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As she walked across to the stables, she thought of the creature in Station 14.

Calling it ‘the stables’ was somewhat of a misnomer; they hadn’t been stables in years, even if they did serve much the same purpose. Nowadays, they were more akin to a specialist lab and training facility, complete with all the latest scientific advances money could buy. That said, of course, it was also full of her livestock, kept on a rotating cycle before they were shipped out to new owners.

She wondered what the people who owned the manor before her would think if they could see it now, and smiled. They had no idea what she had in store for it. And why would they? If anyone found out what she was doing, she’d spend the rest of her life behind bars. While the irony wasn’t lost on her, she thought it wise to keep her affairs as secretive as possible.

A life without freedom was for the slaves she kept and trained, not for her.

The thing in Station 14 was always the first stop on her rounds, and often the last as well. It was still at that delicate stage of development where all interactions were crucial – the chrysalis stage between ‘functional human being’ and ‘sex object’ where the new personality was formed. A lack of due care and attention now, and the whole thing would go to waste.

She had seen it time and again, but she still struggled to find a name for the creature. It was neither discernibly male nor female anymore – the drugs had seen to that – and it was barely even human. Looking at it, and then to her shapely curves as she stood by it, wrapped in a tight sheen of rubber that served as her training outfit, it would be difficult to conclude that they were even in the same species, let alone the same class.

It hadn’t always been that way, though. It had been a he, once upon a time – only a month ago, in fact. It had had a job, and a life, and a name all of its own. It had probably had friends and family. Perhaps they were out there looking for it, hoping that it would walk back through the door one day as though nothing had happened. Would they forgive it, if that happened? Would they demand an explanation for its absence?

By all accounts, he had been something of an important person – some bright young star in the business world, already edging his personal fortune towards eight figures, if she remembered correctly. Not that that mattered, of course. She made a point of remembering as little as possible about the past lives of her toys. What was the point? It was meaningless. All the money in the world couldn’t save him now.

It was quite incredible how quickly things could change. Oh, how it had struggled for the first week or so after it had been brought in! How it had fought for its freedom! She liked that; they were so much more fun when they had a bit of spunk in them. She enjoyed the desperation in their eyes, and then the look of resignation when they realised that she would inevitably win. By the time she looked into their eyes and saw nothing but blank obedience, it seemed almost boring by comparison.

But that time always came. She had never failed to break a subject yet.

This one was coming along nicely. It still had a streak of resistance in it, sure, but at the same time it was clear that the brainwashing was having an effect. When she asked it to remember its past life, it seemed to take longer and longer; now, there were many questions it couldn’t answer at all. Some subjects found their memory loss disorienting, but not it. In fact, it seemed to revel in it.

Perhaps in its past life it had done something truly terrible. Perhaps what she had given it was a fresh start. Memories were not always beneficial. Neither was freedom. Everyone had their demons.

Its mood had mellowed so much since it had been brought in. Some of that was bound to be the proprietary blend of hormones and supplements that it had been forcibly injected with three times a day for the past month – reduced testosterone did wonders for their temperaments, once they got rid of all those silly notions of masculinity – but she liked to think that part of it was down to its acceptance of its role. Some days she would even go as far as to say that it seemed pleased to see her, when she came for its training. She hoped that today would be one of those days.

She swiped her pass card and ran through the security checks. Most of the stables were automated, providing the specimens with food and water as needed, and so she was the only member of staff in the building. Her ‘recruitment team’ – the name she gave to the burly individuals responsible for tracking down and acquiring acceptable subjects for training, no questions asked – were out in the field. With no deadlines pending, that meant she was able to take her time.

Good. It was a while since the job had been fun. She needed a break.

She passed along the corridor, all but ignoring the occasional plaintive wail that came through the other locked doors. Her only focus was on the room at the end of the corridor, and that room was silent now. She liked that. It had accepted its situation, and knew better than to waste its breath on complaints.

She pressed her card up against the security reader and watched as the door slid open. It was time.

It reacted as though it had been electrocuted. As soon as it heard the beep of the security lock, it had sprung up from where it had been resting in the corner and jumped to the middle of the room, kneeling up in expectation. Its knees were spread and its hands were held firmly behind its back; it had no need for handcuffs, not anymore. It knew what the penalty for disobedience and rebellion was. Few survived.

She smiled at its eagerness. She didn’t need the cattle prod or the whip to gain its attention, not anymore; now, when they were used, it was solely for her pleasure.

She ran her hand across the latex that covered its face and head, sliding her fingers into its mouth – open and willing, as ordered – as she did so. Instinctively, it began to suckle at them greedily. Its training had come along leaps and bounds in that respect. At first, when it had been instructed of all the things that would be required of it, the idea of cocksucking had been the one that had affected it most of all. Homophobe? Closet homosexual? Perhaps it was just sexually repressed in general; hard to tell either way, although she doubted the latter. The way it responded to her touch indicated that it both knew and loved the feel of a woman’s body pressed up against its own. She kept it as a reward for special occasions just for that reason. Most of the time, it was tended to by the more senior slaves, and they took their payment in orgasms. It had struggled at first, but with a combination of restraints and the brainwashing tapes, it had soon learned that its place was on its knees, ready to serve.

The threat that she would have every single one of its teeth removed if it didn’t behave seemed to work as a hell of an incentive. There had been no more problems after that.

She pulled her finger from his mouth and ignored the faint whimper of disappointment that followed; it wasn’t its mouth she was interested in today. She kicked its knees a little further apart and inspected the chastity cage that rested on its dick. It had been moved to the smallest size the week before, and already there was starting to be room to manoeuvre inside it: the hormone treatments were working. What had once been a magnificent eight inches of flesh had been reduced to little more than a maggot, incapable of pleasing anyone, even itself. That didn’t stop it moaning with arousal as she tapped the cage with the toe of her shoe.

Pathetic. It really would do anything for attention.

While its cock had shrunk, its chest had grown dramatically. Under the tight rubber that covered it head-to-toe, she could see the outline of the fleshy orbs that had grown over the past month; it must have been up to a C cup by now at least, and would likely be a D – perhaps even a double-D – by the time she was finished with it. She reached down and unzipped one of the fastenings on its chest, reaching inside and letting her fingers stroke gentle over one of its nipples. Its cock immediately began to harden in its cage, or at least it attempted to; it was difficult to tell anymore.

The sensitivity training was coming along wonderfully. Only the slightest touch, and its body couldn’t help but respond.

She gave the nipple a harsh pinch, grasping it firmly between her nails and waiting for it to yelp out in pain or surprise, but it did neither. No matter. She’d force those suffering noises out of it today one way or another. Let it have this little victory.

She pushed its head firmly downwards at last, and it assumed its second position: hands and knees, forehead touching the ground, ass in the air ready for use.

‘Kiss,’ she said, presenting her right foot in front of its waiting mouth. Instantly, wordlessly, it fell upon her, pressing its lips to the rubber in a pathetically eager display of devotion. It worked its way along the surface, kiss by kiss, each one a distinct quantum of dedication to its role.

‘Now lick it, slut,’ she said once she tired of the kisses, and was pleased to see it obey without hesitation. Its tongue – a fleshy pink mass, the only spot of colour contrasted against its all-black rubber covering – reached out, and with long, tender strokes began the delicate work of cleaning her boots. It worked its way along the shiny surface with singular dedication, worming its way into every groove and indentation, making sure every buckle and strap was spotless.

She could have spent all day watching it worship like this; perhaps one day she would. For now, though, there were other things to be done, and other pleasures to be enjoyed.

She kicked it away from her without saying a word, and it immediately returned to its trained position. She stood up and crossed the room, pressing her keycard against a large silver panel built into one of the walls. Immediately, the sensor beeped and it slid open.

Access to the toy cupboard was a privilege that the slaves in her control could earn over time. Choosing when to allow it was a delicate decision: too soon, and they would be so hypersexed that they would spend all of their time with a rubber cock in their ass, doing whatever they could to drive them forward to an orgasm they would never be allowed without permission. It was disruptive to their training to give them other things to focus on.

No, it was better to let them wait a while – to stew in the juices of their chastity, to accept that their bodies (and all the pleasure they were once capable of providing) no longer belonged to them. Let them learn a little restraint first. Let them adapt to the idea that patience was a virtue, and that relief could only come at the hands of their owners.

It was getting close, but wasn’t there yet. The look in its eyes as she opened the cupboard and scanned the available toys was one of joy tinged with fear. Would it be one of her tools of pleasure – a vibrator, perhaps, designed to tease it to an orgasm that the hormones kept so tantalisingly distant? Or would be one of the instruments of torture – clamps and whips and crops, all ready to inflict delicious biting pain upon its tender flesh?

Decisions, decisions, she thought.

It turned out to be both.

To its credit, it didn’t react when it saw her select the remote control, even though it knew exactly what it was for: it had, after all, been the victim of it enough times. Unlike the other toys at her command, the remote control offered her the chance to be both cruel and kind at the same time. It was designed to work with the rubber suit her captive had been placed in – specifically, with the electrodes that were spaced just inches apart all along the inner surface. Just the right amount of stimulation could produce a pleasure unlike anything else in the world, a full-body bliss that was capable of rendering her submissives insensible with pleasure.

Too much stimulation, on the other hand, and this pathetic little slut wouldn’t know what had happened to it. She could wrack its body with pain, or provoke such intense muscle spasms that it would feel as though it was nothing but a puppet.

In a sense, of course, that was exactly right. It was a puppet. She controlled it as completely as she might control a child’s plaything, pulling on its strings and making it dance for her amusement.

She waved the controller in front of its face. ‘You know what this is, slut?’ she asked.

It nodded. It didn’t have many other options available to it. The leather collar that wrapped around its throat pressed seven electrodes tightly against the skin of its neck. Their purpose was simple: to disrupt the bioelectrical signals its body sent to the muscles in its larynx, allowing it to form speech. As long as the collar was on, the subject would be limited to either complete silence, or rudimentary barks. For the first few weeks of its incarceration, she had kept it as a mute, enjoying the confusion on its face as it struggled to come to terms with its new helplessness, but after a little while she had relented and lessened the voltage, allowing some rough grunts and growls to escape from time to time. Soon, she would remove the collar completely; if its conditioning was a success, it wouldn’t even remember how to speak, let alone have any desire to do so.

It truly was incredible how elastic men’s minds were, given the right technology and enough will: a few little tweaks, and a lifetime’s worth of learned behaviour could be wiped out in almost no time at all.

The same was true of the remote she held in her hand. She didn’t need to use it – although there was no doubt in either of their minds that she would, for even the smallest of infractions, or perhaps just for the sheer sport of it. It was the threat of it that kept her little slut in line. It had learned to fear her.

She smiled. It was a good feeling.

Her finger circling the controller, she looked her toy in the eye. ‘Tits out,’ she said simply. ‘Display yourself.’ She didn’t just want to play; as much as she was looking forward to it, business had to come first. The buyer was getting antsy, and she wanted to know how the conversion was coming along. For the money the woman was paying for this one, the job needed to be perfect.

It wasted no time. Immediately its hands shot to its breasts, unfastened the zippers in the latex catsuit and allowed them to fall out onto its chest. The perfectly smooth orbs were truly a sight to behold; the hormones it had been forced to take via injection and with its meals had done a wonderful job, and the surgeons she kept on staff had completed it to perfection. As its hands groped and fondled at the pale white flesh, its fingertips gently coaxing the pink buds of its nipples into alertness, she marvelled at the success of her work. There was no scarring to be seen, and no asymmetry or imperfections whatsoever. Based on the soft mewls of arousal that emerged from deep within the slut’s throat, their sensitivity was high too. Even the slightest touch seemed to be enough to get it turned on. She watched with satisfaction as its cock swelled within its cage, pressing at the steel confines as though it had a mind of its own.

Yes, the woman who had ordered this one had picked a fine specimen. She was almost jealous of her. But for the reputation of her company, she might even have considered keeping this one for herself.

She shook her head, for her own benefit more than for that of the creature that knelt in front of her. There would always be others. The payout for this delivery alone would keep the stables running for six months or more, not to mention providing enough extra to keep any investigations off her back. It had been risky of them to take on such a high-profile recruitment, but its new owner had been very specific – both about who she wanted, and how she required the slut to be broken. For the privilege, she had paid double the usual rate.

‘Stop,’ she said, leaning in close to its face. Immediately, its hand fell away from its nipples, ignoring them as though they weren’t even there no matter how much she knew the pleasure coursing through them would have been excruciating.

She had thought it would take longer, somehow, but the progress she had seen from it today was remarkable. It might even be ready to be shipped off this week. She smiled at the idea: if she could clear out this room – not to mention cash the cheque for its delivery in full – then she might be able to step up her plans for expansion. Word was starting to get around the right communities, all underground, about the service she provided, and all of them were rich women crying out for mindless sex dolls of their own. She could make a fortune, if she played her cards right.

If the system worked.

Physically, the specimen was ready. She hadn’t yet stretched its asshole – its new Mistress wanted that privilege for itself – but its mouth was fair game, and was coming along nicely. It had been so reluctant to service the other subs the first few times they had forced their way past its lips and down its throat, but over the past few weeks it had really begun to adapt to its new way of living – perhaps even begun to enjoy it. Whenever one of the other subs had earned a reward, they came straight to Cell 14. Sometimes there was even a queue for its service – but with its skilled lips, there was never a queue for long.

Perhaps it was time to judge for herself.

She sat down on the raised metal surface that served as its bed and pulled her skirt up over her thighs. The slut kept its eyes forward, barely registering the development, but she could see the subtle signs of its body shifting, readying itself for service. It was OK. She had other ways to get its attention.

She turned the remote control down to a low setting and pressed the button that allowed the electropanelling units in its suit to begin their stimulating work. She could hear the soft hum of their vibrations, but it wasn’t until she cranked the pleasure setting up a notch or two that the slut began to display any signs of their effect. It bit its lip and closed its eyes, trying to focus and maintain its position.

She hiked her skirt up further, revealing a pair of simple black panties that were quickly cast aside: there was no reason to provide the sluts with any more stimulation than they already needed. She parted her legs and ran a finger between her lips: already wet.

She held the glistening finger out in front of the slut’s face, watching its passivity with interest. She knew it could see the shimmer of the juices, knew it could smell the sweetness of her cunt just inches from its nose, but nothing seemed to get it to respond. It was only once she gave the order to suck it clean that it broke, diving on that finger like a hungry wolf, sucking it into its mouth and stripping it of her juices with its tongue. If it sucked cock with such enthusiasm, there was no wonder it was so popular.

She pulled the finger out of its mouth and relished the fleeting look of disappointment that ran across its eyes. Its momentary sadness at having her attention taken away from it was a good sign, but it seemed to take no time at all for it to slip back into its familiar rigid pose.

She stroked at her pussy lips again with one finger, parting her lips in anticipation. ‘Come here,’ she said. ‘I need your mouth.’

Was that true? Did she need it? Of course not: she could have had any one of her slaves see to her. She did need a mouth, though, and one that belonged to a desperate whore that was eager to please. The creature swaddled in latex in front of her, with no mind of its own and only a desire to serve, seemed like it would do fine.

It placed its head between her legs, the black dome of its latex-clad skull resting under the perfectly manicured fingernails, contrasting with the perfect white smoothness of her skin – so innocent-looking, and yet so deadly – and waited for permission. She considered keeping it there for hours, wondering just how long it would take it to break and begin licking, but her own lusts got the better of her cruelty and she pulled it close.

There were other ways to tease it.

Its tongue shot out like a dagger, perfect poised to strike at her clit. Somehow it knew that this was not a moment for soft strokes and gentle motions. She needed eagerness, enthusiasm – a desperate longing that couldn’t be contained. She felt her body shiver with pleasure at every stroke, at the complete monomania of its devotion.

Then she began to turn up the dial on the remote.

She started slowly at first, her fingertips barely touching it, inching it to a higher setting by degrees too small for the slut to notice. If anything, it seemed to make it even more enthusiastic: as the pleasure sent chills through its body, it was as though it worked harder to compensate, to earn the tingling feeling of bliss that was beginning to overtake it by focusing on her even more.

She was its world, and it knew that fact more deeply than anything else. She was the only thing that mattered – and, when it was sold to its new Mistress, she would be its everything.

For now, though, its attention drifted down to her lips. It sucked on them greedily, responding with perfect precision to the moans of pleasure she couldn’t help but let out.

The dial was at a six, now: much higher, and an involuntary orgasm would be imminent. Seven was the stage she used for milking, and by that point the cocks of her slaves were invariably rock hard and straining, a single touch enough to push them over the edge. She tapped her foot against the steel that surrounded what was left of the slut’s cock, feeling the heaviness of its balls as they tried desperately to shed themselves of all their stored come. The cage held firm, squashing its hormone-shrunk dick even as it tried to grow, to escape, to be free: the more it struggled to get out and experience what would once have seemed like a normal release, the more the cold steel strangled it into obedience.

It whimpered in agony as she pushed the dial to seven.

She could only imagine how it was feeling now, and the thought made her grin. Its entire body was covered with the pleasure-giving pads, stimulating every nerve in just the right way to induce docility and the servile nature required from all her subs – and yet the contraption locked around its once-impressive cock, not to mention all of its training, stood at odds to that.

Could she go higher? Normally by this stage they would ejaculated on their own, without any help. Could a higher setting force it to have the orgasm it craved, even through the cage. It might be able to resist a six – only just – but how would it hold up against an eight? A nine?

She inched the dial up further, past seven now, working towards an eight, but its whimpers were too much: her sadism had its limits, and the touch of its tongue against her clit even through its agony was more than she could bear. She came hard and fast, her hands mercifully and yet involuntarily leaving the dial, grabbing at its head and holding it in place at her cunt. There was no room for it to breathe, no way for it to escape, and so it did the only thing it was capable of doing: it focused on her pleasure, and continued to lick through its own suffering until she collapsed backwards in ecstasy.

And then it could take no more.

It collapsed in front of her, its head on the floor, tears streaming from its eyes as it rested mute and pathetic at her feet, unable to beg for the mercy it needed more than anything else in the world. For it, pleasure was torture: it lived to serve, and nothing else.

It felt like an eternity before she noticed its suffering and turned down the controller. With shaky limbs, it pulled its body back into the position she had trained as its default, and waited.

There was one final test, one last check to make sure it was ready for its new home and the life that awaited it. She picked up the remote and walked in front of the slut, watching with enjoyment as it struggled to keep itself upright.

‘You know that this button doesn’t just control pleasure, correct?’ she asked. It whimpered and nodded slowly; it was almost as though it knew what was coming next.

‘Good,’ she said. ‘Then you remember the agony that I can cause you when you misbehave. One little push of the button, and I can make you scream, collar or no. Do you remember how that felt?’ Its eyes followed her, guarded and afraid, too transfixed to look away. It knew. The agony she had given it the last time she had wanted to make it suffer was not the kind of thing it was easy to forget.

She placed the remote control down on the floor in front of it. It didn’t move. ‘Pick it up,’ she said, and noted with pleasure the fact that its fingers trembled as it did so.

‘I’m going to give you a choice,’ she said. ‘The last choice you will ever make. The last bit of freedom you will ever receive from me. I’m going to give you one sustained press on the button – but I’ll let you have it on whatever setting you like. Pleasure or pain. One to ten. You can have the most intense orgasm you’ve ever had in your life, or you can endure an agony unlike anything you’ve even considered. There will be no repercussions whichever one you choose. This is completely your decision, but you know what will please me. Choose wisely.’

It was smarter than she gave it credit for: the look in its eyes was one of adoration, but there was an undercurrent of mistrust that she found so very appealing. It knew there was a catch, but there was no more hint from her on her face. With unsteady hands, it picked up the remote, selected a setting, and handed it back to her.

You know what will please me.

It apparently did. It had chosen pain. A solid ten.

The highest it had ever taken before was a seven, and that had left it screaming like an animal. The noise had echoed down the hallway and terrified the other slaves in the stable, even those who were used to the noises in the night.

And for her, it had gone three higher. God only knew what it would do for its new Mistress, once she got her hands on it.

She didn’t take the remote control from its fingers. ‘No, slut,’ she said. ‘You press it. Break yourself for me. Show me what you are now.’

It moved quickly, but not quickly enough that she didn’t see the look of panicked expectation in its eyes. She approved of that: the idea that it wasn’t reacting on autopilot to her instructions, that it knew what awaited it and yet elected to suffer through it anyway... the thought gave her chills.

The air crackled with electricity as it pressed the button down. There was no screaming, which surprised her; instead, it recoiled as though it had been punched in the stomach. It curled up on the floor, unable to keep its position despite its training, twitching and jerking as the electrodes that had previously brought it so close to pleasure now set its world on fire.

It didn’t take its finger off the control button until its body gave up completely, and it passed out cold. It seemed to take forever. This one had quite the constitution.

She knew the suit was perfectly safe, even at the highest voltages – her property was too expensive to risk damaging it with faulty equipment – but nevertheless she crossed the floor, bent down, and checked its pulse. Even through the rubber she could feel it coming through strong. That was good; its new owner wouldn’t approve of damaged goods. The amount she had paid for her new toy, damaging it was her prerogative.

She removed the remote control from its still-twitching fingers, and then left the room without a fuss, locking the door behind her.

She had a delivery to arrange.
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