

A young woman passed the other way – she was
dressed like a nun, except her long robes were made of tight and
shiny latex, with translucent panels over her breasts and coming
down her chest, showing off her navel, all in the shape of a cross.
From how she moved, she was on heels as well, taking small and
shuffling steps, her mouth sealed by black latex, the only skin
showing that of her hands and her eyes, ringed with makeup.

Emma led her up a wide staircase then down a
hallway, into a narrower passageway that had the obvious but
undefinable “backstage” look, with opened-up boxes of beer bottles
piled along the wall, along with spare lightbulbs and other
equipment. Emma stopped and turned around, lips moving without any
sound being heard, before remembering herself and taking out her
phone and talking into that. There was a slight delay between the
movement of her lips and the sound Ji-Woo could hear, only
increasing her unease.

‘I’ll take you onto the stage. The others are
already there, but as you’re the leader, you might need to take
charge. Um, Aeri has been… a little stubborn. I hope she’ll
behave.’ She stroked Ji-Woo’s head. ‘The music will start and then
the three of you can do your dances. You don’t need to sing.’

Ji-Woo grunted through the prong, not that
she could hear herself. With the thing in place, of course she
couldn’t sing! She clamped her teeth into the rubbery lump, trying
to slurp down saliva so she didn’t cough or splutter. At least she
could breath through the damn thing though. She caught sight of
herself in a gilt-edged mirror propped against a wall, admiring the
sleek lines of her body, even the thing around her mouth adding to
the sharp lines of her silhouette, despite its inconvenience, and
nodded.

‘The audience will want to spend some time
with you afterwards. I’m sure you’re used to this sort of
thing.’

Ji-Woo nodded.

‘Good. And this should help pep you up.’ Emma
produced a small glass vial with a metal tube on the end, and
grabbed at Ji-Woo’s head, tilting it backwards. The straw slid into
her breathing tube, liquid flowing into her mouth. It tasted vile,
even more medicinal than usual, and she had no choice but to
swallow it. Whatever the hell was in it had an immediate effect
though, making her feel fully awake and enervated, having to fight
the urge to start moving around then and there, a slightly manic
energy pouring through her.

Emma smiled, tapping her phone to cut the
sound, before moving onwards, pushing Ji-Woo ahead of her, a hand
on the back of her neck. Ji-Woo let herself be guided, having no
idea where she was going, before she was pushed onto a stage.

Stagelights dazzled her for a moment, shining
straight into her eyes. She had the impression of space behind
them, of an audience, but it was impossible to see anything other
than vague shapes. It couldn’t be that large a room, could it? But
ahead of her, she could see an “X” taped onto the floor, and two
shapes she recognized – Aeri and Lily – on either side.

Strutting with all the confidence she could
muster, Ji-Woo walked to the spot, swaying her hips for whoever was
watching, posing with her arms crossed over her chest, leaning over
slightly to show her chest and ass.

As her eyes adjusted, she glanced over to
each side, just about able to see Lily, wearing a tight black
mini-dress that clung tightly to her ass, suspender straps holding
up fishnets, her mouth also sealed away, metal shining brightly
around her wrists and her neck. The music starting up, initial
beats coming in, Ji-Woo tensing her fingers in time, before nodding
at Lily as they started.

Ji-Woo strode forward, strutting and
flaunting her body, taking pleasure in how tight her clothing was,
how it showed her off. She flicked her head in a quick motion,
looking over to her other side – Aeri was there, mouth sealed, but
wearing brutally high heels, feet pushed up so that she was on
tip-toes, wearing a sleek black leotard, the sleeves tight enough
that her movements were restricted, her hands balled up into dark
fists. Her make-up looked as though it had run slightly, dark
smudges running down her cheeks, her balance off as she tried to
dance.

There was no way to communicate with her, to
tell her to do it properly. Her timings were slightly off, her
movements not quite as sharp and snappy as they should have been.
As Ji-Woo pushed herself through the movements, she tried to catch
Aeri’s eye to glare at her, but they were moving too fast and she
had to concentrate. The plug in her butt twisted suddenly as she
turned and shook it towards the audience, looking back over her
shoulder and twisting her heard flirtatiously. She’d have to take
it out on Lily later!

Having the thing twisting around inside of
her made it harder than normal to focus, her breath irregular and
out of rhythm, a pleasure starting to build up inside of her,
making her vision hazy. The prong inside her mouth didn’t help
either – it was far too much like suckling on a cock, her lips
tight around it, tongue swilling around the length, spit building
up, hard to breath while moving.

Lily shimmied over, before leaning in close,
Ji-Woo glad of the support, and taking pleasure in the warmth of
the other woman’s body for a brief moment, their breasts soft and
warm before they had to move apart.

Throughout, the damn things inside of her
shifted and twitched, sending twists of pleasure through her. She
thought she managed to keep to her timings and steps, but it was
getting harder and harder to focus, her breath completely gone,
chest heaving. The harness felt tighter now, restricting her
breathing, the gauze fabric scratchy against her flesh.

When it was done, the three of them posed
close together – Ji-Woo put her hands above her head, letting Lily
and Aeri kneel in front of her, although Aeri’s movements were now
sloppy and messy as she stumbled, knocking against Ji-Woo’s
legs.

There would normally be applause and
cheering, but there was nothing. Or maybe there was, and she just
couldn’t hear it? She stared at the lights, making herself maintain
a stage-smile behind her muzzle, even as her eyes started to
water.

The lights blinked out, leaving
blue-green-orange after-images in her vision. Beneath her, Aeri
wobbled then pushed back against Ji-Woo, making her fall to the
ground, slamming into it shoulder-first, landing heavily.

The three of them all tangled up a confusion
of limbs, latex and the bound softness of skin. Ji-Woo could see
movement - high heels, pale skin and a sleek mini-dress - before
she was grabbed by the collar and dragged to her feet. She recoiled
when she found herself staring into the ice-blue eyes of the
Director, her fingers wrapped around the ring of Ji-Woo’s collar.
She shook her head in disappointment, dragging Ji-Woo forward. She
felt soft flesh beneath a heel, hoping she was stepping onto Aeri
rather than Lily. Behind the Director, she could see more of an
audience – men and women smartly dressed, their faces covered by
masks.

‘The performers have disappointed the
audience.’

Ji-Woo tried to grunt in protest. That had
been Aeri’s fuck-up! The plugs inside of her started to twist again
now, twisting into her more deeply. She was dragged forward,
towards steps leading down from the stage, the small crowd parting
to let her through. Her heels were high enough she couldn’t step
without risking falling over again.

‘But they may find worth in you yet.’

A chain hung from the ceiling, a clip on the
end getting tethered to her collar. Hands grabbed her wrists and
pulled them behind her, her cuffs getting clipped together, against
the small of her back. She tried twisting around, finding the
limits of her movement, unable to reach up and remove her gag-mask.
All she could do was grunt and powerlessly wriggle around, the
chain drawing tight, pulling her neck upwards.

The harness sent a powerful vibration through
both of her holes, making her shake and shift. She could feel the
trousers starting to get wet on the inside now, her sweat and her
pussy juices flowing together beneath the latex.

A hand slapped against her backside, hard
enough to make her gasp in pain, fingers squeezing her flesh. Her
wrists were pulled up until they were in line with her head, making
her bend over, offering her body up entirely.

She could see several men in suits gathering
around, and tried to smile at them, feeling nervous, not liking
this, her mouth locked away. She tried to wriggle seductively but
couldn’t move enough to do it properly as the hand grabbed her ass
again. Another hand reached out and grabbed one of her breasts,
fondling her flesh, making the harness pinch her skin. The grab
started off gently, before fingers dug more harshly into her skin,
reaching underneath her top. They pulled at her, roughly grabbing
the nipple.

Ji-Woo couldn’t wriggle around to get away,
something smacking against her backside, a flexible rod flicking
against her. Her mouth was sealed, making protest impossible, and
everything around her was vague and blurry mist.

Fingers suddenly pressed against her hips,
pinching painfully into her skin, hooking underneath her trousers
and pulling them down in a swift motion. She looked around,
everything a tear-streaked blur of suits, dresses and masks, eyes
sparkling cruelly. The strap of the harness was twisted, driving
the plugs deeper into her, making her thighs twitch.

All she could do was let herself be used,
groped and molested. Were they murmuring in approval? Having her
hearing taken from her, her sight limited… The hands roaming over
her stroked and pinched her body to a fever-heat, the vibrator
inside of her buzzing and twisting around. The buttplug was pulled
and tweaked around, stretching out her walls, but it felt so
good!

It didn’t long for her to climax, her body
stretched out for their pleasure. Hands cupped and squeezed her
breasts, caressing her body, spanking her backside. Her juices
flowed out down her legs, hot and sticky, sticking her trousers to
her skin. When she twisted her head, a hand grabbed her chin, a
masked face looking at her own, breath pushing against her face,
tilting her head from side-to-side. A hand slapped her across the
cheek, the grip tight enough that her head couldn’t move with the
impact.

The plugs were tweaked and twisted – she was
panting desperately, desperate for more stimulation, just about
able to see Lily and Aeri being similarly abused. Having her body
stretched out and held tense felt somehow right, despite the
lack of control she had over herself.

Waves of pleasure lashed through her, strong
and powerful, her vision blurring even more. Her body ached and
yearned for the enforced pleasure, slamming into another orgasm,
the buttplug stretching her wide. Her lips sucked at the thing
pushed between her mouth, clamping tightly around the rubbery
shaft, tongue rolling around it, her spit blocking her own
breathing. One of her tormenters pinched her nostrils shut, her
vision starting to waver before she was allowed to take a short,
sharp breath.

Orgasms crashed and rolled through her, her
mind shutting down under the assault. Everything around her was
vague and blurry, the only things that were concrete the throbbing
wetness between her legs, and the hands that touched and groped at
her body, until her mind gave up under the assault, lapsing into a
protective darkness.


 Chapter
Seventeen: Posture
Perfect

Latex, thick and
clinging, surrounded her
entire body, fighting her movements. Ji-Woo tried moving, but it
resisted, pushing her back into position. She struggled again,
feeling as she strained her fingers, trying to close her hand into
a fist, only for them to snap backwards as soon as she relaxed at
all.

Her
breath came in halting fits and starts, something clamped over her mouth – if she
extended her tongue, she could feel the smooth curve of a breathing
mask, sliding her tongue into a corrugated tube. The stuff pressed
tightly against her face, preventing her opening her eyes, sealing
and locking her in.

White
noise was being piped
into her ears, making her thoughts seem slow and thick. Her belly
tensed up as electricity ran through her body. She struggled again,
managing to raise an arm slightly, before it was snatched back. It
was easier just to lay there and let herself be passively trained,
buzzes stinging and forcibly tensing along her belly, arms, legs
and thighs. Her thoughts drifted, lost in blackness and grey fuzz,
before she felt a slight release in the pressure on her
body.

It
peeled away from her
skin, falling away, peeling away her sweat as well. Now it wasn’t
there she could feel that her wrists, waist, neck and ankles were
held in place as well, pinning her against the board, and that
something covered her eyes.

Her
wrist-restraints clicked
free, letting her move her arms. After all the time in the latex,
she felt grimy and sweaty, the scent of the latex having embedded
itself into her flesh. She moved her arms, and there was no
reaction, although she was still held suspended. Ji-Woo nervously
moved her hands, glad of the restraints that kept her from falling
off the board, before fumbling at her blindfold, removing the
padded leather from her eyes.

The light
was soft, gentle enough that it didn’t sting her eyes. She
was back in the
apartment, strapped on a vertical board suspended by a chain from
the ceiling, the latex sheet now limp as it hung downwards. The
other restraints clicked loose and she dropped downwards, managing
to bend her knees enough to take the fall.

She sniffed,
able to smell herself and latex, and not liking either. She went to
the shower, the lights only coming on low still. Water hissed
downwards at her, letting her clean herself. Her pussy was sore to
the touch, feeling as though it had been recently shaved. No matter
how much she scrubbed she couldn’t quite get the smell out of her
skin, the rubbery tang. Well, at least she was clean
now!

She
wrapped herself in a
towel, wondering what to do next. Everywhere was dimly lit, making
her eyes strain to see the rest of the room. A cabinet popped open,
empty except a bottle of the food-paste. She sighed. Why couldn’t
she have proper food? She
was actually starting to enjoy the taste, thick and creamy,
lingering for far too long on her tongue, but it filled her up,
made her feel energised, although her thoughts also seemed
strangely slow. Her skin felt soft and sensitized as well, even the
gentle currents of the air making her body tingle.

The
bedroom was empty, the bed currently retracted up
into the wall. The door
to the wardrobe was also locked, refusing to open, giving her
nothing she could wear. Well, the air was warm enough that she
didn’t need any clothing.

The
windows were tinted dark, making it impossible to tell the time
again. She had no idea
how long she had been locked away this time! Well, there couldn’t
be that much more training, surely? She pressed her face against
the glass, trying to look through – she could dimly see her own
reflection there, her face slightly blotchy from the latex
compression. She still looked good, even without makeup and her
hair still wet, but she would prefer full makeup and jewellery. And
clothing! Something tight and skimpy, but something other than
nudity! And the collar, she’d rather not have that. She touched it,
fingers still trying to find a release or even a crack in the
metal, but it felt like it was a single piece of metal, without any
gaps at all. It had a little looseness, letting her twist it
around, but it was weighted and curved in such a way that it chafed
and rubbed and slowly twisted back into place, a wider panel at the
front, over her throat. She felt along the inside, as much as she
could, feeling the prongs that would discharge the damn electricity
into her.

Ji-Woo
tried shaking it, but
that just jabbed the prongs into her neck. Wasn’t there any way to
block them? Or to remove the battery? The heavy lump at the back
seemed just as solid as the rest of it, without any way to remove
it.

It
buzzed, giving a soft vibration, making her pull her fingers back in case it
escalated to an actual shock. Was it just because she was touching
it? She kept her hands at her waist, holding her breath and
tensing, but there wasn’t an actual shock. Thankfully!

She
drummed her fingers against the window – it made a hollow sound, the glazing
multi-layered, not giving any indication of the temperature from
outside. With both hands, she was able to beat a basic rhythm,
enjoying herself in the basic, simple activity. Her collar buzzed
and tingled again. Was she not allowed to make noise? She stepped
drumming, before the collar buzzed at her again, making her frown.
What was she meant to do, or not do? There was nothing here,
nothing in the main room!

She
looked at the door to the training room. Did she have to go in there? Her neck tingled,
just a light shock, but she knew it could, and probably would, get
worse. There was nothing for it but to go over to the door. As she
moved closer, the tingling lessened, and she carefully pulled the
door open.

The
training room still had
the loops hanging from the ceiling and the lockers on the wall, but
two of the loops were now descended to the ground. Her collar
buzzed her again, spurring her to action – one of the lockers
popped open, a small one this time, and she could see a tangle of
black straps inside.

When she
shook it out, she found
that it was a harness – the straps joined together what was
more-or-less a bikini, with stripes joining the parts together.
Well, it was better than nothing, although figuring out how it went
on took some doing, as she managed to get it partially on before
getting tangled up and had to remove it again. When it was on, she
gave her shoulders a twist – the bra was comfortable, feeling good
against her skin, settling close and tight against her flesh,
following the lines of her body. And it didn’t fight her like the
latex did! There were some high heels in there – four inches at
least, sharply angled. She looked at them suspiciously, before
putting them on, feeling her arches bend upwards, buckling them on.
She could walk in them, but wouldn’t want to do anything more
complicated!

That
done, she looked at the
loops again – from how they were lowered, presumably she was meant
to do something with them? She turned around and put her feet
through the loops – they looked like the things she’d seen circus
performers use, although they were normally in far larger spaces!
As she moved, her body ached slightly – she felt sore, could feel
tender places on her flesh, and moved to try and ease out the kinks
from being restrained.

The cords
pulled upwards, loops tightening around her ankles and dragging her off her feet. The
motion was slow enough that she was able to bodily drop to the
floor without injury, her ankles now supported about a foot off the
ground. She put her arms beneath herself to support her body,
wondering what was going on.

A
screen in front of her
turned on, showing “0” in bright white. As her arms started to
strain, then she lowered herself to the ground. That made her arms
ache from being held at such an awkward angle, and so she pushed
off the ground again. The “0” became a “1” – was it counting
push-ups? She dropped and rose again, the number
increasing.

‘How many do I
have to do?’

There
was no response, of
course. The motions were easy though – her upper body was
sufficiently light it didn’t put that much strain on her arms, as
she pushed herself up and down again, trying to keep the movements
smooth and controlled. Some upper-body exercises other than being
stuck inside of the latex sheet made a nice change – at least it
felt as though she were doing something!

She could
feel her body heat up, beads of sweat on her forehead, breath
coming heavier now as she hit 50, but kept going, the
strain and tiredness
starting to build up in her arms. Her legs were raised off the
ground, entirely incapacitated; all she could do with them was
wriggle them from side-to-side a bit, the loops were snug and tight
around her ankles.

When she
reached 60, she was
starting to run out of energy, her hair starting to stick to her
forehead. Reaching a hand up to brush it away put all her weight
onto her other arm, making it throb from the pressure, but she just
about managed to get her arm back in time, before collapsing to the
ground. That would probably make the count reset or
something!

Going
from 60 to 70 was
starting to hurt, her arms aching now, her back needing stretching
out. Couldn’t she have some time with that blue-streaked attendant?
Another one of those lovely massages! By the time she reached 75,
she was panting for breath, coming up and then holding the
position, not wanting to commit to another one, in case she
couldn’t make it down and back up again.

The
number seemed to glare at her from the screen, the white text stark in the low light. She
summoned up her strength and let her body drop, before slowly
pushing herself back upwards, earning herself another
increment.

‘That’s it, I
don’t think I can manage another one!’

In the
small room, her voice
echoed back at her, the only noise present. Could she manage
another one? Something slithered down from above, slapping against
the floor, almost hitting her in the face. She could see two cords
running up to the ceiling, slowly lowering herself to the floor and
feeling towards them. Each ended with a now-familiar loop, which
she put her wrists through.

They
tightened, the loops tight around her wrists, and then she was
lifted off the ground. She struggled, but both her ankles and wrists were held
tightly. She could wriggle around a bit, but she had no leverage,
nothing to push off, and couldn’t bend her hands backwards far
enough to reach the loops and get them off. And she was now high
enough that even if she could, then she would be smacking
face-first into the ground, from high enough that it would
hurt!

Ji-Woo
could hear motors
whirring as the cords were tightened, holding her splayed out in
mid-air. She let herself be suspended, feeling slightly giddy,
before straining to raise her neck and look around, shaking her
head to clear hair from her vision.

The
screen now showed “0”
again. What was she meant to do? Her ears picked up a slight noise,
a mumbling echoing off metal – inside the locker, she could dimly
see the shape of some earbuds. Instructions that she couldn’t hear?
Well, there wasn’t much she could do in this position, was
there?

She tried
bringing her arms and legs together – it made her body shake around
as the ropes moved, her movements slightly off and the ropes not
moving in unison, making
her unbalanced. Her back was starting to ache from how it dropped,
making her wish for a strap around her waist, to help support her
weight better. As she tensed up, straightening her body, the number
on the screen increased – 1, 2, 3…

Ji-Woo took a
deep breath and tried to hold her body tense, arms and legs tight,
her stomach and belly taut. She’d always hated planking, although
she liked having a nice trim body!

After
sixty seconds, she could feel her arms and legs straining,
the ropes shaking about as she
wasn’t able to fully keep her body under control. The harness was
starting to stick to her body now, the plasticky straps sticking to
the sweat, the strap between her buttocks tight and rubbing against
her butthole, before digging into her pussy. She wriggled around,
shaking her legs to try and make it more comfortable, but there was
no way to dislodge the thing.

She
managed another fifteen seconds before letting the posture relax
with a deep exhalation, sagging downwards. The harness-straps over her breasts and
belly seemed to pinch at her flesh more, the inside of the bra snug
against her body.

The
“relaxed” position made her neck and spine ache, her body-weight
dragging her down. It was an effort to raise her head to
look at the screen,
where the number was flashing in a vaguely threatening fashion. She
tensed up again, the strap pushing chafing between her buttocks
again – she tried clenching and unclenching her buttocks, the strap
stiff enough that it felt strangely exciting, rubbing against
her.

Being suspended,
hanging alone and isolated, solitary in the darkness, was tiring,
but also strangely relaxing. She had nothing to think about, no
distractions, just the steadily increasing tiredness of her own
body, the muscular tremors and shakes intensifying each
time.

After
more repetitions than she could be bothered to count, her head sagged downwards, hair
shrouding her vision. When she tried to tense up again, she could
only hold the posture for a few moments before having to sag again,
her muscles tried and sore. And the strap around her crotch was
teasing, but didn’t give enough stimulation to actually get off
from! The way the harness clung to her skin felt good though,
giving her some support and making her feel like she was in a
strict and tight embrace.

She
sagged downwards, making an attempt at moving, but without any success. Air brushed over her
body, and a moment later she felt herself touch against the ground.
Her skin was sweat-sticky, but she was able to remove her hands
from the loops, before wriggling around to remove her ankles.
Gathering herself up, she managed to stand – her legs weren’t too
badly off, although her torso was aching. She grabbed the earbuds
from the locker and put them in, just as another one popped
open.

‘…has done well.
The performer will move onto the next step. The performer will
follow the instructions provided.’

With her
brain feeling numb from the exertions, Ji-Woo went to the open
locker and pulled out a short metal pole, a rubbery shaft on one end, with a ring of
outward-pointing spikes beneath it. What was she meant to do with
this?

A
spotlight blinked on,
illuminating a patch of ground with a circular hole on.

‘I have
to make my own equipment now? I thought you guys
were meant to be super
luxurious?’

There was no
answer, and disobeying would probably just get her shocked, so
Ji-Woo followed the instruction, going over to the hole and
screwing the pole into it. It looked like the pole could extend,
with several rings that could probably concertina in and
out.

‘The performer
will be rewarded.’

‘Can I
have some real
food?’

‘The performer
may pleasure herself.’

‘You
could try and sound enthusiastic! If you’re a person over there.’
There was no response, as Ji-Woo looked at the shaft atop the tube – this close, she could
see that it was clearly a dildo. A nice large one as
well!

She
leaned over and spat on it, quickly lubing it up, before pulling
the lower part of the harness aside, spreading herself open and
slowly lowering herself
onto it in an awkward squat. It moved upwards, pushing her upwards
with it. She tried to take it slowly, dipping her hips, wanting to
savour the moment and also to get used to the thing, but it was
unrelenting, pushing into her, fat and full, although it did feel
good.

It
kept pushing upwards,
until she was stood fully upright.

‘Hey! I
can’t get myself off like this!’ She couldn’t bend at the knees
without driving the thing painfully deep into herself, she couldn’t
jump off without impaling herself in the process, and there was no way she could
dismount. It suddenly twitched inside of herself, making her head
reel. Her lips went slack, and she could feel dribble oozing down
her chin as her head sagged, before recovering and wiping it
off.

She
strained on top of it –
in the heels, there was no give in her legs. She tried bending
over, but that just made the sensation of being filled and stuffed
even more intense, and the metal tube didn’t seem to have any latch
or controls she could adjust. Ji-Woo strained on the heels,
stretching herself even higher, but it was stuffed far too deeply
inside of her.

It gave
another twitch, making her gasp. ‘This isn’t… much of a… reward!’
It felt damn good, but she was impaled in place, without
being able to rock up
and down to properly get herself off. Even turning around was an
effort, the huge dildo stretching out her insides, making her
vision fuzz.

She
reached up, grabbing at two of the hanging loops, and tried to lift
herself up. She was able to pull herself upwards, but the thing moved with her,
keeping her impaled and stuck, with just the tips of her toes on
the ground.

‘Mppphhh…’ The thing was driving all the breath from her
body, and slowly stirring her up, despite the lack of
motion. Her arms
couldn’t bear her weight for long, and she tried slowly lowering
herself, gasping as it pushed even more deeply into her. Was it
pushing back down, or was that her imagination? Getting her heels
back onto the ground felt like an achievement, although the
stripper heels were part of what kept her in position. She tried
lifting her buttocks with her hands, in the hope of getting some
relief that way, but to no avail. When she tried reaching through
her thighs, she could feel the unyielding metal pillar, and the
base of the dildo, but it was too solid, without any give or any
way to break it apart.

As she
touched it, it twisted around again, making her groan. It felt so
good! But just having it lodged inside of herself wasn’t enough to
fully get off, although
she could feel herself starting to get wet, juices flowing down the
pole. Very slowly and carefully, she tried bending her knees,
lowering herself slightly – her thigh brushed one of the
outwards-pointing spikes, and it shocked her skin, making her
flinch. Her jolting movement bought her other leg into contact with
the spikes on the other side, making her dance from side to
side.

Each
movement made the dildo swell and rub inside of her, huge and fat.
It gave occasional stuttering movements, but never enough to quite push her over the
edge, leaving her increasingly hot and sweaty. She tried pulling on
the harness, making it pull itself even more tightly around her
body, making her feel embraced and warm, but also pinching and
scraping at her flesh. She couldn’t even get the thing off, as the
metal rings pressed against her!

‘Can you
let me off? I don’t like this!’ Despite her words, she still tried
moving, trying to get enough pressure to come. There was no
response, as the lights slowly dimmed. ‘Hey!’

She
grunted as the collar
shocked her, her hands coming up and pulling on it, getting another
jolt, stronger this time. Ji-Woo managed a deep breath, before
forcing her hands away from the collar, trying to force herself to
smile. ‘I’ll be good! Just let me off. Please?’

By now,
the room was pitch-black, Ji-Woo reaching up from some ceiling loops to
try and give herself something to anchor herself against, otherwise
it felt as though she were going to fall forward, despite being
literally pinned into place. But there was no response, and she
didn’t dare pull herself up again, not wanting to encourage the
thing to push even more deeply into her. It felt
good, filling
and spreading her, and she couldn’t resist slowly shifting her
hips, letting it shape and mould her inside, spreading her deep and
wide, but she couldn’t move enough to properly get off.

The loops
suddenly snapped tight around her wrists, keeping her arms up. She
wriggled her ankles, lifting a leg in another desperate
attempt to fill herself
from the thing spearing her insides, but all that did was strain
her other leg more as she unbalanced herself.

She
slumped, shoulders rolling forward, and her collar snarled at her,
until she returned to the correct posture. It gave
her another rumble, as she
straightened up her back, the size of the thing inside of her
making it hard to breath. It felt massive, like it was spearing all
the way up inside of her! Any movement away from what was deemed
“correct” resulted in snapping punishment, but it was getting
harder and harder to stand straight, the stripper-heels making her
ankles and legs ache. The dildo was supporting her weight, key to
keeping her up!

Music
started to play, and she squeaked in fear. She couldn’t dance like
this! Moving her lower
body at all resulted in the awful stretching, teasing movement of
the massive cock. It lowered oh-so-slightly, letting her bend her
knees, just slightly. Her collar snapped at her again, and she
tried moving, her arms at least, glad that the harness embraced
her. As long as she kept moving, the collar wouldn’t hurt her, but
it was a struggle to focus, or even to think, with the dildo inside of herself!

Her
music, her own voice, kept playing in her ears, and she tried to shake the buds out, but
they were hooked over her ears, not budging. With her arms held
over her head and her pussy utterly filled, her feet in the heels,
there was no way for her to move anywhere, only to stand there in
torment and unfulfilled lust, forced into motion.

She had no idea
how long she had been trapped in the darkness, her body wet with
sweat, the air thick with her own scent, before the cock descended.
She sagged downwards, collapsing into a stupor, cooler air kissing
her skin, unable to move.


 Chapter Eighteen: Locked Into Dancing

Ji-Woo lifted her arms up, ignoring the slight throb
from her muscles. She flinched away as the Director glared at her,
fearing another shock from her collar. A clear gel was being
applied all over her body, cold and slightly sticky, the air-con
blowing chill air, making her shiver as goosebumps formed. It was
applied in a coat all over her body, making her skin shine like she
was made from plastic.

There was a metal prod on one of the lockers,
with two sharp-looking prongs glinting in the electric light. She
shivered again, wondering what it would feel like to be
electrocuted by that, to have the prongs shoved into her softest
parts and the trigger pulled.

She must have moved, as the Director flicked
at her back. ‘The performer will stay still.’

Ji-Woo obeyed, despite the bone-deep
tiredness in her body.

When she was completely coated, her body
shiny and slippery, the Director went to a body-length locker and
opened it. There was a latex bodysuit inside, with wires dangling
from it, sleek and black.

‘Is… is this necessary?’

The Director tilted her head, looking
quizzically at her, before approaching with the suit, shaking it
out. She unzipped it – inside, Ji-Woo could see brassy shining
contact points.

‘Yes. It is part of the process. The
performer will be made perfect.’

The latex looked thicker than normal, and it
compressed her leg more tightly, sliding easily over her slippery
flesh, all the way up to her knee. She grabbed hold of two of the
nooses hanging from the ceiling to lift herself up. When it came up
to her thighs, swallowing and swaddling her further, making the
shaved skin around her slit tingle, but leaving her crotch bare.
The gel felt strange, compressed beneath the outer layer, making
her body wet and slippery as the stuff squidged around without
anywhere to go.

It steadily consumed the rest of her body,
inch by inch, her hands and fingers made to curve, something she
had to fight to make any other movement. It was as though it was
replacing her body, her flesh, with something else, perfect and
inhuman. As it came up over her breasts and back, it forced her
body into shape, correcting her posture, pushing her shoulders
back. She liked the look of it, of being perfectly shaped, her
flesh gleaming and beautiful, but having her body shaped and molded
by the stuff all the time…

The Director’s fingers flicked against her
neck, snapping the material beneath her collar, twisting the metal
around. It chafed against her neck, rubbing against points where
she had been electrocuted, where her skin was sore. She released
her hands, letting them drop to her sides. Her wrists had chunky
metal rings around them, and she could feel metal digging in her
skin, scraping slightly if she moved.

Ji-Woo tried bending – she could fight it,
could still move, but it was a strain, and the suit kept trying to
force her into a particular shape, her back getting pulled
straight. It was probably good for her posture, but it was oddly
degrading not being able to move her body fully by herself. And her
crotch and anus were both bare, and far too accessible, the floor
cold through her feet. When she shifted her stance, she could feel
another bit of resistance, something on her sole.

Stiff black boots were provided, coming up to
her knees. She slid a foot into one, trying not to fall over. They
were high enough that one foot was now far higher than the other,
her foot being held vertically by the stiff leather. When her other
foot was placed as well, she wobbled for a moment, glad that the
boots had enough padding that her toes weren’t crushed, but her
balance was now even harder to maintain. Leather clasps and buckles
were snapped shut, sealing them tightly shut, locks clicking into
place. Even without the locks, with her hands tied into the latex,
she doubted whether she’d be able to get them off without
assistance.

Ji-Woo tried raising her arms above her head,
able to stretch out, but feeling points of additional resistance.
There were things on the inside of the suit, sticking to her skin,
cold nubs that worried her.

The Director grabbed her by the collar-ring
and dragged her forward – she stumbled, trying to keep her balance,
grabbing at the Director for additional stability. As soon as she
touched them, her collar gave a warning buzz and then a jolt ran
through her neck, making her grunt in pain, her hands getting
brushed away.

‘Balance must be maintained.’ She tapped at
Ji-Woo’s collar, then pulled the ring downwards, making her tip her
head. Her collar buzzed and vibrated for a second, Ji-Woo unable to
right herself, arms flailing, before she was shocked again. ‘A
punishment for failure.’ She held Ji-Woo’s head down as she was
shocked again, before letting go and allowing Ji-Woo to stand fully
straight.

While she was still dazed, the Director held
up a metal belt, with rubbery, ribbed prongs angled upwards from
the cross-piece, the intent obvious, already shiny with lube.
Ji-Woo tried to push them back, but the latex made her slower, the
electric shocks jangling her reactions. The intruders both slid
into her, plugging her ass and her pussy, making her gasp. A band
went around her waist, pinching it even more tightly, squashing
into her.

‘The subject will be trained.’ Another locker
opened, and the Director pulled out VR goggles. Another bolt of
electricity dazed her, and the thing went over her head, her vision
going dark.

Ji-Woo was pulled towards the treadmill,
feeling the slight give as she stepped onto it. ‘Please, can we do
something else instead? Another massage?’ She tried to pull away,
but the Director’s grip was too strong. When she raised her hands
to maybe push the woman away, she felt her wrists buzz and let them
drop down, the vibration stopping.

‘The performer must practice. When this one
returns, the performer must be perfect. And then she may be
presented with the others.’

‘But I don’t want this! I’m good enough
already!’ She struggled more, bringing her hands up again. Her
wrists were suddenly both stabbed with electricity, making her
fingers twitch and strain against the latex, before it snapped her
fingers back into position.

‘The last performance was in error. Further
disobedience will be punished.’ Something snapped into place on her
collar. When Ji-Woo felt at it, hoping it could be removed, her
wrists both flared with electrical agony again.

‘To maintain correct posture, measures will
be applied whenever the performer errs.’

Ji-Woo shook her head. ‘I don’t want to! I
don’t want to do this! Please…’

The treadmill started, and Ji-Woo had to
start moving or risk getting choked by the leash dangling down to
her collar. With her arms out, she was able to keep her balance,
but she could feel strain starting to build up in her ankles and
calves already. This hurt, but it was better than being literally
impaled on a cock!

Her wrists buzzed, and she dropped them down,
the sound stopping. So it would monitor her position?

‘Excellent. If the subject maintains her
stance, then the subject will not be punished.’

The treadmill whined beneath her, making her
move faster. It was even harder to keep her balance now, but she
could manage. It was fast enough that she didn’t dare try and step
off, for fear that her other foot would be taken out from beneath
her and send her crashing to the floor. Would she be able to stand
up? At least she still had her arms free! Having both her holes
stuffed was distracting, her insides distended by the cocks, making
it hard to focus, or breath.

Cool air blew against her face, chilling her
as her body started to heat up from the enforced exercise. There
was only darkness visible in front of her, nothing appearing no
matter how she turned her head. Hands poked at her ears, sliding
earbuds in, removing her sound.

Ji-Woo managed to fall into a rhythm, trying
to keep her focus and balance, eyes fixed dead ahead, desperate to
try and see something. When she spoke, the sound was thick and
garbled, like she was distanced from her own body. ‘What do I have
to do? How long will this take?’

‘Until the subject is trained.’ A hand
stroked against her buttock, before slapping the meat of Ji-Woo’s
ass. ‘The subject will not distract herself with speech.’ A hand
stroked across her lips, before fingers pushed into her mouth,
pushing a squishy ball into place. It was more than she could
dislodge with her tongue, puffing her cheeks out, pushing against
her teeth.

‘Mmmphhh!’

Her grunt was answered by a jolt to her anus,
the intruder down there apparently wired as well. It hurt! When she
moved her hands around to her backside, trying to see if she could
loosen it, another shock was triggered, this time in both her
holes, making her grunt in pain. She had to keep her hands in just
the right places, otherwise she would be punished.

There was no way for her to know if the
Director was still there or had left – stepping off the treadmill
would probably get her punished as well. She was having to walk at
a brisk pace – in flats it would be easy, but in the punishing high
heels, it was a painful strain! Anytime her posture got too far off
what was allowed, shocks would punish her. Having to trot along in
the heels was a trial, her legs starting to burn and strain from
the effort. And the things stuck inside of her were strangely
exciting, even though they hurt whenever she moved her hands into
the wrong place.

Her vision was filled with vague swirls of
light, hazy mist and lines. Was the screen showing her patterns, or
were they just being made up by her brain? The movement kept her
from being able to think, the suit keeping most of her posture
forced and rigid. She could feel sweat starting to build up,
trickling down her back, oozing strangely down her back.

Time faded, her body being forced through
movement, legs getting slow, tired and drained. The treadmill
suddenly jolted forward, forcing her into an actual run, agony
starting to sprout in her legs. When she tried to extend her arms
to balance herself, shocks ran into her neck and both her holes,
making her gasp into the fat ball shoved into her mouth, feeling
tears run down her face.

It stopped abruptly, and she stumbled,
getting dragged back by the collar, choking herself. She hung there
for a moment, her weight supported by her neck before she managed
to get her feet under herself. The leash-cord tensed up, before
letting go, and she dropped to the floor.

Lights showed up in her vision, a vague glow
ahead of her. There was still nothing but silence, but she crawled
towards it on her hands and knees, glad that she wasn’t having to
stand. The thing in her pussy gave her a teasing vibration, buzzing
for a few moments before going silent. Was that a reward? It was
certainly better than being electrocuted again! She tensed her ass,
wishing she could eject the butt-plug, but it was too deeply buried
inside of her, even if it wasn’t for the metal belt keeping it
there.

She raised a hand to her mouth, wanting to
take the ball out, but her collar stung her. When she pushed
through the pain, her wrists flared up, then pain spiked into her
upper arms and her shoulders as well, until she dropped her hands.
Ji-Woo couldn’t even whine in protest, her ears blocked and her
voice stolen from her.

But there was a light ahead of her, and
crawling was better than standing, at least with the heels on! She
could feel the texture of the surface underneath her change, as she
crawled into the bedroom, the soft glow in her vision shifting to
her left. Whenever she slowed, more pain attacked her, from the
electrical contacts inside of the suit. Her thighs were forced to
tense up, stopping her movement for a second, as the vague glow
coalesced into a more concrete line, giving her something to focus
on.

Her head butted against a wall, the line
drawing upwards. It was an effort, but she managed to force herself
to stand – where was she? The table should be somewhere close by.
She managed a slow and faltering step into the abyssal darkness,
only managing a single step before her entire body was suddenly
aflame with lightning.

As the pain faded, she realized she was done
on the floor again, her ribs aching from where she had fallen. The
line led up the wall again, small shocks already running up and
down her body, until she slowly moved, managing to get to her feet.
As she did so, the light faded, total darkness showing for a
second, before fading away to show a dance stage. Music piped into
her ears, as a vision of herself appeared, dressed in a harness of
leather straps held together by metal rings, her nipples and pussy
covered by shiny black tape. That was who she wanted to be!

“She” started to dance, keeping in time with
the music. The collar snarled around Ji-Woo’s neck, and she
hastened to move herself, shifting through the movements. It
shouldn’t be hard, but her legs were already burning, and the suit
made it harder, fighting her movements. When she tried extending a
hand to make a gesture, the fingers fought back against her, and it
was a relief to then relax and let them be pulled back into
shape.

It was easiest to simply relax into the
movements, letting the motions be the only thing she was aware of,
keeping her back straight and tense. Whenever she moved out of
time, she was shocked, lighting spearing her crotch. Whenever she
managed to dance successfully, then the vibes would twist on, the
pain getting replaced with pleasure, slow and steady. Even the
shocks from the electricity couldn’t quell it, starting to feel
good.

If she moved in any way not deemed “correct”,
then she got shocked, but it was getting easier to move properly.
When the anal plug started to vibrate, then she stumbled,
supporting herself against the wall. That earned her a shock to the
belly, making her cramp up, but she fought against it, dropping
into a low squat and running her hand up her chest. The electrical
shocks this time were less intense, almost stroking at her skin,
feeling gentle rather than brutally invasive, although they still
made her body clench and fight her own conscious control.

The version of herself she was watching was
getting obviously excited, their cheeks getting tinted red, her
thighs shining with more than sweat. Her own body was similar,
although sealed into the latex, and hurt and teased.

The image faded away, and she relaxed, but
didn’t dare try and move, leaving her in isolation. Another image
of herself, now wearing a bodystocking, darker over her breasts and
crotch. More music came, her collar tingling until she began to
dance again, forcing her weary body to respond.

The heels made her legs ache, making her
misplace her steps, having to carefully place her feet so as not to
stumble, twisting her arms around each other and posing. Whenever
she wasn’t exerting pressure, her body would always try and pull
itself back into the same position, and with the thing shoved into
her mouth, she couldn’t breathe properly.

When this “performance” was over, her breath
was short and desperate, her legs and arms shaking, from exhaustion
rather than electricity. She couldn’t face another one! A shock ran
through her thighs and she sank to her knees, slumping to the
floor. A piercing whine filled her ears, but she shook her head –
she didn’t have the strength! Even lighting couldn’t make her move;
her body was pushed past her limits, her limbs no longer moving
except when jolted.

Her head lolled back as her neck was shocked.
A hand grabbed her hair, fingers reaching into her mouth and
stretching out her lips, squashing the ball and removing it. She
didn’t have time to speak before something else was shoved into her
mouth, a rubbery tube sliding between her teeth. Any protest she
could have made was stifled, her tongue flapping against the tube,
sliding around the smooth surface.

Someone grabbed her by the collar and
dragged, pulling her over the floor, and she could barely move
herself to keep up, her latex skin sliding over the floor. A tube
got shoved into her mouth, sticky paste flowing into her mouth,
uncomfortably like deep-throating a cock as it came, the stuff far
too similar to cum.

She was released, able to draw her back away
from the feeding-tube, coughing up a small amount of the stuff,
feeling it flow down her chin. Whoever was holding her let her go,
her head falling to the floor. It felt like it was revitalizing
her, fresh energy flowing through her body.

Music started to play again, the light
indicating she should stand. Her legs were still weak and wobbly,
but she managed, struggling to get her feet underneath herself and
her heels into place, starting to strain already, her chest
straining for breath. But she managed it, feeling a sense of
triumph, with the vibe giving her a momentary buzz of reward.

And then there was another dance, her body
moving before she became fully conscious of it. She lost herself in
the movement and the sensation, thought and self fading, her
muscles burning.


 Chapter Nineteen: Enforced Ornamentation

Fire. Ji-Woo’s entire body felt like it was on fire,
her body stretched and abused far past her limits, kept moving
solely by the threat of the lightning, stabbing into her whenever
she slowed or stopped. If she ever fell into a less-than-perfect
posture, or any part of her body wasn’t where it was meant to be,
then she earned herself a shock, another stab of pain cutting into
her, a searing flash of pain that tore away control of her
body.

She was sometimes allowed to stop, simply
collapsing to the floor, the lights guiding her towards the
feeding-cock, the thing only disgorging paste if she pushed deep
onto it, scraping her throat almost to the point of throwing up. It
was tasting sweeter and sweeter though – or maybe that was just
because it was the only stimulation she was allowed that wasn’t
electrical or teasing. As soon as it entered her mouth, it made her
salivate, her spit mingling with the cum-paste, flowing into her
body.

But she was improving – some of the dances
she could now do entirely, without any mistakes, earning herself
sustained pleasurable buzzes between her legs, both her ass and her
pussy twisting in a way that threatened to bring her to her knees.
Not enough to cum herself, but it certainly got her close! Her
entire body felt soft and wet and warm, centered around the
throbbing desire in her cunt. Words were impossible, and there was
never any time for thought, always dancing or pain or the blessed
relief of darkness, when she was allowed to stop, falling into a
deep and pained darkness. With the visor blocking her vision, it
was hard telling the difference between consciousness and slumber –
even her dreams were filled with images of herself in erotic and
sexual outfits, dancing for a crowd.

In some of her dreams, there was an audience
of vaguely threatening masculine shapes, their cocks lurid and
bright. She could feel their skin, smooth and hot, even through her
latex-wrapped hands, rubbing her body against them. If she was too
slow to please them, then punishment was swift, lightning scorching
her. But if she was skilled, the cocks bucking and spewing their
loads over her, her latex making sure it never reached her skin,
then the vibes buried within her would inch her oh-so-slowly closer
to pleasure of her own. Her mind filled in the scent and taste of
cum, the flavor heavy in the back of her throat, the scent
penetrating her head, making her woozy and drunk.

She posed and preened for them, twisting her
ass, rubbing her breasts against them, glad of even their
phantasmal touch, grinding her body against them. She wanted to
touch, to be touched, to be adored by an audience! But she
could feel her own sense of self fading, as there was no time for
anything else other than giving pleasure, or getting the steps
precisely right, and the dreams.

Sometimes the feeding-cock felt different, a
meatier and sweatier aftertaste, that didn’t disgorge the
food-paste like normal. Instead, she had to suck and lick at it,
rolling her tongue over it, trying to do enough work to provoke a
reaction before she was punished with shocks. The paste from this
tasted stronger, a more astringent flavor, stickier on her tongue.
The vibrators buzzed up inside both her holes, leaving her panting
and gasping, desperate for more, before a collar-shock plunged her
back into the darkness.

The images of herself got more and more
overtly sexual, body slicked in cum and sweat, crawling on her
knees between men, licking at swollen shafts, being degraded and
used. And all the time the latex pushed in on her, her ears filled
with music, or distant orgasmic gasps and groans.

Her hallucinations got more intense – hands
stroking and pinching at her body, feeling along her latex-skin,
and she took pleasure in this, wanting some sensation, to be used
and touched, desperate for any contact with the outer world.

Another figure appeared in her dream-delusion
– their face hidden behind a smooth and featureless black curve,
but from their build, Ji-Woo recognized it as Lily. They fall into
a rhythm, moving in synchronicity, Ji-Woo wincing in anticipation
of pain whenever one of them slipped up, lightning snarling and
cracking.

She moved to embrace them, wrapping her arms
around the space they should be. The emptiness there chilled her,
making her feel suddenly isolated and alone, and she lost her
concentration, stumbling forward. The illusion broke, and suddenly
she felt broken and empty. She didn’t want this! She wanted to be
able to see!

Her hands started to twitch, driven by
impulses from her wrist-bands, as she rose them up, wanting to rip
the helmet off. She managed to get her fingertips to brush against
it, fighting to keep them close without succumbing to the pain, but
then it started to spread over the rest of her body, her thighs
jolting around, a shock to both of her holes making her stagger
forward, unable to support herself. She tried wrenching the thing
off, but it was securely attached into place, and she was weakened
by the suit and the electricity. Another spark jammed itself into
her spine, her head twitching around, and then she lost control of
one arm.

The whole world swung and twisted, a horizon
line appearing in her vision, that seemed at odds with what she
could feel, making her feel nauseous. She lurched to the side,
feeling herself slam into a wall, unable to support her weight
anymore. All conscious control of her body was gone, and her mind
faded into darkness, lit only by the searing, agonizing blasts of
lightning, making her limbs twitch…

 


Cool, frigid air blew onto her body. She
could smell rank sweat, her skin feeling grimy and gross, hair
falling over her eyes. Ji-Woo tried to move her hand to brush it
away, but felt hard metal pinch into her skin, her arms both bent
at the elbow, in line with her head. She was sat on cold metal,
with her legs spread wide, metal biting down on her ankles and
thighs.

It took several tries for her to open her
eyes, gunge sealing them shut, and then bright light hurt too much
for her to see anything. She tried shaking her legs again, but
there was no give in the metal, nothing she could do, feeling a
metal bar around her waist, further locking her in. At least there
was nothing inside of her, although she could feel a metal ring
inside her mouth, her tongue rubbing against it, dribble sliding
down her chin.

Something moved in front of her, letting her
see – a face, half-covered by a surgical mask, a lash of blue hair
dangling down. A hand, wrapped in a surgical glove, patted her on
the thigh. As her eyes continued to adjust, Ji-Woo could see that
the light was coming from a surgical lamp, a circle of bright
lights shining down, illuminating her without any shadows.

Ji-Woo tried to move her head, but there was
a metal bar across her forehead, without any padding to make it
less uncomfortable. Aside from her own sweat, there was an
antiseptic tang, the sheen of easy-to-clean tiles, a metal tray
holding implements she didn’t recognize.

‘Mpphhhh!?’ Her tongue waggled against the
metal ring, trying to form any coherent words, the woman reaching
forward and carefully stroking a breast.

‘The performer is in a state for
modifications.’ The chill voice of the Director came from behind
Ji-Woo, somewhere she couldn’t twist enough to see, but it made her
strain against her bonds again. Modifications didn’t sound like
anything she wanted! Now her vision was clearing, the metal
implements all looked painful and sharp, especially if they were
supposed to be used on her in any way.

The attendant’s hand withdrew, before coming
back with a wipe, smearing something onto Ji-Woo’s nipples that
made her skin sting. Her eyes darted around the room, settling on
metallic sparkles, rings and studs. A hand touched her forehead,
nails poking into her skin, but she still couldn’t see the
director, as another hand stroked one of her ears. The attendant
nodded, before rubbing them clean as well.

‘The attendant may begin.’

Utterly naked, bound onto the metal chair and
spread wide, without being able to close her legs or speak, Ji-Woo
was completely exposed and unable to protect herself at all. The
cold air chilled her, and then the attendant picked up a long and
fat needle.

Ji-Woo tensed up – what was that for? She
garbled through her gag, wanting to protest as it was placed
against her left nipple, fingers stretching out the nub of flesh,
feeling the metal tip against her flesh. It slid in, a sudden hot
spike of pain that made her gasp, able to feel the metal beneath
her skin, pushed into her. The needle was left in place as she
tried to free herself, the unforgiving metal not budging at all.
She couldn’t move at all, her eyes darting about desperately,
looking for any escape, but there was nothing!

The process was repeated on the right-hand
side of her body, another stab of pain, another intruder forcefully
pushed into her body. A hand stroking down her body did little to
calm her, especially when the same astringent wipe was used around
her bellybutton.

Tears trickled down her face, mingling with
the dribble from her forcibly-opened mouth. Whenever she breathed,
she could feel the needles stuck into her breasts, trying to stay
still even through the pain and shock. The next one felt even
worse, chill metal penetrating through the skin above her navel –
she could see the top of the woman’s head, feel their head brushing
against her skin, that touch soft and gentle, but the metal
hurt.

They moved back, looking down at their
handiwork, putting a hand between Ji-Woo’s breasts, a gesture that
was probably meant to be comforting. She could feel the needles
stuck into her still, trying to keep her panic from rising up, not
wanting to make them hurt more.

Fingers stroked against her pussy, heat
flaring between her legs. The constant teasing during her training,
without ever being released, meant she couldn’t control her
reaction. She was spread wide, three fingers easily slipping into
her, making her gargle through her mouth, tongue flapping around.
Her slit tensed, up trying to grab the fingers and hold them inside
of herself. She wanted to get off!

As the fingers pushed and curved deeply into
her, the attendant picked up clamps with her other hand. They bit
into her lips, a chain getting pulled tight and linked onto one of
the bars keeping her legs spread. Ji-Woo barely even noticed the
pain as her other lip was spread wide, holding her open and
exposed. The air cooled her hot flesh, but it still felt so good,
as she felt the attendant’s fingers slide fully into her, twisting
together.

She tried to push her hips forward, wanting
more stimulation, but she was locked into place, unable to do
anything. Fingers pushed against her folds, and then metal. She
squeaked in sudden fear, seeing another needle moving forward. It
pushed against her clit, pain blossoming amidst the slippery lust
as it penetrated her. The pain and pleasure mingled together, her
vision blurring. Something sparkled in her vision, as a ring was
held up for her inspection – dark metal, before it was slid through
the hole just made in her flesh.

It felt cold for a second, but her body
swiftly heated it up. She tried to protest but couldn’t make any
intelligible noises. Barbell studs were next, going onto her
nipples, a metal ball on either side of the nub, getting screwed
into place as the needle was withdrawn. She could feel the metal
inside of herself, an unwanted intrusion, now grafted onto her
body! The used needles were discarded into a metal basin, striking
with tinny echoes.

The attendant stroked her again, and then it
was time for her navel piercing – another slender bar pushed
through her body, a ball screwing into place and a spiky black
metal star now in her navel.

Ji-Woo tried to break free again but pressing
against the metal just hurt her skin. The attendant looked at her
and stroked a hand down her flank, making vaguely comforting
sounds. The hand stroked against her face, fingers smooth and cool
against her sweaty skin. Then the fingers plunged into her mouth
and pulled outer her tongue. A metal clamp bit down onto her
tongue, a bar pressing against her soft flesh. When she tried to
retract her tongue, the metal bumped against her lips, too wide to
let her tongue move backwards.

Her breath came in short, desperate whimpers,
unable to beg for mercy. As her tongue flapped and waggled, the
attendant came with another needle. Ji-Woo whimpered when it
punctured her body, sliding through her tongue, the hole then
swiftly filled with another stud.

She could feel throbbing pain throughout her
body – her breasts, crotch and tongue all sore from the forced
intrusions, the desperate desire still between her legs.

‘Gpphhh!’ The metal clamps on her pussy lips
and her tongue all hurt, biting against her skin.

‘The performer is improved. Soon the
performer will be ready for display.’

Ji-Woo tried to recoil away from the fingers,
wanting to get out of here, not enjoying the flares of pain all
over her body.

‘The performers shall fulfil their purpose.’
The Director, still out of sight, clicked her fingers right next to
Ji-Woo’s ear, a whipcrack sound that made Ji-Woo flinch. ‘Obedient
and biddable. This one expected greater resistance.’

Ji-Woo still couldn’t see the Director, but
through the tears in her eyes she could see a figure enter. It was
Aeri, although she was dressed – the ballet heels changed how she
walked, black trousers far tighter than anything she normally wore.
Her belly was bare, a metal star shining in her navel. Her breasts
were covered by a thin strip of material, lumps visible beneath,
showing that her breasts had been pierced as well. There was a
heavy collar around her neck, matching Ji-Woo’s, with her arms
covered by black latex opera gloves. When she opened her mouth,
metal shone again, a stud visible through her tongue.

She looked behind Ji-Woo, fear visible in her
eyes, a slight tremor going through her body as she walked forward,
passing out of sight behind Ji-Woo.

‘One broken and two molded. This one has
performed well.’ There was a slight snort that might have been
laughter. ‘A private performance has been requested. After
recuperation, the performers shall be unveiled. Any failure shall
be punished.’

‘Mmmpphhh! Mppphhh!’ Ji-Woo tried to indicate that she would succeed.
At least if it would help her avoid further pain!

‘Does the
performer understand her position?’ A hand reached down and released the tongue clamp,
letting her withdraw her tongue back into her mouth, still held
open. ‘The performer must command and control her subordinates.
Unless the performer wishes to be demoted?’

‘Nppphh!
Npphhh!’

The
attendant started to
stroke her crotch. Despite the pain of the piercing, the fingers
felt good, her thoughts melting away.

‘The performer
will be isolated to heal. But the performer has earned
pleasure.’

The fingers
pumped in and out with vigour, the clit aching, but the pain was
subsumed underneath the crashing waves of pleasure. She came,
gushing and wet, the sensation overwhelming the pain. Her tongue
sagged in her mouth, vision blacking out. The attendant’s eyes
stared down at her as her consciousness faded.

 



 Chapter Twenty: Sealed for Freshness

She couldn’t move, her body sealed in, her vision
filled with herself. Dressed in tight clothing, feet in
en-pointe heels, with bright metal shining around her neck
and wrists, her face slack with lust. Her own body twitched in time
with the music, wanting to dance, the steps now deeply engrained,
pure enforced habit making her go through the movements, despite
the restraints swaddling her body. Why couldn’t she move? Where was
she? Where were Lily and Aeri?

The vision in front of her changed, changing
from the shadow-edged stage to somewhere darker. She could see
herself, bound between posts, a group of masked men surrounding
her. The music got louder, as one of them masturbated, a spray of
cum striking against her face. She shuddered, a memory-impression
of the hot slime oozing down her face. More blasts hit her body,
staining it with cum atop her sweat. She could see Aeri and Lily
there as well, in the same restraints, both getting slicked with
cum.

Memories of pain returned, doing something to
anchor her sense of self, for what little that helped, still locked
and isolated in wherever she was, a throbbing aching in her
breasts, her tongue and between her legs. The soreness slowly
faded, as she drifted in the darkness, all she could see and hear
her own image.

She whimpered in despair, still unsure of how
she was contained, what trapped her. Warmth blossomed between her
legs, an arousal she couldn’t control or hide. She wasn’t sure if
she even wanted to! It felt so good, something buzzing inside of
herself, large and ridged, but she couldn’t move to pull it out and
push it further in, her arms wrapped around her body.

She felt slight dampness against her neck –
water? Where had that come from? She could feel it creeping up her
neck, coming up to her chin. She shook her head trying to brush it
away, but it kept coming in, cold and wet, coming up past her
mouth. She couldn’t move at all, couldn’t get away from it, as it
came up to her nostrils, threatening to drown her. There was no way
to escape it – she held her breath as long as she could, her lungs
burning, heart pounding faster and faster.

There was a limit to how long she could hold
it for, and the last remnants of air pushed out of her lungs, her
lungs and brain screaming for air.

The water rushed away, suddenly gone, and she
could breath again, her lungs aching as she gulped in another
breath. She tried looking around, but there was nothing, all she
could see was herself being abused, her face and breasts smeared
with cum, as water flowed in again. She tried to shake and shift
around, but she couldn’t move anything, the water creeping up her
body again. Now she knew it was coming, it was even worse, the
fluid slowly moving up her neck, then onto her chin again.

When it reached her mouth, she clamped it
shut, shaking her head, desperate for escape from whatever hell she
was in. A metal lump was embedded into her tongue, brushing against
the top of her mouth, startling her – where had they come from?
Something pushed between her legs, deep into her crotch, started to
shake and twist around, making it even harder to hold her breath,
as the water came up again.

Each time the water would rise up,
threatening to choke her, only fading away at the last moment. Her
eyes filled with brutally painful sparks, barely able to see. As
the water took her air again, she could feel herself fading away,
her body in agony, before the water faded away again.

Air, fresh and unfiltered, pushed in from
somewhere, flowing over her wet face, and she took a deep breath,
not sure if it was tears she could feel, or the remnants of the
fluid. Bright, piercing lights stung her eyes, shadows looming over
her. She could feel gravity now, pulling down on her, her body
suspended by straps under her armpits.

She coughed and spluttered, feeling water
flowing down her chin, the rest of her body somehow numb. Had she
been in an accident, and broken her spine? What was going on? Her
body moved downwards, and then her vision was returned to her and
the music in her ears cut out.

There was a faint pneumatic hiss, as she felt
cool, dry air against her face. Vision returned, and she could see
the Director stood in front of her. She shivered, instinctively
trying to flinch away, feeling herself shift slightly backwards. An
electrical tremor ran through her thighs.

‘The performer has been completed.’

Ji-Woo’s eyes glanced around, trying to
figure out where she was and what was going on. The room looked
sterile and cold, perfectly fitting for the Director’s pale skin
and black mini-dress. The only splash of color was Emma, her red
latex incongruous amongst the white tiles and steel surfaces. Water
splashed off Ji-Woo’s body, into a gutter on the floor. She could
see that there were sharp and cruel-looking tools in glass-fronted
cabinets, making her shiver, and try to break free. Now she could
look down and see herself, she could see that her body was sealed
into a thick bodysuit, wires and tubes running into her. She could
feel something pushing into her ass and her pussy – how long had
she been sealed away?

‘Is the performer ready?’

‘Let me go!’ Ji-Woo tried to move her arms,
but the suit was incredibly tight – she could barely move her arms
at all, her fingers completely locked in. She could move her legs
slightly more, but that was still not enough for her to escape, or
even touch the ground.

The Director tutted, then tapped at her
phone. A shock ran through Ji-Woo’s neck.

‘Does the performer need more time in
training?’

‘No! Please, no!’ Every time she moved her
tongue, the stud brushed against her mouth and teeth. She didn’t
like the thing, the feeling of metal forced into her. ‘I’ll
perform!’

The Director smiled, her teeth sharp and
bright. ‘Good. The performer shall be displayed.’ Her hand stroked
against Ji-Woo’s cheek, and she managed to force herself to smile
back without flinching. A winch clanked and she was lowered, until
she could feel her feet finally touch the ground again.

It made her feel stronger, more certain, even
if she was still sealed into the suit. Emma stepped around her, and
she could dimly feel hands pushing against her back, her feelings
numbed by the thickness of the material.

Despite not knowing how long she had been
locked into the thing, and sealed into darkness, her body didn’t
feel weakened – the regular shocks to her body must have kept her
body healthy, despite her inability to actually move.

Emma wrapped an arm around Ji-Woo to support
her, as her skin was revealed. Her whole body felt super-sensitive,
hungrily devouring the first sensation she had been permitted for
far too long. Sticky pads were peeled from her skin, getting
discarded onto a steel table. Emma’s fingers stroked at her body,
gently tugging on the metal star embedded into her navel.

‘You look magnificent! May I clean her?’

‘Yes.’

Ji-Woo was half-dragged away, still
struggling to control herself, legs a little shaky. She stepped
onto a shower tray, slumping against a wall, as warm water streamed
down. Emma scrubbed at her, sloughing away sweaty, dead skin.
Despite the chill glare from the Director, it felt good, although
she tried to keep the water away from her mouth. Fingers plucked
out lumps from her ass and pussy, the things dropping to the floor,
Ji-Woo tensing then relaxing.

When Emma pushed down on her, forcing her to
her knees, she acquiesced, letting her hair be washed. Closing her
eyes made her shiver in fear, not wanting to return to the
darkness. But it was mercifully brief, and being clean felt
good!

The water cut out, and the sudden touch of a
towel made her shiver, as she was patted dry. Having the cool eyes
of the Director staring at her, as the woman rubbed her with the
soft towel, was somewhat eerie, but just having light and
being allowed to move her own body was a pleasure by itself! The
towel snagged on more piercings, dragging slightly. She moved her
hands, feeling her breasts, the nipples now mounted with studs.
There was another between her legs, and when she stroked her ears,
she could feel more studs along the outer curve, another on the
inner curve.

‘The performer is complete. Does the
performer understand her role?’

There was no escape, no way out. Ji-Woo
shivered but nodded. ‘Please, just… let me perform!’

‘Very good. Now, the performer shall be
readied.’

She was allowed to stand and pulled back into
the room. She could see that the winch mechanism was above a hole
in the floor, looking down into abyssal darkness, ready to lower
someone downwards. Thick tubes supplied air, food and water, while
also isolating anyone placed down there.

‘May I dress myself?’

‘The performer may.’

She managed to make herself step forward,
standing without aid. She looked down at her body – she looked
magnificent, her muscles finely toned, her breasts small and perky,
ass tight. Metal gleamed around her crotch, rings embedded into her
pussy lips. When she went to touch one, Emma pulled her hand back.
She could feel desire still, but feared punishment more!

Clothing was thrust at her and she grabbed at
it, glad for anything to cover herself. It was a sleek black top,
the material banded between opaque panels and translucent gauze,
designed to flaunt her body, falling to the tops of her thighs. It
clung tightly to her, showing off her hips and breasts, the
neckline cut to show off her collar. It felt good, soft and
sexy against her skin. She felt slightly more of a person
now, or at least something other than just an object to be shoved
and used, without any say in the matter herself. She could still
feel desperate heat prickling from her cunt, wanting to tug on the
rings and pull herself open, but not wanting to get punished for
it.

‘What about the others?’

‘They are prepared as well. But any failures
shall be punished.’

Tight hot-pants were pushed at her, a black
leather, with plugs on the inside, a battery pack on one hip. She
shook her head – she didn’t want anything inside of her. Emma
stroked her face and made soft, soothing sounds.

‘It is required, Miss Jeong.’

Her collar shook, and she dipped her head in
surrender, stepping into the shorts. Having a plug pushed back into
her asshole made her wince, but having a soft prong slide into her
pussy, the bumps pushing against her sensitive spots, made her want
more. The bottom of the dress just barely covered her backside,
covering the battery-pack, but still showing off the black-covered
curves of her backside.

When she tried stretching, she could feel the
plugs shift about inside her. It felt good! Shoes were next – black
strappy heels, getting put onto her feet with care. They made her
legs taut and tight, giving her some measure of self-confidence,
despite the plugs stretching her holes wide. She pulled them into
place herself, brushing out the fabric, Emma giving her a smile.
She tugged on the waistband, enjoying the feeling between her legs,
where she was penetrated. Emma shook her head, brushing Ji-Woo’s
hands away.

‘Very good! But you are not allowed to touch
yourself. If you do well, then you will be rewarded. But you will
be, um, punished for any errors.’

Ji-Woo clenched her buttocks, feeling the
thing buried deep inside of her, doubtless ready to shock her if
she did anything wrong.

‘The performer’s body has been perfected. Her
voice is surplus.’

Fingers pushed against her cheek, shoving
into her mouth, probing against her tongue. Her tongue was grabbed,
fingers pinching at the piercing, pulling at the metal stud. They
came out, and then she felt soft plastic push against her face, a
prong pushing between her lips.

‘This shall function.’

Ji-Woo brushed against it with her tongue –
it was like a cock, rubbery but firm, although with protruding
ridges and lumps. She rolled her tongue along the bottom, and
suddenly heard her own voice, perky and enthusiastic. ‘I will
obey.’ She flicked her tongue against it again, the same phrase
getting repeated, with exactly the same intonation.

When she felt at what covered her mouth, she
found it was a half-mask, a curve that covered her mouth and jaw,
securely hooking over her ears, locked into place so she couldn’t
remove it. The outside was entirely smooth and featureless, except
for a faint dip over her mouth – she could feel her breath pushing
through it when she exhaled.

‘Let me
dance for you.’ The
voice was her own again, as she pressed her tongue against the gag.
When she tried to grunt a protest, wanting to speak with her own
voice, the sound was swallowed and stifled by the gag.

‘If
you’re a good girl, then you might be given some more phrases.
When you’re performing,
then it can be used for your singing as well. It’ll probably make
things easier to not have to worry about lip-synching,
right?’

Ji-Woo
tried to object, but all that happened was her own voice speaking
again. ‘Would you like to use me, sir?’

When
she tried pulling the
gag-mask off, her collar buzzed a warning at her, and she hurriedly
moved her hands away before it stung her for real.

Emma gave
her a pat on the shoulders. ‘You really do look beautiful! Let me
fix your makeup, and then you’ve got your first performance. Just remember that you
have to set an example for the others.’

She
steered Ji-Woo outside of the tiled room, an automatic door hissing
open at their approach. From the metal bolts that clicked and
clunked first, it was
securely locked, and Ji-Woo could see that it was made of thick
metal, more suitable for a prison. Outside was a room more suitable
for a fancy retreat, with lush potted plants next to a comfortable
padded chair, something that could be sat in for hair and
makeup.

Ji-Woo let
herself be sat down, before Emma tended to her makeup. The brushes
against her face were soft and soothing, although when she pushed
her tongue against the prong-gag there was no noise. Had she been
muted? She pressed against it with increasing urgency, wanting the
ability to make at least some noise! She could feel a lot of bumps
and lumps on it – how many different phrases could she
make?

Emma
fussed over her. ‘It’s been turned off for the moment. Later on,
you can experiment properly. I think it’s been loaded with everything you
should need.’ Her brushes kept stroking against Ji-Woo’s face, and
she tried to relax, enjoying being pampered, despite having no
voice and being stuffed in all her holes.

It wasn’t
long until Emma had
finished – she stepped away to let Ji-Woo look her herself in the
mirror, and she did look good. Despite having her mouth covered and
sealed, her eyes were rimmed with darkness, her eyes smoky, looking
large and sexy, her eyelashes soft and fluffy. Her hair was still
slightly wet, a little messy even after being combed and brushed,
and her bangs were messy and uneven, having grown out and in need
of a cut. How long had she been here?

She
slowly raised a hand towards her face – as her wrist moved
closed to her collar, there was
a warning beep until she reached up past it. She did what she could
to stroke her hair into slightly better shape, having to be careful
to keep her hand a sufficient distance from her collar to not
trigger another warning.

‘Very
good! Now, are you ready
to perform?’

She
nodded, tensing her thighs, the pants so tight that she could feel the rings in her
pussy-lips. Pushing her tongue against the cock didn’t produce any
sound, but if she performed well, she might be allowed to climax!
It was hard to think outside of the slippery wetness of her crotch,
the desperate and yearning desire. Who would she be performing for?
Would it be a group? Or just one?

She was
allowed to move under her own power, without being dragged or
coerced. As she walked,
she strutted, one foot in front of the other, swaying her body,
feeling the clothing move with her, regaining some sense of
confidence. She looked good, even with her mouth sealed! It looked
like they were in some kind of industrial facility, although with
potted plants and soft matting underfoot. Surgical-masked
attendants walked past, their eyes flicking downwards as soon as
they saw the Director – most of them appeared interchangeable,
Ji-Woo feeling a small measure of satisfaction that she was allowed
to be herself, rather than just a worker. There was no sign of the
one with the blue slash – maybe she was busy? They walked past a
set of figures bound in latex, female forms trapped beneath glossy
black sheets, made perfect and inhuman. One writhed for a moment,
arms straining against the encasement, pushing against it and
trying to move, but without any success.

Ji-Woo
kept rubbing her tongue against the shaft, feeling at the lumps,
hoping to prompt it into making a noise. Even some speech would be better than nothing! But
it stayed resolutely silent, as they moved through the facility,
Emma opening another security door.


 Chapter Twenty-One: Debut Performance

Ji-Woo
kept getting pushed forward, looking around with
interest and
trepidation. The area on the other side was rather less industrial,
with plush carpet underfoot and abstract artwork on the walls,
up-lighters casting everything into dramatic lights. On a podium
was a sarcophagus-shaped sculpture, a simplified female form with
breasts and exaggerated curves, and holes at the mouth and crotch.
There was a control panel next to it, making the whole thing look
like something from a sci-fi movie.

As Ji-Woo
approached, she could see there was a fringe of darkness
around both holes, where
moisture had tinged the plastic even darker. Eyes stared at her
from the otherwise featureless “face”, and she shivered. Those must
be miniature screens, right? There couldn’t be someone trapped
inside?

She
glanced behind as she walked past, seeing assorted tubes going into the body of
the thing, and shivered again. Her own confinement had been bad
enough – being trapped into something solid and unyielding would be
even worse. The eyes had seemed dazed and distant – would someone
inside something like that even be capable of staying themselves?
Ji-Woo made herself smile, as much as she could behind her own
mask, pushing her shoulders back, head straight, eyes forward,
making herself feel as sexual and inviting as she could.

A
voice hissed into her
ear, cold and cutting. ‘The performer will not disappoint. Or the
training will be strict.’

Ji-Woo
shivered, nodding her head desperately. She didn’t want to be hurt
again! A slight shock ran into her neck, but she managed to
maintain her posture and
gait, trying to ignore the desire the plugs inside of her
produced.

Emma led
the way into a large room, a stage close to them, well-lit.
Neon-lit transparent pipes seethed with green, blue and purple bubbles, casting
mottled shadows over a small audience, visible only as vague
shapes. Two figures were already on the stage – Lily and Aeri, both
wearing similar outfits; black, tight and sleek, their mouths bound
and hidden. They were restrained, their wrists tied above their
heads, swaying their hips and breasts already.

Ji-Woo moved
towards them, mounting the stage and then approaching Lily,
stroking her face, then her breasts. She could feel piercings in
the other woman’s nipples, watching as her eyes widened, a pleased
gasp coming from behind the mask. Any further communication was
impossible, but it was good to see her.

Aeri’s wrists
twisted, making her cuffs click against each other. Ji-Woo wrapped
an arm around her waist and pulled her close, glaring into her
eyes. She couldn’t command the woman directly, her mouth sealed
shut, but she didn’t want to be punished for their fuck-up. She
pressed against them, tight and close, their breasts pushing
together, bare bellies touching. Simple skin-to-skin contact felt
good, close and personal after so long being bound into latex,
distant from personal touch. With her other hand, she trailed
fingers down their back, watching and savouring the sensation as
fear blossomed there, slowly scratching the soft skin. Aeri
whimpered and tried to look away, Ji-Woo moving to keep staring
into the other woman’s eyes, moving her head closer, until Aeri
gave a blink of surrender.

With that
settled, Ji-Woo moved to her mark, between and slightly in front of
the other two. From here, she could look over the
audience – it really was
small, but everyone looked to be dressed in expensive clothing. The
Director was on her knees, knelt in front of a man, his hand on her
head, her eyelids fluttering in an ecstatic daze, hands twitching
on her knees. Emma’s voice came over the speakers – she was visible
as a gleaming red shape, stood near a lurid light-tube, a
microphone in hand.

There was
a screeching hiss of feedback before Emma adjusted the controls,
then tapped the microphone to make a loud “thud” noise.
‘Good evening, masters
and mistresses! Thank you for coming. And now, a new debut, for the
house performers! If they do well, anyway.’

Music
kicked in, Ji-Woo almost missing her cue. She heard metallic clinks
from behind herself as Aeri and Lily’s cuffs unlocked, hoping that they knew what to do as
well.

After all
the training, the dancing came easily to her, the movements engrained into her, body
and soul. Even with the plugs, teasing and fat inside of herself,
she knew what she had to do, moving through the routines. Even when
she had to step backwards, she felt Lily’s hands there, ready to
wrap around her and support her as she leaned back, lifting and
spreading one leg. A tremor ran through her vibe, and she could
feel her juices making the shorts stick to her body even more
tightly than before.

Lily’s
hands cupped her breasts, fingers squeezing the small mounds for a moment, Ji-Woo’s head
against Lily’s shoulder, nose filled with the scent of the other
woman, before she was pushed back to her feet. She walked forward,
legs criss-crossing in a tight strut, Aeri in position, down on all
fours in front of her, staying in place long enough for Ji-Woo to
plant a heel on her, pushing down harder than was necessary with a
stiletto-spike.

The crowd
watched them with rapt
attention and cold, hungry eyes. The Director was still on her
knees, being absently petted, a look of ecstasy still on her face,
the first time Ji-Woo had seen any warmth there.

As they
finished, they moved into a pose, pushing against
each other, arms up and
leaning back to show off their breasts and taut stomachs, legs
spread. Ji-Woo could feel the wetness creeping down her thighs,
sweat and pussy-juice both, the things inside of her feeling
huge.

They only
had a few seconds before another song started, their voices coming out of the speakers,
despite their own mouths being sealed. They managed to move as a
unit through the motions, and Ji-Woo could feel the pussy-vibe
twitch again – was that a sign of pleasure?

With each
progressive motion, it
was getting harder and harder to think, and she had to rely purely
on instinct and reflex. Whenever she moved close enough to the
others to touch them, she could feel their bodies heating up, sweat
and lust both, desire thick enough she could smell it, unable to
tell how much was hers and how much was theirs.

By the
time they were done, the
music stopping, the three of them stood facing the crowd, all
leaning forward seductively, the pose pulling the ass-plug even
deeper into her body. Polite clapping rippled around the room, the
Director still kneeling, her cheeks flushed, as she rubbed her head
against the crotch of the man that stood over her.

She saw
Emma at the back, gesturing at them, and left the stage, still
taking care to walk seductively, although her tiredness was starting to catch up with
her.

The crowd
moved towards them, dark
suits and dresses blurring into a colour-stroked blur, their faces
distorted by masks. A hand patted Ji-Woo’s buttocks, before finding
the plug and giving it a tweak, sending ripples of pleasure up and
down her spine. Another hand grabbed her collar-ring and pulled her
forward, and she found herself staring into bright green eyes for a
moment, fingers tickling across her belly.

Behind
her, she heard grunts as Aeri and Lily where pulled forward as well, also getting
squeezed and grabbed. The eyes kept staring at her, holding her
rapt as fingers tweaked at her belly-piercing, stretching out her
skin.

‘You are
a lovely one, aren’t you? I think I shall have to
schedule some private
performances.’

She
felt strong fingers move
between her legs, stroking her thighs before pinching at the soft
flesh, a masculine voice speaking from behind her. ‘Bet she’s a
fantastic fuck! So tight, and she’s dripping already.’

An
indignant squeak came from Aeri
as she was molested as well, a hand cracking against her
backside.

Ji-Woo
was distracted by another tug on the anal plug, as the woman in
front of her pinched at her nipples, fingers playing with the
piercings. ‘Oh? You really have been fully prepared! And such a lovely
body.’

Her
tongue slipped over the thing in her mouth, and she jumped when her voice sounded
out. ‘Would you like to use me?’ Even the woman looked slightly
startled, before smiling, teeth gleaming with a lurid red glow lit
by a nearby bubble-tube, before she chuckled.

‘Oh, I
think so. This is meant
to be a night for samples, after all.’

‘I think
I’ll join you.’ Stronger hands ran down her hips, a thumb hooking
into her waistband and
pulling on the material, making the plugs shift about inside of
her.

A grunt
came from beside her as
Lily as pushed down, her own shorts having been torn off. Behind
her, a man had his hands on her hips, cock large and hard. It
slapped against her buttocks before he wriggled her into position,
sliding all the way in with a single thrust. Lily tensed up, her
eyes rolling back into her head, whites showing brightly. From how
her hips moved, she was enjoying it, Aeri being taken in a similar
way, down on all fours as she was fucked.

With
a yank, the man ripped
the waistband before pulling the material off Ji-Woo’s body. The
buttplug made her gasp as it was pulled out, stretching her hole
wide and making her yelp. Nailed fingers stroked across her hips,
running between her legs, then tapping against one of the rings in
her lips.

‘Oh?
These are fun.’ She felt her skin get stretched and distended as a ring was pulled
on. ‘All sorts of fun little things could be attached. And it suits
your aesthetic.’ They were used to spread her wide, a finger
pushing and probing into her. From behind, she felt a lubed-up cock
between her ass-cheeks, before hands spread them wide, the shaft
pushing against her butthole.

Her
collar beeped at her, and she tried to tense up, but the cock
pushed into her, his
hips grinding away, pushing deeper into her with every thrust. It
was larger than the plug, and she could feel it distending her
insides.

‘Soooo….
tight….!’ His hands grabbed at her wrists, rough and strong, as the woman kept
fingering her.

‘Would you like
to use me? Would you like to use me?’ As her tongue waggled around,
the same phrase kept repeating, again and again, the woman smiling
at her.

Cum shot
into her backside, hot and wet, before the man withdrew. Some of
the cum and lube
trickled out, dribbling downwards, before a small shock ran through
her spine. She tried to shake her head at the woman, wanting her to
stop the teasing, but didn’t have the strength or the will to fight
back.

Another
shock, stronger this time, made her neck jerk around. But the fingers inside of her felt
so good! She started to twist her hips, taking them deeper into
herself.

‘Good girl. You
have been trained well! But that woman does do good work, despite
her odd personality.’

Ji-Woo
could barely listen,
more focused on the wet and slippery pleasure between her legs,
wanting to be taken all the way, pushed over the edge, even as her
collar nipped at her again. Close by, Lily and Aeri were both being
fucked, their skin slapped at and groped and pinched, cum smearing
across the tattered remnants of their clothing.

Ji-Woo
came, her collar
blasting her with lightning. She was still conscious, but barely,
feeling herself getting lowered to the floor, hands grabbing at her
again and pushing her down. She didn’t have the strength or the
will to resist, getting shoved onto the floor, the carpet scratchy
against her sweaty skin. She was too weak to fight back, glad of
the waves of pleasure that slammed into her, as another cock pushed
into her pussy, her body gripping onto it, wanting it to fill her
entirely.


 Chapter Twenty-Two: Public Show

Adrenaline surged through Ji-Woo, her body hot and
taut as the crowd cheered. From the stage, all she could see were
the multi-colored lights of glow-sticks being waved, but the
thought of that many eyes on her, desperately devouring the sight
of her body, made her feel giddy. The clothing she was wearing
showed her off – tight shorts, plugs on the inside pushing into her
and stretching her holes, a strip of gleaming black material tight
over her breasts, and a harness over the top of that. The tight
straps of the harness felt like a lover’s caress on her body,
moving as she moved, her hair brushing against her bare back. Metal
was around her wrists and her neck, her collar locked into place
still, O-rings on her wrists ready to restrain her. Latex stockings
sheathed her legs, sweat building up behind the shining material,
straps down her thighs, stark black against pale flesh. High
stripper-heels bent her feet upwards, but she was used to that now,
finding it more awkward when in flats.

Beside her was Lily, the two of them pushing
close – their eyes met, breasts pushing together as they danced,
their voices sounding out as part of the music. Her mouth though,
was blocked by a rubbery cock, the limited range of sounds she
could make all muted, her audience assuming she was singing herself
through the mask covering the lower half of her face.

Ji-Woo stalked forwards, hearing the way the
crowd reacted to her sultry, seductive strut, rolling an arm in
front of herself and then stroking it down her body, sending sparks
of fire through herself, her crotch a sodden mess. If it hadn’t
been for the tightness of the hotpants, then her desire would have
been visible all the way down her legs, but she could feel it,
slippery and distracting, between her legs. Rings on her fingers,
extending into metallic claws over her nails, caught the stage
lights, and she twisted them. The plug in her ass writhed, and she
could just barely manage to focus, as she knelt next to Aeri, using
her fingers to pull the other woman upwards by the collar-ring,
pushing her face against theirs, in an almost-kiss.

Aeri’s eyes were hazy as she pressed herself
against Ji-Woo, who pinched at the woman’s skin, trying to get her
to stay focused. They were almost through it now! She ground her
knee between Aeri’s legs, feeling the plugs buried into the woman,
a tight latex mini-skirt showing off her waist and legs, a blue
latex crop-top containing Aeri’s larger breasts.

Ji-Woo held Aeri up, feeling their hot skin
and rapid pants before Aeri managed to recover enough, spinning
into an elegant twist, her own high heels moving through the
elegant steps. Ji-Woo let out a sigh of relief, not wanting to get
punished for Aeri’s fuckup!

They finished off the dance, all three of
them moving close together, shoulders pressing together, all of
them panting for breath, bodies hot and sweaty. The crowd cheered,
sending another thrill into Ji-Woo, as the part of the stage they
were on descended, moving them into the cooler area backstage.

The Director was waiting for them, her arms
crossed, golden choker-collar around her own neck bright in the
gloomy light. Ji-Woo’s own collar gave her a nipping tingle, a
reminder of her place, as she grabbed at Aeri’s collar again, in
case the woman showed any reluctance.

Ji-Woo obediently followed behind the
Director, pulling Aeri with her, giving the woman’s neck a shake
any time if felt as though she might resist, Lily happily following
along. It didn’t take long until they reached a VIP lounge, with
guests already in attendance, having been watching the show through
giant TV screens, sprawled onto oversized couches.

She could hear wet slurping as a young woman
in a tight black dress bobbed her head up and down, a man’s hand on
her head, pushing her down onto his shaft, shiny with her slobber
and marked red with lipstick smears. She tried to draw back and say
something, but the man just pushed her head down, making her throat
bulge as she deepthroated him, making wet and blubbery sounds. From
just looking, it could be hard to tell who was dominant or
subordinate, everyone in expensive clothing and jewelry, but the
way people interacted made it obvious.

By the side of one couch, a young woman
kneeled, a tray balanced across her forearms, holding a bottle of
champagne. From the way her arms were shaking, she had been there
some time already, and the swooping backless design of her dress
showed red marks against her tanned flesh.

As they entered, heads turned to look at
them, eyes sharp and predatory. The doors sealed shut behind them,
a bouncer moving in the way to prevent any escape. The heat between
Ji-Woo’s legs was getting increasingly urgent – she wanted to get
off!

The Director moved forward, several of the
on-lookers suddenly seeming nervous. When she spoke, her voice was
loud and clear.

‘The performers wish to thank the guests for
attending their public debut. The performers wish to make their
thanks known.’

The video screens mounted on the walls
started up, showing all three of them, on their knees, suckling at
cocks, their faces slick with cum, clothing torn.

A tingle ran through Ji-Woo’s collar, and she
stepped forward herself, making sure to angle her body so show
herself off as best she could, pressing her shoulders back, one hip
cocked, finding it harder and harder to ignore the desperate
throbbing between her legs. She rolled her tongue around the cock
in her mouth, pressing her stud against the appropriate lump,
letting her voice sound out.

‘I shall serve you, masters. Please use me.’
She slid her tongue over to another lump and pressed. ‘I shall obey
you.’

One of the staff walked over – a tall, blonde
woman, wearing only a red micro-skirt and bikini-top, a plain steel
collar around her neck, cum and pussy-juice clearly visible down
her thighs and around her mouth. She was carrying a tray of drinks,
three champagne flutes all full of cum. Ji-Woo tried to suppress a
shiver of disgust and lust, the scent of the stuff making her reel.
Aeri shook her head, a short and desperate gesture.

Ji-Woo let Lily take the other glass, before
dragging Aeri around by the collar. Her gag didn’t allow her to say
anything to chastise Aeri, so she would have to do it bodily. The
other woman’s wrists were easy to grab, the clasps of the rings
made to snap together behind Aeri’s back. She cracked her hand
against Aeri’s buttocks, the thin clothing offering no protection.
Then she jabbed her fingers against the job of Aeri’s spine,
pushing her nails into Aeri’s skin and scraping down hard.

The way that Aeri shivered was delicious, a
pathetic whimper coming from behind their mask. They weren’t
allowed any speech, just pain and degradation! It was easy to push
Aeri downwards, until she was on her knees, still shivering. The
people had started to gather around, smiling as they watched the
show, Ji-Woo glad to be providing service.

She pinched Aeri’s nose shut and dragged her
head backwards by the hair, ignoring the look of fear in Aeri’s
eyes. She could see that several of the audience were getting hard,
their cocks pushing against jeans, and her mouth watered, wanting
something solid, the smell of the cum fizzing in her mind. Lily
pressed close against her, taking grip of Aeri and letting Ji-Woo
step around to the front. She loomed over Aeri, making sure to look
down on her, enjoying the fear, and the short, desperate shakes of
her head. There was a click, and the woman’s mask came off,
dropping to the floor.

Ji-Woo clamped her hand over the woman’s
mouth, before she could take a breath, Lily holding their nostrils
shut. Aeri struggled, but didn’t have the strength to break free,
not when held down by two people. She took one of the glasses of
cum, holding it in front of Lily’s eyes, twisting it so the stuff
slopped around.

She tipped it slightly, letting some droplets
fall onto Aeri’s forehead, the stuff rolling down her skin,
following the lines of her face, flowing towards her mouth. Aeri
tensed up before sagging, running out of energy without being able
to breath. Lily let go, just long enough to let Aeri draw a breath,
then pinched her nose shut again.

Ji-Woo clamped her fingers into Aeri’s jaws,
forcing their mouth open as she tilted the glass. Aeri whimpered,
but didn’t resist, letting Ji-Woo pour out the cum, all the thick,
gooey fluid flowing into Aeri’s mouth. Her tongue appeared, thick
with semen, the stud shining brightly, before Aeri started to
swallow, Lily stroking at their throat.

The Director patted Ji-Woo on the head, then
stroked her hair, Ji-Woo having to suppress a wriggle-shiver of
delight and pleasure. Aeri managed to swallow down the cum without
spewing and spluttering, although tears were shining in the corners
of her eyes. Ji-Woo took another glass, holding it so that Aeri
could see it, before pouring it into her mouth, more slowly this
time, letting it flow all over Aeri’s tongue, filling her mouth,
making sure that she got all the taste.

Ji-Woo’s own mask clicked loose, and she
raised her hands, kissing slobber off the cock-prong as she pulled
it out. Not having the thing in felt strange, her lips and cheeks
unaccustomed to freedom and not being filled. She dropped into a
squat, legs spread wide, letting her mouth hang open, flicking her
tongue out, letting the audience see it.

One of them approached, a young man, a golden
cross dangling from one ear, golden chains around his neck over a
crisp, black shirt. Ji-Woo stroked between her legs, feeling the
plugs stir up, smiling at him.

His hand touched her head as he unzipped his
flies, Ji-Woo flirtatiously licking the tip of his cock, rolling
her tongue about the crown, feeling the heat of it. The taste of
his flesh and sweat sent surges of heat through her body. With one
hand she cupped his balls, before taking his cock in hand, her
other stroking her own breasts, pinching at the nipple
piercings.

Lily was similarly occupied, her face between
the legs of a woman, who was making happy panting noises, her hands
playing with Lily’s hair. Aeri, her lips still covered in cum and
with her hands bound, was dragged away and bent over the arm of a
couch, ass up in the air. Flesh smacked against flesh as she was
spanked, ass starting to turn red.

Fingers pulled between Aeri’s legs, yanking
out the plugs, wet with lube and juices. As she took the cock into
her mouth, still stroking her breasts, Ji-Woo tried not to moan in
jealously – she wanted to be filled and stuffed as well! But the
cock was fat and full, Ji-Woo’s mouth watering as she kept her own
legs spread wide, the dildo inside her pussy gently stirring to
life as she sucked on the cock.

She bobbed her head back and forth, sucking
her cheeks in, using her tongue-stud to rub against the shaft,
before drawing back and kissing the tip, rubbing her tongue against
it, steadily sliding her hand up and down.

It spasmed in her grip, cum blasting out.
Most of it went into her mouth, but some sprayed over her face, and
she licked her lips. The taste was thick and cloying, but made her
feel like she was on fire, her body hot and desperate.

Aeri was firmly pinned in place, bent over
the arm of a couch, as another guest grabbed her hips and started
to fuck her, cock slamming into her with wet slapping sounds. As
Aeri sobbed, someone pushed her head down into the cushions,
keeping her quiet.

Ji-Woo pushed her own hips forward, wanting
someone to tend to her needs, but not daring to strip them off
herself, or touch herself. But someone else approached, cock at the
ready, and she had to tend to them, crawling forward, tongue
already coming out. As the vibrator buzzed into life, she kissed
the new cock, the foreskin rolling back, and then she started to
gulp it down. She could barely think, aware of little else other
than the cock in her mouth, feeling cum start to merge with the
sweat on her face, the flavor thick in her mouth.

After this one orgasmed, letting her swallow
it down, it was a relief to be pushed over, hands grabbing at her
waistband, tearing away her short skirt. She gasped as the dildo
and the plug were torn out, her flesh distended around the
intruders.

There was no warm-up, hands grabbing her
wrists and pulling her to her knees, a cock slamming straight into
her, punching straight into her core. Her insides felt like they
were melting, a desperate and seething heat that boiled and surged
around her, everything else fading away. The hands gripped her
wrists tightly, keeping her supported on her knees, cum and spit
dribbling from her mouth as her jaw fell slack.

She came before they did, juices flowing from
her pussy, making her thighs and knees wet. It felt so good! When
they came, she could barely feel it, the cum merging with her own
fluids, before she was released and crashed to the floor. She had
only crawled a short distance away before a hand cracked against
her backside, hands gripping her hands.

A cock started to push into her asshole,
stretching out the tight pucker. Ji-Woo began to rock her hips,
pulling the thing deeper into herself. She preferred being fucked
in the pussy but would take even this! It made her body buzz and
tingle, pleasure burning up her spine, her body still held in the
harness.

Their cum pumped into her asshole, before the
already-shrinking cock withdrew, and she felt cum trickle out of
her asshole. She mewed, presenting herself, wanting to be fucked,
more, again, harder. Aeri was now stood up, sandwiched between two
men, getting fucked in both holes at once. Lily’s tongue was busy
in the pussy of a woman as a strap-on pounded into her cunt,
visibly wet with juices.

Ji-Woo whined – she wanted to be fucked as
well! She licked her lips, tasting the cum, resisting the urge to
touch herself. Hands grabbed her hips again, a cock sliding into
her, deep and satisfying, and she let out a moan, unable to control
herself.

She lost herself in the sensations of being
fucked, lost in sweat and cum, her mouth filled with cocks and the
taste of cum, her holes getting used. The only sounds she made were
guttural grunts and desperate whines, trying to ensure she was
already filled.

 



 Chapter Twenty-Three: Rave in a Cage

Footsteps
sounded against
concrete, heavy steps and the scrape of equipment. Ji-Woo shivered,
shaking her head again in the hopes of somehow seeing, but without
any success. She’d been dragged from her latex swaddling, washed
down and made-up, before opaque contact lenses had been applied,
and then she had been led by the hand into a car. And then pushed,
with strange gentleness, into a cage. It was just barely large
enough to fit her – she could stand up, but cold metal poles
touched her on every side, no matter how she moved. Earbuds had
been pushed in, locked onto her ear-piercings so that couldn’t be
removed, a warning tingle running through her neck when she even
touched them, although she was being permitted to hear the nearby
sound.

Metal
scraped against concrete, making her jump, knocking her wrists against the metal
bars, cuffs clattering. She was only wearing heels, hot-pants, a
gauzy vest-top, and a harness of leather straps and metal rings,
tight enough to keep plugs inserted into her holes, her juices
making the tight shorts sticky. When she moved too much, she could
feel the rings of the harness against her skin. The way the straps
clung to the contours of her body made her constrained and held –
not utterly swaddled, like the latex, but still owned and
restrained.

She heard
an angry grunting to one side, metal striking against metal several
times, before there was a zap and
a pained grunt. Despite the lack of words, she could recognise the
sound as Aeri.

A
hand touched her bare belly,
making her hiss in shock. It felt her flesh before the Director’s
voice sounded, and she tried to move away, unable to manage more
than a slight step backwards before her ass touched
bars.

‘A
special performance. For
very select guests. The performers are to entertain. Should they do
so, then the performers will be rewarded. If they fail, then the
guests will take their own pleasure.’ Ji-Woo shivered, not liking
the sound of that. Cool fingers pinched the skin around her navel.
‘The performer shall respond.’

‘Yes!
I… we’ll do our
best!’

‘Good.’
The hand moved upwards, fondling her breast, then tweaking a
nipple-piercing. ‘The lead performer shall have the authority to
punish.’ Something was
pushed into her hand, a short piece of solid plastic, with two
buttons on, getting clipped onto her wrist-cuff. ‘This one wishes
your success.’

Despite
the kind words, the tone was still flat and vaguely hostile. Ji-Woo made herself
smile, running her finger over the thing, finding different shapes
on each button – a raised triangle on one, a circle on the other.
Without knowing what they did, she didn’t dare press them. The hand
pinched her nipple again, the retreated – the sounds of setting up
were fading away, to be replaced by a background hum of
conversation and chatter, along with the occasional squeak or
squeal of pain, or the crack and slap of a whip on
flesh.

Music
started to play, and Ji-Woo started to sway in time to the beat,
having just about enough
room in her cage to sway her shoulders and twist her feet from
side-to-side. The music was played direct into her ears, drowning
out the crowd noise entirely, letting Ji-Woo retreat into the sound
without worrying who was watching her.

She
raised her arms above
her head, swaying her hips and breasts, thrusting her ass out,
bumping against the cage-bars. The darkness started to fade from
her eyes, before spotlights streaked over her vision, dazzling and
blinding her again. As the bright blobs faded from her vision, she
tried to look around without breaking rhythm – they were in some
sort of concrete chamber, a large and open space filled with
partygoers. Rather than expensive suits and dresses, everyone here
was in latex, leather or lace, flesh on display, or ensnared within
tight material to show off the wearer regardless.

The
lights strobed over them, making it hard to pick out individuals,
but she could see people being led on leashes, or restrained onto
x-crosses, flesh covered with lash-marks. There was an open area that shimmered
strangely, and it took her several looks to realise it was water,
abyss-black, with several tightly-bound figures above it. As she
watched, one of them, utterly anonymous within sleek black latex,
tubes running to their mouth, was lowered downwards, kicking and
twisting, hints of humanity stretching against the latex before
being pulled back and shrouded. They broke the surface and then
vanished from view without trace, utterly gone.

She
shivered but continued
to dance and gyrate in her cage. When she twisted around, she could
see that Lily and Aeri were in similar cages, with multi-coloured
lights strobing over them. Aeri was dressed in a tight black
crop-top, split in the middle to show off her breasts, along with a
short latex mini-skirt, rising up as she danced. Lily was wearing a
sleek mini-dress and knee-high boots, and both had their collars
and cuffs on. Aeri was gagged as well, leather muzzling her mouth,
although Ji-Woo could hear her vocals in the music being
played.

The partygoers
surrounded them, many of them staring at Ji-Woo with undisguised
lust, making her smile and preen, sliding her hands over her
thighs, into her crotch. She could feel her desire, wanting to cum,
but not this publically! Having everyone staring at her made her
even wetter, before the pussy-vibe gave her a gentle
buzz.

Separating them from the crowd was another fence – this one
of bright green lasers, shooting downwards onto the ground.
Although there wasn’t anything to physically block access, it seemed to be keeping
the crowd back.

The song
came to an end, and the
cage started to rise. Ji-Woo paused for a moment, letting it move
upwards, not wanting to snag on it. With it gone, she could move
more freely, but also had no protection, if the crowd did move
forward to grab at her. Over the scent of latex and sweat she could
smell cum and pussy-juice, the odours making her
salivate.

The next
song started up, and she stepped forward, taking advantage of
her freedom, gesturing
with a hand, the crowd cheering in approval. She strode forward,
rolling her hips, fingers stroking at the controller, her other
hand dropping between her thighs, rubbing herself again.

Ji-Woo
strutted and posed, bending over at the waist and pushing her ass out, feeling her shorts
push the butt-plug deeper into her, making her sigh in pleasure.
Lily was striding towards her, leaning against her, hips grinding
against ass, her hand sliding up Ji-Woo’s ass onto her back, then
cupping a breast as Ji-Woo stood. They posed together,
skin-to-skin, almost kissing.

Where was
Aeri? As she started to
dance with Lily, enjoying the pleasure, smelling the other woman’s
pussy-juice, stroking an arm. She was still stood where her cage
had been, going through the motions of dancing. Ji-Woo growled in
frustration, then concern when she saw that the laser-cage was
shrinking, the guests getting closer.

She
looked at the controller, then pressed the “circle” button. Aeri
tensed up, and Ji-Woo pressed it again. This time it coincided with a flash of darkness
as the lights dropped for a second, letting Ji-Woo see a
lightning-flash around Aeri’s neck.

Without
Aeri in position, this would have to be improvised, but she didn’t
want to be grabbed by the crowd, and the cage was shrinking with worrying speed! She
met Lily’s eyes and kissed her on the lips, leaning fully into her
as the music surged, taking a moment of pleasure, before separating
and pulling at Lily’s collar-ring, dragging her towards
Aeri.

Aeri’s
eyes were flat and
hostile, her body barely moving. The laser-cage was shrinking even
faster now, the crowd moving forward with it, a mass of sleek arms,
legs and torsos, sheathed in gleaming material, faces hidden behind
gas-masks, hoods or unnerving horror-masks, demons and devils
staring at her. ‘Lily, you need to help me with Aeri. Like we did
that one time before.’

She
pulled away, smiling for the crowd, Lily dropping downwards and
stroking at Ji-Woo’s crotch, the light touch making her
head feel light and
fuzzy. The crowd cheered, their approval sending more surges of
pleasure through her. As Lily continued to stroke at her, it was
getting harder and harder to think, until she pressed the other
button on the controller. Lily made a grunt of pain, glancing up at
Ji-Woo with a look of betrayal.

Ji-Woo
grabbed her by the hair
and dragged her up, kissing her again, before spinning her around.
The crowd were only a few meters away, the sea of hands almost
within grabbing distance. Lily pushed against her, seeking
protection, letting Ji-Woo drag her over towards Aeri.

She
tried to back away, then
jumped back as a hand grabbed for her. Ji-Woo slid a finger through
Aeri’s collar ring and dragged her forward, then held up the
controller, letting her see it before pressing the button and
holding it down.

The
electricity poured into
Aeri, making her jerk and jolt, her gag thick enough to swallow
whatever sounds of protest she was making. Ji-Woo tried to keep her
grip secure. Something thudded to the floor by Ji-Woo’s feat – a
fat strap-on, the head covered with large lumps.

Aeri
tried to struggle away,
but Lily grabbed her as well, pulling her arms back. The shrinking
of the lasers had slowed now, slow enough that there was a visible
gap, the lines only barely creeping forward now. As Ji-Woo stepped
to the side, she picked up the strap-on, trying to appear graceful,
but it was hard with an over-sized cock in hand, and strapping it
in place with any elegance was impossible. It was large enough that
its weight was unbalancing, and it smacked against Lily’s thigh,
making her look down at it with distaste.

Aeri
shook her head, briefly struggling against Lily, before Ji-Woo
shocked Aeri again. Lily grabbed at Aeri’s wrists, pulling them up
and forcing Aeri to bend
at the waist. Ji-Woo moved behind her – Aeri’s skirt was so short
that it had already ridden up, showing her bare pussy, the lips
pierced through with golden rings. Ji-Woo bought her hand up high,
then bought it cracking down, feeling the tight muscle of Aeri’s
ass cheeks, hard enough that she could hear the crack of the impact.

How come
Aeri wasn’t plugged in both holes? The strap-on shook, the weight
pressing against the vibrator lodged inside her pussy, making it
even more intrusive. She
was managing to dance when plugged, how come Aeri couldn’t? Stupid
bitch!

She pushed the
head of the cock against Aeri’s pucker, watching the flesh distend
and warp, the tight hole getting stretched and violated, the large
bumps stretching it even wider. Despite the gag, Aeri was
protesting, making pained and angry grunts. Ji-Woo slapped her ass
again, pushing deeper in.

When she
looked up, she could see the crowd, still dancing, but also looking
at her with lust and admiration, eyes seeming less threatening now. Despite the
resistance, as Aeri tried to tense around the anal intruder, Ji-Woo
kept pushing forward, until the eight-inch cock was fully inside of
Aeri, Ji-Woo’s hips brushing against the hem of Aeri’s short
skirt.

Aeri was
blubbering now, her
strength gone. Ji-Woo pushed forward again, wondering how much she
was stretching out Aeri’s innards, the cock violating the woman’s
asshole and bowels.

Something
liquid splashed to the ground in front of her, a white smear
streaking across the
ground. Some of the front line of the crowd were masturbating,
cocks erect, stroking and pumping their lengths.

Ji-Woo
leaned forward, grabbing at one of Aeri’s wrists, Lily passing her the other, so that she
could pin them both in place, holding them in a boxtie across
Aeri’s back. She had to steer with the cock, using that to shove
Aeri forward, the woman’s hesitation punished by being skewered
even further.

A bolt of
cum shot out, striking Ji-Woo’s shoulder. She twisted to lick at
it, the taste powerful
on her tongue, making her smile. She kept pushing Aeri forward,
keeping a tight grip of her, Lily posing and dancing, but making
sure to stay out of grabbing range.

As Aeri’s
head approached the vertical lasers, another shot of cum shot out,
smearing across her
back, the material repelling the beads of cum, as they glistened
under the flashing lights. A cock thrust forward, slapping against
Aeri’s gag. Cruel eyes glittered from behind a devil-face mask, a
hand ripping the gag from her mouth.

Aeri barely had
time to whimper in protest before gloved hands grabbed her head, a
cock slapping against his face again, before sliding between her
lips, provoking a painful, gagging splutter. Ji-Woo added to the
woman’s suffering by slapping her buttocks again, then scraping her
nails down Aeri’s back, enjoying the feeling of soft
skin.

As
Aeri’s throat was violated,
Ji-Woo continued to fuck the tender asshole, able to feel Aeri’s
shaking whimpers. More of the crowd in front of her was jerking
off, hot cum splashing onto her belly, trickling down into her
navel.

Lily
pushed against her from
behind, tight and close, breasts pushing against Ji-Woo’s back, one
hand rubbing her breasts, the other moving between Ji-Woo’s legs,
finding the base of the vibrator and twisting it, making Ji-Woo’s
breath catch and hitch. Their hips swayed in unison, managing to
find the rhythm of the music, Ji-Woo thrusting into Aeri, as Lily
teased and stroked her.

Cum
splashed against her cheek, close enough to her mouth that
she could lick at it, reeling
again at the taste. She managed to blow kisses at the crowd,
awkwardly shuffling backwards to stay away from the edge, keeping
Aeri impaled. She wanted to tell Lily to stop, but could barely
think, as a hand lunged forward and grabbed at her own collar ring.
She had to use Aeri to support herself as she was bent over, Aeri’s
hands poking into her belly.

Hands
grabbed her head, too tightly for her to pull back. A cock
appeared, thrusting at her face, and she felt it slap
against her lips before
she started sucking on it, clamping her lips around it, careful not
to bite. She could taste their sweat, and the tang of the latex,
running her tongue around it. Having her mouth stuffed, as well as
both of her other holes, was dizzying her. She couldn’t pull away,
wasn’t sure if she wanted to, kissing and slurping on the cock,
until it twitched and spat into her mouth.

Ji-Woo
swallowed down the cum, loving the taste, before managing to shake
the hands off and stand up. Then she shoved Aeri forward, stepping away to rip the
strap-on from her asshole, the assaulted hole not closing up. Aeri
was grabbed and dragged over the line, her dress ripped away to
leave her naked, two men immediately holding her up and fucking her
in both her ass and her pussy.

Ji-Woo swiftly
moved backwards, Lily moving with her, another shot of cum
splashing onto her. She wiped her fingers against it, gathering up
the paste on the tips of her fingers. She moved it towards Lily’s
mouth. She looked at the creamy smear with distaste, before slowly
opening her mouth, tongue sliding out, showing off the metal that
pierced straight through, before licking Ji-Woo’s finger. The wet
tongue slid over her skin, wincing at the taste as digit slid into
Lily’s wet and warm mouth.

Ji-Woo twisted
it around, stroking Lily’s tongue and feeling the stud, using it to
tweak and twist, wrapping her other arm around Lily’s waist. She
withdrew her finger and then settled into a slow and hot kiss,
pulling the other woman in tightly, and feeling their bodies press
together. Lily made a happy sound, returning the kiss, her breasts
and belly snug and warm against Ji-Woo’s body.

Another
hot jolt splattered onto her back, semen trickling down her skin.
The wet heat between her legs was overwhelming, Lily’s knee parting her thighs, coming up
and rubbing her where she was most sensitive.

She could
hear Aeri being ravaged by the crowd, still sandwiched between two
men, getting slicked with cum from more, her skin shiny with sweat
and jism, tears
trickling down her face. Her plugs vibrated, Lily kissing her lips
again, stealing her breath away.

Both
their collars rumbled into life at the same time, making them gasp
in pain. Lily pressed herself against Ji-Woo again, even more
tightly, as Ji-Woo
twisted a hand between them, pinching at a pierced nipple and
taking the chance to push Lily away, still keeping her close. She
was the lead, so it was up to her to be dominant! And now the crowd
were taking care of Aeri, she could take charge of Lily
herself!

She
pushed down on Lily’s
shoulder, the woman accepting the command and dropping down to all
fours, her head brushing against Ji-Woo’s foot, kissing the
leather. Ji-Woo half-turned, flaunting her body, rolling hands down
her body, pressing her breasts together. From here, she could see
Aeri, now bent over and with a cock in her mouth, someone fucking
her roughly in the ass, her ass turning red from slaps and
spanks.

Ji-Woo
bent over herself, twisting around to present her own ass to the
cheering crowd, sliding
her hand back through her thighs, letting them see the
harness-strap that was tight between her buttocks, and the things
it was holding inside of herself. A single step bought her around
behind Lily, and she took a firm grip of the woman’s hips, before
starting to ass-fuck her. As her eyes skimmed the crowd, she saw a
lash of blue hair above a surgical mask, eyes now bright and
alive.

She
was gentler than with
Aeri, moving back and forth with the strap-on to open Lily up,
reaching down to finger a wet and desperate slit, sucking her
fingers in greedily, easily taking three at once. Lily tried to
raise herself, but between the dildo in her ass and the fingers in
her pussy, all she could do was limply flap about, Ji-Woo keeping a
firm grip of her.

The things in
her own holes buzzed, enough to keep her stimulated but not push
her over the edge. In frustration, she pounded harder into Lily,
her fingers slipping in all the way up to the knuckle, then
further, starting to fist them. The music thrummed down her spine
as she felt the heat of Lily’s core, juices flowing down her hand,
onto her arm.

Aeri had
recovered herself somewhat, and was trying to resist, the crowd
dragging her to the edge of the dark water. Chains were attached
to her wrists and
ankles, dragging her out over the water, her body dirty with cum
and sweat, naked of anything except her restraints.

As Lily
juddered to a climax beneath her, Aeri was dropped, her body
splashing beneath the surface, the water so dark she
vanished from view. Ji-Woo made
certain to smile for the crowd, using the cock to turn Lily as
well, to receive their acclamation, and hopefully keep herself from
harsh treatment.

The water
seethed as Aeri was dragged back up, coughing and spluttering,
before getting dropped
again. Through the crowd, Ji-Woo could see the Director, the other
guests leaving a bubble of empty space around her, as she stalked
towards the water. Ji-Woo shivered and looked away, not wanting to
draw her attention.

Lily
came, wet and explosive,
her juices blasting out and puddling onto the floor. Lily sagged
down as Ji-Woo pushed her hand out, soaked all the way up to the
wrist. She couldn’t resist raising it to her mouth and licking it,
the taste of Lily’s fluids make her reel in arousal. Lily spasmed a
few times, unable to rouse herself. Now that Ji-Woo was the only
one left, she had to entertain the crowd by herself – the cage had
crept in again, just a few paces away. She stepped over Lily’s
barely-conscious body and danced again, as sexily as she
could.

Cum
splashed against her,
heavy and musky, making her open her mouth wide, wanting to taste
it, trying not to cum herself. Aeri’s repeated dunkings were making
her struggling weaker, the Director overseeing, before attaching
some kind of breathing gear over her head, a long hose attached to
air pumps.

As Aeri
struggled, Ji-Woo pushed the button, smiling as she saw Aeri’s head
snap around, letting the director hood her, before Aeri plunged
beneath the water again, this time not resurfacing.

Ji-Woo lost
herself in the movements, feeling sweat and cum soak into her tight
clothing, the harness lovingly snug against her skin. The tweaks
and twists of her plugs were faster now, and she even managed to
stroke herself a few times without her collar activating, getting
herself closer and closer to the edge. Her thighs were wet and
sticky now, cum mixed in with her sweat and juices, her clothing
smeared with creamy pearls, making her salivate in desire, having
to continually swallow her own spit, the scent overpowering
her.

A
sudden, intense buzzing
rippled through both her holes, her core feeling molten and wet,
and it was all she could do to stand. She could feel her
pussy-rings, heavy against her hot skin, staggering to the side,
playing with her breasts. She sank to her knees, reaching down and
grabbing the thing in her pussy, so turned on that she barely
noticed the shocks to her neck.

An orgasm
ripped through her, white lights burst in her vision, all else
lost. She could feel
Lily beneath her, before the vibes kicked up in intensity, making
her reel in long-delayed pleasure, unable to stay up, crashing down
next to Lily. Their instinctively sought each other out, scissoring
and grinding together, cum and sweat sticking them to each other,
as they both orgasmed, juices gushing out.


 Chapter Twenty-Four: A New Life

The latex suit hugged Ji-Woo’s curves, showing off
her body as though she were naked, except for the black shine to
her flesh. Every inch of her body was perfect, preserved and shiny,
the mirrors reflecting her back to herself. The collar shone on her
neck, kept shiny and bright, just like the metal that sat against
her wrists and ankles. She stretched, then flicked a leg up and
spun, leaning over to throw her ass out, feeling the plug slide
deeper into herself. Not deep enough to get off, but it kept her on
edge, making her feel warm and tingly.

The way it hugged and cupped her breasts, the
harness over the top of the latex making it even tighter around her
hips, compressing her breasts. It made her feel like she was being
touched and stroked constantly, held tight in a lover’s embrace,
even if it also made it harder to touch herself. Her feet were
supported in high heels now, and she couldn’t move without adopting
a sultry strut, swaying her hips for an audience that wasn’t there.
She pressed herself against Lily, enjoying the latex-numbed touch
before they moved away.

As they finished the dance sequence, the
music playing in their ears stopping. There was silence for a
moment, before the pick-up in their collars started to work. Ji-Woo
could hear a soft whimpering – she turned to where Aeri was
restrained. The woman was suspended from the ceiling in a hogtie,
her body bent back on itself, arms and legs meeting in the middle
of her body, forcing her into a painful arch. She was entirely
naked, except for her collar, cuffs, and a hood that covered her
entire head, moisture beading on the hood beneath her nose.

Lily moved closed to Ji-Woo again, hugging
her. The contact, even numbed through the latex, felt good, having
physical touch, sort of, that wasn’t painful or as part of a
fucking. Not that she minded being fucked – it made her feel alive,
her body red-hot, alive to the core with sensation, sweat and cum
slicking her body, but it made her sore sometimes, and just a
simple hug was nice. They bumped their faces against each other,
nuzzling through the latex.

‘Thank you. Thank you.’ Hearing the rendition
of Lily’s voice was normal now, as Ji-Woo ran her own tongue over
the cock that more-or-less permanently filled her own mouth. She
had been permitted a wider range of things to say now, although
sometimes triggered the wrong one by accident.

‘I shall serve.’

With only limited phrases available, it was
impossible to have an actual conversation, but they could at least
communicate. They held each other tightly, stroking each other.
Whenever their hands got near to their crotches, then their cuffs
would buzz in warning, but they could still stay close without
triggering punishment.

They nuzzled against each other again, then
pulled back as Aeri wriggled in her bindings again. Ji-Woo knew
from experience how brutally uncomfortable the position could be,
having all your body weight suspended on your limbs. She gave Aeri
a push, making her body swing, listening to her breath strain,
making her hood puff out as she panted. There were soft chiming
sounds, short chains attached to her nipples ending in metal bells.
The sound of them made Ji-Woo’s nipples itch, able to feel the
studs embedded there, along with the metal in her navel, tongue and
pussy. She tensed her thighs, the omnipresent lust wet and powerful
there, although she knew better than to try and touch herself.

When she touched Aeri again, the woman
yelped, making her hood puff again. She managed to tense up enough
to raise herself, before the strain was too much and she sank back
down. Ji-Woo ran a hand down the woman’s bare back, using her nails
to lightly scratch down their flesh, enjoying the way they
squirmed.

She looked over at Lily, who had reached her
hand underneath Aeri’s belly, ticking along her stomach, lightly
tugging on the navel-chain before releasing it. Ji-Woo moved around
behind her, grabbing at their knees and spreading them wide. She
couldn’t hear Aeri, but could see how her body moved. She flicked
her hand upwards, catching Aeri’s twat with the back of her hand.
Aeri exhaled, the bells tinkling as her chest moved.

When Ji-Woo withdrew her hand, she could see
that her latex-covered hand was dark with pussy-juice. She twisted
her hand around, lightly stroking against the bare slit, slipping a
finger into the wetness, easily penetrating into them. She could
hear Aeri’s collar beep in warning as she was forcibly stimulated,
Aeri’s head shaking around in desperation, and then tensing as she
was shocked in the neck, the bells dancing around.

The scent was intoxicating, making Ji-Woo
even more aroused herself, although she knew there was no hope of
getting off herself, at least without getting punished. But she
could tease Aeri! And try and make her more obedient! She slipped
three fingers into Aeri’s dripping cunt, before her own collar
beeped at her in warning.

A door slid open, the whiff of chlorinated
and processed water drifting into the dance studio. Ji-Woo shrank
back in case it was the Director, but instead it was two figures –
Emma, in her familiar red latex, and the attendant with the blue
hair. Outside could be seen the usual movements of the facility –
other attendants moving to-and-fro, customers bound in latex and
suspended from rails on the ceiling before getting dunked into the
isolation tanks. The thought of the darkness made Ji-Woo shiver –
she liked the crowd-filled darkness of the stage, surrounded by
adoring fans, not the strict enclosure of being all alone and
trapped.

One went past, the occupant wriggling
slightly, arms straining at the latex but without any hope of
escape, their head locked into a breathing helmet, an attendant
close by, vanishing as the door slid shut.

‘Ah, I see you’re both attending to your
training. Very good! Although you are only performing for small
crowds, you are getting excellent reviews. You’re all very popular.
You especially, Ji-Woo. Although I suppose you are the leader, so
that makes sense. Apparently, you’re very popular with those that
like legs and backsides? And Lily, you have a female fanbase.
Although with your tongue skills, that’s scarcely a surprise! Even
the Director was impressed.’

Aeri wriggled in her bonds again, making Emma
sigh.

‘Just a shame about this one.’ She slapped a
hand against Aeri’s buttocks, making her grunt again. ‘Although it
is nice to see that you are training her. She’s behaving a bit
better now. And some of the visitors do like someone with a bit
more vigor.’

Ji-Woo glanced at Lily, as their voices
sounded out in synchronicity: ‘Thank you, ma’am.’ If her mouth had
been free, then she would have giggled.

Emma smiled at them, spanking Aeri again.
‘The two of you are good girls. And even Aeri at least performs
well. The way the three of you move is very impressive! I wish I
could be that light on my feet.’ She tapped a finger against Aeri’s
collar, sending another jolt of lightning into the woman.

The blue-haired attendant stepped forward,
hands reaching out, stroking at Ji-Woo’s breasts.

‘Ma’am must be pampered.’

Ji-Woo wondered if that was the woman’s own
voice, recorded, or a generic one that was used for all the staff.
It was nice to hear, as the woman stroked and rubbed her chest,
hands moving up to shoulders next.

‘This one won’t stop bugging me about you.
She’s a big fan, it seems!’

The woman nodded her head, making happy
noises from behind her own mask.

‘She’s one of the best workers I have,
despite the attachment she has to you. So I’m putting her in charge
of the three of you from now on – she will be checking you over and
making sure you are in good health. And punishing you if you ever
misbehave! So I want all three of you to work together to help
Aeri. I’m sure she wants to be a good girl!’

Ji-Woo let herself be groped and massaged,
melting into the stroking, probing fingers.

‘Ma’am must be pampered.’

‘I was going to punish Aeri, if you would
like to help?’

Aeri dropped downwards, the chain stopping
just short of slamming her into the ground, before her restraints
released themselves. Ji-Woo managed to fight off the lure off the
massage and move towards Aeri, dragging her upwards. She tried to
fight back, twisting in Ji-Woo’s grip, but without any success, too
weakened by the restraints to be able to fight back, as Lily
grabbed Aeri’s other arm.

Emma pointed at a metal block with several
tethers that cuffs could be attached to. They moved her into place,
pushing her downwards, bending her onto her back, locking her
wrists into place. A leg kicked out, but Ji-Woo managed to grab it,
poking her fingers into the inside of the knee-joint to force it to
bend backwards, snapping the ankle into place.

When they were done, Aeri was bent onto her
back, arms and legs both beneath her, similar to the hogtie but at
least now with the block supporting her. She grunted through her
gag, tensing against the restraints, unable to break out of the
metal. Ji-Woo slapped her belly, leaving a red impact mark from the
hit.

The attendant stroked her again, tweaking her
butt-plug, making Ji-Woo tense up happily. She just wanted to cum!
But at the least she could punish Aeri.

Emma handed her a strap-on, oversized and
lumpy. The sight of it made Ji-Woo even hornier – she wanted it
inside of her! But Aeri kept on squirming, her head coming up and
glaring at Ji-Woo, as she strapped the cock around her waist, the
weight of if bobbing up and down.

She placed the head of the cock against
Aeri’s slit, the size of it spreading the woman open. She wasn’t
gentle, pushing half the length in with a single thrust of her
hips, then withdrawing, and pushing in again. Lily equipped herself
similarly, and Ji-Woo could feel her mouth water, just the thought
of a cock enough to start her off. She wanted to perform, to show
off her body! And then the afterparty, where she could be used, cum
slicking her body, getting fucked in both holes, tied down and used
by everyone.

It only took a few thrusts and the entire
length of the shaft was inside Aeri. Aeri’s hood was partially
pulled back, and a foam ball removed from her mouth, then Lily
smacked her own strap-on against Aeri’s lips. With a thrust, she
pushed the thing into Aeri’s mouth. From how Aeri strained and
spluttered, it went deep into her throat, probably making it bulge
against the collar. The breast-bells continued to chime as Aeri
coughed and choked.

Her collar beeped a warning at her, Aeri
getting close to an orgasm. Ji-Woo could feel the butt of the
strap-against her crotch, knocking against the dildo inside of
herself. She had to be careful not to get too aroused herself and
risk setting off her own collar. Having Aeri at her mercy was fun,
but she’d like to be able to get off herself! Having the thing
nudge against her sex was dangerous – she could feel her own
pleasure mounting but knew that release would only hurt her.

Aeri moaned, any attempt at protest she might
have made distorted by the oversized cock in her throat, her collar
forced into activation. Ji-Woo was buried deeply enough into her
that she could feel the woman’s forced climax, along with the way
her body clenched up, forced by the electricity jolting her into
painful spasms as she was electrocuted. Ji-Woo knew her painful it
could be, withdrawing the slicked cock.

She pushed it against Aeri’s asshole, using
her hand to guide it in, shivering as the electricity tingled
around her own neck, her hand too close to her crotch. She saw
Aeri’s asshole distend as she pushed forward, easily pushing
through the tensed muscles. Aeri tried to scream, but could only
make wet, garbled splutters, her throat getting ravaged by
Lily.

Aeri’s back arced upwards, her arms and legs
stiffening, a stronger shock slamming into her. Tears were
trickling from her eyes now, as Ji-Woo thrust deeper into her. Her
asshole was tighter than her pussy, Ji-Woo having to lean into the
thrusts, violating the woman deeply.

When Lily withdrew, long ropes of spit joined
Aeri’s mouth to the dildo. She sagged downwards, to drained to
protest even though her mouth was free. Lily wiped some of the spit
onto Aeri’s cheek, slapping the cock against the woman’s lips, as
Ji-Woo continued to punish their asshole, watching as the pucker
flexed and distended.

Lily continued to twitch and spasm, as Ji-Woo
drew the cock all the way out and then plunged it back in, all in a
single stroke, making Lily groan and shudder before going still,
skin shiny with sweat.

‘Hmmm, I think she might be a little beyond
use.’ Emma poked at Aeri’s flesh, pulling on her nipple-chains
without provoking any reaction. Ji-Woo twisted her hips, the
shifting of the dildo making Aeri’s body shudder again before she
pulled back. She raised her hands, not wanting to risk another
shock herself, letting the attendant remove it from her body. Her
fingers pushed against the vibe, pushing it deeper into Ji-Woo,
spreading her out, making her feel light-headed. The woman winked,
her fingers pushing against Ji-Woo’s crotch, the sensations making
her shudder, as her collar seethed against her neck.

‘Ji-Woo, you have a private party booked. My
assistant will prepare you. She’s picked an outfit for the
occasion. I do hope the two of you will get along.’

Ji-Woo nodded, smiling around the cock in her
mouth as her dildo was tweaked again. Another new outfit! She
wondered what it was? Hopefully something nice and tight, showing
off her finely-sculpted body. And an audience! Some young men,
healthy and able to go for a while, she hoped! The heat in her
body, between her legs, was making it hard to think.

‘You certainly have taken to this well. Even
Aeri, mostly. It’s been lovely working with you!’

Lily moved close to Emma, letting herself be
petting and stroked, making happy sounds through her gag, before
turning around and putting her hands behind her back, Emma cuffing
them into place.

‘You really are well-behaved, aren’t you?
You’ve got a repeat customer coming back for you, and this time
she’s bringing a friend, so I hope you’re ready.’

Lily was nodding enthusiastically, before a
leash was attached and Emma pulled her away, the door opening again
at her approach.

Ji-Woo stretched her arms out, feeling the
stretching resistance of the latex, loving the way it hugged and
embraced her, letting the harness be removed, before the suit
itself was unzipped. It peeled off her body in a kiss, soon leaving
her naked, the plugs sliding out. Without them, she felt empty and
weak, needing the stimulation and the satisfaction of being
filled!

As Aeri wriggled in her bindings, still
trying to get free, Ji-Woo let herself be dressed again. It was
lingerie, soft and lacey against her body, lightly touching her
slit, the lace absorbing her juices, dark fabric turning even
darker from the moisture. With heels on, she posed for the mirror,
lightly stroking her breasts and belly and butt, before pushing her
arms out as her collar beeped.

The lace over her slit was visibly stained
from her arousal, and she wanted to get off! But she knew that
would only result in punishment. Would there be several guests? She
wanted to be filled, to have her holes plugged utterly, hot and
throbbing cocks thrust into her, filling her with cum, the taste in
her mouth, scent filling her senses.

A finger tapped against her muzzle, jerking
her from her reverie, as her harness was handed back. Sliding it
back over her body, cinching it into place, tightening it over her
curves helped her to focus. It squeezed her breasts slightly,
straps running up the inside of her thighs, pinching at her flesh.
It felt good being contained and held, although she’d rather
have something tighter than lace beneath the harness. The collar,
wrist and ankle cuffs were still in place though, their weights now
familiar to her, something she moved without really noticing.

The attendant tapped her gag again, before
slowly moving her hand downward and sliding two fingers between
Ji-Woo’s legs, her gloved fingers darkening from pussy juice. She
kept stroking down there, making Ji-Woo shiver, having to lean on
her for support. Her collar beeped again, delivering a light shock,
the spur of pain arousing her even more.

When they removed their hand, Ji-Woo had to
lean on her for support, her legs weak, feeling their body heat
through their thin latex dress.

‘Ma’am must be pampered.’

Ji-Woo was handing a short leather coat,
barely coming to her thighs, and wrapped it around herself, tying
it at the waist with a cord. Even when closed, it still showed off
her breasts, the lace edge of her bra visible, her collar shining
brightly on the studio lights. She slapped at Lily’s pussy again,
hard enough to make the woman gasp, before a leash was attached to
her collar.

She let herself by led away, her body hot, in
anticipation of the fans she was going to entertain.

 


 


 



 Epilogue: Going on Tour

The crowd roared, powerful and faceless, the sounds
surging around Ji-Woo. She posed, cocking her hips, her tight
shorts showing off her waist and ass, knee-high boots on her legs,
a light gauze top and a latex band sheathing her breasts, spattered
with cum beneath. She could feel warmth throughout her body, the
full-length gloves on her hands and arms resisting her movements.
But they felt right, the way her body was contained teasing
and arousing her, showing her off without showing everything,
teasing and sexy.

And the plugs inside of her! Although the
crowd couldn’t see them, she could feel them – large, ridged cocks,
pushed into her ass and pussy, thrumming in time with the beat,
twisting with her own movements. The sheen between her legs would
probably look like sweat, but the tight hot-pants couldn’t fully
contain her juices, overflowing and slicking between her thighs.
She smiled, stalking across the stage towards Aeri, who was bent
over, shaking her ass before Ji-Woo spanking it with the back of
her hand. This close, she could see the slight lump of a butt-plug,
a lump poking out from between Aeri’s buttocks.

Aeri’s outfit included a mask that covered
her mouth and jaw, her voice pre-recorded, a gag sealing her mouth.
Ji-Woo slapped her ass, the impact doing nothing to change the
delivery of Aeri’s voice, although she was probably unhappy behind
her gag-mask. Ji-Woo’s own lips were uncovered, the motion feeling
unusual after so long with her mouth plugged, but letting her
perform properly, her voice picked up by a microphone hooked over
her ear.

The crowd cheered again, sending another
thrill of pleasure through Ji-Woo. She was close now, an orgasm
just a little more stimulation away. But she didn’t want to come
here! Not in front of everyone, and not in the middle of a
performance! Memories of punishment trickled through her mind, of
cold creeping into her body, electrical shocks and physical
punishment. A spotlight shone down onto her, highlighting her
collar, the metal shining brightly.

More lights shone down, picking out Lily and
Aeri as well, all three of them moving to center-stage and posing,
resting their bodies against each other. She could feel their
warmth, smell their sweat, and the faint whiff of semen, from how
they had been used prior to the performance.

She stood there, glad of support from Lily,
her Being able to breath freely was rare and strange, and the
throbbing between her legs was intense, all she could do not to
touch herself then and there.

They bowed, smiling flirtatiously at the
crowd and stroking their bodies, Ji-Woo feeling the studs pierced
through her nipples, suddenly aware of the rings through her
pussy-lips, being used to hold the vibrator inside of her. It took
all her focus to be able to stand, and not to play with
herself!

After the cheers and applause died down, the
part of the stage they were on lowered itself. Her eyes couldn’t
adjust from the full glare of the stage-lights to the backstage
darkness, as someone grabbed at her collar to drag her forward,
making her totter slightly on her heels. She opened her mouth, a
cock-lump sliding between her lips, filling her throat, making her
feel stuffed and secure, her microphone getting removed.

She wriggled her tongue around, pressing it
against the lumps, but no sound came out – the thing must be turned
off. She grunted in disappointment – she preferred having at least
some way to talk!

Ji-Woo could hear Lily and Aeri, heels
tapping behind her, her eyes now able to make out the attendant,
the one with the blue lash, dragging her forward, others dragging
at Lily and Aeri. Were they going to have to spend time with fans
and guests? The thought made her shiver with delight, the phantom
aftertaste of cum rising up in the back of her throat. Would she be
allowed to come? To have a real cock inside of her? Or even a
strap-on, fat and heavy?

She let herself be dragged through to the VIP
lounge, sweat cooling on her skin, although her crotch still felt
hot and wet.

The lounge looked empty, and she whined
through her gag. She wanted to be fucked! The doors shut behind
them, metal locks clacking into place. Without a party going on,
the place seemed vaguely pathetic – an unstaffed bar, empty tables
and chairs, most of which she had been bent over and used at some
point, making her wriggle in remembered delight.

Movement caught her eye, the Director moving
into sight. Ji-Woo stiffened, hearing Lily making a desperate yelp,
digging her heels in, her collar zapping multiple times. The
Director looked at them coolly, her black mini-dress hugging her
figure, golden collar and cuffs bright on her pale skin.

She approached, looking down at Ji-Woo, who
tried not to flinch away as a hand came up to stroke her cheek,
nails scratching at her skin. ‘The performers have done well.’

Ji-Woo ducked her head in acknowledgement,
shivering when the other hand tickled along her belly, playing with
her belly-piercing. She wriggled her tongue along the cock in her
mouth, the digitized version of her voice sounding out. ‘It is a
pleasure to perform.’ That wasn’t quite what she would have said,
but that freedom had been taken from her.

The Director’s smile made her shiver,
especially when the hand dropped between her legs, tugging on her
tight shorts, making her plugs shift inside of her. Her breath
hitched, a muffled whimper sounding from her throat.

‘Follow.’ She turned and walked away, her
backless dress showing off the rising flame tattoo on her back.

Ji-Woo obeyed, walking behind the Director
towards the back corner of the VIP room. There were three black
caskets there, propped up and open, with padding on the inside,
behind some metal T-bars on weighted bases, cuffs at the end of the
horizontal bars. And a man, smartly dressed, sat down, completely
at ease. Had she seen him before? Everything from before she had
come here seemed vague and distant, before she had been consumed by
training and the constant throbbing heat between her legs, but he
looked sort of familiar.

‘You three have done well – I thought I might
have to retire you and keep you for private use, but you have
adjusted well. You, especially, Ji-Woo.’

She twisted in pleasure at the praise. Would
she be allowed an orgasm? That was what she wanted!

‘Aeri was a little more problematic, but is
dealing well enough with her new position. You’re starting to enjoy
the shocks, aren’t you?’ He looked past Ji-Woo, and she heard Aeri
growl, before the zap of a shock and a pained whimper. ‘A little
bit of bite can be charming, but don’t forget your place.’

The Director pressed herself against him,
molding her body against his, a smile looking strange on her
usually expressionless face, the man putting an arm around her
waist and kissing her on the lips, making her usually-sharp
expression slacken for a moment.

‘I thought that you might only be suitable
for club entertainers, but you are mostly functional – a pleasant
surprise. Your next video will be released soon as well. But now
that you are permanent, then you need to be marked appropriately. I
like to keep stock of my possessions. Kneel.’ His voice was
suddenly commanding, and she obeyed before realizing, dropping to
her knees, boots flexing.

A hand grasped the back of her head, pushing
it onto the metal bar. Her collar locked against the top of it,
snapping securely into position, before her wrists were grabbed and
her arms pulled straight. She tried pulling on them, but of course
the metal was entirely unrelenting, her wrists held tightly. When
she looked to the sides, she could see Aeri and Lily similarly
restrained.

Hands touched against the top of her back,
pulling on her top, ripping the fabric away. The air was cold
against her suddenly-bare breasts, and turning to look up at the
man strained her neck awkwardly.

‘Barcodes should help with the inventory
management.’

What did he mean? What inventory?

Something cool and damp was pushed against
her back, astringent against her flesh, scrubbing at the flesh, as
a motor buzzed into life. The sound aroused her, but it didn’t
sound like a dildo. She couldn’t move her neck or arms at all, and
couldn’t see what was making the noise.

‘I did consider branding, but that has far
more healing needed, and the image is less precise. Your collar
tracks your location, of course, but this is a little more
permanent. Oh, and you’ll be chipped as well. Just like a pet cat.
Tame and soft and easy to manage.’

A hand touched the back of her neck, brushing
away hair, the thrumming motor closer. Something stabbed into her
skin, a sudden, sharp prick, and she tensed up. The sound of the
motor stopped as it met resistance – her flesh! She felt
stab-stab-stab-stab-stab, a needle pricking the top of her back,
again and again.

‘You are rather more of a prestige item that
most others I own, so will need greater care. But I’m sure you will
be satisfied.’ The needle continued to drum into her skin,
stab-stab-stab. ‘A golden cage, for a pure-breed. You seem to be
worth keeping.’

A low growl came from the Director, her eyes
sharp as she looked down at Ji-Woo, before pressing herself against
the man, his arm around her waist.

The needle stabbed her, again and again,
moving up and down in a small area. She tried to calm herself, not
wanting to make the pattern go wrong. As she endured this, the man
spoke again.

‘When not needed, you will be carefully kept
and maintained. Isn’t that right?’ He stroked the Director under
the chin, making her sigh in pleasure, as Ji-Woo endured the
tattoo-gun.

The stabbing stopped, the motor whining to a
stop. Her back throbbed, hot with pain, before cream was applied,
cooling her flesh. A hand appeared in front of her face, holding a
phone – the screen showed her back, the top of her spine pink and
raw. Black lines had been marked into her skin, fat and thin in
sequence – a barcode! She grunted in displeasure, not liking it,
even aside from the pain.

‘Very good, Ji-Woo. Let that be a reminder of
your place.’ Ji-Woo shivered as her vibe activated, making her
vision fuzz. ‘Now that you’re marked, you can be prepped for
shipping. It’s a busy schedule, but I’m sure you’ll manage.’

The tattoo-gun started up again, and then she
heard Lily yelp, as her skin was marked. Aeri was straining against
her restraints, the metal not budging at all.

‘Thank you, master.’ The voice came from her
mouth, was her voice, but without her speaking. She grunted,
sucking on the cock in her mouth. ‘Thank you, master.’

‘Those do keep you nice and obedient.
Although you already keen and eager to please – perhaps you will be
allowed a little more freedom? You seem to enjoy performing.’

She nodded her head, at least the small
amount she could. Being in front of everyone, flaunting herself,
hearing their cries, how much they wanted her, filled her with
warmth and desire. Even if she was locked away from touching
herself!

Gel pressed against her new tattoo, a plaster
over the top, cooling the sting a little bit. A hand tapped against
her head, ruffling her hair.

‘Prep her.’

‘Yes, Master.’ The voice, electronic and flat
but not hers this time, came from above her, whoever had marked
her.

‘She’s a very dedicated fan of yours and will
be looking after you from now on. You should be proud that you
inspire such dedication.’

Hands tugged at the waistband of her shorts,
making the plugs inside of her shift and twist. They moved easily,
her holes slippery with lube and her own juices, but the material
took several attempts to rip, leaving her ass suddenly bare. She
exhaled as the plugs were removed, feeling empty and weak without
them, her asshole only slowly closing.

‘Hmmm, perhaps a barcode on down there as
well? It might help distinguish you when hooded.’ A hand stroked
her ass, gloved fingers fondling her slit, but not enough for her
to get off. ‘And perhaps later, we can have a private dance.’

The Director glared at her, enough frost in
her look to make Ji-Woo shudder, dreading what punishments might be
in store for her. And enough with the cooling patch, her spine
throbbed, as Lily was marked up, Aeri still straining to resist,
before her collar sounded out, making her go still.

‘Will you be a good girl?’

‘Mpphhh! Ypphhh!’

‘Good. Remember, you are the leader, so any
failure on Aeri’s part may result in you being punished. You will
need to keep her in line.’ The hand patted her head, some stray
hair partially blocking her vision. The Director had moved to sit
on his lap, his arm around her waist, resting her head on his broad
shoulders. ‘I look forward to your future works.’

Her collar and wrists popped free, her hands
falling to the floor. The casket suddenly looked very small, very
close, and very enclosed.

‘Stand up, Ji-Woo. Show your subordinates how
a good girl obeys.’ She slowly stood, wet, desperate and naked
except for her collars, cuffs and boots, then approached the
casket, She could see that the inside was molded, with some tubes
and metal contact-points visible, panels in front of where her
mouth would go.

She paused, suddenly fearful, the darkness
worrying her, making her heart skip a beat. A hand fumbled at her
neck, pulling out her cock-gag, making her cough and splutter.

‘Please… Not…’

She was pushed forward, too weak to resist,
her head moving into the padded curves of the material, snug and
tight, made to perfectly fit. She couldn’t see anything, rubber
sealing her mouth, something clicking against her collar. When she
tried to pull back, she couldn’t, held fast by the neck.

The air in front of her mouth quickly got
hot, and she tried flailing behind herself with her arms, having to
arc her body strangely to avoid being completely consumed within
the casket. It was too tight, too close! But a hand grabbed one of
her wrists, snagging the top of her glove and yanking it down,
before pressing her arm forward. As soon as her cuff was in the
right place, something snagged it, holding it in place. It gripped
so tightly she couldn’t move her arm, the slightly absorbent
padding wicking away her sweat. Now she could barely move, as the
process was repeated on the other arm, leaving her leaning
precariously forward. It felt tight and smooth against her breasts,
cool, smooth and disconcertingly comforting, distracting her from
the pain of the tattoo.

A hand stroked against her buttocks, pulling
them apart, a finger sliding into her. She grunted at the new
violation, the digit retreating, cold and cruel metal, ridged and
bumped, then pushing into her, holding her sphincter open before it
was so far inside of her that it slid further in by herself.

She could still move her legs and tried to
kick out behind herself, landing a hit against a leg. A hand
slapped her ass, then pinched the reddened flesh.

‘Please! Not this!’

Could anyone hear her? The headpiece covered
her ears, while there was a breathing mask covering her mouth. With
the boots on, her legs couldn’t fit, but the hand slapped her ass
again. She tried to move, as a hand tickled across her hips, a
strap snapping tightly against her skin.

With that extra restraint, all she could move
now was her legs. Another kick back met only air, before hands
grabbed her calf and pulled the leather down and off her skin,
struggling for a moment to get it over her ankle-cuff.

Her breath was coming in short, panicked
puffs, although the embrace of the casket was strangely soothing,
comfortable and tight. But she couldn’t see, as her other leg was
stripped. How long would she have to be in here? The padding was
snug and smooth against the skin of her leg, as an ankle cuff
locked into place, then on the other side.

She was now completely locked in and unable
to move, only to powerlessly tense up in place. As she did so, she
felt her belly press against metal contacts, their presence
chilling her. Was she going to be shocked and jolted, even in
here?

She heard the man’s voice, from out of her
view. ‘To start with, you won’t be going far. But Emma’s a clever
little thing, and you can be kept in there for lengthy periods
without harm. Perhaps you could do a tour of Japan and Korea at
some point?’

‘Please…’ She didn’t want to be stacked up in
an airplane hold for hours! She trained against the restraints, but
they were padded on the inside, too strong to let her move at all.
There was no movement possible, other than breathing. Fingers
stroked her back, reaching between her thighs to tease at her slit
and making her gasp, before something slid into her, her cunt wet
enough that it moved easily in.

The casket was heating up from her skin, her
body accepting both plugs far too easily. There was no escape
though, and it felt good, being stuffed, contained and
bound.

Light blinked into existence in front of her
eyes – she could see herself, but from higher up and behind, her
bare back stark and pale against the all-encompassing dark material
of the casket. It was disorientating seeing herself like that,
making her feel numb and not herself, like she was a passive
observer to her own fate.

The attendant was stood close by, holding the
back-plate of the panel. As she watched, Aeri was wrestled into her
own casket, trying to fight back but without any success. She was
pushed in more forcefully, an attendant ripping her clothing off
before slamming her limbs into place, tears trickling down her face
before it vanished from view.

The man touched Ji-Woo’s back, his hand
running down her flesh, feeling her curves, cupping a buttock. ‘A
magnificent specimen! You really are going to be very popular, and
you’ve shown yourself tough enough to endure it. You’re going to be
enjoyed by many people.’

That statement made her smile, as he stepped
away, and she saw the rear panel get put in place. It embraced her
body fully, capturing her entirely, without any movement possible.
Cooler, fresher air came into her mouth from somewhere, but she
couldn’t even move her fingers or toes, dense padding containing
her completely.

A shock, light and almost teasing, ran up her
body, starting in her feet, coming up her legs, her thighs, then
her belly, nipping and kissing her breasts. It made her head spin,
her cunt juicing itself even more, the thing inside of her drilling
deeper into her, as the camera blacked itself out. That made her
whimper, but an image soon appeared again – herself, but in a
deliciously tight outfit, dancing for a cheering audience.

She relaxed into the dream, enjoying the
sight of herself pleasuring others. The dancing faded into images
of her on her knees, lips wrapped around cocks, or tied down, legs
spread, being fucked hard, again and again. How much was a
recording, how much was a memory? Ji-Woo didn’t know, didn’t care,
but twisted happily in her tight confines, happy to be bound and
contained.
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Prisonette’s Dilemma Chapter One:
An Uneasy Meeting

 The locker was
cramped for one, with two shoved into the tiny space, it was hot
and stifling, the air-hole between them was the only source of air
and light, just enough that they could see each other’s faces. They
were still bound together, a leather strap between their ponytails,
their ankles bound to each other and their hands bound behind the
other’s back. Their skirts were around their ankles, but otherwise
they were dressed, even if grimy from sweat, stood up, unable to do
more than slightly shift in the tiny space.

Sophia’s face was marked with tears, makeup
running down her pale cheeks. Eliza twisted, trying to keep her
arse from touching the sides, her flesh tender and raw from the
harsh paddling. Her movement must have pushed Sophia back, the
other girl biting her lip, trying not to make any sound. They
couldn’t hear anything, but that didn’t mean no-one was there,
waiting for them to slip up and do something that could be used as
an excuse for punishment, or to push something into the airhole,
see how long the air inside the box would last, make them weak and
delirious. Or spray cold water inside, leaving them chilled and
cold, making them beg for warmth. She shivered, trying not to think
about how vulnerable they were – the locker was metal, could it be
wired up to shock them?

She nuzzled against Sophia, gently nipping
her on the neck. She whispered just in case someone was listening.
Were there any hidden microphones in here? She couldn’t see them,
but in the low light, and with another body in the way, such a
thing could easily be concealed.

‘Is this your first time?’

Another nip served to draw the girl from her
stupor, and she nodded. ‘What’s going on? Why are they doing
this?’

‘Because they can. It’s how this place works.
Ranks and orders. And those above are rarely kind to those below.
“Perform. Obey. Suffer.” Haven’t you seen the motto?’ She kissed
the girl’s neck, then her cheek, tasting the salt of her tears.

‘But… How? Why?’

‘Because they can.’ Sophia smelt good, fresh
and sweet, despite the fear-sweat clinging to both their bodies,
their thin blouses almost translucent to start with. Her breasts
pressed against Eliza’s, soft and warm. ‘Don’t show weakness. Don’t
show fear. Be quiet. Be obedient. Fade into the background – it’s
safer. You don’t want to be anyone’s focus.’ She kissed Sophia
again, moving closer to the girl’s lips.

‘How can you be so strong? Doesn’t it
hurt?’

‘Be strong or break. I used to have a friend,
Madeline. She was taken into the basement. When she came out… She
says her name is Harriet now, and refuses to believe it was ever
anything else.’ She began grinding herself against Sophia’s leg,
already smeared with her juices, seeking at least a moment of
fleeting pleasure, trying to avoid pressing her buttocks against
the walls and hurting herself.

‘But… that sounds horrible.’

Eliza kissed her, full on the lips. It made
the air in here even hotter and more stifling, but it was better
than simply being stuck in the darkness. ‘It’s how this place
works. Please your betters or be punished.’ She was close, the
girl’s leg not the best of sextoys, but at least it didn’t hurt
her, and she wasn’t being violated or hurt by anyone else.

Sophia squirmed, trying to pull away, at
least as much as she could in the tiny space. ‘How long are we in
here for?’

Eliza groaned as she peaked, the heat of her
ardor rapidly fading. ‘Until that bastard lets us out. Or someone
else. Shit, we need to tell each other secrets.’ In the
post-orgasmic haze, there was at least a moment of peace, and she
tried to snuggle against the girl, seeking some warmth, human
contact that didn’t involve pain. Although could the girl be
playing her? She had tried to escape her full punishment – maybe
this was all a setup? But she was nice and warm, at least for now.
She rested her head on Sophia’s shoulder, twisting to keep hair out
of her face.

‘Secrets?’

‘He’s going to quiz us, isn’t he? And if we
get anything wrong, then a punishment.’ She winced, her butt red
and throbbing. How many strikes had it been, ten? That paddle had
been brutal, although at least it hadn’t been spiked or ridged.
‘Don’t you remember the application form? He’s going to know
everything on that at least. And it sounds like you’ve been here
before, so he might know more about you.’

‘But he wouldn’t just…’ She trailed off,
probably remembering that she was currently in a tiny metal locker,
half-naked and tied to another girl, both their asses red-raw from
a paddling.

‘He would. And if you fuck it up and get me
hurt more…’ She nuzzled against Sophia, then bit her, a sharp nip
to hopefully focus Sophia’s attentions. Not that she had much in
the way of influence or allies herself, but if this girl fucked it
up, then she’d try and get her fed to one of the harsher dorms or
put in a display cage for anyone to use.

She grunted in pain as hands squeezed her,
Sophia’s eyes moistening again. She tensed, ready to fight, at
least as much as she could, before realizing she was being hugged,
Sophia turning her own head to softly kiss Eliza’s forehead. She
slowly relaxed, feeling the tension drain from her body – how long
had it been since an embrace had been genuine, since she had been
touched without hurt or as a trick? She felt her own chest
juddering, managing to resist the urge to sob and cry – this could
be a trick, the girl a plant. But it was nice, being cradled in
someone’s arms, their bodies close, resting against each other,
starting to breath in unison.

‘So what do you think we should do?’

Sophia’s breath tickled her cheek, sending a
strand of hair fluttering. ‘We need to learn about each other.
They’re probably going to put us in separate rooms and ask us
individually. Wouldn’t surprise me if they were going to punish us
anyway. He likes to make a game of it, make it look like you have a
chance. He just likes hurting people.’ She relaxed a little more,
the other girl distractingly warm and soft against her.

They started with the basics – names, ages,
dates of birth, where they had come from. As they talked, the light
faded to twilight, sunset casting their faces into pale orange as
the sun set. Maybe someone would come and let them out? Although
she’d met some of the cleaners before and would rather not be found
by them. Still, it was strangely soothing, being bound so close to
Sophia. At least in here there was little danger of immediate
attack, and she could move about as much as in her usual cage. And
she wasn’t hooded or blindfolded and bound with her mouth held open
in case any of the dominants felt like using her.

She shifted her weight, trying to learn on
the walls, take some of the strain off her legs. Sophia pushed in
closer, her skin and hair the only things Eliza could smell, even
over the tinny tang of the metal trapping them. It was almost nice,
despite the promise of future punishment.

‘What’s your worst nightmare?’

Eliza froze. Sophia sounded innocent enough,
but could she be a plant? It would be just like this place to make
her reveal her darkest fears, and then use them against her. She
tried to remember – was there anyone that could know? She tried to
suppress the memories of it, but had anyone noticed? She should
lie, rather than reveal anything that could hurt her.

Sophia twisted against her, trying to get as
comfortable as she could, with the bindings still forcing them to
wrap their arms around each other, although the cord between their
ponytails was loosened slightly now, making it easier to move their
heads.

She spoke quietly, almost furtively, as
though worried about eavesdroppers. ‘Choking.’ She shuddered. ‘Not
being able to breath, gasping and spluttering. I don’t understand
how people can enjoy that.’

Eliza could remember hands about her neck, a
bag over her face, breath hot and thick, her hands restrained so
she couldn’t pull it off herself, a crowd watching and jeering,
hands pawing at her body. It hadn’t been the worst she’d endured,
merely painful, rather than degrading or humiliating. And the
orgasm she had been allowed at the end, hanging on the edge of
consciousness, a cleansing fire blasting through her, had been… She
quivered at the memory, getting horny again. ‘Are you sure you want
me to know? If he asks me, what should I say?’

Sophia kissed her on the lips, warm and
comforting, somehow able to smile. ‘I want you to trust me. If we
can’t trust each other, then what?’

They kissed again, slow and warm, tongues
sliding into each other’s mouths, seeking a simple pleasure. If
they were being recorded, it wouldn’t be in any decent quality. It
was Eliza’s turn to slide her leg forward, Sophia grinding against
her, the place hardly comfortable. But she managed, gasping towards
a climax as she smeared her juices against Eliza’s thigh.

Eliza winced as her buttocks pressed against
the metal, skin raw from the paddling. Having Sophia snuggled
against her, slightly flushed and panting, the scent of her sex
mingling with that of their bodies, was nice. A simple moment of
peace, without hurt or degradation. Was this girl trustworthy?
They’d both be getting punished in some way, that was almost
certain. There was no way they would be allowed out of here without
getting hurt in some way, and letting the Dean know what she hated
would mean getting take down into the basement, locked into a dark
box, left and abandoned. Even being hit and used was better than
that, being discarded and abandoned, more meat than human,
simply a thing to be used for the pleasure of another.

She shivered, holding Sophia close as she
lied. ‘Electricity. I’ve been tied down and wired up, and they kept
shocking me. Again and again. I tried to beg for them to stop, but…
then they gagged me. I was left there, all night, still connected.
Until one of the cleaners found me, and to get out I had to…’

She trailed off, not wanting to remember
that. The electricity itself hadn’t been that bad, but being
dumped into an empty room, bound, deafened and blindfolded, unable
to move or even scream, and simply abandoned until anyone deigned
to remember her, had been horrible. At least she had been alone, or
she thought she had been alone, so no-one knew, how she had spent
most of that night sobbing to herself, desperate for contact, even
the impact of a hand or a whip better than nothing. Since then, she
had been careful to be very quiet and obedient, fading into the
background as much as possible, just to avoid anything like
that, ever again.

Light continued to fall, as they spent the
time in drowsy conversation, sharing body heat as the locker began
to chill. Both were on the same scholarship program, meaning they
were amongst the lowest ranks, although Sophia had yet to draw much
attention, explaining her more relaxed attitude. Sometime later,
they fell into slumber, still bound together, Sophia’s body warm
and comfortable to use as a cushion and pillow.

 


They were rudely awoken by the locker being
jostled. Eliza bit her lip in pain as it was tilted until it was
lengthways, Eliza’s butt still sore where she fell against the
metal, Sophia falling on top of her. Eliza twisted, managing to
look through the hole, making sure to keep it clear so they could
breathe. Tiles were moving beneath them, occasional glimpse of
shoes and legs – they must be being taken along one of the
university hallways.

Sophia whimpered, drawing close to Eliza for
comfort. ‘Where do you think they’re…’

Eliza cut her off. ‘Shh! If they hear us,
they’ll know we’re awake.’

The tiles underneath turned to old stone
slabs, as they were jostled and bumped down a steep set of stairs –
Eliza’s heart fell as she realized they were being taken into the
crypts and basements beneath the main buildings, where
troublemakers were taken for punishment and training. The light
turned dark, shifting from sunlight to the chill and sporadic
electric lights. She hugged Sophia close, wondering what would
happen, what they would be forced to endure, or be forced to do to
each other.

They were set right-way up again, and there
was the sound of footsteps moving away, the heavy slam of a metal
door shutting, then silence. Eliza waited, heart pounding, before
going to the eye-hole again.

She screamed, a face looking back at her, or
at least a smooth, white curve of latex – one of the nurses, their
body sheathed in white latex. They waved, clearly able to hear her.
Eliza watched in terror as Sophia clamped tightly onto her, seeing
her reaction but unable to know what was happening, as the nurse
reached for a length of rubber tubing, pushing it over the small
hole, cutting off the light. There was a pneumatic hiss and then a
strange scent in the air. She felt herself getting woozy, trying to
warn Sophia, before falling unconscious. Her last thought, as she
slumped against Sophia, was of how nice the girl’s hair smelled,
and then the darkness claimed her.
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