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Chapter 1

The Sting

Alice Dane glanced at the girl standing in the shadowy doorway and then turned her attention back to the dark street with the damp road surface reflecting the liquid glare of the yellow overhead lamps. The girl was perhaps early twenties, tall but not as tall as Alice and definitely underweight for her height. Down the road, traffic lights turned green and a thin stream of vehicles began to move towards them. Alice stepped to the curb.

“What do you think you're doing?” The girl from the doorway had moved to her side. “This corner’s taken.”

Alice turned to face her, shoulders squaring and her face a mask of disinterest. “I suppose you’ve got this section registered.” The girl remained silent, but unmoved. Alice looked disdainfully from her long, bleached hair and painted face, down across the low necked t-shirt and the short, black skirt, both too light for the weather, to her long, bare legs and stiletto heels. Although she was careful not to show it, she did feel a pang of jealousy: the girl’s hair looked stunning compared to her own mousy brown hair held by a band in a ponytail and the girl’s bright blue eyes looked unreal and probably were.

Eventually, the girl said, “I’ve not seen you around before.”

Alice leant back against a street lamp, lifted a knee, and brushed an imaginary piece of fluff from her own skirt, displaying an intricate lace stocking top in the process. “Not been here before.”

Before the girl could speak again, her phoned chirped and she glanced down at the screen, a smile spreading across her youthful features.

“Doesn’t matter now; I have other fish to fry,” and she touched ‘reply’. Alice noticed that she was sending a kissing emoji. “Why don’t you move on to the next block while I'm away? There’s really no point in us both being here.” A white Ford pulled up to the kerb and the window dropped open. “Just be gone before I get back or else I’ll call the boys,” and she gave Alice an award-winning smile.

The girl put her elbow on the car’s window sill and smiled at the driver. Alice didn’t move and heard the girl say, “$500.”

The man chuckled said, “I can get a state whore for that.”

“$400,” said the girl.

It was enough and Alice closed a metal cuff about the girl’s free wrist.

“What the fuck?”

“I happen to know that there’s been no permits issued for this block, so I'm arresting you for unregistered soliciting,” said Alice and pulled the girl’s other wrist off the car’s door.

The girl gave a long groan. “No… Please don’t. I have a family to support.”

“Then you have not chosen your profession very wisely.” The car drove away with the squealing of tyres to leave the two women standing alone by the curb. “Turn around. Hands behind your back.”

“Let me go. Please… They’ll take my children.”

“Can't do that. The audio file has already been downloaded and logged. In any case, chances are you’ll be given the option to serve in a state registered brothel for a wage and keep the kids.”

The woman laughed, but it was mirthless. “State wages won’t pay the rent and who will look after them? At best, I’ll only get to see them once a week.”

“Look… What happens next is not my concern and you should have thought about that before choosing to solicit without a permit, but you're wrong; as far as I know, offenders opting to work in the state institutions are permitted to reside at home out of working hours. I agree the arrangements for home residence may come with restrictions that are, how should I put it… inconvenient, but I’m afraid it’s the best I can do. Your prosecution papers are being created back at the station as we speak.”

Alice pulled out her phone and tapped a number.

“We’re ready for you.”

A couple of minutes later, a panel van pulled up to the curb and two uniformed women alight. One moved to the back of the van and unlocked the door whilst the other approached Alice and smiled.

“You make a good harlot.”

“Why, thank you ma’am,” said Alice returning the smile. “Although I’m freezing in these clothes; these whores really earn their money.”

“Your jacket’s in the van, although I have to admit that the cleavage is attractive.”

“My shirt’s thin and I'm cold,” said Alice and turned the handcuffed woman towards the waiting van door. “I expect you'll be pleased to get out of this chill, too.”

The woman just stared at her and Alice had to push her to make her move.

“This is Charlene; she’ll be your caretaker this evening,” said Alice indicating the dark-haired woman holding the rear door open. “You’ll find life is much easier if you do what she says.”

“Fuck you,” muttered the woman.

“I doubt you'll have the opportunity,” said Charlene with a slow, Southern drawl. “Step up, sit on the bench and place your ankles against the cuffs.”

“I expect you get off on this…”

“And no talking or else you'll find yourself wearing a pacifier mask.”

The woman climbed up the steps and sat silently where indicated, squirming nervously while Charlene strapped her ankles in place.

“You'll be here a while, we have another mark lined up a couple of blocks away, then it’s a twenty-minute ride to the station.”

“I need to pee,” said the woman, but Charlene only smiled and closed the door.

✽ ✽ ✽

The girls sat three abreast in the front of the van, Bekki driving while Alice and Charlene both drank from cans of lime-flavoured soda. Alice had replaced her fur-lined leather jacket, but her tan-coloured thighs looked unnaturally long and pale between Bekki’s and Charlene’s dark uniform slacks.

“A good start to the evening: two unregistered prostitutes and it’s not eleven yet,” said Bekki.

“I'm not convinced that this is the best use of our time,” said Alice.

“What d’you mean? These women are not only acting in an unsafe manner with their uncontrolled antics, but they're also undermining the legitimate side of the business run by the state. I don’t really mind what they do, they can blow every drunk on the west side for all I care, but they have to act in accordance with the law to keep everyone safe.”

“Yes, I know all that, but is it really more important than following up the latest spat of muggings and burglaries. The risk of these whores actually harming anyone else is low whereas across town there’s real violence happening.”

Bekki shrugged. “We have to believe that the chief knows what he’s doing and getting a handle on the prostitution in the town is the first step in controlling everything else.”

Bekki’s body language suggested that the discussion was now at an end with her point of view prevailing, so Alice’s attention moved back to the can of soda. Bekki was a mixed-race girl, the product of an Indian father and a Scottish mother, and was beautiful in her own way with long, dark hair that framed a face with a strong nose and sensual mouth. Alice knew that she was sensitive about the darker skin around her eyes and this feature was more prominent in the winter months when her face appeared generally more pallid, a small perceived flaw that was more than compensated by a perfectly shaped body. Memories of days at the beach with Bekki wearing nothing more than a tiny thong and a top that seemed to exaggerate her breasts rather than conceal them flickered through Alice’s mind, but this was not the time for such reminiscences. They had arrived at the station and there was work to be done.

Alice and Charlene both moved to the back of the van and when Charlene unlocked the door, they were greeted by two pairs of bright eyes watching them from the darkness. The first woman that Alice had netted was called Candy and she waited in silence while Alice unstrapped her ankles and helped her from the vehicle still with her hands cuffed behind her back. Charlene attended to the second girl: a small firecracker called Carly with red hair, a tiny waist, and large breasts that were well out of proportion. She was probably no more than eighteen and her struggles had not only pushed her skirt up almost to her waist to expose complex lingerie, but had also earned her a pacifier mask to keep her quiet. Her bright red, puffy lips were stretched around the device in her mouth and the polished retaining straps patterned her red hair. Charlene took the precaution of fitting a manacle chain between her ankles before releasing her ankle straps to prevent her kicking.

With their prisoners processed and locked in holding cells, the three police compliance officers took a break in the canteen before heading out again. The coffee was bitter and watery, but the downtime was welcome.

“You have to admit that your outfits suits you,” said Bekki to Alice. “I particularly like the way that skirt hugs your bum.”

“Why thank you. You can be the one wearing it tomorrow then.”

“I doubt it would fit; it’s very tiny.”

“Umm… It does make sitting challenging.”

“Yes, I can see that.”

“How’s Carl?” asked Charlene. “Last night you said he seemed to be a bit stressed.”

“It’s just his job. They’ve got a big project on and it doesn’t help that we’re working the evening shift this week.”

“Probably doesn’t help when he sees you leaving the house dressed like that,” chipped in Bekki returning to her favourite topic of the moment. Alice ignored her.

“We’re going to Granbury Friday to visit his parents. Neither of us is looking forward to that. The ride is so boring and when we get there, all we do is argue. They don’t much like me and can't understand why he ever married me. Then on Saturday, I’m meant to be driving to Wichita Falls for a bachelorette party. It’s an old school friend, but I'm not really looking forward to that either because I’ll hardly know anyone else there.”

“It’ll be fun,” said Bekki, “And you already have the outfit.”

✽ ✽ ✽

It was past one in the morning before Alice quietly let herself in through the front door and she was surprised to be greeted by Carl emerging from the home office. He looked tired, but forced a smile when he saw her.

“I thought you'd be fast asleep by now.”

“I had stuff to finish,” he said. “Have you had a good evening?”

“We caught a couple of unregistered pros earlier, but overall it’s been quiet.”

Alice hung her jacket up on the hook and turned to see Carl grinning at her.

“You look good… Come her and give me a cuddle.”

Alice stepped closer and he enfolded her, allowing his hands to drop low. Her short skirt offered no resistance as his hands explored first the cool feel of her thighs above the lacy tops of her holdups and then cupped the soft flesh of her cheeks either side of her thong. She felt a wave of longing wash over her, pricking her senses and dampening the gusset of her underwear, but more than that, she felt a mixture of relief and delight that Carl’s interest had been piqued after so long. While he held her close, she grinned mischievously and unfastened the buttons of her shirt to expose the red lace of her padded bra pushing her breasts together. The shirt slipped from her arms and she wrapped them around his neck to seek a kiss as her groin pressed against his and she felt the hard shaft of his erection.

“I've missed you,” he whispered.

“Me too,” came her reply and now his hands were behind her back, fumbling with the clasp. The garment opened and she shrugged it from her shoulders to free her breasts, small hard nipples now pressing against Carl’s thin t-shirt. “Take me to bed…”

He didn’t immediately reply, but kissed her again before she became aware of a slight pressure on her shoulders encouraging her to sink lower. She smiled and dropped to her knees in front of him there in the hall. He groaned when her fingers first traced the outline of his penis and then moved to his belt, unbuckling it and releasing the button fly beneath. Jeans and shorts slipped easily down his thighs and she was there, first licking to savour his masculine scent, and then taking the glans into her mouth whilst gripping tightly onto his shaft.

Carl was groaning now, a low, gruff, wild animal sound each time she sucked and popped him from her mouth like the cork from a bottle. His hands were on her head, holding her gently, feeling her hair slip through his fingers as she bobbed in and out. Then she pressed him deeper, the motion reflected by her hands sliding along his shaft as the sensitive tip of his most treasured organ pressed into the back of her throat. There was no gagging, just the feel of him deep within her closing her trachea and stifling her breathing. But then she withdrew, lips sliding along him until she was once again sucking hard on the tip and her throat was clear.

She repeated the motion over and over again, each time more thrilling than the last as she felt him filling her throat and sensed his hands tightening about her head, at first to guide and then to control. He was moving her faster now, her fingers now merely gripping the base of his shaft as he thrust into her to drive her nose into his coarse pubic hair and fill her mouth and throat. She knew when he was about to climax; she could feel his penis begin to spasm and then his hands clamped her head tightly, so tightly that she couldn’t move and just waited for his gift. It came in a strong jet of semen that coated her tongue and filled her cheeks, and when she sucked again to drain him, he gasped and pushed her head away from his over-sensitised glands. His second and third coming splashed on her nose and cheek and she was still on her knees gazing up at his wracked face when he sagged back against the wall with his eyes shut.

“Are you going to let me up?” she asked with laughter in her voice and he smiled down at her before pulling her to her feet.

“I'm not kissing you; you're all sticky.”

“Well, it’s all your sticky.”

“Yeah,” he said, his face now cracking into a broad grin. “Give me a moment… You're beautiful tonight and I'm not done yet.”

“It’s just excessive eye shadow and red lipstick.”

Carl’s smile didn’t waver.

“I’ll go and wash,” said Alice.

“Careful of the lipstick,” he warned. “Soon as I get my breath back, I'm gonna pump that pussy till it squeaks…”


Chapter 2

The Crime

In the event, Alice’s fears regarding Thursday’s meeting with Carl’s parents proved overly pessimistic. The journey was as expected, long straight roads through a parched landscape with barely any distinguishing features to break the monotony, but their arrival was greeted warmly and they settled on the veranda out back under the shade of an awning with long glasses of beer.

“Carl tells me you've had a promotion and you're now working vice,” stated Martha seeking confirmation.

“Well, they're giving me a little more money. I'm not expecting the transfer to vice to be a permanent arrangement; they just wanted some help to entrap girls illegally working the East side, so they offered the role to Bekki, Charlene, and me. It’s easy work that’s relatively safe.”

“And you're helping to clean up the streets,” said Clifford, Carl’s father. “That’s important. Far too many liberal attitudes nowadays to that sort of thing. They need birching… That’ll soon put them on the right path.”

“I don’t think the authorities can do that nowadays,” said Carl with a wry smile. “Anyway, the courts have a better solution: they send most of them to work in a state controlled brothel for the duration of their sentences.”

“Nothing wrong with that in the right place,” said Martha. “Men need a way to express their masculinity. They accrue primal energy as they work and need a way to expend that energy safely; a sort of safety valve for their passions. Even Jesus accepted the need for concubines and female slaves and I understand that these state institutions are endorsed by the church. The problem comes when these girls are allowed to walk the streets unsupervised. Tell me, Alice, when these girls are, you know… working under the control of the state, do they say their prayers before they start?”

Alice looked somewhat nonplussed. It was not a question she’d ever been asked before. “I… I don’t really know. I'm sure they could do if they wanted to.”

“That’s not quite what I meant… Is there a proper prayer session before each working day? Perhaps they have a pastor visit each morning before they open the doors.”

“I’ll find out for you, Martha,” said Alice, wondering how she could phrase the question at the station without attracting too much mirth.

“What are they like, these state brothels?” asked Clifford. “Do they each have their own little room? I’ve never been inside a brothel,” he said giving Martha a sideways glance, “But I imagine all the girls are lounging around watching television in a sort of communal sitting room until someone choses them and then they go to a private bedroom. Do you know how much they charge?”

“I've never been inside one either,” said Alice, “So I can't really tell you what they're like inside. As for how much they charge, I believe the rates are fixed by the state. The customers are invoiced by a government department and the girls are paid a wage.”

“Carl said most of the girls found to be working illegally are offered these proper jobs by the state, but they're not compulsory. So what happens to the ones who decline the work?”

“Ah… They can choose not to join a state brothel and, in that case, they serve out their sentences in a special prison. The state would prefer that they opt for the state controlled brothel because it’s much cheaper than keeping them in prison.”

“And quite right, too. I don’t see why we should be paying for their upkeep when they're perfectly able to support themselves.”

“Of course, but you can’t force a person to work as a prostitute.”

“But they are prostitutes… Why shouldn’t they be made to work for the state? It’s just these young girls being lazy and it’s just the same as someone living off welfare. Parasites; that’s what they are.”

“I don’t think prison is an easy option…” said Alice. “They're probably given hard labour to discourage them from offending again in the future.”

“They should be birched” said Clifford. “That would soon put them straight.

✽ ✽ ✽

The day developed much upon the lines to be expected, except that Martha in particular was unusually friendly. The party enjoyed a barbecue lunch, an afternoon where Alice lazed in the hazy sun listening to Martha talk about their new kitchen extension while Carl and Clifford played with Clifford’s new hunting rifle and a row of beer cans on posts. After a light early supper, Alice and Carl set off once more on the one-and-a-half-hour drive back to Dallas and they were well into the journey before Alice discovered the reason for Martha’s high spirits. A week ago, she’d asked Carl if he and Alice were planning on starting a family and he’d told her that he would consider it now that they were married. It appeared that Martha had translated that response into an imminent announcement of grandchildren and Carl had neglected to disabuse her.

Alice had laughed when Carl had told her, but then lapsed into silence. They'd never discussed having children and Carl’s attitude to the joke suggested the discussion was still some way off, but Alice’s sense of being side-stepped didn’t last for long and by the time they'd reached the apartment, she was back to her usual self.

That evening, Alice was tempted to change out of her dowdy ‘visit mother-in-law’ clothes and into her new Compliance Officer attire to see if it would have the same effect on Carl, but sleep overcame them both and instead they retired to bed and slept.

Saturday morning, Alice was up early and packed an overnight bag. The bachelorette party would involve a night’s stay in a motel, although precisely how much of the night would be spent in the clubs and how much in the motel wouldn’t be answered until much later in the evening. Into the suitcase went a change of clothes for Sunday and a black cocktail dress for the evening, but then she thought, ‘Sod it’, and stuffed her working costume - the exotic lingerie, short skirt, holdups and high heels - into her suitcase on top of everything else.

It was well into the afternoon before she set off on the two-and-a-half-hour journey to Wichita Falls and she drove straight to the motel, booking into an upmarket suite. She unpacked, laying the black dress carefully out on the bed and then stripped off her jeans and shirt for a shower. By seven-thirty, she was sitting on her bed in a dressing gown, hair and makeup done, contemplating the dress when there was a tap on the door. It was a surprise visitor; surprise, as in the last person she expected to see and she stood in the doorway just staring at the grinning girl outside.

“Bet you didn’t expect to see me?” said the girl. “Suzy told me you were staying here, so I thought we may as well go to the club together.”

“Chloe… I didn’t know you’d be here.”

“No. We didn’t exactly finish school on the best of terms, did we? But Suzy and I found ourselves working in the same office and we made up long ago. I'm sorry we’ve not had the chance to do the same, but I want you to know that I forgive you for all the rotten things you did.”

Alice just stared at her open-mouthed.

“It’s a joke…,” said Chloe with glee. “I know I wasn’t exactly easy to be with at college, but please, let’s be friends now.”

Alice stood aside and, with a wave of her arm, invited Chloe inside.

“You know, you don’t look any different from that last day at college.”

“Nor do you. It’s only been four years,” said Alice.

Chloe laughed. “I know that’s a fib… I’ve got a baby at home and that does things to a woman,” and she slipped off her overcoat and pushed out her chest to show an ample bosom barely concealed by a miniscule red bra and translucent white vest. “Mum’s babysitting tonight.”

Alice took the opportunity to glance at the rest of Chloe’s costume: a black garter belt and thong holding up black stockings beneath a diaphanous underskirt. There was no outer layer.

“This is very nice… Much better than my room.” exclaimed Chloe wandering through into the bathroom. “My God, it’s huge… This shower’s bigger than my whole room. Suzy tells me you work for the police now.”

“Ever since I left college.”

“Well, we’re going to have to be careful and watch what we do tonight.”

“I'm off-duty,” said Alice and picked up the black dress.

“You're not going to wear that tonight, are you? You'll stand out like a pair of dog’s balls.”

Alice looked at the dress and then at what Chloe had chosen and made a snap decision. “Of course not.”

✽ ✽ ✽

They travelled across town together in a cab and Alice’s initial reservations began to evaporate as she became more comfortable in Chloe’s presence. She’d been disappointed to learn that neither Natalie nor Rosie, the friends she’d had in common with Suzy, would be at the party; Natalie was unwell and Rosie had other commitments, so out of the dozen or so girls she’d meet tonight, she only actually knew Suzy and Chloe.

“Oh, you'll love them; they're all so much fun,” said Chloe and Alice had returned a pallid smile.

It was eight-thirty when they entered the night club and made their way across the garishly lit floor to a circular table in the far corner. It was possible to hear the party even above the sound of the music. They were all there and gave every indication that they'd been there for some time. Suzy jumped to her feet as they approached and shushed everyone to introduce her old school friend ‘Alice’, the introduction being met with a loud cheer and a glass of suspiciously green liquid being pressed into Alice’s hand. She took her place on the opposite side of the table to Suzy and over the next couple of hours watched as Suzy consumed ever more alcohol until she could barely talk.

By eleven, two of the more responsible girls decided it was time to take Suzy back to her hotel and put her to bed and Alice, too, said she was beginning to feel tired.

“Nonsense,” said Chloe. “The night is young. Here… I’ll fetch you another drink.” And that was the moment that things began to become a little confused for Alice.

“What did you give her?” asked Sofia after Alice decided it was time to dance. Chloe watched her in awe for some moments before answering her friend.

“Just a couple of tabs. I thought they'd loosen her up a bit.”

“Two… No wonder she’s like that. Does she know?”

“Of course not. I dissolved them in her drink. I doubt she’s ever had any Easers before.”

“Doesn’t look like it. What are we going to do with her? The others are going to a steakhouse for a meal, but she’s never going to be up for that. We have to do something quick; she’s going to start stripping off soon.”

“We’ll take her to the Pixie bar. Wyatt will be there and if she strips off there it won’t matter.” And that’s how a rather disorientated Alice ended up in the city’s most notorious sex bar…

The cab dropped the three girls off outside the club where they were met by a tall man of about thirty with slicked, black hair and a pale grey suit. He gave each girl a kiss on her cheek and was rewarded with a hug from Alice that he found difficult to disentangle.

“Can you get us inside?” asked Chloe.

“Three of you? I can do two easily; we’re allowed two guests, one for each arm,” and he grinned like a wolf. “The third is more of a problem. She’s obviously not a member, so the easiest way to get her in is as a freelance.”

“But she’s not registered.”

“Doesn’t matter; she looks the part and they won’t check paperwork at the door.”

Wyatt was right and the three of them were admitted with the minimum of fuss. He led the way through the labyrinth of rooms to a quiet area and ordered drinks from a passing waitress. It soon became apparent that Alice didn’t seem interested in consuming more alcohol and would rather rest her body against Wyatt, pinning him against a wall while she sought more kisses.

“She’s got no idea what she’s doing, has she?” asked Sofia.

“Probably not,” said Chloe. “She was always so straight-laced at college; it’s quite funny to see her like this.”

“It’s not really fair, though, is it? Anything might happen.”

“And probably will,” said Chloe as she watched Wyatt lift the hem of Alice’s skirt and put his thumbs in the waistband of her miniscule panties. “They’ll be soaking wet anyway; she’ll be better off without them,” and now they both watched as Wyatt slid the tiny garment over her cheeks and thighs until it slipped down her legs to lay about her feet.

Wyatt eased both their bodies sideways until he could flop down in an arm chair and Alice tumbled on top of him, ending up seated on the floor between his legs. She knelt and made an effort to reach his face again, but the strain was too much for her and then she realised where she’d placed her hands. That area was much more accessible and Wyatt gave Chloe and Sofia a broad grin as Alice fumbled with his zip fly.

The two Easer tabs addling her brain were well named. They were hormonal based and had the effect of relaxing a person’s inhibitions whilst stoking their libido and the result was usually a foregone conclusion. Whatever their normal character, the person suddenly became an easy lay and for this reason, Easers were very illegal.

It wasn’t long before Wyatt’s erection sprung free from the confines of his clothing and Alice pounced on him, consuming him in her mouth with gusto.

“Chloe… We can’t let her do this. What’s she going to think in the morning?”

“She’s going to remember nothing in the morning…” and Chloe decided to assist proceedings by kneeling behind Alice and reaching under her to cup her sex. “God, she’s sopping,” and, as Chloe rubbed her, so Alice began squirming as her head bobbed.

“Police…” whispered Sofia and Chloe sprang to her feet, wrapping her overcoat tightly about her body. Two plain-clothed officers were standing beside the adjacent booth talking to the occupants. From their position, they couldn’t yet see what Alice and Wyatt were doing, but it was only a matter of time. Chloe looked at Wyatt, he had his eyes closed, and then she looked at Alice. Her coat was on the chair next to her bag. There was going to be no way to uncouple these two without causing a disturbance; best to allow things to run their course. Then she had another thought: she had the packet of Easer tabs in her purse and if they searched her, she was toast… Quietly, she lifted the packet from her own bag and dropped it into Alice’s.

“Stop that,” said a deep voice behind her and she swung around to see that the officer was actually addressing Alice. “I said stop that,” and he put a hand on Alice’s shoulder to pull her away. She resisted and he had to apply some force before she tumbled over backwards, arms and legs akimbo, to leave Wyatt hurriedly tucking himself away. Sofia and Chloe moved stealthily towards the passage, but their motion had been noted and the second officer told them to stand still.

The first policeman, easily the bigger and older of the two, barked an order. “ID.”

He looked at Wyatt’s card first and noted that he was a club member. Then he inspected Chloe and Sofia’s.

“These two ladies are my guests,” said Wyatt indicating Chloe and Sofia. The man looked the two girls up and down and then returned their cards.

“And the one on the floor… Is she your guest too?”

Alice was blinking up at the men with no idea what was happening.

“She got a professional stamp on the back of her hand from the doorman,” observed the second officer.

“Were you paying her?” asked the older man.

Wyatt remained silent, wide eyes just staring up at the man.

“Let me make this plain for you. This lady purports to be a licenced sex worker; however, if you're not proposing to pay her, then she’s not working professionally and you're both committing the offence of indecent behaviour in public. If, on the other hand, you have procured her services legitimately, then because this club has an entertainment licence that allows them to use properly registered sex workers, then you're in the clear. What’s it going to be?”

“I… I’m paying her…”

“I thought so,” said the policeman visibly relaxing. “I could see straight away from her clothes that she’s a whore even without the door stamp on her hand.” He looked down at Alice. “ID and licence, miss.” Alice just stared up blankly. “Christ, she’s pissed out of her head. Pass me her purse.”

The first thing he pulled from the purse was the packet of Easer tabs and his demeanour changed immediately. The second thing was her wallet and a quick check on her name and address revealed that she was unregistered. From that moment, her fate was sealed. The officers pulled Alice to her rather shaky feet and cuffed her hands behind her back before reading her Miranda rights. Then they led her from the club with Alice looking about her in total confusion. Throughout the entire episode, she hadn’t uttered a single word.


Chapter 3

The Trial

Alice awoke slowly. Before she opened her eyes, she was aware that the room smelt dusty, the bed was uncomfortable, and she was covered with a rough blanket that was itchy. Then she peeped and saw that instead of the plush motel room, she was in a small, white-painted room containing nothing but a bunk and a toilet pan; she was in a police cell. A small window comprising four panes of obscured glass allowed a cold, grey light to illuminate the bare walls and the steel door at the end of the bunk with its observation flap. It was closed.

She pushed the blanket away and stood unsteadily with one hand against the wall. She was still dressed in her party outfit minus the shoes. Her skirt was rucked up around the tops of her thighs and her holdup stockings were still in place, but then she discovered that she wasn’t wearing any panties and hurriedly pulled the hem of the skirt down as far as it would go. She had no idea why she was there; no memory of the previous night beyond the time that an almost comatose Suzy was helped from the bar to her bed. It must have been a good night to warrant her ending up in a police cell, but what about her panties. The thought started her sweating.

The thin light from the window and the distant sound of traffic suggested that it was after seven o'clock, but without her phone, she could tell no more. Her head felt muzzy and when she moved, a pain hit her behind her eyes.

Drunk… She must have been so drunk she caused a disturbance, but she was better now and she wanted to get back to the motel. She’ll feel much better after a shower and something to eat. Five small paces before she was leaning against the steel door and could wrap against it with her knuckles and call out, but the door just made her knuckles hurt and the sound of her voice seemed merely to reverberate around the small room. After a few minutes, she gave up and sank back down on the bed.

It was thirty minutes later that the flap slid open with a loud crack that made her jump and a pair of eyes appeared. The flap slid shut and the door opened.

“Thank God,” she muttered and struggled to her feet.

“We were wondering when you’d wake up; it’s half-past-ten.”

“How did I get here?”

“Oh, you were brought in about one. In quite a state you were.”

“Can I go now?”

The officer just laughed. “No Mrs Dane, you’ve been arrested and will have to wait until a detective comes down later this morning. Shouldn’t be more than an hour or two now.”

“But why was I arrested? What did I do?”

“If you don’t remember, I'm sure I don’t know; I'm just the custody officer. The detective will explain everything when he arrives.”

“Can I make my phone call?”

“Your phone call,” chuckled the officer. “They all say that… After you see the detective, I'm sure he’ll let you ring whoever you want.”

“Please… I don’t know why I'm here; I don’t remember anything after about eleven last night. Can't you tell me anything?”

The officer just smiled. “I can offer you a coffee and some toast.”

Alice really didn’t feel like eating or drinking anything, but thought she should. “Water, please, but I’ll take the toast. There’s something else… My underwear is missing.”

“Yeah, we noticed that. It’s how you arrived.”

“Do you have something I could put on?”

“Do I look like a thrift store? Talk to the detective.”

The officer left, the door slammed shut with a loud bang, and Alice sank back down on the bed as her depression deepened. A few minutes later, she received her water in a plastic cup and two slices of buttered toast on a cardboard plate.

It must have been midday before the same officer returned again. “Stand up and turn around because they're waiting for you upstairs.”

“You don’t have to cuff me; I'm not going to run away,” but the man just waited patiently for Alice to comply so he could lock her wrists together behind her back. Then, with a hand on her arm, he steered her along the passage, through a locked door, and up a narrow flight of stairs. From the street level, there were another two flights of stairs and then a series of well-lit offices. It was Sunday, but despite that the offices were well populated. She felt small and vulnerable as she was led from room to room with their occupants, police officers young and old, male and female, watching her pad along beside the custody officer. She should be one of them wearing police blues and sitting behind a desk, but instead she was only partially dressed in the clothes of a common prostitute and had her hands cuffed uselessly behind her back. It was all so demeaning.

She was led into an interview room and sat in a chair facing a metal table. Instead of removing her cuffs, the officer snapped a lock onto the cuffs’ linking chain to fix them behind the back of the chair and then he left. Alice was left with her arms pulled uncomfortably behind her and this thrust her chest to the fore to strain the translucent material of her shirt. She was conscious too that her skirt had ridden up when she sat to show not only the lace tops of her stockings, but also an expanse of bare thigh all the way up to her crotch. She could even see a ‘V’ section of black pubic hair, as could whoever was standing beyond the mirror behind the desk, and she resolved to keep her thighs pressed tightly together.

Ten minutes later, a young detective entered the room behind her and, instead of sitting behind the desk, sat on its surface where he could look down at her chest and the dark shadows between her bare thighs. He was above average height with a body that suggested he spent many hours in the gym and had what she would have described as laughing eyes beneath a mop of thick, fair hair. The grey t-shirt he was wearing hugged his chest showing every ripple when he shifted position and she turned her head away to pretend she didn’t care. She wanted to feel offended by his flagrant interest in her body, but he was too cute for that.

“Good morning. My name is Detective Liam Blake and I’ll be your prosecuting officer for today,” and when he smiled at her, she accidentally smiled back.

His unusual attitude caught her off-guard and it was some moments before she could gather her thoughts together. “Why was I arrested?”

“All that was explained to you last night.”

“I don’t remember anything about last night.”

“You don’t remember kneeling between a man’s knees in the Pixie Club and sucking his dick?”

Alice’s mouth dropped open wide. “No… I wouldn’t. It couldn’t have been me,” but an indistinct memory stirred in her head.

“Oh, it was definitely you all right. The officers were standing behind you watching, but that’s not exactly why you were arrested. The gentleman you were sucking said he was paying you for the service and you have no licence to practice as a sex worker.”

“No, it couldn’t be. I wasn’t.”

“Look, miss. You were observed to be engaged in a sexual act by two officers; you're dressed like a sex worker; you have the club’s door stamp on your hand that identifies you as a freelance sex worker; and the gentleman who was in your throat says he doesn’t know you, but engaged you for that specific act.”

“No… I was at a bachelorette party; it’s why I'm dressed like this. I'm a police officer in Dallas. I work vice.”

“How very appropriate. You might want to reconsider your career.”

“Please… This is all a big mistake.”

“And I suppose the packet of Easers found in your purse was a mistake too. There were at least two dozen tabs in the packet, so you're also being done for Class A drug trafficking.”

“What? No… They're not mine. Someone must have put them there.”

“I'm sorry. I can only present the evidence that was discovered and I have to say, it’s pretty damning.”

“I need an attorney.”

“You do and one will be allocated to you before the trial.”

“Trial. Oh my God. You can't. None of this is true.”

“We have a video recording from the officer’s body cam.”

“A video…” Her mind was now working overtime and a hazy memory began to take form. “Well, ok. I can't remember it clearly and I’ve no idea why I would be doing that because it’s completely out of character, but if you have a video, I can't deny the sex bit, but nothing else is true.”

“You still have the door stamp on your hand.” Alice strained to see behind the back of the chair, but it wasn’t possible. “Believe me, it’s still there.”

“My husband’s expecting me back today. What am I going to tell him? And I’m on an early shift tomorrow.”

“What’s his name and number; I’ll give him a ring. Dallas PD too; they should know.”

“They’ll sack me.”

“Not until after the trial. After that, I doubt they’ll have much choice.”

“Oh God! What happens now?”

“As a police officer, you should know that… This State tries to process these sorts of straightforward cases as soon as possible, so I don’t expect you'll need to wait more than a week. After that, unless the judge deems the drug trafficking offence is too serious to be dealt with by community service, you'll probably be offered a place in a state brothel for the duration of your sentence.”

“But I'm not a prostitute.”

“Yeah, right…”

“No really. I'm not. I couldn’t possibly work in a brothel.”

“Well, in that case, you'll be sent to a correction facility, but you should think long and hard before your select that option. It’s not a free ride.”

“I know the remedial program is supposed to be hard; it’s designed to discourage the girls from going back to sex work in the future, but I’ll have no choice.”

The detective gave a sudden burst of laughter. “I thought you said you were a police officer… That’s not what the program does at all. Think about it… Instead of locking them away, the state makes a profit off unlicensed prostitutes by putting them to work in a state run brothel, and it’s a big profit. It’s a win all round for the authorities: they get to control and monitor the local sex trade by undercutting everyone else and they still make a substantial profit. Then they get a freelance one like you who decides she’d rather not work, but instead just sit out her sentence in a cell costing the state money. What do you think the attitude of the authorities is going to be to that? They're going to do all they can to change your mind. They don’t want you to give up sex work; they just want you to work for them.”

✽ ✽ ✽

For the next six days, Alice heard nothing, not from Carl, not from an attorney, nor from the Dallas PD. They’d transferred her from the small police cell to a local prison where she was given an orange jump suit and a bigger cell. There was also better food, books to read, a television she could watch, proper exercise sessions every day, and the opportunity to mix with the other remand prisoners.

Alice struck up a friendship of sorts with one woman in particular: a buxom African-American woman called Edith with an infectious laugh. Edith was older than her, but not by much, and had been caught soliciting without a licence for the second time.

“It’s just like any other brothel,” said Edith. “You hang around until you're chosen and then perform what’s asked. The only difference is that you don’t get paid the same: the state pays you instead of the client and it’s the bare minimum they can get away with.”

“Do you get to choose who you go with?” asked Alice.

“No, sweetie. It doesn’t work like that. The clients are vetted when they enter, but then you're expected to go with whoever you're given.”

“And what about the hours and the times you're not working?”

“It’s just like a normal eight-hour-day job with time off for lunch, except that you work rotating shifts: eight in the morning until four; four until midnight; and the graveyard shift, midnight until eight. That’s the best one because it’s always quietest. When you're not working, your time’s your own; you can go home to hubby and the kids.”

“I couldn’t work in a brothel.”

“No, so you’ve said. But you should think carefully about that. It’s actually much safer working in a brothel than on the streets, particularly a state controlled one; they're never going to let you come to any harm.”

“But I’m afraid it will just feel like rape all the time.”

“Oh honey… You’ve just got to get into the right mind-set. How many men have you been with?”

“Oh, I don’t know… About seven or eight, I suppose.”

“And how did you choose them? What made you think ‘I'm going to let this one put his dick inside me’?”

Alice couldn’t help blushing. “Well, you have to feel something for the boy. You have to like him and develop a connection and that takes time.”

“And that applied to all of them?”

Alice was quiet for several seconds before answering, but then said, “Actually, no… Four of them I slept with on the first night; two because I was immediately attracted and wanted a long-term relationship and two who were, well, one night stands. I think I was pretty drunk both times.”

“And do you remember if you orgasmed on those first dates?”

Alice gave Edith a shy smile and agreed she almost certainly had.

“I’ll just leave you to think about that. You just have to approach each client as a first date. When you're with him, spend your time considering whether you’d have him as a long-term lover and think about how he’s making you feel. I just love the sensation of a man’s erect dick sliding into me. It’s the most marvellous feeling in the world and makes me go all tingly, but then I don’t care if I never see him again afterwards; there’s always another one coming along. Live for the moment and enjoy yourself.”

She thought a lot about what Edith was saying, but her moral conscience was strong and she couldn’t imagine herself giving everything to each new man as they came along.

On the seventh day, a warden sought her out in the communal area and cuffed her hands behind her back again. “Your attorney would like a word; your trial is set for three this afternoon.”

Suddenly, Alice felt cold; this was all much too real.

She was led through a security gate to an interview room and took a seat opposite an older woman. Her cuffs were attached to the back of the chair just as before and, just at that moment, the woman looked up at Alice. She was wearing winged, pink-framed spectacles. It must have been the stress of the situation because the glasses looked so old-fashioned that Alice had almost giggled, but then the woman glowered in disapproval and all humour left her. The woman had such a pinched expression it reminded Alice of a shrew and she knew straight away she didn’t like her.

“Let me see if I have this straight,” said the woman. “First of all, you dressed in erotic clothes and passed yourself off as a freelance sex worker in a nightclub when, in fact, you were actually unlicensed. Then you proceeded to engage in oral sex with a man you didn’t know in a public area for money. Furthermore, you had in your possession a quantity of hormonal tabs called Easers sufficient to supply and, correct me if I’ve got this wrong, the purpose of these tabs is to impair the judgement of others so they become more amenable to engaging in sexual activities.”

“I don’t remember going to the club and I don’t know why they stamped my hand as if I was a sex worker. I don’t know who the man was or how I met him and I certainly don’t know anything about the Easers. I was at a bachelorette party earlier in the evening and can only assume things got a bit out-of-hand.”

The woman gave a snorted laugh and it wasn’t pretty. “Out-of-hand… You don’t deny what you were doing to the man.”

“I can't. They have video, but I've never done anything like that before; I'm not like that at all.”

“You're not like someone who hopes to sell pills to others so that you can effectively commit rape?”

“Of course not. I'm a police officer.”

“Really? So you are no doubt familiar with those particular drugs, then.”

“No, I don’t know anything about them.”

“Now look here, Mrs Dane. I have better things to do than bandy words with you. As far as I can see, the evidence is strong against you and you have no defence. If you persist in maintaining that you were not engaging in unlicensed sexual activity and that the drugs must have been planted on you, the judge is likely to impose a maximum sentence. If, on the other hand, you admit your involvement and apologise to the court, you might get off with a sentence of two years or even less.”

“But I'm not guilty; you must believe me.”

“It doesn’t matter if I believe you or not,” and the woman put down her pen and laid both her hands on the metal table top. “So it’s your intention to plead not guilty and for me to present what you have just told me to the court as your defence.”

Alice nodded. “You have to because that’s the truth.”

Without another word, the woman scooped up her notepad and pen and walked out of the room.

Alice wasn’t to see her again until they were both sitting in a courtroom in front of a judge and jury. The clerk of the court read out the charges and the judge asked Alice whether she was guilty of those charges. She told him she wasn’t and he made a sort of Harrumph sound.

A prosecution attorney called Detective Blake as the first witness and he described the evidence against Alice, but he seemed sad as he related what he believed to be the sequence of events. Alice’s attorney had no questions. Next, a police officer who Alice didn’t recognise described entering the Pixie club and seeing Alice on the floor between a man’s knees. He said that when he asked the man, he was told that the accused was being paid for the sexual service. The officer said he believed the man because the accused was dressed very provocatively, to the extent that she was wearing a translucent blouse and a very short skirt but no panties. Furthermore, the doorman had marked her hand with an ink stamp when she entered the club indicating that she claimed to be a freelance sex worker.

The judge nodded sagely and the officer continued: “I asked the accused for her ID and when she declined, I asked for her purse so that I could check it myself. That is when I discovered the packet of Easers in her bag and a subsequent check of her ID confirmed that she was unlicensed.”

When given the opportunity, Alice’s attorney asked the officer whether there was anyone standing close to the accused purse when he’d asked for it. There wasn’t.

Next, Wyatt Slake entered the court to testify and Alice’s face paled as recollection flooded back into her consciousness. He told the court that he’d never met Alice before that night and that she’d agreed to oral sex in exchange for $200. She now remembered sucking him, but why would she ask for money?

Alice’s attorney asked Wyatt if Alice had specifically introduced herself as a sex worker. “She wanted money for sucking me,” he blurted, now growing into his role.

Now it was Alice’s council’s turn to speak and she said precisely what Alice had told her. “My client claims that she was dressed as described because she had been attending a bachelorette party earlier in the evening. She offers no explanation as to why she was admitted to the club as a sex worker, but agrees that she engaged in oral sex with Mr Slake, although claims that no money had changed hands.”

“Had your client completed her contract with Mr Slake?” asked the judge and the attorney confirmed that she hadn’t. “Then it is not surprising that she had yet to be paid,” he concluded.

The woman nodded absently and continued: “As for the presence of the drugs in her purse, my client has offered no explanation other to suggest that they were planted by persons unknown. Finally, my client would like it known that she is employed as a full-time police officer with the Dallas Police Department and has had four years of unblemished service.”

“What department do you serve, Mrs Dane?”

“Vice, your honour.”

“Then you will no doubt have ready access to these sorts of drugs,” he observed.

It seemed the jury took less than ten minutes to reach a unanimous decision: Alice was guilty. The judge seemed unsurprised. By this time, Alice was unsurprised too, but it didn’t stop her bursting into tears.

“Mrs Dane, you have been found guilty as charged. On the charge of unlicensed sex work, I sentence you to be incarcerated under state control for a period of three years. On the more serious charge of trafficking in Class A drugs, I must take into account the nature of these particular drugs. I'm told that they are often used to induce unsuspecting persons to engage in acts that would otherwise be abhorrent to them and I must consider the likelihood that you were intending to utilise them in your line of business as a sex worker.”

“No…” cried Alice, but the judge was quick to admonish her.

“Mrs Dane. You are not permitted to speak at this time and, indeed, it is not in your interests to do so. As I was saying, after considering the seriousness of the offence and the nature of the drugs in question, it is my judgement that a further five years be added to your sentence with the additional proviso that you will also be subjected to enhanced control at all times as defined by State Security Regulations, Part 12, Section 6, Subsection 14, which deals with enhanced prisoner control associated with sexually related offences. Now, I am familiar with the practice of offering sex workers such as yourself the option to serve their sentence either in a government sponsored brothel or in a state correction centre, but you should be aware that these enhanced security arrangements will apply in either instance and I hope their application in your case will bring home to you the consequences of trifling with the hormonal makeup of others.”

Alice couldn’t really take in all that the judge said, but she did understand that her sentence was to be eight years, either working as a prostitute in a government brothel, or in a government correction centre. The judge hadn’t imposed a minimum term she must serve, so that suggested that she could perhaps be released on parole halfway through her sentence, but she knew enough about the law to realise that that would only happen if she admitted the offences and that would be the immediate end of many things, not least her police career. So long as she maintained her innocence, there was always a chance.

And Carl… What about Carl? Would he wait for her? If she elected to work in a brothel, at least she could go home to him after every shift, but would he still want her knowing that she’d been continually used by so many anonymous men.

In desperation, she turned to the gallery to scan the hostile faces looking down at her and her eyes locked onto Carl sitting in the back row. His eyes were as cold as ice.


Chapter 4

Prepped for Transfer

Detective Blake sat on the far side of the metal interview table to Alice and she wondered whether it was because she was wearing an orange jump suit instead of her more exotic costume. He was again wearing a t-shirt, this one pale blue, and she found herself imagining what Carl would feel like if he had those arms and that hard body. The detective shifted in his chair and Alice saw that this time he looked sad rather than amused.

“Well, Mrs Dane. As my final duty in your case, I've been asked to determine whether you're prepared to work in a state brothel or would rather spend your time in one of the state’s special correctional centres dedicated to housing uncooperative sex workers.”

“I'm neither uncooperative nor a sex worker.”

“You are as far as the law is concerned. The judge has determined that as a fact and there’s very little you can now do about it.”

“But I can't work in a brothel; I just can't…”

“Well don’t say I didn’t warn you. You should know that both the chosen brothel and the correctional centre are located in Dallas, so if you were to choose the former, you'd be able to spend your free time at home.”

“It makes no difference to my decision. Anyway, if I was working as a prostitute I doubt that my husband would still talk to me.”

“Ok. So be it. You’ll be transported tomorrow to the Dallas facility. They’ll send over one of their adapted vehicles for the transfer, so we’re looking at early afternoon. You'll be bought back to the police cells later today and I’ll be down about ten tomorrow morning to prepare you for the transfer.”

Blake rose from his chair and left the room leaving Alice peering over her shoulder at his retreating back. A few minutes later, a custody officer appeared to release her cuffs from the chair and escort her back to the cell.

The next day was the first day of April, April Fools’ Day, and Alice could feel the weather warming even in the police holding cell. The small opaque panes of glass in the window were definitely lighter suggesting that the recent overcast weather was past and spring had finally arrived. At ten, the metal cover plate over the observation port slid open and then the door opened to admit the detective.

“We’re going to do this here,” he said dropping a large, heavy bag on the floor beside him. It clinked when it hit the concrete floor.

“Do what?”

“I told you yesterday; prepare you for the transfer.”

“But you didn’t tell me how,” complained Alice. “Do you need to have me read stuff, sign papers, put on different coloured clothes? What?”

“Your last guess was closest to the mark. You can start by getting undressed.”

“Undressed? What, everything?”

“All of it.”

Alice put her hands on her hips in a show of defiance, but Blake was unimpressed. “Look… You have opted for the correctional facility and the judge had specified enhanced security arrangements. From now on, everything I do is governed by the State Security Regulations and I have no authority to disregard them. I have restraints for you and you’ve already been warned that your incarceration is associated with a sexually related offence. That means that the state believes that it’s appropriate to impose sexually related penalties; a kind of quid pro quo to bring home to you the seriousness of what you’ve done.”

He paused to allow Alice to absorb what he was saying and saw the horrified look on her face. “I don’t much like this either, but it’s called punishment and it’s the consequence of your crimes. As a former police officer, you should be more than familiar with the way judicial authority works. Not only do they want to change your mind about the sex work, which is the initial reason for the rather eccentric restraints, but for you the judge has gone further. Owing to the nature of the drugs found in your purse, he has imposed the extra stipulation that you be subjected to enhance controls and I am unable to deviate from that demand.”

“I’m not yet a former police officer, I wasn’t trafficking those drugs, and I know nothing about how they got in my purse.”

“I'm afraid we’ve gone well past that stage. This is what the state has decreed for you and it’s my job to enact the first chapter of that decree by preparing you for transfer. Now, if you like, I can ask some of the custody officers to assist.”

“Ok, ok… Do your worst, but if your aim is to turn me into a prostitute, you're not going to succeed,” and with obvious annoyance, she pulled the tab of the zip fastener all the way down from her neck to her belly. Blake tried not to react when she shrugged the jumpsuit from her shoulders and let it fall, first from her arms, and then her hips to let it slid slowly down her legs. Underneath she had on regulation issue white cotton bra and briefs. She had a lithe, athlete’s figure with modest breasts, a trim waist, a flat belly, and long, slender legs, and it was these legs that now, with unnecessary care and considerable grace, stepped out of the crumpled jump suit on the floor. She kicked the discarded clothing away and stood staring at Blake, intransigence once more asserting itself.

“And the rest.”

“You want me completely naked?”

“You can keep the soft shoes.”

Long moments passed, but finally she shook her head in feigned disbelief and reached behind her back to unfasten the bra before leaning forward and allowing the garment to slide down her arms and join the heap of clothes on the floor. When she stood erect again, she glared at the detective, daring him to make a comment. He stared at her naked breasts, at their trim form, pale areolae and small, pink nipples, but he said not a word and neither was he grinning. Instead, he just pointed to her white panties and waggled his finger.

Now Alice moved more slowly, but she did move. She hooked her thumbs under the elastic waistband and eased the thin material over her hips and down her thighs. Then she stood erect again and watched Blake’s eyes as they scrutinised her body.

For some reason that he was finding elusive, he had been taken by surprise by Alice’s luxuriant pubic hair. He’d known she hadn’t shaved that area, he’d seen glimpses of it during the first interview, but now that she was making no effort to conceal it, its extent was unexpected.

“What did you expect? Feathers?”

Blake smiled and, against all expectations, Alice couldn’t resist a little smirk at her own joke.

She stepped out of the panties and kicked them onto the heap as Blake delved into his bag and withdrew a heavy stainless-steel collar with wide wrist cuffs on short chains welded to either side.

“Oh,” was all Alice said as she stared at the assembly. “I won’t be able to do much with that.”

“I'm sorry,” said Blake and Alice thought he meant it. “That is rather the point.”

He stood before her holding the collar and after a few moments, she put her hands behind her neck and lifted her hair. Blake closed the collar and it locked with a loud click. Now the cuffs hung down either side of her body at waist height and Alice resignedly held out her hand so they could be fitted to her wrists. These, too, snapped shut and would subsequently need a key to remove them.

Both collar and cuffs were lined with a layer of textured rubber presumably to make them more comfortable to wear long term and they were wide enough not to mark her wrists if she pulled. Blake lifted another pair of cuffs from his bag, these slightly larger in diameter but similarly proportioned and lined, and these were already linked by a ten-inch-long chain padlocked to each cuff. She watched him as he knelt and closed each cuff about an ankle.

Next out of the bag was a folded, five-inch-wide nylon-mesh panel with a steel band along its centreline.

“What on earth is that?” cried Alice.

“It’s just a wide belt.”

“But it’s too small for my waist… Anyone can see it’s too small.”

“It’s not much smaller than the jeans that were found in your motel room. Now, hold up your arms, as high as those chains allow.”

Alice complied, stretching upwards so that her waist was minimised while Blake held the belt out in front of him and approached. She closed her eyes. Blake was close; very close indeed. She could smell him and was sure he could smell her too when he held the panel against her waist and wrapped his arms around her to close it behind her back. Her nipples tickled against his chest and he whispered something in her ear as she felt her waist constricting. She wasn’t sure what he said. It could have been a muttered oath, but she thought he’d said, “Good girl.”

There were a series of clicks behind her back and he took a pace backwards. When she lowered her arms, it felt like she had been reshaped like a wasp with the belt squeezing her waist and causing her to take rapid, shallow breaths. The belt was now retained by click-locks behind her back and the metal band encircled her waist at its narrowest part. The band was also fitted with several integral metal loops welded to its surface: one on each hip and two more side by side over her belly button.

“I think now would be a good time to take a break. Your lunch will be delivered in a few minutes and I’ll be back in an hour to finish the job.”

“I doubt I’ll be able to eat anything; you’ve got this belt much too tight and meanwhile, I suppose, I've got to stay naked?”

“It’s going to be a theme from now on, so you'd best get used to it. Oh, and one final piece of advice: use the toilet before I get back because, what with the journey and all, it may be a while before you have another opportunity,” and, with that, he tapped on the cell door and it was opened to allow him to leave. Alice sighed and sank back on her bunk, careful to keep her back straight.

✽ ✽ ✽

Lunch was the usual tasteless offering she’d got used to and took no more than a few minutes to consume. The guard grinned lasciviously when he saw her and commented that it must be cold in the cell to cause her nipples to harden like that. She said nothing, but he was right; they were like little bullets. After the meal, she took Blake’s advice about the toilet and then sat back on the bunk and waited. He turned up as promised with his bag and it still sounded heavy when he dropped it on the floor.

She stood when he entered and waited patiently while he delved in the bag again only to bring out a four-foot length of thin steel chain and a couple of padlocks. He asked for one of her wrists and she told him she wondered how long it would take him to get around to more chains. He didn’t answer, but after locking one end of the chain to a wrist cuff, he threaded the other end through the ring on her hip, then through the belt’s centre two, and finally through the ring on her other hip. She watched while he used the second lock to attach the chain to her other wrist and then inspected the result. She could still touch her hands together and reach out in front of her, but obviously not as far as if they were unchained. But then she allowed the chain to rattle through the steel rings fully to her right so that her left wrist was against her hip. This allowed all the slack to go to her right wrist and she could reach much further, lifting it in an arc about her collar. The chain rattled back to its median position.

“Ok… Now I can't pull my own socks on.”

Blake grimaced and took hold of the centre link between the two belly rings and tugged. Both of Alice’s hands were pulled against the sides of her waist and he clipped the slack length of chain to a ring centrally on the front of her collar to keep them there.

Alice gasped when she realised the consequence of what he’d just done and flapped her hands at her sides like tiny butterfly wings.

“This is likely to be the default condition when you don’t need your hands to wash or eat.”

“But I won’t be able to do anything.”

“I'm sorry,” he said, but he didn’t unclip the loop of chain links.

“So what’s the point of all this?” she asked, the frustration already apparent in her voice.

“I believe the intent maybe to allow you a little more freedom first thing in the morning to wash and use the bathroom facilities. With the belt chain slack, you can do most other things such as eating or writing, but will have no control over what’s done below your waist. The configuration you have now is used when you're not required to do anything else and they want to keep you closely confined.”

Blake looked at the multiple lengths of chain now spanning her chest from neck to waist and the defeated expression on her face, and couldn’t help but feel sympathy for her despite her failings.

“I'm afraid you're going to like the next bit even less,” he said. “You're going to need to bend over and rest your head on the bunk and then open your legs while I fit a catheter.”

“What? No…”

“I’m afraid like all of these things, it’s non-negotiable. I can attach a link to your collar to hold you in position if you'd rather.”

With her eyes now filling with tears, Alice turned so that her legs were against the side of the bunk and then bent over as asked to lay her cheek on the hard mattress.

“Open your legs,” prompted Blake and slowly she complied, more than conscious that very few people had ever seen what he was now staring at. She didn’t even attempt to see what he was doing; she didn’t want to know, but gave a sharp yelp when she felt his finger touching her, spreading her labia open and prodding at the opening of her urethra. “This shouldn’t hurt,” she heard him say and then felt him pushing a flexible tube into her. Suddenly, she had the sensation that her bladder was emptying and heard urine trickling into some sort of container he was holding under her.

“There… That proves it’s in the right place. I’m just going to inflate a little balloon inside your bladder with water to stop the tube falling out and that’s done by injecting water through a small valve on the side of the catheter tube.”

Alice didn’t feel anything more until Blake tested the installation by gently pulling on the catheter tube, then she gave a yelp.

“Ok. That’s done, but don’t move; I have another job to do.”

Of course, Alice jumped up demanding to know what he intended to do next and then just froze looking down at the catheter tube with its small brass tap swinging between her knees. Blake just sighed; this was proving just as difficult as he feared.

“Mrs Dane… What I am doing has been prescribed and neither of us has any scope to deviate. I'm afraid you’ve just got to accept that that’s the way things are.”

“I just want to know.”

“Ok… It’s policy that all high security prisoners being transferred for the first time are fitted with a control leash. It’s a standard item of equipment specified in State Security Regulations 12.6.14 for enhanced security prisoners like you.”

“A leash… What, like from my collar?”

“No, not exactly. It’s attached using a piece of equipment called a ‘RAV’.”

Alice’s face creased in thought. “I've heard of that. Someone was complaining about one the other week, but I've no idea what it is.”

Blake took a deep breath… “There’s been a lot of fuss in the past with new prisoners kicking off when it came to transferring them from police custody to institutional control, so it was decided to introduce them in a way that ensured compliance. This is particularly pertinent for you because of your enhanced security status.”

“You think I'm going to start running up and down the corridors shouting and biting people?”

“I don’t think that at all, but that’s not the point. There are protocols in place that we must follow and it would serve you well if you just did what you're told.”

“I’m not going to be difficult. Don’t forget I'm a police officer too, or was… I know you're only doing your job, but you haven’t told me yet what a RAV actually is or what you want me to do.”

“A RAV… Some people call it a caterpillar or a Christmas tree. RAV is an acronym for ‘Retention Anchor, Vaginal’.”

As if in slow motion, the concept coalesced inside Alice’s head and her energy just seemed to drain away. She didn’t say anything, but slowly sat on the side of the bunk with tears gathering in her eyes.

“Here… I’ll show you,” and he pulled a leather leash from his bag with what looked like a thick, black hairy caterpillar a little wider than a can of beans hanging from its end. He stroked it and it slipped easily through the hole between finger and thumb.

“The bristles just lay flat as it’s inserted, but if you then pull on it, they tend to spread open. It’s removed using a special device,” and he pushed a six-inch-long tool into a small socket on the back of the caterpillar next to where the leash was connected and pressed a button on its end. Like magic, all the bristles laid flat along its side and what was fat and spiky was suddenly transformed into a smooth sided cylinder.

“Honestly, it doesn’t hurt if you don’t pull.”

Any pain associated with the device was not what was uppermost in her mind and when she looked up at the concern in his eyes, she realised that he knew that.

“What would you like me to do?” she asked in a barely audible voice.

“Just assume the same position you were in when I fitted the catheter.”

She watched as Blake applied the lubricant gel to the bristles of the caterpillar and then, with her hands still pinned at her sides, rose from the bed and folded at the hips to lay her head back on the mattress. He inserted it easily, gently sliding it into her until it was all but concealed with only the leather leash protruding to hang down beside the catheter.

With that simple task, the installation was complete, but he found himself reluctant to allow her to rise. The caterpillar’s mass had opened her labia around her vaginal tunnel and to reveal a diamond of pale skin with the catheter tube just visible where it exited her urethra. Below the catheter, the slot of her vulva was edged by the fleshy rolls of her outer labia flushed with blood and, within them, the dark ruched folds of her labia minora, delicate and, to Blake’s surprise, moist with a thick, white secretion oozing between them. Within these secret folds her clitoris lay hidden and he had a sudden urge to explore, but instead he stood and then helped her struggle to her own feet.

“For obvious reasons, it’s only used for females, but there is a male equivalent device that has a different designation.”

She peered down between her legs to see the leash hanging out of her in addition to the catheter, but rather than dissolve into more tears, she seemed to gather strength as her resolve hardened. It was obvious to her that she couldn’t possibly fight the pull of the leash, but if that wasn’t her intention, what did it matter?

“It should only be for the transfer. They won’t leave it in for long.”

“I know,” she said.

“Does it hurt?”

She shook her head.

“I did warn you that the correctional facility is not an easy option.”

“You did, but I’ll cope; I'm not going to suddenly cave in and beg to go to the brothel.”

“There’s still one other item that you'll need for the transfer journey and, rather predictably, it’s the pacifier mask; something I’m sure you're familiar with.”

“Are they expecting me to make a lot of noise on the journey?”

“I wouldn’t think so; you’ll be wearing a pacifier.”

“Very funny… What I mean is they don’t need to do this; I won’t make a sound.”

“You don’t get it yet, do you? They don’t need to do any of this. It’s all intended to humiliate you and make you uncomfortable. The more you complain, the more certain they can be that their plans are working.”

“So there’s nothing I can say or do to alleviate conditions?”

“No, but there’s plenty of ways you could make things worse for yourself; you need to be careful. Now we’ll have to hurry. The transfer team will be here shortly. This type of metal face frame has a removable oral plug rather than a fixed one. It allows someone to, say, give you a drink without removing the whole thing.”

“We use the same type,” said Alice.

“Good. That makes things easier,” and he offered the metal frame up to her face. It consisted of a cage-like polished metal pressing profiled to fit around the user’s nose and mouth with curved metal bands that extended either side to cross the cheeks and a third band that curled over the crown of the head and extended all the way down to the user’s neck. The metal side bands were joined to nylon webbing under the ears and these could be threaded through two cam-lock connectors at the base of the crown strap. A quick pull of the webbing straps through the cam-locks would thereby tighten the frontal frame over the face and the only way the webbing straps could be subsequently released would be by using a key on the cam-lock mechanism. The oral plug, otherwise known as a pacifier, was usually retained as an integral part of the frame around the mouth, but, if necessary, could be released separately.

The advantages of this type of frame compared with the more normal head harness straps was its simplicity and the fact that the straps couldn’t be displaced to the side to effect release.

Alice sighed and opened her mouth to accept the plug and Blake threaded the webbing through the cam-locks.

“Ready?” he asked and she nodded. Then he pulled on the straps and the frame closed on her face to pull the plug deeper into her mouth and firm up its position. She gave a surprised nasal grunt and then no more, oral communication now being quite impossible.

“There… You're ready to go,” and no sooner had he said the words when his phone chirped. “Blake… Ok, I’ll bring her now… Ten minutes.” He closed down the call. “Your ride’s here. Soon be back in your home city.”

He picked up the leash and looked at Alice. He knew she would have passively followed him even without the leading rein, but that wouldn’t have been in accordance with the transfer documentation.

“Come,” he murmured and, moving towards the door, gave the tether a little exploratory tug when she hesitated. Inside Alice, the anchor’s bristles flared and she squealed as she scurried after him taking small, rapid steps with the hobble chain clattering across the concrete floor.

He led his acquiescent prisoner through the security door, but instead of struggling up the stairs, they took a cargo elevator with sliding metal gates that rattled upwards at a snail’s pace. Blake slid the gates open again onto a dimly-lit passage and then through a door into the light, but to Alice’s horror it wasn’t into the building’s rear yard, but onto the floor above where all the offices were situated.

Blushing red with embarrassment, naked, and with her hands pinned uselessly to her hips, she followed him between the rows of desks while their occupants reacted with every response from surprised gasps to cat-calls and applause. It was the younger ones who were the worst. The old hands had seen it all before, but the new officers and administrative staff, both men and girls, stared hardest and made the most obscene comments.

Blake led Alice into the Chief’s office. He was expecting her and walked around his desk to inspect Blake’s work, placing a hand beneath her to check the anchor was in place and then giving the leash a light tug. She squealed again and he expressed his satisfaction.

“She’s got a good body with pretty little tits,” and he showed his appreciation by cupping one and giving it a gentle squeeze. “Whores often look so haggard, but this one looks good. Shame she wants to waste it. Never mind… I doubt that it will be long before she reconsiders. You’d best take her down; they're waiting out back. Here’s the transfer papers. Make sure they sign your copy.”

Blake nodded and left trailing Alice in his wake part way back through the offices and then down a broad staircase to the entrance lobby. He waited patiently as she carefully negotiated each step and she found she could just manage the stairs with the length of hobble chain he’d allowed her. All the while, strangers stood back and watched her struggle past, but her worst fears were allayed when he turned away from the main entrance doors with the public beyond and, instead, went down another passageway to the rear courtyard. A Dallas Police Department van was parked waiting for her and as they approached, two women climbed from the cab.

Alice squealed and stopped, and Blake turned to see her shaking her head fervently.

“Do you know each other?” he asked and the women grinned.

“She’s our old partner. I'm Charlene and this is Bekki. When we saw this job come up, we couldn’t resist.”

“My God, just look at her. She’s plugged up tighter than Fort Knox… How’s it feel to have a caterpillar stuck up there, sweetie? Bit prickly? Not as comfortable as a nice fat dick, I bet. I suspect you wish you’d kept your hands out of the cookie jar now?”

Alice mewed and shook her head, but her response was ignored.

“So, this is what you’ve been hiding,” said Charlene looking down at her pubic hair. “Little nips and small titties, too, but never mind… I expect the correctional facility can soon correct that.”

With that, Alice’s eyes opened wide and she looked to Blake for reassurance, but he didn’t respond, just held out the leash for Charlene to take.

“Don’t pull too hard; it’s painful for her.”

“Don’t you think she deserves it? She was meant to be a police officer upholding the law, not a drug dealer and part time whore.”

“She’s being punished enough without you adding to it.”

“Yeah, right… Got the transfer papers?”

Blake handed over the papers and Charlene scribbled a signature on each without even reading them, then handed a copy back in exchange for Alice’s keys. “She’s ours now. Thank you for your service Detective Blake,” she added sarcastically and turned to the van, pulling Alice behind her.


Chapter 5

The Reception

Alice struggled up the steps at the back of the van and Bekki pushed her down onto one of the side benches. She’d not really thought about it before, but now the slots in the benches made more sense when Bekki pulled both the catheter and the leash through the gap and wrapped the leash tightly around a cleat beneath the bench to stop her rising again.

“I'm sure you don’t need the ankle straps as well, do you, bitch? It’ll make the journey so much more interesting if you have to concentrate more on staying seated.”

Charlene grinned at her erstwhile friend. She looked as if she was just perched on the bench, but was actually locked fast to its surface.

“Well, you certainly had us fooled. All that time we thought you were a good officer when really you had a secret life as a drug trafficker and fucking the people you corrupted,” said Bekki. “And now you’ve opted for the correctional unit to cost the state more money for your keep. I suppose it’s just because you don’t want to meet any of the clients you tricked in the state brothel. Well, that facility has its own way of doing things and I'm sure they’ll exact an appropriate price for your dishonesty.”

“And we’ll keep visiting you just to make sure,” added Charlene. “I believe they have a way with little tits like these. I heard they can turn them into something that looks more like sacks of flour,” and she reached out to snatch a nipple and lift it painfully high. “They’ll have to do something with them because, quite honestly, these are too small to interest even the most fervent pervert.”

Alice was trying to communicate with mewing noises and head shakes, but her efforts meant nothing to her old colleagues.

“Comfortable?” asked Bekki. “I hope not and I'm going to make sure the rides as bouncy as possible so you get the full effect of balancing on that bench. But don’t mind us… You just try and get some sleep,” and she pulled a black cloth bag over Alice’s head. The back door slammed shut and she heard the click of the lock, the rocking of the vehicle as both officers climbed aboard, and then the van lurched forward to nearly throw Alice from the bench with only the grip of the caterpillar saving her.

Two-and-a-half hours after they set out, the motion ceased and Bekki killed the engine.

It was a trying journey for Alice and by the time the van stopped at its destination she felt bruised and very sore. Bekki’s enthusiastic driving was partly ameliorated when Alice found she could hook her toes under the opposite bench to give herself extra support and stability, but that didn’t work so well on corners with her ankles linked together.

“We’ve arrived; your new home and I hope you'll be very happy here.”

The bag over her head was suddenly whipped away Alice winced with the light. They were in a yard surrounded by high walls of red brick; a leftover from a bygone age. Charlene leaned in to uncouple Alice’s leash and as she stood, so Charlene scooped up the leash to pull her towards the steps.

“Alice Dane,” Alice heard Bekki say and then a new voice answered her… A female voice with a strong English accent.

“Oh good. Get the silly bitch out; we've been looking forward to seeing her.”

“You have?” asked Bekki.

“Of course. We were getting lonely here by ourselves. I suppose it’s a feature of our success, but we were a facility with no inmates. Now Alice will be our sole guest and can have our undivided attention. My name is Dorothy, by-the-way.”

“I’m Bekki and this is Charlene. I'm sure Alice is going to appreciate your care; she always did like lots of attention.”

“Indeed,” said Dorothy. “And look… here she is.”

Alice carefully negotiated the steps hands-free and looked up to see a mature, plump woman with curly hair dyed bright yellow. She was dressed in a leather corset, a short leather skirt, and thigh-high boots, and looked the very epitome of a fifty-five-year-old dominatrix. She smiled and a chill travelled down Alice’s spine.

“You know she’s an ex-police officer, don’t you?” asked Bekki.

“And that she’s been found guilty of dealing in Easers as well as soliciting,” added Charlene.

“Oh yes. We know all about her sins. Don’t you worry; we’ll take good care of her.”

“Mmfff!” said Alice and Dorothy’s smile broadened further.

“I think she wants to say something,” said Bekki.

“I'm sure… Well there’ll be plenty of time for that later. Let’s get the paperwork done and then I can settle her in.”

Charlene handed Dorothy the transfer papers and the woman signed both copies and gave one set back to Charlene. In return, Charlene gave Dorothy Alice’s leash and the small bunch of keys.

“Ok if we visit from time to time. We’d like to know how our friend is getting on.”

“Of course. Just let us know when and I’ll make sure she’s in a condition to receive visitors.”

Dorothy and Alice watched the van make a three-point turn to exit the narrow alleyway and then Dorothy turned her attention back to her new charge.

Once inside and the external door was locked, Dorothy unlocked Alice’s pacifier frame behind her head and pulled the whole metal cage from her face. “There we are, dearie… I expect that feels much better. Now, follow me and I’ll make us a nice cup of tea. I’ll soon be able to make you more comfortable.”

To suggest that Alice was confused would have been an understatement. She followed the woman silently along a corridor and into a small room stuffed with furniture: a desk and upright chair; a large, squashy armchair; a backless stool with the same slot in its seat as the one in the van; a cylindrical, cast iron gas heater that looked like a wood-burning stove; and a bookcase that appeared to be full of paperback novels. A small window looked out on the yard they’d just left and a floral rug decorated the floor.

Alice gazed at the stool and her assumption was not wrong when Dorothy invited her to sit.

“Sorry about this, dear, but the regs say I have to do it when you're not in the cage,” and she wrapped the leash around a cleat on the back of the stool to prevent Alice rising again.

“I expect you're feeling a little sore after your journey. These things can do that to a girl.”

“Tell me about it,” muttered Alice.

“We’ll soon have you settled in your room and then we can remove it, but I thought we’d have a little chat first. Do you take milk with your tea? It’s Darjeeling.”

“A little, thank you,” replied Alice cautiously. Was this woman playing a cruel trick on her?

“I didn’t do it, you know.”

“Do what, dear?”

“I wasn’t dealing with drugs. Somebody must have put those in my bag.”

“Well, it doesn’t matter now, does it? The judge has made his decision and we can't change that.”

“But it does matter; I need someone to believe me.”

“I'm sorry, my dear, but whether you did it or not is completely irrelevant to me. My job is to ultimately get you registered in the local state brothel as soon as possible and your guilt or innocence plays no part in that.”

“But I'm not a prostitute, I'm a police officer.”

“Well, that’s as maybe, but I've seen the video of you sucking that man and I have say, I thought you were making a pretty fair job of it. I also approve of the costume you'd chosen, even down to the fact that you'd decided not to wear any knickers. As to whether or not you were guilty of a crime, I have to say that I could clearly see the club’s entrance stamp on your hand. Now, if you're saying that all that was some sort of complicated charade, I’d say you’ve missed your vocation in life. In any event, it all amounts to the same thing and that is that you should be happily installed in a properly registered brothel. That way, you can usefully serve the community in a way that’s obviously suited to your talents.”

“No, I can't. You mustn’t make me do this.”

“Oh, dearie me… I’m not going to make you do anything of the sort. Oh no, that’s not how we work here. I'm going to do nothing more than reveal to you your true nature and encourage you to choose that path.” Dorothy turned her attention to the kettle that was beginning to whistle on top of the gas stove and poured hot water into a porcelain teapot. “We try to keep our methods secret because not everyone would approve of them; it’s why I'm dressed like this. It’s misdirection… People assume you're here to be punished, but we know that’s not the best way. Of course, we have to obey the law too when it comes to state ordinances and judgemental decrees by the courts, so in some respects we have no choice regarding, say, specified security arrangements. It’s why we have to keep you secured with that rather specialised dildo or something equivalent whenever you're out of your room, but when we can, we like to work in a more relaxed atmosphere.”

“You're not going to force me into prostitution?”

“Of course not. It’s something you should enjoy and being forced would not be a good start.”

Dorothy looked up with the sound of a door closing back down the corridor. “Ah… Just in time for tea. He used to be my pimp back in the day, you know…”

The door opened and a big, muscular man entered, kissed Dorothy on the cheek, and smiled at Alice. “Hello… You must be our new guest. I'm Dorothy’s husband Ernest.”

Alice didn’t know what to say, so just stared open-mouthed. He must have been sixty years old, but had a thick mop of greying hair and the cheeky grin of a teenager. His clothes weren’t as eccentric as Dorothy’s, t-shirt and blue jeans, but it was his physique that was memorable and Alice concluded he must have been a bodybuilder to develop such huge arms and chest.

“I was just explaining to Alice the way we work here. She was worried that we’d force her to do things she wouldn’t like.”

“I hope you allayed her fears.”

“I was telling her that we all have to obey some rules, but there are some things we would never force her to do; we don’t need to.”

“You're going to drug me with Easers, aren’t you?” asked Alice, but Dorothy just laughed.

“Wrong again. No drugs… We might occasionally use some stimulants, but they're not drugs.”

“Our whole program is designed to show you what you're missing,” said Ernest. “And we can help you, too. Not only can we make you more sensitive and responsive so you enjoy sex more, but we can make you more attractive too. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“I don’t want breast implants.”

“And I don’t blame you,” interjected Dorothy. “Nothing but trouble, those things, and they seldom look natural. We certainly need to do something about your flat chest, but implants aren’t the answer.”

“But I don’t want to do anything about it; I like my bust. I’m a police officer. I don’t need a big chest.”

“I'm sorry, dearie, but I'm afraid that part of your life has long gone. You’ve been convicted of illegal prostitution and drug trafficking; no police force is going to give you a second chance after that. What’s more, you’ll have precious few other options. Your best chance of avoiding living on state benefits is to think about how you can use your best asset; that’s your body and you need to make best use of it whilst you're still young. It doesn’t have to be prostitution, although that will potentially give you the highest income… Have you considered striptease or something similar? I believe topless dancers can make a lot of money, but whatever you do, you'll need to improve your figure. Ernest, release her hands please so she can drink her tea.”

Ernest took a key from Dorothy and removed the padlock at her neck. The chain rattled through the rings on her belt and Alice could, at last, move her arms. She took hold of the teacup and saucer that Dorothy was proffering and delicately raised the cup to her lips. The tea was very sweet.

“Thank you,” she murmured, still not quite believing what was happening.

“You haven’t had any children yet, have you?” asked Dorothy and Alice shook her head. “No, I didn’t think so. Breastfeeding tends to give you big nipples, much larger than yours. Pity. There’s quite a strong market for lactating women, but it’s a bit of a chore if we have to start from scratch with the hormones.”

“It gives the guys something else to play with,” said Ernest. “If they squeeze in a particular way, they can pump milk out of you, although few develop the correct technique.”

“Oh God…” muttered Alice, but Dorothy heard her.

“It’ll be up to you, of course; it’s not obligatory, but having milk expelled from your tits can feel very erotic and be a rewarding experience for a woman. It causes a hormone called oxytocin to be released in the brain and they say it can be as good as having an orgasm; not surprising really because sexual orgasms release the same hormone. Anyway, drink up your tea and I’ll show you to your room. It’s not The Hilton, but it’s warm and quite comfortable.”


Chapter 6

Settling

Dorothy led Alice meekly along a passage with Ernest following behind. Alice’s new custodian had been sure to reapply the clip to her chains before releasing her from the stool; it was a state regulation for prisoners like Alice and with her hands fixed to her hips, she had no way of interfering with the leash that Dorothy was holding.

They entered a large room that was divided into two by a partition of floor-to-ceiling metal bars. Behind the bars was a space with a bunk bed, a desk and chair, a bookcase with more paperback novels, a couple of physical exercise machines, and a television. There was also an area at one end partitioned off by a simple screen which housed a toilet, a bidet, and an overhead shower.

They entered the cage and Dorothy said, “The first thing we need to do is to take that horrible caterpillar out of you and remove that silly catheter. Why they want to do that to a girl is beyond me.”

“But I was told I’d need the catheter all the time.”

“More misdirection, dearie. We encourage the outside world to believe that because that’s what they want to believe. It’s true that you'll need a catheter each evening owing to the restraints we’re obliged to apply over night, but there’s no reason to have one all day. As far as we’re concerned, they're just a nuisance as I'm sure you'd agree. Now then, the easiest way we can do this is if you lie back on the bed and spread your knees.”

Dorothy produced a RAV removal tool from her pocket similar to the one Blake had and sat on the bed between Alice’s ankles.

“Sometimes, it’s a little difficult to find the socket; I really need a torch. Ah, there we are. I think I have it now,” and she depressed the button. The device surged in deeper as the bristles closed, but then there was nothing. It was as if it had vaporised. Of course, it hadn’t; it had just shrunk in girth and Dorothy gently eased it from Alice by pulling the leash. She held it up and it reminded Alice of a dead rat…

Then Dorothy turned her attention to the catheter. “This won’t take but a minute. I’ve just got to open the retention valve…” and she pushed a small hollow probe into the tube used to inflate the internal balloon and water began to drain. Moments later, Dorothy slowly withdrew the catheter tube from Alice’s urethra to leave her as nature intended.

“Thank you,” murmured Alice and Dorothy responded with a: “You're welcome.”

Now it was Alice’s turn to smile, but Dorothy had a warning for her: “Don’t celebrate too soon… I can relieve your restraints to a certain extent during the day, but regulations require that you're more securely constrained at night and I don’t try to circumvent that because not only would that be illegal, but it’s useful for our own program. You'll see what I mean this evening, but, as with most things here, we like to think we have your cooperation. The alternative would be to increase your restraints during the daytime too in line with what the authorities originally intended, and I'm sure you wouldn’t want that.”

Alice’s smile faded and Dorothy compounded the revelation by pointing at Alice’s nether regions, the pubic hair that Alice couldn’t conceal, and said, “That needs to come off too, but we’ll worry about that later when it’s bedtime. Supper will be about six and bed will be at eight, although you will be permitted to watch a film afterwards from your bed.”

Feeling much more relaxed now that the artificial contrivances had been removed from her crotch, Alice stood and wiggled her fingers beside her waist. “Can you release my wrists too?”

“I can release the waistband chain from your collar and I will do so as soon as I leave the cage and lock the door; regulations you see. I can’t release any of your cuffs or the collar because I'm not permitted to hold those keys. The ankle chain can be removed if there’s a particular requirement to do so, but otherwise I'm afraid you're stuck with it. It doesn’t make much difference here in your cage anyway.”

Alice accepted what Dorothy had said and surveyed her new home while Dorothy busied herself checking the shower area. At first glance, the room looked ordinary enough, but closer inspection revealed some surprising and unsettling details. For instance, the seat of the desk chair was surprisingly shallow with a low curved back and sides, and, when Alice eased it out from under the desk, she gasped at the unusual accessory attached to the seat. It was a dildo-sized post positioned so that it was impossible to sit and avoid its intrusive presence. She gave Dorothy an accusing look, but Dorothy just smiled.

“The caterpillar can make you awfully sore if your custodians are too rough; that dildo is clad with a soft sheath and I’ll spread a smoothing balm over its surface that’ll make you feel much better.”

“I'm not going to use it.”

“You don’t have to; it’s entirely up to you.”

“And the bunk bed? What’s all that above it?”

“Ah… That’s what’s going to transform you into a beauty.”

“But what is it?”

“Well, you know if you wear heavy earrings, your ear lobes are pulled out of shape. It’s the same sort of thing as Japanese women binding their feet to make them small. And then there’s those African women who made their necks very long by wearing lots of rings around them? They're all examples of the human body adjusting to outside influences. If you weigh down your ear lobes with heavy earrings, they will lengthen; it’s a fact. We use the same basic technique to reshape your breasts by applying a modest suction to you every night and, over a period of a few weeks, we can encourage fat cells to develop so you have beautiful, full, classically-shaped breasts. We don’t use any chemicals or implants, but with a little encouragement, your own body just adapts to the new shape so your breasts look and feel totally natural. It’s the only way science has found to change a woman’s bust without surgery.

“So you're going to be sucking at my breasts all the time?”

“All night... Honestly, you’ll hardly be aware it’s happening.”

Dorothy knelt next to the chair and began rubbing her hands up and down the dildo to coat it with the ‘medicinal’ gel. She seemed to take a long time and Alice thought her meticulous ministrations were deliberately drawn out to tease, but it didn’t stop her gazing mesmerised while Dorothy massaged its rubberised surface.

“If you feel sore, you’ll find the dildo eases the discomfort,” she emphasised again as she wiped her hands on a towel and left the cage, locking the door behind her.

Alice moved close to the bars when invited and Dorothy unclipped the chain hanging from her collar to ease the control of her wrists. There was the now familiar rattle of the links running through the loops and Alice was gifted with movement in her arms, albeit in a limited way.

She watched Dorothy leave the outer room and close the door before turning to look dejectedly around her new home. It could have been a lot worse and was very much better than she’d been led to believe. She was relatively free of restraints and the cell appeared fairly comfortable. It wasn’t at all cold and had its own en-suite facilities. And then there were the exercise machines, a static bicycle and a treadmill, and the television on the wall at the foot of the bed. There wasn’t a window she could see through, just an opaque light high on one wall, but even if she could see through the glass, she’d probably only see another brick wall.

She sat on the edge of the bunk and was surprised how soft the mattress felt. Moving over to the bookcase, she scanned the collection filling the shelves. There were a few history books and some religious texts including the Bible, but most of the works seemed to be, rather predictably, erotic novels. The library books were obviously deliberately chosen to keep her thinking about becoming a prostitute, but why would she ever want to exchange this cell for enforced service in a state brothel?

The thought reminded her of the dildo on the chair and, just as Dorothy had predicted, she did feel quite sore due, in no small part, from Charlene being so rough. She looked down at the post fixed to the seat with derision. She’d used a dildo before, many times both solo and as part of her pre-sex warmups with Carl, but hers had been a curved device intended to reach the corners other dildos couldn’t. The one now pointing up at her was very much simpler being just a smooth, torpedo shaped post that was thinner than the one she had at home. If its purpose was just to spread the balm where it was needed, then its plain profile was not all that surprising.

She squatted so that she could touch its surface with her fingers and found it was indeed coated with a layer of soft silicone that felt silky smooth. Perhaps the balm on it would help to ease the discomfort if she just touched the tip to her labia. She looked around her for covert cameras and, finding none, carefully squatted over the chair and slowly lowered herself until she felt its velvety touch beneath her. Of course, she couldn’t lower her hands below her waist, so her pose felt awkward and graceless, but when the cool balm coated her labial lips and its pointy tip eased them apart, the relief was instantaneous. She gave a soft moan and sunk a little lower. The smooth, torpedo-shaped head of the post massaged the abused tissues and she found that rising and falling offered even more relief. She thought if she sank just a little lower…

Was she kidding herself? Was it really the relief that the calming balm might bring that was driving her or was it more than that? She couldn’t ignore the fact that she was naked and chained up like fetishist’s birthday present, and her enforced submissiveness couldn’t fail to affect her. Was it actually the thrill that caused her stomach muscles to clench as its mass opened her with the promise of so much more.

She closed her eyes to rise and then slowly sink again. Two inches, three inches, and then up so that the silky tip just touched. She dropped again, three-inches-deep and the sensation was exquisite. Too late, she realised that she was overbalancing and spread her hands as wide as the chains allowed for support, but there was nothing within reach.

With a shriek, she fell heavily onto the seat and all six inches of the post surged into her to knock the breath from her lungs. She sat blinking, not daring to move as she assessed the damage her rash behaviour had precipitated, but then a grin spread across her face. There was no damage; just a six-inch, silicone sleeved, metal post lodged inside her, its calming balm quelling the mild discomfort that the caterpillar had caused whilst its mere presence brought alive so many memories.

She repositioned her feet, tucking them beneath the chair as best she could and leaning forward for balance, eased herself up, but not too much; just enough to feel the delicious movement of the shaft as it slipped within her sheath. Then, after another guilty look about her, she dropped again to feel its intoxicating mass refilling her.

✽ ✽ ✽

“Our guest has been quick to utilise the chair’s dildo,” said Dorothy looking at a monitor screen.

“Perhaps the vaginal anchor did cause her some discomfort.”

“Maybe… It’s a good sign, though, don’t you think?”

“I don’t anticipate much of a problem with this one,” exclaimed Ernest looking over Dorothy’s shoulder. “Are you going to start her with the tit suckers straight away?”

“Of course… Breasts take so long to develop and she has such tiny ones.”


Chapter 7

The First Night

Alice spent the rest of the afternoon sitting on the bed and skipping through one of the novels pulled at random from the bookcase, but it was hard to concentrate. Every few minutes, she’d glance over at the chair with its strange appendage and wonder if the irritation she thought she felt warranted another treatment of the calming balm. Not that such treatment actually helped soothe the itch that was really beginning to trouble her: a carnal lust she was having trouble ignoring.

The feeling was unfamiliar to her, but she had no doubt about its origin. To be standing naked and chained before a man like Blake had awoken a side of her character she hadn’t suspected existed. She’d felt belittled and vulnerable, but, much to her surprise, she’d also felt excited.

At the time, she’d had much on her mind, but looking back at her ordeal had given her the opportunity to embellish the experience with her imagination. She remembered standing naked before him with her hands pinned uselessly to her hips and chains decorating her torso while he’d gazed unashamedly at her breasts and her exposed sex. What if he’d touched her, perhaps taken her in his arms and kissed her, or even opened her and made love to her when she had so little scope to resist? And then he’d pushed that thing into her; laid her open across the bunk, inspected and fingered her, and then slid that device deep into her sex to render her completely in his power. Even when the stress of her situation was at its peak, she recalled the excitement his intimate attention had brought and, not for the first time, the way her body had betrayed her and flooded with her own sexual secretions.

If it happened again, would it be any different? If she pleaded with him to save her, to take her away to someplace safe where they could be together, would he do it? He’d have no need to release her chains, just unlock and remove the caterpillar so she could writhe beneath him while he impaled her on the rigid cock she was sure he has.

Then she remembered that he’d also fitted her with a pacifier, so pleading wouldn’t really be possible.

She was sitting on the bed with her legs crossed under her and holding a book with hands that were hanging from the collar chains. It was a Victorian gothic novel where the heroine gets kidnapped by the antagonist who has designs on her virtue and maybe even her life. The characterisation and plot seemed very real to her and each time she turned a page, she found herself deliberately sliding a wrist chain across a naked nipple just to feel the steel tease with its touch.

And then there was the erotic post always in the corner of her vision. She hadn’t been able to stop herself moving on the devilish device, but in the end, it had all been for nought because she had no way to excite her clitoris. Ultimately, she had to give up the unequal fight, but it was tempting to try again.

Dorothy had brought in an evening meal of fried pork and rice with a sweet and sour sauce, and posted it through the horizontal access slot in the bars. The food was appetising enough, but quite bland and Alice couldn’t shake the feeling that there was something missing. There was even a pudding course of apple tart and a very sweet sauce, and a cup of Dorothy’s sweet tea.

“Remember: bedtime is at eight and by then you should have washed, brushed your teeth, and done anything else that’s necessary in the shower room. Use the bidet to cleanse yourself afterwards; you can do that even if you can't reach with your hands.” Dorothy paused to see whether the consequence of her words had been appreciated. Alice’s demure expression told her they had. “The lights will go out as soon as you're in bed, but we’ll setup a film for you to watch on the television.”

The evening played out exactly as foretold and when Dorothy appeared at eight, Alice was ready for her.

“Step up to the bars, dearie. I need to tighten your wrist chain,” and, with Alice pressed against the cold metalwork, Dorothy pulled the slack links through the centre rings of her belt and clipped them to her collar with a simple snap link. It was only after that that Dorothy actually unlocked and entered the cage carrying a four-foot-long bar with some sort of fitting at one end.

She went straight to the bed and clamped the bar to the foot-end of the bed so that it lay up the centreline, and Alice gave a long groan.

“I did warn you that there will be more restraints during the nighttime.”

“You did,” admitted Alice whilst staring at the stumpy plug fixed to the end of the bar with what appeared to be some sort of hinge. The plug was only about three inches long, but bulb shaped with a necked section that was still thick enough to feel exasperating and a larger flange behind it to prevent the plug from entering too deep.

“You’ll be confined to bed for twelve hours. The plug will prevent you from inadvertently soiling the bed and I can refit a catheter so you’ll be comfortable.”

“I don’t need my arse plugged. I’m not going to soil anything.”

“No, I don’t really imagine you will, but this has been developed for more than just you and it’s become the accepted system of nocturnal restraint throughout the sexual correction units. We support it because it serves our purposes well, as you're about to find out.”

Dorothy unfastened the chain between Alice’s ankles and then lubricated the plug well before telling her to lie on the bed on her back and then shuffle down as far as she could go.

‘So, I have to compromise myself now,’ she thought as she struggled to position herself with her hands fixed to her hips. Another long groan told Dorothy that she’d found the plug and, after a bit more wriggling and some more shuffles, a sharp gasp told her that the plug had passed through her sphincter and was properly seated.

“That’s good. Now spread your legs; nice and straight…”

Dorothy unwound cables from either side of the bed’s foot board and, using the now familiar snap links, attached each cable to an ankle cuff before reeling them in again. The cables tensioned and Alice squealed as she was pulled harder onto the plug.

“Good,” exclaimed Dorothy and flicked a lever at the base of the plug to rotate it a few degrees so that it pulled Alice’s hips firmly down onto the mattress.

Alice pushed herself up on her elbows to watch proceedings further south, but that wasn’t going to last. “We need you to keep your body still overnight, so there’s just one more attachment…”

The remaining attachment turned out to be chains that clipped to the rings either side of her collar and, when fully tensioned, held the collar so firmly it was as if the collar itself had been bolted to the furniture. Dorothy pushed a pillow under Alice’s head and she was left staring down the length of her body laid out as if on a mortuary slab.

“You'll be here until eight tomorrow morning, so I can fit another catheter if you want.”

“That won’t be necessary,” said Alice dryly.

“I know it’s not the most comfortable way to spend the night, but we are constrained to a certain extent by state regulations after the court stipulated that you're subjected to enhanced restraints. Anyway, you're now in the perfect position to accept our breast augmentation apparatus.”

“Oh good, you’ve got her ready,” said Ernest upon entering the room. He approached the bunk and gazed down at Alice’s breasts. “Half-inch teat cups and an inch-and-a-half for the areolae, I should say. What do you think?”

“Sounds about right with ‘A’ sized breast cones. I’ll get them ready.”

“How do you feel?” asked Ernest addressing Alice.

“How do you expect me to feel? I'm not mad about being fixed down like a frog prepared for dissection.”

“Well, you could be feeling a degree of excitement. In fact, I should say you definitely are,” he added with a hand on her pubic mound and fingers curling round to delve between her labia.

“That’s not fair,” complained Alice, but then caught her breath with a sharp gasp as his middle finger found its target.

“You can't hide your responses from us because we have a very reliable method of assessment,” he said with a grin as his finger continued to work back and forth in its slippery slot.

Suddenly, Dorothy joined the party by slapping a palm down on Alice’s left breast to massage a lubricating gel into the soft flesh. More gel on her palm and then it was the turn of Alice’s right.

“Soon have you looking like Aphrodite,” said Dorothy. “You should see a definite improvement within the week and maybe we can hit a ‘C’ cup by the end of the month. Then it tends to increase by a cup size per week.”

“No… I don’t want giant breasts.”

“Don’t be silly; they won’t be giant. Not unless we continue for more than a couple of months. No, ‘D’ or ‘E’ would look nice on you with larger nipples and more definition of the areolae. These suction cones can produce a very nice shape that’s more pointy than the norm and a little denser so that they hang nicely and don’t sag. Of course, it gets more difficult if you progress beyond an ‘E’”

All the time Dorothy was talking, she was massaging the oil into Alice and, coupled with Ernest’s manipulations, the result soon began to be overwhelming. She didn’t have a lot of scope for squirming, but she was doing her best with only the anal probe stopping her bouncing off the mattress.

“You nipples are getting very hard, aren’t they, dearie?”

Alice didn’t answer; her concentration had been hijacked.

“Perhaps we should stop before our guest loses self-control,” suggested Ernest and took his hand away at the same moment that Dorothy did the same. Alice’s eyes opened wide and she gave an involuntary cry of alarm before realising that her behaviour was revealing more than she cared to show. Instead, she turned her head to stare grumpily at the wall, but soon turned back to watch what Dorothy was doing with the system of plastic tubes above the bed. She’d selected two shallow plastic cones with a base diameter of about five inches. Dorothy was threading the cones onto thin, polythene tubes through holes at their tips, each of which was rebated to accept the nipple and areolae cups. The tubes were then plugged onto small, thimble-sized cups with wider, shallow voids around their open ends.

“These are for your nipples, dear,” said Dorothy. “They’ll suck them into these little cups and then this area sucks on your areolae to draw those out too. It’ll give you nice firm nipples that are the same size as these cups and also make your areolae fat and puffy behind them.”

“Why do I need puffy areolae? It seems so… so unnecessary.”

“People seem to like them. They say they feel different when they suck them.”

“But there won’t be any people sucking them…”

“No, dearie,” replied Dorothy in a tone that managed to be patronising and disbelieving at the same time.

With that, Dorothy held the twin thimbles above Alice’s nipples and lowered them until they latched on, pulling both nipples and areolae into the voids at the same time to make her squeal.

“There… They're well attached now,” and just to prove the point, Dorothy lifted both tubes up to pull on Alice’s flesh and stretch her breasts. “Now for the breast cups,” and she slid both plastic cones down their respective tubes until they covered Alice’s breasts. The pressure pump positioned somewhere above the ceiling began to suck the air from the cones through the secondary pressure tubes and she felt her slippery breasts begin to slide deeper into the small conical voids.

The cups weren’t simple cones; their bases had been shaped to fit the curve of a person’s ribs and once they had settled into place, instead of pointing straight upwards, they pointed a little to either side. Alice watched helplessly with the cups beyond the reach of her fingertips, giving little more than a weak groan as she felt herself extended and reshaped. She had realised by then there was nothing she could do or say that would change the situation, so she remained silent as she watched her flesh creep up the inner surfaces of the Perspex and begin to turn a blush-red colour.

“The pressure in the cones is not as fierce as in the nipple cups, so you should be fairly comfortable, but just remember: any discomfort you do experience will all be worth it in the end.”

Alice lay back with her eyes closed, but she found her ordeal was not quite over when Ernest lathered her pubic hair with a shaving brush.

“Have you always had such thick pubic hair?” he asked and Alice nodded. “Never shaved before?” She shook her head. “Well, this is likely to come as a surprise, then. It won’t take a mo and then you'll be all nice and smooth.”

“Umm… Shouldn’t Dorothy be doing this?” she asked, but Ernest only smiled. At least, he was gentle as he stroked the razor over her pubic mound and then carefully eased her labia aside while he shaved between her splayed legs. He wasn’t, however, too particular how he held her or where he placed his fingers and she found the experience embarrassing and stimulating in equal measure, but made no comment.

When he’d finished, he wiped the area with a damp cloth and then patted her dry with a towel before stroking his hand across the newly exposed skin. She gasped and tried in vain to squirm; her denuded skin felt so sensitive now it was hairless she could barely stand his touch.

“Never been touched before,” explained Ernest. “It’s always been covered by a layer of hair. Pity you haven’t got a man for entertainment; it would be a coupling you'd not forget for a long time.”

She watched while he packed up his toiletries and then left, locking the cage door behind him and turning out the light as he walked through the outer door.

“Sleep well…” she heard him say and then there was darkness. Two minutes later, the television screen flickered into life above the foot of the bed and a film started: ‘Sex Slaves of the Barbary Pirates’.


Chapter 8

Physical Exercises

Alice dozed fitfully during the long night and it seemed like hours after the dawn had brightened the small opaque window before the outer door opened and Ernest entered. He flicked the switch by the door and the cell was bathed in bright, fluorescent light.

“Good morning. A comfortable night, I trust.”

“Not one of my better nights,” said Alice. “I feel like I'm being pulled all the time.”

“That’s because you are. Let’s see how you’ve done,” and he opened the cell to approach the bunk and peered closely at the plastic cones. “Not bad… 5 mm since last night, but you're likely to slide back two.”

Alice studied the cones and realised for the first time that there was a scale etched up their sides. Her breasts were touching the inner surfaces of the cones at the 25 mm mark on the left and the 28 mm mark on the right with both scales reading up to 90 mm before the surface was broken by the rebate for the areolae and nipple cups. She peered closely at the small tubes that were entrapping her nipples, but couldn’t see a similar scale, although she was certain her nipples looked bigger.

Ernest turned some valves off above her head, although nothing changed down below until he pulled both polythene tubes from their Perspex spigots on her left breast. Then both her breast and its nipple relaxed and Ernest was able to lift the plastic cups clear. He did the same with her right and Alice could finally see what difference the night’s suction had made. Apart for looking a darker pink than the rest of her chest, there was none.

It didn’t take long for Ernest to unfasten her neck and ankle restraints, and she was quick to try and scoot up the bed on her elbows to detach herself from the anal plug, but she soon found it wasn’t that easy when her own muscle wouldn’t release its grip on the bulb even after Ernest had adjusted its rotation.

“Take it slower and make a conscious effort to expel it,” he suggested and with an almost audible pop, Alice was free. He tidied away the pneumatic paraphernalia and cables, gathered up the bar and anal plug, and left the cage, locking it behind him. Then, when he beckoned, Alice moved to the bars and he unclipped the chain from her neck.

“I’ll leave your hands free for a while so you can use the facilities to wash and stuff, and then eat your breakfast.”

“Does that mean you're going to restrict my hands after that? I won’t be able to read or do anything.”

“Well, that’s not quite true, is it dear? It may be a trifle inconvenient, but I’m sure you’ll manage.”

“But why?”

“Why… Surely that’s obvious. You're supposed to be being punished and the judge has determined that enhanced security regulations should be applied. They're the ones that specify how you're restrained overnight, but they also apply during the day. We have to ensure that you're subjected to enhanced security for twelve hours overnight and at least eight hours during the daytime. In fact, by rights we should be refitting the caterpillar every morning and keeping you in a bare cell containing nothing but a bunk and a toilet, and I'm sure you don’t want that.”

“So I've got four hours every day to enjoy my ‘freedom’?”

“Exactly. You’ll still be able to use the exercise machines; the restraints just makes their use a little more awkward.”

“So, how is my day going to pan out?”

Ernest grinned. “You'd like to know your schedule so you can plan ahead. Very well… Eight o'clock is wakeup time and you’ll have about ninety minutes to wash and eat breakfast. After that, your collar clip is applied until one, but during the morning you’ll be spending at least an hour exercising on the treadmill. One o'clock, your restraints are eased for an hour so you can eat and again at six until bedtime.”

“That’s only seven and a half hours,” murmured Alice and then wished she hadn’t said anything.

“Close enough,” said Ernest. “Sometime during the afternoon, you can go for a ride on the static bicycle and remember, if you're cooperative, we will be as lenient as we dare; if not, we will work to the letter of the law.”

Alice spent nearly half-an-hour under the shower washing her hair with the rather basic shampoo provided and using the bidet to cleanse the parts she couldn’t reach. Throughout this time, she was still locked into the nylon mesh and steel belt that encircled her waist, but Ernest had assured her it was designed to be used continuously, including in the shower. Afterwards, she dried everything above her waist and then placed a towel on the bunk and sat on it.

At eight-forty-five, Dorothy arrived with a breakfast of syrup pancakes and bacon washed down with a large mug of tea, and the meal was delicious. Then at nine-thirty, she was back to clip Alice’s belt chain to her collar and to collect the dirty crockery.

“Have you used the toilet recently? I’m only mentioning it because it’s easier when your hands aren’t so restricted.”

Alice nodded. “I'm good, thank you.”

“This is just in case you're still feeling a little bruised,” said Dorothy as she recoated the dildo attached to the wooden desk chair with the gelatinous balm and Alice nodded again. “I’ll be back about eleven to help you get setup with the treadmill. You need to have plenty of exercise or else you'll go stir-crazy in here.”

Alice sat back on her towel and stared at the chair. It had been a long night and every time she’d tried to move, she’d felt the anal probe fighting her by pinning her hips firmly to the mattress. In the dark of the night, she could rock her shoulders and the breast cones with their attached tubes would roll on her chest and, if she could have reached, she was sure she would have spent much of the night with her hands between her thighs.

The anal probe had gone now, of course. Ernest had removed it as soon as he’d released her from it, but she was sure it would return later that evening to torment her for another night. And then there was the dildo post attached to the seat of the chair teasing her with its accessibility and the promises that she knew it would be incapable of fulfilling. But that didn’t make it any less enticing. She sighed and shook her hands in frustration to make the chains rattle…

It was almost ten o'clock before she roused herself to stand next to the chair and consider more carefully whether she needed the ministrations of the calming balm inside her. It was hard enough to seat herself in a controlled manner the previous evening when her hands were merely suspended from her collar; how would she cope now they were locked to her hips? But then being locked to her hips upped the eroticism quota even more to make the thought of the dildo extra appealing.

Ten more minutes and she could resist no longer. She placed her feet as close to the chair as their ankle chain allowed and leant as far forward as she could manage before slowly sinking as she sought for the tip of the dildo. Having successfully located it, she adjusted her position so that it pressed against the mouth of her vagina and then, with a long contented sigh, she slowly rolled back to slide its smooth shaft inextricably into her vulval sheath.

She sat on the dildo for a long time, sometimes twisting, sometimes rising slightly in order to fall back, but mainly just rolling her hips gently to feel its presence. If she plonked herself down hard, she felt the slap of the seat against her vulva, but otherwise, there was little sensation except from the post; nothing to directly contact her clit.

She had half an eye on the clock on the wall in the outer chamber and at ten-thirty, she rose for the last time just in case Dorothy appeared early. If her aim was to conceal the fact that she was using the post, she failed miserably because its shaft had been wiped clean of the gel, but an emulsion of Dorothy’s gel and Alice’s own secretions had formed a glutinous ring around its base. Short of using a towel from the shower room to clean the post, which would bring its own problems, there was very little she could do about it and, full of embarrassment, she sat back on the towel and waited.

Dorothy bustled in at eleven as promised and she was carrying a small holdall that Alice eyed suspiciously.

“It’s just a safety harness; we don’t want you falling and hurting yourself.” Then Dorothy noticed the dildo and added: “I'm glad to see you're looking after your health. So many girls nowadays neglect the important things in life.”

Alice remained silent.

The harness turned out to be exactly what Dorothy had claimed: a network of webbing that clipped together around her shoulders with a strap that crossed her chest above her breasts to hold everything together. Having fitted it, Dorothy invited Alice to step up onto the rubber track of the treadmill.

It was a long machine with a two-foot-wide moving track that rolled about six inches above floor level. From end to end, the track measured almost four feet with a handlebar at the far end with the controls. With Alice standing at the rear end of the track, Dorothy lowered a cable from the ceiling and clipped its hook to the back of Alice’s harness between her shoulder blades.

“There we are. Safe as houses… You can’t fall now even if you do trip.”

It was true. Alice would remain hanging from the hook until she could find her feet again, but what she couldn’t now do was to step off the track or reach the controls.

“It’s an automatic program designed to build over several weeks until you're at the peak of fitness. It lasts an hour and cycles through various speeds, but you shouldn’t find any of them too taxing. I’ll be back at midday to disconnect you,” and she flicked on a switch on the controls and the track started slowly moving. Alice had no choice but to start walking.

“What if I need it to stop?”

“It’ll stop by itself at midday,” replied Dorothy happily and left Alice alone.

✽ ✽ ✽

Back in their little sitting room, Dorothy and Ernest were huddled over the monitor watching Alice taking tiny steps to jog along the track. Her ankle chain was snapping taut with every pace and her shoulders were rocking wildly to compensate for her not being able to swing her arms.

“She’s got a lot of mettle, has that one,” announced Ernest. “Do you think she’ll ever be submissive enough to be a good whore?”

“Fortitude and submissiveness are two different things. You can be strong and determined whilst being sexually submissive at the same time if your determination is directed to playing out your erotic fantasies. You must have noticed how she reacts to being helpless. She doesn’t try to fight it, but rather revels in its imagery. If we keep playing on that, we should be able to get her to do anything.”

“I'm not so sure about that, after all, she was a police officer, and a good one I'm led to believe, before she turned to the dark side. That takes domination, not submissiveness.”

“That only means she was able to put her fantasies aside while she was on duty. You just wait until she’s got four pounds of tits hanging from her chest. They won’t be so easy to overlook, especially as her male company will be continually reminding her. What we need to do is show her just how helpless she can get and then hit her with a dominant; perhaps Eddie will help us out.”

“Ok. Sounds like a plan, but leave it a few weeks to give her imagination and her bust a chance to develop. You have the static cycle exercise after lunch; see what you can do with that.”

“Ah yes… The cycle machine. I have plans for that.”


Chapter 9

Safe Bicycling

Alice had an hour with the chains to her wrists eased during which she could comfortably eat her lunch and use the shower room facilities. Lunch was an avocado and pasta salad with a large plate of ice cream and fruit. It looked and tasted good, but again, she had the distinct impression that there was something missing. The salad was smothered in mayonnaise, but didn’t seem to taste savoury enough.

“I see you enjoyed the fruit and ice cream,” said Dorothy regarding Alice through the bars of her cage when she arrived at two.

“I did. I like ice cream, but there was a lot of it.”

“I can give you smaller portions if you want.”

“No…” she mused. “I’ll cope.”

“Hands on hips.”

Alice sighed as Dorothy reached through the bars to pull the slack through the belt loops and clip it to her collar.

“It’s supposed to be cycle exercise time this afternoon, but I'm not sure we can. That machine only arrived last week and we haven’t had the chance to test it out yet, but I can see straight away that it won’t be suitable for you.”

“Why not?”

“It’s because of your enhanced security. How will you be able to balance on that saddle when you can't use your hands to hold on?”

“You could unclip my wrists for the exercise.”

“But then we’d have to restrain them for an extra hour before bed. We've already stolen half-an-hour from the period when you're supposed to be extra-secure; I can't risk stretching the regulations further. No… I think we’ll have to cancel the cycle ride this afternoon and I’ll sort something out for tomorrow.”

And that’s how it was left. Alice sat dejectedly on the bunk gazing at the static cycle she wasn’t allowed to use and feeling particularly bored. She had actually been looking forward to expending some energy on the machine just as she did whenever she visited the gym. It was a good job she had the chair and dildo post to keep herself amused.

Dorothy returned at six to release her hands, supplied a good meal at six-thirty, and reconnected her belt to collar chain at eight prior to bed after she’d used the washroom facilities. Sleeping arrangements were just as the previous night and the film chosen was a si-fi ‘B’ movie involving very distressed space damsels who didn’t fare well against the multi-tentacled aliens. Thereafter, Alice slept poorly with her dreams driven by the plug in her arse and the suckers pulling at her teats and breasts, with neither sensation providing enough intensity to create an orgasm.

The next morning after Dorothy had removed the pressure cones and Alice had sulkily retired to the shower area for a leisurely wash, she returned to sit on her bunk to find her breakfast waiting: more pancakes with a high sugar content and a cup of English tea. It took her but a few moments to realise that something significant had changed in her world: the desk chair with the dildo didn’t have a dildo anymore.

She tried to kid herself that it wasn’t important; that she’d never been that obsessed before, so why should she bother so much about it now, but then they'd never burdened her with all the restraints before and that had made a difference.

When she’d asked, Dorothy had just told her that they needed the dildo for something and she’d replace it in a day or two when they get another one, but that didn’t help the here and now. Now, she was just sitting on the bed gazing at the empty chair and feeling depressed.

Eleven o'clock and Ernest appeared to set her up on the treadmill, and for an hour she forgot about her despondency as she struggled to keep up with the machine’s track. The imagery her endeavour created in her head vied with the fatigue in her muscles and when Ernest released her at midday, she was tired but aroused. She felt grateful that her custodians were taking the trouble to provide her with physical exercise despite the judge’s attempt to unreasonably restrict her movements, but an unforeseen consequence was the effect it was having on her inflamed ardour.

Even after her hands were partially released at one to eat her lunch, her situation changed little with the vacant desk chair a constant reminder of her unrequited inclinations and helplessness.

She spent the hour from two until three trying to concentrate on a history book, but taking snatched glances at the static bicycle and trying to envisage how Dorothy intended to modify the machine. At three, with Dorothy’s arrival, the solution was blindingly obvious, wickedly enticing, but embarrassing in the extreme.

“No, I can't.”

“Why ever not? You were happy enough to sit on it when it was attached to the chair.”

“But that wasn’t in front of you.”

“And what difference does that make? If it helps, I’ll close my eyes while you sit,” but Alice didn’t seem to appreciate the humour. “We had to come up with a solution that kept you safe while you exercised; something that ensured you wouldn’t fall off.”

Alice stared at the replacement saddle Dorothy was holding; it had the metal dildo bolted through the thick leather of the seat. There was also a short length of chain attached to the front of the seat that Dorothy said was a safety chain.

“That’s just to stop you bouncing off, dear. It’ll be quite comfortable, I'm sure, and if you don’t like it, well, you won’t need to use it anymore and we’ll take the bicycle away, but you should try it at least once.”

Removing the cycling machine altogether was the worst outcome and Dorothy was right about her using the very same dildo when it was attached to the chair. Putting aside her sensibilities, Alice nodded slowly and then watched Dorothy remove the old saddle and attach its replacement in its place.

“It makes getting on a little more difficult, so I have brought a couple of mounting steps for you,” and she placed one either side of the machine. Dorothy removed the chain between Alice’s ankles, lubricated the dildo, and then, with Dorothy steadying her arm, Alice stepped up onto one mounting block, lifted her leg over the machine to stand on the other block, and then slowly lowered herself.

The silky smooth post pressed its now familiar profile into her as Alice closed her eyes, partly to concentrate on the stimulation and partly so she didn’t have to look at Dorothy while it was happening.

“That’s good,” said Dorothy. “Now slip your feet into the toe-clips and I’ll tighten the toe straps so they don’t slip off the pedals.”

Alice opened her eyes to gaze down at the pedals with their retaining clips and slipped her toes into each.

“And the safety chain,” declared Dorothy as she lifted the chain to Alice’s waist to clip it to the front of her belt. The chain wasn’t tight… in fact, there was at least two inches of slack that would allow Alice to move on the dildo, but would prevent her from extracting herself completely from its hold and thereby risk toppling from the saddle.

“There… You're good to go. The controls have a built-in timer and programs that reproduce various types of terrain. I’ll give you an hour on a flat road to burn off some energy and then I’ll be back to help you down. Have fun…” and Dorothy left Alice alone.

The dildo on the cycle wasn’t the largest one she’d ever encountered, but this was more than compensated by the alternating pressures it exerted as she pressed her feet on alternate pedals. She pushed the pedals with her back straight and it felt as if she was riding a unicycle, with each press of a pedal causing her body to twist on the saddle with her sex swivelling from side to side on its pivot.

Now, at last, she could sense the movement with her clitoris as her vulva slipped across the narrow front of the saddle and the effect was exquisite. With her hands locked to her sides, her bare chest thrust forward, and the safety chain ensuring she couldn’t free herself from the dildo’s tenacious hold, her imagination soared and her orgasm inextricably gathered momentum. The harder and faster she pressed on the pedals, the higher up the dildo she rose and fell with every push and the faster her sex slipped across the ridge of leather under her clit. It was a win-win situation.

The first orgasm took ten minutes, then there was twenty minutes of rest, and a further eight minutes build up before the second orgasm. She was just building up for a third when Dorothy reappeared to tell her the hour was up at the same time as the pedals suddenly became too stiff to move and it was time to dismount. There was a short period when Alice contemplated begging for more time, but she soon decided that a graceful acceptance was by far the better option and waited patiently while Dorothy positioned the mounting stools and released her toe clips.

Then it was her turn to grin as both women looked at the secretions concentrated around the base of the dildo, but neither made any comment.

The third evening ended as the two before, with the installation of immobilising restraints, breast enhancing apparatus, and an erotic film to ensure that Alice’s dreams advanced the overall reformation of her character.

✽ ✽ ✽

It was the sixth day that Alice left the shower area after her morning ablutions to discover that the dildo had been replaced on the desk chair, although the new one differed from the old in several respects.

“We thought as you seemed to be enjoying it so much, we’d give you something a little more appropriate,” mused Dorothy.

What she considered more appropriate was fatter, longer, and textured with all the features one would expect to find on a real, erect penis, from the bulbous head with its tapered tip to a shaft ridged by curling veins. Alice didn’t know what to say, so didn’t say anything.

“I've left you a tub of lubricant on the desk, although you probably won’t need it…”

She stared at the intimidating device all the time she was eating breakfast and for the two hours afterwards once Dorothy had secured her hands and left until she reappeared for the treadmill exercise. It wasn’t as if she had the excuse of the bruising anymore; now, its purpose was all too plain to see.

Dorothy could see that the chair had not been used, but that gave Alice no satisfaction at all. The fact was she wanted to use it, wanted to more than anything else at that time, and her enforced exercise on the treadmill only encouraged her submissiveness and made the longing worse.

Shortly after midday, once she was sitting alone on her bunk, it all became too much for her and, with a muttered curse, she pushed herself from the bunk and approached the chair. The tub of gel was just where Dorothy had left it and Alice stooped to dip the fingers of her right hand into its open top. Then she knelt and wiped the cool gel up and down the contours of the phallus. It was made of silicone rubber and felt surprisingly stiff to her touch, to her fingers curling around its thick shaft… and all the while her libido was soaring.

With trembling legs, she stood with her back to the chair and lowered herself gingerly onto its tip. God, it felt good. Much better than before. She sunk a little and her throat closed up at the same time as her vagina was prised open to accept the intrusive mass. A little lower still and then up to spread the lubricant. Little by little, the action was repeated, each time sinking lower than before, until her bottom touched the hard wood of the seat and, with a sharp gasp, she dropped the last inch to seat herself firmly on the wicked device and fill herself to capacity.

She sat still for a long time savouring the sense of fullness offered by the phallus. It was so thick it felt like she’d never be able to rise and she liked the sensation, but she liked the friction it could provide even more and lifted herself four inches only to drop back with an animal-like grunt.

She was still sitting on the chair when Dorothy brought in her lunch an hour later.


Chapter 10

A Craving for Salt

For the next few days, Dorothy, Ernest, and Alice settled down to a fixed routine that was unchanging day to day. Alice didn’t care anymore whether Dorothy or Ernest saw her using the dildo attached to the desk chair, appeared happy to mount the static bicycle for her exercise session every afternoon, and made no comment each evening when she was required to shuffle down the bed to seat herself on her nighttime ‘enhanced security’ prior to having the pressure cones attached to her chest. She’d worked out a few things for herself by that time: firstly, that her diet was low in protein and high in sugar and fats, and concluded that it was intended to augment the pressure cones pulling at her breasts by supplying a ready surplus of fat-producing material to boost breast production.

After nine nights, equating to over a hundred hours of treatment, the effect on her breasts and nipples was plain to see. Her nipples and areolae were definitely larger and darker in colour whilst her breasts were heavier and projected more. Alice thought she was now beyond an ‘B’ cup size, a supposition confirmed when Dorothy exchanged the breast cones for the next size up, and she quite liked her new look.

But there was one thing that was really beginning to bother her: she’d give anything for a bag of salted peanuts.

“Ma’am,” she asked Dorothy one lunchtime. “Would it be too much to ask for a little salt to put on my lunch?”

“Oh no. We don’t have salt here. It’s not good for you, you know. The doc told us to avoid it because of high blood pressure and the risk of heart attacks, so we take great care to avoid it in our food.”

“But I haven’t got high blood pressure.”

“No, but you eat the same food as we do.”

“Well, can you give me a small supply to put on my own food?”

“Oh sweetie, I can't risk having it around. If Ernest saw it, he’d use it on his own meals and that wouldn’t be good for him. He has terribly weak willpower sometimes.”

Alice said nothing more for the next two days, but now her need for salt was turning into a craving.

If she’d thought a little more about Dorothy’s feeble excuses, she’d have seen them for the tissue-thin obfuscations they really were. As it was, unbeknown to her, her salt-craving had been engineered. A craving for salt can be triggered by many things, some of them medical conditions, but other causes can be more prosaic. Stress, lack of sleep, exercise that causes sweating and, thereby, salt depletion, and even boredom can exacerbate the situation. Alice’s reason was intentional salt depletion caused by excluding salt from her diet and the subsequent craving was powerful and very real.

Dorothy, though, had the answer: “I’ll get you a salt lick. Ernest won’t be interested in that.”

The salt lick appeared the next day. It was a hard, pencil-shaped, resinous material that had been infused with salt and Dorothy fixed it to the bars of the cage at waist height where the bars were transected by a horizontal rail. She told Alice that she’d bought it from a store selling pet supplies and that it was intended for rats, ferrets, and the like. Alice didn’t care; it was exactly what she needed and bent low to savour its delicious taste, but, within the day, it was all gone.

“Well, that wasn’t entirely successful,” complained Dorothy.

“It was exactly what I needed. Can you get me another one?”

“I think I have a better solution,” whispered Dorothy slyly and tapped the side of her nose.

Her revised plan was put into practice the next morning when, after clipping Alice’s hands, she attached a rubber teat to the bars of the cage. It was the same size and shape as that found on a cow’s udder and she explained that it was used to feed orphaned calves.

“I’ll just fill the feeding bottle and you can take as much as you want by sucking the teat.”

“What’s in the bottle?”

“It’s the stuff they use for the calves with a little extra salt added to help you out.”

Alice now thought the whole episode was ridiculous; all she needed was a little extra salt on her food, but at least Dorothy was trying to be helpful. She squatted awkwardly and sucked hard on the end of the teat to taste a thick creamy liquid on her tongue. The taste wasn’t at all unpleasant.

“It’s difficult sucking hard enough,” she complained.

“I suppose it’s because it’s meant for cows,” answered Dorothy. “Can you manage?”

“Yes… It just means I can only get a little bit at a time, but it’s difficult to reach, too. Can you either lower or raise it a bit?” but Dorothy shook her head.

“It’s clamped to the transverse rail. The one above it would be much too high.”

✽ ✽ ✽

It wasn’t at all an ideal solution. She had to awkwardly half-squat to draw the teat into her mouth and then it was tough to suck hard enough, but Alice needed the salt and this artificial teat was infinitely better than nothing. She persevered for the rest of the day, taking small sips every hour to sate her craving, but it wasn’t easy. Soon after four o'clock, at the end of her cycle exercise and after two energetic orgasms, the craving was at its peak but her neck was aching from the inelegant pose she was forced to adopt in order to suck on the teat and she reconsidered her options.

Her eyes fell on the desk chair. It was about the right height, but it meant that she’d have to seat herself on the phallus. So what… She was doing that anyway several times a day. She kicked the chair across the concrete floor until it was under the teat, lubricated the phallus, and then sat with her usual feminine sigh whenever anything slipped inside her.

The height was perfect and she leaned forward to draw the teat deep into her mouth and crush the rubber with her tongue to extract the salty fluid, and she gave another sigh as she squirmed happily and sucked.

“Definitely time for the next stage,” exclaimed Ernest as he and Dorothy watched Alice on the monitor.

✽ ✽ ✽

“These pressure cones are doing a good job and I suspect you're quite pleased with the result.” Dorothy looked at Alice’s face for confirmation after she’d fixed her down that night, but Alice remained resolutely non-committal. “Well, in any case, you must have discovered that your nipples are becoming more sensitive. It’s not surprising really; a larger nipple means more nerve endings on its surface,” and she punctuated this point with a knowing smile. “I'm going to be honest with you here: as you know, our job is to encourage you to join one of the state brothels instead of lounging about here and, to that end, we’re going to make your genital area more sensitive. In particular, we’re going to work on your clit and we’ll also start allowing you to orgasm at night. In a few days, you won’t believe how you could have survived for so long without that carnal relief. Now then, the first thing is to get a second probe fitted. It’s a static dildo, but you’ll find you can actually get some movement on it just by rotating your hips.”

“Oh, God…” muttered Alice as she watched Dorothy fetch the second probe: a penis-shaped dildo that attached to the top of the bar already fixed between the foot of the bed and her anal plug.

“You must be getting used to this sort of thing by now,” suggested Dorothy as she slid the probe’s clamp along the bar and the probe into Alice. She was lying quite still. She had little choice in the matter, but, even so, didn’t like to give the impression that the new dildo was anything other than an inconvenience. Dorothy, however, was now paying scant attention as she uncurled another polythene tube from the network of tubes above the bed and pushed a small, transparent, thimble-shaped cup onto its end.

“Deep breath,” she said and plugged the thimble onto Alice’s clitoris that was just visible peeping between her opened labial lips. Alice screamed.

✽ ✽ ✽

She couldn’t see what was happening between her legs because she couldn’t raise her head enough, but she didn’t have to see to know; she could feel her clitoris filling the small void inside the thimble. Unlike her breasts that were slowly increasing in mass to fill the cones above her chest, her clitoris very rapidly engorged to fill its allocated space. It wasn’t the same thing at all and she knew that as soon as the pressure differential was removed, her clit would slowly resume its original size. However, such knowledge didn’t alter the fact that she was immobilised in bed, stuck on the end of an anal plug like a toffee apple on a stick with an extra dildo for entertainment, tit suckers for body modification, and a clit sucker for torment.

Nights were going to be much longer in future and that first experience of the ‘Full Monty’, so to speak, was no exception. She found that she could experience movement on the dildo by pivoting her hips on the anal plug, albeit rather limited, but what she hadn’t expected was the constant tiny tugs of the tube to her clit thimble as she moved. Despite what Dorothy had said about allowing her to climax, Alice was initially disappointed to realise that without actual friction on her clitoris, she was unlikely to drive herself to orgasm and, instead, wore herself out in a futile attempt.

However, two hours later she discovered that she shouldn’t have been so disbelieving when, without any prior warning, she was awoken from a fitful sleep by the pressure inside her clit thimble starting to fluctuate. It went from suction to zero in a fraction of a second and then back to full suction again to slap her engorged clitoris against the sides of the thimble. Alice screamed; the pressure fluctuated again and she screamed again. Then it began to happen rapidly to make her most sensitive organ pop in and out like a vacillating prairie dog peeping from its burrow causing her clit to strike the sides of the thimble with the rhythm of a machine gun.

She climaxed. She came so hard she thought her head would explode in a cascade of stars and then, when it didn’t stop, she almost lost consciousness. The orgasm lasted maybe fifteen seconds; not very long in the grand scheme of things, but a lifetime when one is climaxing and one’s clitoris is being smacked. The spasms passed as soon as the pressure fluctuations stopped, allowing her to settle back into an uneasy sleep.

The same thing happened at seven the next morning with exactly the same result and by the time Dorothy entered at eight, Alice was wide awake and rocking on the dildo. She stopped as soon as she saw Dorothy and stared at the wall.

“So, how was your night?”

“It was alright, thank you.”

“No too uncomfortable?”

“No…”

“You didn’t mind your clitoris being sucked then?”

“It wouldn’t make any difference if I did. Anyway, it’s not as if you can make it any bigger.”

“Well, that’s not quite true,” said Dorothy and Alice stared at her with wide eyes. “It won’t get much bigger because all we’re really doing is to engorge it, but it will get a little larger and become considerably more sensitive.”

“Will you be doing that every night?”

“Of course.”

“With… you know… those pressure changes.”

“Did you like them?”

“They were much too strong.”

“Really… Our other girls all said they were fun.”

“I don’t believe you.”

Dorothy smiled. “We’d best get you up and about; you have guests coming to see you this morning after breakfast.”

“Who?” she asked anxiously.

“I don’t know. Apparently, it’s an official visit, so you'll need to look the part and you’d best be on your best behaviour.”


Chapter 11

Visiting Protocol

The day continued with a shower and breakfast before Dorothy tightened Alice’s restraints, just like all the days before, but then, instead of leaving Alice to her own devices, Dorothy attached a leash to her collar and led her surprised prisoner from the cage and down a long, poorly-lit corridor.

“Where are we going? I assumed the visitors would see me in the cell.”

“And see the luxury in which you live? I don’t think so. We need to keep up the charade if you're to avoid the full weight of the judge’s ‘enhanced security’ and that means making it look like every day is torture for you. It'll only be for the duration of their visit and then you can go back to your exercise machines, so I presume we can count on your cooperation…”

Receiving no response, Dorothy stopped and turned to confront Alice who answered with a simple whispered “Yes”.

“Good. Here we are: the visitor’s room,” and they entered a cold room that could best be described as an imitation dungeon. The walls were rough stone illuminated by a single bare light bulb that glowed dimly in the centre of the ceiling. The room was entirely empty except for a vertical round bar cemented into the floor that supported a small metal cradle about three feet above the floor.

“That’s for me, isn’t it?”

“Of course. It’s a security stand. It’ll keep you still while your guests are here.”

Alice inspected the cradle. The first thing she saw was the anal plug directly above the bar. It looked just like all the other such plugs she’d been burdened with: a two-inch-wide bulb on an inch-and-a-quarter-thick stem. Behind the plug was a short, curved spur to rise between the cheeks of her bottom and in front of the plug, reaching out into the space in front of the bar, was a loop of half-inch-thick metal rod designed to support Alice’s weight by encircling her vulva and folding up around the top of her pubic mound.

“You want me to straddle this?”

It was a silly question; the design of the stand and cradle made its purpose quite obvious.

“As I said, it’s only for the duration of the visit and then you can go back to your nice warm cage.”

“So I just have to stand before whoever comes to see me trapped on this cradle?”

“We can’t just leave you wandering around, can we? This keeps you secure and ensures your visitors enjoy your full attention.”

“Because I can't turn away?”

“Exactly. Now, just let me apply a little lubricant and then you can stand over the cradle.”

Reluctantly, Alice stood where requested and Dorothy loosened the clamp on the mounting bar to raise the cradle. Alice, for her part, did everything she could to avoid the plug short of actually jumping away, but once she was trapped by the front and back of the cradle, rising up on tiptoe wasn’t going to help. With a mournful groan as the pointed tip of the plug pressed against her anal muscle followed by a sharp yelp when it popped inside, Alice was left on tiptoe and unable to move her hips.

“I can't close my legs… This cradle has me spread open and I can't press my thighs together.”

“No dear. That’s rather the point of it. Quite often, visitors will want to assess you to see if you're suitable for their establishment.”

“I'm to be assessed for a place in a brothel?”

“I don’t know that, dear. I only know that these visitors come from the police authority. Now then, there’s one other item of equipment we need to fit and that’s a pacifier. Not all visitors will want you to speak, so we’ve found it best to leave you with a pacifier and then, if they want you to say anything, your visitors can remove it.” And, with that, Dorothy held up the familiar metal face frame with its integral oral plug. A few moments to thread the webbing through the cam-locks and then Dorothy pulled the contraption tight against Alice’s face.

With the oral plug filling her mouth, Alice could say no more and just watched as Dorothy brought in a small step ladder from an adjacent room and connected a short length of chain from the top of her head frame to a hook on the ceiling.

“There. Now you can't topple over and you're ready for your visitors. They should be here in…” and she consulted her watch, “About half-an-hour or so.”

Alone in her new dungeon, Alice tried to move in the cradle, but its hold was too firm. She could raise a knee a little, but then the ankle chain prevented more than eight inches, and the chain above her head stopped her from looking down.

With her arms still trapped on her hips, she couldn’t touch her breasts, but she knew her nipples were as hard as rubber bullets. It would be easy to blame it on the temperature in the room, but that wouldn’t account for the moisture she could feel between her legs. The source of that was her own imagination working overtime.

✽ ✽ ✽

In the event, it was forty-five minutes before a second door opened into the dungeon and Dorothy entered beaming. “It’s your old friends from the police force come to see you, dearie.”

Alice immediately began shaking her head, but to no avail as Charlene and Bekki followed Dorothy into the room.

“They have an official duty to perform, so I’ll let them tell you in private,” and Dorothy left closing the heavy door behind her.

“There she is… Our Ali,” cooed Bekki. “And my, how she’s grown. I don’t remember you having these tits and nips three weeks ago. Just look at them. Her tits are bigger than mine and these nips are getting huge.”

Charlene dangled a key from her fingers. “Your custody officer said we can remove your gag if we wanted, but I don’t think we will. What we have to say doesn’t need you to respond.”

Alice began making nasal grunting noises and nodding as best she could, but Charlene only smiled. “Alice Dane,” she announced in her official voice whilst reading from a sheet of paper. “I am here to inform you that your services with the Dallas Police Department have been formally terminated and you have been dishonourably dismissed, that dismissal being back-dated to the date of your conviction. Your police issue commission card, badge, radio, and weapons have all been repossessed along with any police-issued uniforms. Furthermore, your service record has been amended to record details of your conviction and subsequent sentence, and this record will be posted on the National Police Computer Network and be available in all states should you feel inclined to apply for a post elsewhere in the service. Furthermore, you have forfeited any pension rights that you had accrued.”

Charlene carefully folded the paper she was holding and tucked it into her top pocket. Then she gave a long sigh. “Now that’s over with, God, she does have bigger tits, doesn’t she?”

Bekki grinned. “I wonder if those nipples feel as puffy as they look.”

Alice rocked her shoulders to try to evade Bekki’s fingers as they sought to catch a nipple, but Bekki’s response was immediate and severe. She slapped a hand against the offending breast to leave a palm-sized red mark and snapped, “Stay still when I'm trying to pinch your nips.”

Alice was shocked into immobility and Bekki seized her chance with Alice’s left nipple.

“God… It’s so big and hard,” she exclaimed rolling the teat in her fingers. “How did that happen so quickly? She used to have tiny squish rivets and now they're like little thimbles stuck out on these swollen areolae.”

“Oh, this place has secret ways of changing a human body,” said Charlene fondling Alice’s other nipple. “I knew a girl once who spent time in here. She was tall and skinny like Alice; blonde hair and big blue eyes; quite pretty really. When they let her out four months later, she had a waist like a wasp, massive tits, I mean really massive with nipples like egg cups, and a big fat bum. They’d even injected her lips to give her a trout pout and I'm told, although I didn’t witness it personally, that they’d injected her labia and clit as well so that they were swollen too. She must have been real fun to play with.”

“Mmmfff…” cried Alice as Bekki held her vulva in the palm of her hand. It protruded between the bars of the cradle and felt soft and very wet.

“It’s true; they’ve started on her… I can feel her clit. It’s all hard and slippery,” and she rolled her hand under Alice to animate her erstwhile colleague. Alice squealed and tried to move her hips, but, of course, that wasn’t possible.

“She’s pegged in place,” giggled Charlene looking behind Alice’s back and to prove her point, slapped Alice’s bum. The flesh rippled and Alice tried lifting a knee again, but her vulva remained set in the cradle.

“Well, aren’t you in a pretty pickle? You know, I hope you can hold out for months yet… I’d just love to see you with mammoth boobies.” Bekki allowed her hand to explore further beneath Alice as the two women stared into each other’s eyes. “This feels really weird… I can do anything and there’s nothing she can do to stop me. And this frame-thing she’s sitting in is holding her open so wide I could just slid my whole hand straight up into her. Is that why it’s designed like this?”

“Oo, that would be so sticky,” declared Charlene. “But we do have an alternative,” and she pulled her baton from her belt. Bekki grinned and stepped back to give Charlene room and Alice gave a long, nasal moan.

“You know, I think she’s really enjoying this. Look at her face. She’s got her eyes closed and she’s completely tuned out like she’s away with the fairies.”

“Well, you’ve got to admit one thing,” declared Bekki with confidence. “These people really knows what they're doing when it comes to making whores.”

✽ ✽ ✽

“You're crying, dear.” observed Dorothy. She’d entered after Charlene and Bekki had left and she’d unbuckled and removed the head frame and pacifier. “Did they hurt you?”

“They came to deliver my dismissal notice; I'm no longer a police officer.”

“Well, you knew that was going to happen. Was that all?”

Alice sniffed. “Yes, I suppose so. Then they just spent a few minutes teasing me, but it didn’t hurt.”

“That’s good. Sometimes these visitors feel they can take advantage of the inmates.”

“They told me that you’ll keep making my bust larger until I agree to join a brothel on your terms. Is that true?”

“Some girls like big breasts.”

It didn’t escape Alice’s notice that this wasn’t exactly an answer to her question, but she was afraid to try again for fear of what the answer would be. Instead she asked: “Do you plump up girls’ features with collagen before they leave to make them look more attractive?”

“We have done in the past, but only if the girls want it. What have your friends been telling you?”

“They said you sometimes turn out freaks.”

Dorothy smiled. “Girls leave here when they're ready. They choose when they leave and what they want to look like. Sometimes, they believe to be a successful prostitute you have to adhere to certain physical ideals, possess particular attributes so that you stand out from the crowd.”

In her head, Alice pictured herself standing out with her hands supporting tits the size of basket balls with dark, saucer-like areolae and teats that would gag an adult male.


Chapter 12

A Personal Trainer

Changes were introduced slowly into Alice’s life and for the next few days, the only thing that seemed to be changing was the size of her bust. After an initial slow start, she’d felt her flesh creep up the sides of the pressure cones each night, a fact that she could confirm each morning by checking the scales on the sides of the cones. Dorothy had changed the small ‘A’ sized cones for ‘B’s almost two weeks ago and now they were changing again to ‘C’ size with the next size of nipple cups.

It wasn’t all bad though… She smiled as she looked down at her revised profile and found it not-at-all displeasing even though her nipples were now more prominent than ever, pushed forward on swollen areolae. They were also darker in colour which made them even more noticeable. Her only reservation was what Charlene had told her about the woman she knew who had left Dorothy’s Correctional Centre with massive breasts. Dorothy hadn’t tried to deny the incident, but had intimated that it was the woman herself who had chosen that path and now Alice didn’t know what to think. Looking at the problem logically, the size of the woman’s breasts obviously resulted from Dorothy’s breast enhancing apparatus, so the only question was did Dorothy continue regardless of the woman’s wishes, or was the treatment by mutual agreement? Based on what she knew to date, she suspected that Dorothy would not stop the procedure until the woman agreed to move to a state brothel, and that did not bode well for her own future.

There was one other small change she’d noticed: the salted cream that she was sucking from the artificial bovine teat had a subtly different taste. It was almost as if it had olive oil mixed with it. Alice mentioned it to Dorothy who confirmed her suspicions were correct: it was a different recipe.

“It’s actually half and half. The last stuff I bought from the farm supplies wasn’t the same as the original calf supplement, so what I have done is to mix some of the new stuff with what was left of the old. On the plus side, they told me in the shop that the new recipe was naturally saltier, so I didn’t have to add so much extra salt. Did you like it?”

“It tasted ok. You know it’s the salt I need; I don’t care so much about what it tastes like.”

✽ ✽ ✽

That was a week ago and now, back in the office, Ernest and Dorothy were sipping their own celebratory fluid, a fine Italian Primitivo Puglia that slipped down their throats as easily as Alice’s creamy saline was slipping down hers.

They both stared at the monitor. Alice was seated on the wooden desk chair and slowly swivelling her hips to feel the phallus rotating inside her. Her breasts were now heavy enough to provide her with a little inertial tug each time she changed direction and jiggled enticingly when she bounced up and down to energise her clitoris on the wooden seat in front of the phallus. Her eyes were closed and her lips were wrapped tightly around the rubber teat, her Adams apple showing that her sucking efforts were not in vain.

As her custodians studied the monitor, so Alice’s legs started to tremble and then her whole body shook as she became overwhelmed by an orgasmic spasm. Whether it was the nightly treatment dispensed directly to her clitoris to make it more sensitive that was responsible or just the increasing eroticism of her situation, but Alice could now achieve an orgasmic response with vaginal penetration and just the bare minimum of clitoral stimulus. From Alice’s perspective, it was a major leap forward.

“One hundred percent?” asked Ernest.

“It must be almost that,” said Dorothy. “I've been diluting the cream they gave me for feeding orphaned calves with the boar semen a little bit more each day and there can't be much milk left in it.”

“And she doesn’t know?”

“Ah, I'm not so sure about that. She’s no fool and the smell might easily have given it away, but she’s still sucking on it, which is the main thing.”

“Then I think it’s time to change the instrument of delivery.”

Dorothy looked at Ernest and grinned. He was right: now was the time.

The very next morning, Alice exited the shower enclosure with a towel wrapped around her head and stopped dead to stare at the saline dispenser fixed the bars. Instead of the rubber cow’s teat, Dorothy had replaced it with a facsimile of a human phallus accurate in almost all detail right down to the retractable foreskin.

“I was wondering how long it would take you.”

“We thought it would be more comfortable for you,” said Dorothy leaning on the door frame in the anti-room.

“Too kind… I suppose it works the same? I suck and the cock delivers me salty semen.”

Dorothy smiled with the confirmation that Alice knew what she was sucking. “Boar semen,” said Dorothy. “Apparently, it tastes the same as a man. It’s the stuff that, for one reason or another, they can’t sell. We get it specially delivered just for you; it’s cheaper than cream. As for you sucking on it, it works almost the same. You might need to refine your technique a little by drawing your lips more along its length to induce the fluid to flow.”

“I need to push it deeper into my throat, you mean?”

Dorothy’s smile broadened. “See how you get on with it. I suspect you'll quite enjoy it.”

Alice unwound the towel from her hair and inspected the breakfast Dorothy had left for her: syrup pancakes.

“Good tit-making material,” she murmured loud enough for Dorothy to hear.

“You don’t like pancakes?”

“Just one day I’d something like eggs or cheese; something with a little protein.”

“You're looking good on pancakes.”

“Are these tits going to shrink once I get back to a proper diet?”

“Very unlikely. Once fat cells have taken up residence in a particular place, they don’t get reabsorbed. You have those tits for good now.”

“And what’s my future looking like? Am I likely to become even more blessed?”

“That’s entirely up to you, dearie. Your attributes are still rather modest by most standards.”

“They don’t feel modest. I'm not used to them moving when I walk or ride that fucking bicycle.”

“Fucking bicycle,” repeated Dorothy. “That’s funny… And talking of fucking bicycles, I’ve arranged for you to have a personal trainer in the afternoons. He’ll help you to concentrate and get the most out of the exercise.”

“What? I don’t understand… Who is he and what’s he going to do?”

“He’s an old friend of ours; I think you'll like him. He used to be an athlete back in the day. Now he helps to train folk at the local gym or, in your case, here in your cell. He’s called Eddie.”

Eddie showed up two days later in the early afternoon. Alice was replenishing her salt reserves at the time and didn’t notice him standing the other side of the bars because she had her eyes closed. Her lips were tight around the silicone cock, sliding the fake foreskin down the shaft to push its silky, bulbous head deep into her mouth in order to extract the milky, oleaginous fluid she needed. And all the time her head was bobbing in and out, her hips were squirming on the other phallus and producing her own milky secretion.

The first indications of her imminent orgasm came with trembling thighs and increasingly frantic movements. Then she gave a long moan and was still, seeming to sag forward on the one in her mouth to push it deeper into her throat. A few seconds later, she shivered and opened her eyes to stare directly into Eddie’s face.

“Good afternoon, Mrs Dane. I'm Eddie, your new personal trainer.”

Alice sat bolt upright to extract the silicone cock from her mouth, but was unable to do much about the drool that was dribbling down her chin. Before her stood a man of about forty with short, dark hair on his head and short, dark stubble on his face. He was medium height, no taller than her, with a powerful body more akin to a boxer than an athlete, and he was grinning.

Alice fought the inclination to jump up and run into the shower corner, but instead stared straight into his face and said, “You're early. I’m not due to start the cycle exercise until three.”

“I'm not early, just unpredictable.” He unlocked the cage door and entered to stand close to Alice as she peered up at him. “Dorothy says you do pretty well on the static cycle; says that you can put a lot of effort into the exercise.”

“How does she know?” and then a terrible thought struck her…

“You didn’t think they couldn’t see you, did you? That they haven’t got this place fixed up with miniature cameras.”

“I… I couldn’t see any cameras. I thought…”

“There’s four of them in here and an extra one in the shower area. They're in the visitor’s area, too. There’s nowhere you can be where they can't watch you. You probably wouldn’t notice them; the lenses are tiny.”

“I hadn’t realised,” she said, recovering much of her composure. “I’ll have to be careful in future in case they see me planning to escape.”

Eddie grinned, knowing full well that was not what she was concerned about.

“Can I help you up,” he asked offering her his hand.

“You might as well seeing as how you're here. It’s a little awkward to stand up from this chair when I can't use my hands.”

He moved behind her and put his hands under her arms, raising her effortlessly to leave the silicone dildo slicked and swaying gently on the seat.

“Perhaps you'd like a little rest before the next exercise.”

“Kind of you. I do feel a bit drained. Can you give me ten minutes?”

Eddie made an expansive gesture with his arm towards the bed and Alice settled down on the edge.

“Nice tits, by the way. I do like to see big nipples on a girl.”

“Thanks for the compliment. You don’t think they're a bit small, then?”

Eddie smiled, being all too aware that they were likely to increase in size still further in the near future. “They tell me you used to be a police officer. Strange career choice: police by day, a whore by night, and a drug pedlar linking the two.”

“I was never a whore or a drug pedlar.”

“Really. And is that still the case? You seem to be quite fascinated by cocks around here. You sit on them, suck them, exercise on them… I understand that you even go to bed with them.”

“Not my choice.”

“So when I saw you squirming on that chair and sucking semen from that one, you're telling me you were somehow coerced into doing it?”

“You know how it is around here. Is that coercion or something more devious?”

“I would say neither. I would say you're a natural sex addict and would like to be fucked every minute of every day. You drug people so they can't resist your advances and then charge them no doubt exorbitant fees for the pleasure. Well, here is where it all changes. Stand up.”

“You said I could rest.”

“I've changed my mind. Stand up,” he barked so fiercely that Alice flinched. She stood and he immediately picked her up with his hands around her waist as if she weighed no more than a baby. With her body over his right shoulder, he approached the static bicycle, lifted her to head height, and plonked her down on the saddle with Alice giving a short shriek as she dropped onto the dildo.

“I can't reach the pedals,” she cried as she balanced precariously with her ankles still chained together, but Eddie was in no hurry. He connected the safety chain to her belt so she couldn’t rise enough to unseat herself and the knelt to remove the ankle chain and strap her feet into the toe clips.

“How far do you usually go in an hour?” he asked.

“Dorothy expects fifteen miles.”

“Well, today you're doing twenty,” and he tapped the buttons on the control panel to reset the counter. “Begin…”

Alice began pedalling, slow at first but building momentum as the gears moved faster.

“That’s eighteen miles-an-hour. Not enough…” and she watched in horror as he unbuckled and removed the leather belt from around his waist. “You get a strike each time you drop below twenty miles-an-hour,” he warned and Alice closed her eyes and pushed harder on the pedals.

The first strike came seven minutes later with a sound like a gunshot. He struck her on the left side of her bottom and she screamed, losing focus and slowing even more. The pain felt intense. Eddie hadn’t said a word, but the look on his face did wonders for her concentration and she was soon watching the digits on the speedometer creep past twenty-one, twenty-two, twenty-three.

Eddie settled back on the bed to watch her bobbing up and down on the saddle with the effort. Sweat was running from her neck to trickle down between her breasts, breasts that were themselves bouncing freely as her shoulders swung from side to side and her body swivelled on the fixed dildo to massage her clitoris on the saddle’s narrow front.

At the thirty-five minute mark, Eddie casually rose from the bed to look at the machine’s control panel and then slapped the belt across her right cheek to make a stripe that matched the left. Alice shrieked again, cursed, and then increased her pace once more.

“Next time, it’ll be a tit,” he murmured and Alice checked her speed again, but instead of striking, he moved close so she was obliged to rub her right nipple across his face. He stayed like that for a long time feeling the hard nipple and the soft flesh of her breast move against his cheek. He had one hand on the side of her bottom, still hot from the bite of the belt, and the other pressing against her vaginal cleft to increase the pressure against both the dildo and her clitoris.

At the forty-five minute mark, Eddie lazily turned his head to take the fat nipple in his mouth so that now Alice pulled on her own teat with every bounce.

At the fifty minute mark, she could stand it no longer and orgasmed so hard she was screaming and her whole body was shaking.

“Don’t stop,” growled Eddie and then caught the nipple again with his teeth.

With the turning of the hour, the pedals suddenly became too stiff to move and Alice sagged exhausted against Eddie’s head. He reached down to unclip the quick-release straps on her feet and the safety chain, and then removed her from the saddle the same way he installed her by lifting her straight up off the dildo, but he didn’t put her down straight away. Instead, he carried her over to the chair, kicked it around so that it was no longer facing the bars and the semen dispenser, and the set her on her feet on front of it.

“Sit,” he said in a tone that invited no dissent.

She looked down at the large phallus still slicked from her last visit and then at Eddie. Then she carefully settled herself into place, wincing slightly as the phallus’s mass refilled her so-recently-vacated vagina.

Eddie scrutinised her bedraggled face, wide-eyed and tear-stained from the stress of the recent climax, and unzipped his jeans. His erect cock sprung eagerly from the confines of his clothing and, without missing a beat, Alice leant forward and slipped his helmet-like glans between her lips.


Chapter 13

Personal Training

Dorothy appeared at six to ease Alice’s restraints and, surprisingly, brought her an extra cup of tea that she passed through the access slot in the bars.

“How did you get on with Eddie this afternoon?” she asked innocently.

“You know exactly how I got on; you were watching all the time.”

“Not all the time, dear. He said you completed the twenty miles he’d asked you to ride.”

“Did you see him slap me with his belt?”

“We did, twice, but you must have been performing well because he’s usually more proactive than that.”

“And did you see what he did after the session?”

“You seemed to be enjoying yourself; you were quite animated.”

Try as she might, Alice couldn’t prevent a hint of a smile from touching her lips. “Is Eddie going to come here every day?” she asked ambiguously.

“If you mean will he be here to help you with the bicycle trainer every day, then the answer is yes. If you were referring to your post-training activities, then that rather depends on you, doesn’t it?”

Again, the incipient smile that Alice turned away to hide.

✽ ✽ ✽

All that evening, Alice could think of little else but Eddie and after she’d been put to bed, her thoughts became overwhelming. The sight of his manhood nodding gently before her face while she was sitting on the desk chair and unable to touch him with anything but her mouth seemed to coincide with some of her deepest fantasies. They certainly coincided with the film she was obliged to watch where young captured slave girls in ancient Judea were tutored by temple priests on the best ways to please their Roman masters.

She closed her eyes to the nakedness of the slave girls, but couldn’t avoid their quiet moans, the grunts of the Romans, nor the crack of the priests’ whips. She curled her toes and flexed her legs to feel the anal plug press deeper and rocked her shoulders to feel her breasts roll.

The rate they were increasing in size seemed to be accelerating, which, when Alice thought about it, was only to be expected; a larger mass offered more possibilities for new cells to become established. The prospect didn’t entice her much. Only that evening, Dorothy had changed the cones for the third time to size ‘D’ cups and the prospect of going much larger was daunting. Her areolae and nipples had never been larger and she was reminded of a statue she once saw in a photograph. The statue was of a young Italian woman reclining on a rock and the way she was leaning forward slightly allowed her breasts to project before her. And what breasts they were… All this time, Alice assumed that the sculptor was working from his imagination because no-one could have breasts that heavy that didn’t sag, nor that copious and still appear shapely with pointed tips and projectile nipples. That is what she’d assumed, but now her own breasts were adopting the same shape with the added attraction that her areolae pushed her nipples out still further by adding an extra tier.

Now she watched as the lower pressure pulled her deeper into the larger cones and her nipples already filled the larger thimbles. Out of sight down below, the sucker was working on her clitoris, pulling it into the plastic void. She’d believed the change in size wouldn’t be permanent, but she couldn’t see and certainly couldn’t touch. Her only information came from when she sat on the chair and then she could definitely feel a difference. The shaft behind the little bud seemed to be constantly engorged and hard, and that would make her clit more visible, but it was its increased sensitivity that was so blindingly apparent.

Now, lying in bed listening to the film, she was in a state of constant arousal. If she rocked her hips, she could feel the dildo move in her sex as the pressure of the anal plug fluctuated, but she’d no need to do that; no need to exert herself when in a short while, possibly an hour or two, the equipment to which she was so firmly attached would ravish her clitoris to within an inch of her life. The pressures in the small suction tube attached to her clit would start to pulse and the tiny organ, the centre of her being, would begin to slap itself against its plastic prison to induce the world’s wildest orgasm. She couldn’t avoid it and, even if she could, would she? Its attraction was staggering, but then the reality once the orgasm had hit and the stimulation had failed to abate was excruciating. Could she stand it one more time? A moot point, but she was anxious to try.

✽ ✽ ✽

Eddie reappeared the next afternoon and Alice, sitting decorously on the edge of her bed, was ready for him. Wordlessly, she rose when he entered the cage and moved to stand next to the bicycle. Eddie noticed that she’d already lubricated the dildo on the saddle and knelt to remove her ankle chain before moving to the control panel to setup the day’s program.

“Feeling strong?” he asked and Alice looked up at his face. “Feeling compliant?” and she unconsciously dropped her eyes to the floor.

“Good,” said Eddie and whisked her off her feet to deposit her onto the dildo. Once her feet and the safety chain had been secured, he asked if she was ready.

“Another twenty miles today,” and he pressed the button. The pedals immediately went free and Alice started working, pressing hard to drive the speed up above the magic twenty miles-an-hour. Eddie removed his belt, doubled it in half, and, standing behind her, slapped the leather squarely across both cheeks. Alice jumped on the dildo with a sharp intake of breath, but continued pedalling.

“That was just to remind you,” he said and then moved to sit on her bed to watch her beautiful breasts rolling and bouncing.

He didn’t strike her again for the rest of the hour’s exercise, but instead resorted to encouraging her with quiet words in her ear and a soft touch. This time, he told her she’d more than completed the twenty miles in the allotted time and offered his congratulations.

“Thank you,” she murmured as he lifted her from the saddle and stood her in front of her chair. Again, he noticed that not only had she already repositioned the chair, but she’d re-lubricated the phallus too. She gave him a coy smile and, with a certain amount of wriggling, reseated herself ready for him and he reciprocated by loosening his clothing.

✽ ✽ ✽

Eddie’s training sessions continued in the same format for the next four days, but on the fifth, Dorothy brought momentous news at breakfast.

“We’ve been talking to Mr Dane,” she announced.

“Carl…” exclaimed Alice. “You’ve been speaking to Carl?”

“We have. He says he’s been thinking about you a lot recently and that he forgives you. He wants to come and see you.”

The last time she’d seen her husband was in the courtroom in Wichita Falls. He’d not made any attempt to see her since and she’d assumed that relationship was over. Now he says he’d like to see her again. At the very least, it would give her a chance to explain her side of the story.

“He says he’s been missing you.”

She’d been missing him too. Their relationship had not always been smooth, but he was the last person she’d made love to just before the bachelorette party. The occasion was still fresh in her mind and becoming more vivid with each passing day.

“Did he contact you?” asked Alice.

“We contacted him. We wanted to know how he was feeling about you and whether he’d allow you to return home if you chose to enter a state brothel.”

She waited for the answer with bated breath…

“He said he would in principle, but has reservations. Apparently, your behaviour that led to your conviction was so out of character that he says he’s not sure who you are anymore.”

“I'm the same person; I haven’t changed at all.”

“Haven’t you?” asked Dorothy with a grin.

“I still love him,” she exclaimed emphatically.

“Well, from what he was saying, I think he still loves you. Anyway, I’ve told him I would ask you what you thought about a conjugal visit here in this cell.”

heart leapt with the thought, although she wasn’t sure whether it was the thought of becoming close to Carl again or the idea of making love to a man. Any man…

“I’ll do it. Of course I’ll do it. As soon as possible.”

“I should warn you that there will be conditions for this meeting. It has to be carefully controlled, not least because you are considered a high security prisoner.”

“I just want to see Carl again.”

“Tomorrow then. I’ll try to arrange it for tomorrow afternoon in place of your cycle exercise.”

Alice was on tenterhooks all through the long day. It was as if time was deliberately teasing her with its slow passage. Ernest set up her morning exercise on the treadmill, then lunch, and Eddie and the bicycle. Lunch was over much too fast and she found herself waiting impatiently for Dorothy to refasten her collar chain and trap her hands, but only because it meant she was that much nearer to her immediate goal.

The thought of seeing Carl the next day made the meeting with Eddie that afternoon all the more pertinent; it was almost as if she was looking to refine her technique in preparation for seeing her husband again. Being seated after the exercise with Eddie proud and partially clothed before her, she wondered why she wasn’t feeling guilty; after all, this was another man she had in front of her; another man’s cock she was about to excite; but guilt wasn’t one of the array of different emotions crowding her mind. It had been more than two months since she was last with Carl. Had he been with other women since? Strangely enough, it was almost as if she didn’t care…


Chapter 14

A Conjugal Visit

After a long night interspersed by two forced orgasms, Alice was more eager than ever to see Carl. Her loins were aching with the thought of having a real man inside her, but she deliberately avoided using the chair or the semen dispenser during the morning; she wanted to be fresh and primed for him.

She had a light lunch and then it was time for another surprise: Dorothy passed her a small makeup mirror and a selection of makeup items through the access port. She was over the moon and spent the next hour happily applying foundation creams and contouring shades before moving on to her eyes with a light-brown base covering on her upper lids, and smoky shadows in the corners and on her lower lids, followed by two coats of mascara. Her lips were last and she used a heavy, gloss pink.

She’d run well over her allotted lunch period, but Dorothy just told her that didn’t apply that day and that she’d be able to have her hands free until Carl arrives.

“Until he arrives?” she queried. “Does that mean I'm going to be restricted while he’s here?”

“Of course, it does. I told you yesterday that you're considered a high-security prisoner; I'm not going to allow you to roam freely about in his presence, but I know you two will want to talk, so we’re not going to insist that you initially wear an oral plug. I realise, too, that it’s a conjugal visit and we’ll make allowances for that, so you don’t need to worry; he’ll still be able to physically interact with you as much as he pleases.”

‘He’ll be able to interact with me…’ The statement didn’t sit comfortably with the romantic visions in her head.

✽ ✽ ✽

“Ah, Mr Dane I presume,” said Dorothy upon answering the call bell on the entrance door. “I'm glad you can make it. Alice’s been looking forward to your visit.”

Dorothy stepped aside and invited Carl to follow her to their private office. Ernest was already there reclining in the armchair and stood when Carl entered.

“This is my husband, Ernest. Before I take you to see Alice, you'll need to leave your cell phone, wallet, and anything else you have in your pockets in this tray. Then Ernest will give you a quick frisk and take you to her cell.”

Carl grunted, but complied. “How’s she been? Still as argumentative as ever?”

“Oh, I think you'll see big changes in her. We’ve found her to be quite quiet and compliant.”

“That doesn’t sound like her at all.”

Dorothy just shrugged. “You do remember that I told you she was considered a high-security prisoner, so you must expect her to be restrained to an extent during your visit, but we have taken steps to ensure that your marital activities will be unaffected.”

“That sounds excellent from my point of view: compliant and restrained.”

“In that case, please follow me.”

She led Carl along the passage and into the anti-room where Alice’s cell was situated. Alice looked up at the door when she heard them enter and called out his name.

“Hi there, sweetheart. How have you been? My God, look at those tits,” he added without a break for breath.

“You find me somewhat inconvenienced,” she said.

“I’ll leave you two lovers alone then,” said Dorothy. “Just come back to our little office when you’ve finished with her,” and she closed the door behind her as she left.

The cage door was already wide open; there was no need to lock it because Alice couldn’t go anywhere. Carl wandered through into the caged area and looked down at Alice kneeling on the floor. She was trapped in the sort of frame he’d seen many times on the internet: a doggy frame. Her collar was locked to the top of a short metal rod that held her head about a foot above the floor and her limbs - wrists, elbows, knees and ankles – were all held at floor level locked to metal outriggers that were welded to the central spine that run longitudinally under her body.

The result was that Alice was left on elbows and knees with her hips high behind her. There was even a short chain link between the frame beneath her belly and the front of her belt that pulled her waist low and forced her to tilt her hips and present her vulva out to the rear. Unable to move in any meaningful way, she strained to see behind her as Carl examined his new shaped wife.

“God, Ali… What have they done to your tits; they're beautiful.” He squatted beside her and reached a hand beneath her chest to touch a nipple. “Oh my God…”

“Carl, we have to talk.”

Carl didn’t seem very conversational; he was lying on the floor next to her dangling breasts and pushing them so that they swayed beneath her. “And your nipples…It’s like they're on stalks. How did they make them so big?”

“Carl. I have to tell you I didn’t do any of those things they say I did. I don’t know what happened; I can't remember anything, but I’m not a prostitute and I didn’t steal any Easers from the department or try to sell them.”

“I don’t care, Ali. My God, I love you more than ever…” and he scurried behind her to stare at her raised bottom and protuberant sex.

“Carl, please. Tell me you believe me.”

“I believe you,” he said and stuck two fingers inside her to make her wriggle. “Fuck me, you're looking good. So good I'm gonna fuck this right now,” and he almost tore off his jeans in his haste.

This wasn’t at all what Alice had envisaged when she learnt of the visit, but, on the other hand, she couldn’t deny that she was looking forward to having a real man inside her after all the dildos. And she knew that Carl was an impatient person, although at that moment she wasn’t quite prepared for just how impatient he could be when he suddenly thrust the whole of his erect cock into her with a single lunge.

She screamed, but Carl just cried out, “Shush sweetheart. This is going to be the best fuck you’ve ever had,” and he reached around below her to snatch a puffy teat in each hand. Alice couldn’t really move at all, but that didn’t stop him pulling her back each time he lunged forward and then waiting until her tits had stopped moving before thrusting again.

Suddenly, he dropped the tits, grabbed her waist, and began moving rapidly, thumping her hard with his pubic bone so that her breasts flipped back and forth and his testes slapped against her clit. He didn’t last long then and with a short cry, his body went rigid as he thrust deep and jetted semen into her vaginal vault. Seconds later, he relaxed and gave a long, low groan, as he sagged over her bottom to doze on her back.

“Carl,” she called out. “Carl… You're not asleep, are you?”

“Of course, I'm not; just recovering,” and he pulled his flaccid penis from her and patted a raised cheek. “You were great.”

“I didn’t do anything.”

“You were still great. I love you…”

“Come round here where I can see you.”

Carl crawled on hands and knees around Alice to sit crossed legged and happily gazing into her face. Sultry eye shadow and glossy pink lips looked up at him, but there was concern behind the carefully shaded eyes.

“Carl, I need you to understand that I really didn’t do any of those things. I can't explain what happened because I don’t know, but I'm not a drug dealer nor a thief. I'm not a whore either despite what that video showed, at least I don’t think I am. That evening, I remember going to the nightclub with Chloe to meet Suzy and the other girls. You probably don’t know Chloe because she was never my friend in school, but I did know her and now she and Suzy have become friends, so I decided I should make an effort to be friends with her too. Anyway, Suzy told Chloe where I was staying and she came to collect me before the party and told me I should be wearing my party clothes instead of that little black dress I took with me. I wasn’t sure. I do like that dress, it’s one of my favourites, but in the end I thought she was probably right because it was a bachelorette party after all and so I wore those clothes that I used for that police entrapment exercise. You know, the ones that you liked. Well, we both went to meet the others at the night club and they all seemed very nice, but I didn’t know any of them; except Suzy, of course. She was there. Everyone was drinking quite a lot, although I think I only had three or four then, but Suzy became very drunk; so drunk that someone took her back to the hotel. I wanted to go too, but Chloe bought me another drink instead. Things got a bit hazy after that. I remember watching lights going past a window, so I must have been in a taxi and then I was in this other club and, well, I still can't believe what I was actually doing there. It’s just not me. You know it’s not me don’t you. If it wasn’t for that video that the police officer took with his body cam I would never believe it. I… I was with that other man who I didn’t know and I wasn’t wearing any panties. Someone must have taken them off me because I wouldn’t have done that myself. You do believe me, don’t you, Carl? Carl…”

Carl was still sitting gazing down at her with a silly grin on his face.

“Oh baby… You're so beautiful… Give me a blow job and then I'm going to fuck you in the arse.”


Chapter 15

A Second Trainer

Carl left shortly after his third orgasm. He said men weren’t designed for multiple orgasms and he needed rest to recover. Alice, for her part, didn’t actually manage a climax, but was sporting red patches on her bottom where Carl had got a little carried away during his final incursion into her person. Then he’d gone, leaving her to air so he’d said, and it was half an hour before Dorothy reappeared to release her.

“Well…” said Dorothy. “Your first conjugal visit.”

“It was nice seeing Carl again after all those weeks. He hasn’t changed much.”

“And how did you get on, dearie? Did you enjoy yourself?”

“You know very well what happened; you were watching with the cameras.”

“Well, yes, that’s true, but I’d still like to know what you thought about the visit. I expect it felt good to be with a man again.”

Dorothy moved behind Alice to start systematically unlocking the bands holding her legs to the frame, but was distracted by red hand prints. “I see Carl tried a little extra stimuli here.”

“He does that.”

“Some men like that; some women too. In fact, I can tell you weren’t exactly averse to his toying because your labia and clitoris are still engorged. Would you like me to rub some of that calming balm on you? It’ll take the heat out of your cheeks and help prevent any bruising where he was pumping you.”

Dorothy didn’t wait for an answer, but collected the medication from the anti-room. Alice was still silent on the matter and unsure whether Dorothy’s ministrations were a good idea or not. Dorothy, on the other hand, had no such reservation and dipped her fingers into the tub to scoop out a good handful and rubbed it liberally over Alice’s genitalia.

“Do you still love him?” she asked.

“Uh… Yes… Ohhh… Yes, I do. Oh God…”

Dorothy was being fastidious in the application of the gel and began pressing her fingers into the mouth of Alice’s vaginal tunnel. “He still loves you, you know. I know this for a fact because when I asked him whether he’d like you to live at home again, he was very keen.”

“Ohhh…”

“I asked him whether he was bothered by your profession and the fact that you would have just been serviced by several men and he said it didn’t matter to him at all. Isn't that nice of him?”

“Oh God…”

“You're very swollen here, dearie,” she said while wiping her fingers through Alice’s vaginal cleft. “Particularly your clit, but don’t worry about it; it’s not bruised, just excited.”

Alice was becoming very animated by this stage and was wriggling wildly, although she wouldn’t have been able to say whether it was to inhibit the intrusion or encourage it.

“I explained to him that there would be rules… You’d have to stay in the house when you weren’t working and it would fall to him to look after you.”

Alice was beyond comprehension by that point, beyond everything but the successful conclusion of her orgasm. Within moments, she was trembling and babbling incoherently while the chain link beneath her belly was snapping taut as she tried to withdraw her sex back between her thighs.

“There we are, dearie. Let it all out; you'll feel much better for it.”

After an interval during which Alice was thrashing about frantically but ineffectually, Dorothy stopped her genital manipulations and instead moved up to gently caressing the globes of her red cheeks. Alice calmed, drooping her head and breathing shallowly while her heart quietened.

“Men are fun, but sometimes they fail in one of their prime responsibilities.” It was plain that Dorothy was compensating for Carl’s failed delivery. “It can be the same in the brothel. People assume that the sex workers are having constant orgasms, but that’s just not true. Your job is to provide that service for your clients. That doesn’t mean you don’t enjoy the experience even without the orgasm and, of course, every so often, perhaps two of three times a day, you meet a cute one and you get the full diorama happening. But on the whole, it’s just a job like any other and can get a bit boring.”

“I don’t think I could ever find it boring,” muttered Alice under her breath. Then a hazy memory surfaced and she asked, “Did you just tell me that Carl would like me to come home?”

“He said that.”

“Even though I’d be working in a brothel?”

“He said it didn’t matter. He must love you very much.”

“I think he does. I love him too.”

“And do you normally climax with Carl?”

“Oh…” she answered with her mind working overtime to process the reasons for this new line of questioning. “I do. Nearly always.” There was a pause and she added, “I like to be on top; orgasms are a lot more difficult when you can't move. Can't you arrange for me to have more freedom for his next visit?”

“I don’t think they’ll be a second conjugal visit, dearie. We only did this one to see if Carl loved you enough to allow you to live at home.”

Alice was shocked into silence while she considered the consequence of not seeing Carl again; of not having a man again for the next eight years. The thought was almost too much for her to assimilate.

“If you’d like, I could see whether Eddie would help you out or even Ernest, he’s very good at it, you know. I don’t think you'd be disappointed with either of them.”

Dorothy’s words filtered slowly through the grey mist and into her head. She was being offered full sex sessions with the two new men in her life and rather than feeling scandalised, she found herself seriously considering the benefits. She turned her head to try to see Dorothy still kneeling behind her. “Would I need to be locked into this frame thing again?”

“Not necessarily. Both these gentlemen can be classed as professional custody officers and, as such, we could relax the conditions a little. You think about it and let me know and I’ll ask them if they’ll oblige.”

✽ ✽ ✽

That evening, after the film when everything was quiet and her only sensory input was from the probes and the suckers, she thought of Carl, of the loving things he’d said to her and the different ways he’d filled her. It had felt so good to feel a man inside her sex, but the other places were good too. Would it feel the same with someone else?

Both Ernest and Eddie were strong men who, she felt, could be relied upon to do what was needed. Ernest was quite a bit older, of course, but if he had the vitality to perform, what did that matter and in many ways he was the more approachable. He had a quirky sense of humour and she liked him. Eddie was more of a serious dominant and that appealed too, but in a different way. Perhaps more importantly, when it came to Eddie, she already had first-hand knowledge of his physical attributes. She’d had his cock in her mouth several times and knew exactly how large it was, and that knowledge had often prompted her to wonder what it would feel like elsewhere. Dorothy was now offering her the chance to find out.

Alice did not mention her thoughts to Dorothy the next morning and the day progressed as expected right up until the time that Eddie lifted her from the bicycle machine and deposited her on the floor before her chair. She smiled at him and sat, wriggling seductively to position the tip of the dildo in the right place. Eddie had peered down at her grinning face, told her to stay put, and left, locking the cage door behind him.

She was confused. Had she said something wrong? Did he not want her anymore or had her extracurricular activities been curtailed? The various possibilities cycled through her head as she waited staring hard at the entrance door that remained resolutely shut.

Half-an-hour passed before anything happened and then Ernest entered the anti-room.

“Hello, sweetie. Eddie tells me you’ve had a good workout on the machine and you're just resting, recovering your strength. More than twenty-four miles today; that’s pretty good considering the awkward way you're obliged to ride.”

He opened the cage and squatted on his haunches before her to stroke the hair back that was sticking to her forehead. “Perhaps we ought to get you a cycle helmet and a fan to make the ride more realistic.”

“I’d like that,” she said prolonging the joke. “Have you come so that I can suck you?”

“Would you like that?”

A hesitation and then, “I think I would.”

Ernest smiled, touched her cheek, and then stood to unfasten his jeans. He was every bit as large as Eddie and, just like Eddie, he was uncircumcised. He rolled his foreskin back and Alice stared at it bobbing before her mouth. Then she looked up at his face and smiled.

“Eddie finds it easier to hold it still for me because I can't hold it myself.”

“Just as madam wishes,” he murmured and gripped the shaft for her. Alice bent forward to engulf the head and started purring as her head nodded to slide the organ deeper into her mouth and Ernest began entwining his fingers loosely in her hair. It didn’t take her very long to realise that she may have misjudged Ernest when his hands closed about the sides of her head, initially to guide her, but then to drive her forward and press his cock deep into her throat. She coughed, but he just started to move her faster and deeper until there wasn’t time to suck but just to press him against the roof of her mouth as he slid back and forth over her tongue.

Suddenly, he held her head tightly but perfectly still. His glans were on her tongue and now she had the opportunity, she sucked on him hard. Ernest gave a loud grunting noise as he spasmed in her mouth, filling her cheeks with his seed, and when she sucked again, he pushed her head away so that his semen jetted into her open mouth during his second burst, and over her cheek for the third.

“Good girl,” he murmured and pushed his still hard penis back into her mouth so that she could clean him.


Chapter 16

A Request Denied

From that day on, Eddie and Ernest took it in turns to allow Alice the experience of sucking on a real organic human every afternoon. Alice couldn’t decide who she liked best, which is just as well because favouritism seldom works well in such circumstances. It didn’t take her long to decide that either of the men would make an admirable partner for full-on sex and she told Dorothy.

The following day passed in high excitement; a real man again. Who would it be? Both of them? Who first. How would they take her? Would she be able to touch them or would she just be left as the passive partner? The recipient of their amorous efforts but incapable of active reciprocation. Dorothy had intimated that neither man would leave her hanging on the edge of an orgasm.

This was going to be a guaranteed path to complete satisfaction and she could barely control her eagerness, but control herself she must. She mustn’t show her willingness too openly nor her impatience in case they think she’s ready for the brothel. Instead, she resisted the temptation to mention it to Eddie while she was on the bicycle or Ernest afterwards when it was his turn to receive her attention from the chair.

Dorothy arrived outside the bars at six that evening to free her hands for the evening meal and, deliberately it seemed to Alice, also avoided the subject. At six-thirty when she returned with the meal, Alice could control herself no more and blurted out the question: “Who’s going to be my partner?”

“Ah…” said Dorothy. “I'm afraid I have bad news for you. I'm afraid both men have declined your invitation.”

“What? Neither of them wants to couple with me?”

Dorothy shrugged her shoulders. “They have both decided that it wouldn’t be best for you. They think it would unsettle you and maybe draw you into a one-sided relationship that wouldn’t be good for anyone.”

“But I thought you wanted me to start having sex with men.”

“Yes, but not just with the same two men. That would be a sure-fire way to develop an infatuation that would be counter-productive. Of course, Carl is your husband and you're allowed to become infatuated with him, but to become a sex worker in a brothel a girl should establish a light attraction for all men equally. You’ll find they all have their particular charms and idiosyncrasies, the sort of things that will be a continual delight to you. You’ll never know what to expect next: a tickle here, a suck there, the unexpected intrusion that will bring tears to your eyes and nudge your brain onto a completely different tack. It’s a never-ending merry-go-round of different joys and emotions.”

“So it’s not going to happen again?” Alice had to look away so Dorothy didn’t see the tears developing in her eyes.

“Not here, sweetie…” said Dorothy softly. “But I do have some good news for you. Some friends want to come and see you.”

“Not Bekki and Charlene again?”

“No, that wasn’t their names. Just let me think. Oh yes… Suzy, Natalie, and Rosie. They said they were old college friends of yours.”

“They are. Suzy was my best friend. Oh… Are they going to see me fixed to that cradle in the dungeon?”

“Well, that is the visitor reception area.”

“No, I can't let them see me like that. Please don’t make me. It would destroy all our memories. They're school friends. They have nothing to do with the justice system so they wouldn’t say anything about my living conditions to the authorities.”

“Well, when you put it like that, perhaps we could make an exception this one time and allow them into this area if you promise not to touch them through the bars. I suppose we could even forego the head frame and oral plug.”

“Oh, I promise, really I do…”

“I’ll let them know,” said Dorothy with a sympathetic smile.

✽ ✽ ✽

The visit was arranged for Saturday afternoon, two days’ time, and went some way to restoring Alice’s naturally optimistic outlook. The day arrived and Dorothy brought in Alice’s meal at one, posted it through the access port, and released her hands.

“Suzy’s always been my best friend ever since we were at junior high together. She had a horse and she used to let me ride it sometimes. I remember once she borrowed a second horse for me to ride and we went for a picnic to a lake. It was a beautiful day. So sunny with wild flowers all over the hillsides. We used to lie down in the meadows to just watch the clouds and talk about what we wanted to be when we grew up. I always told her I was going to be a nurse and she wanted to be vet so she could look after horses. She never became a vet; went to business school and is now in marketing. I, of course, joined the police force, but I'm not sorry. I don’t think I would have made a very good nurse. I don’t know Natalie or Rosie so well; I met them at college, but they're nice girls. Natalie got married three years ago to a churchman and has two children now. Rosie isn’t married but has been living with the same boy for years. I think he’s some sort of aeroplane mechanic.”

All the time she was talking, she was picking at a battered fish cake and chips while Dorothy just stood in silence listening.

“Of course, Suzy’s married now. It was her bachelorette party I attended in Wichita Falls when I got into trouble. I wish she hadn’t got so drunk and left me on my own. This would never have happened then… I’ve never met her new husband,” she added wistfully.

“You're an only child, aren’t you? Seems like you had a happy childhood.”

“Oh, I loved it and, yes, I am an only child. Things began to go wrong after I went away to college. My parents got divorced and I don’t know where my mum is now. My father lives in Oklahoma and I wrote to him before the trial, but he’s not replied to my letter.”

“Perhaps you ought to write to him again.”

“I don’t know that that would do any good. He’s very religious and I don’t imagine he’d look kindly on his daughter being convicted of illegal prostitution. He might even have seen that video the policeman took because they told me it had been posted on the internet by someone.”

“Let me take your plate… Your friends said they'd be here before two. I hope you enjoy yourself, but remember what I said about touching through the bars.”

Dorothy left and Alice mooched about the cage for a while and then settled back on her bed with a book to await her friends’ arrival. At ten minutes to two, she heard a vehicle pull into the yard and her excitement built.

✽ ✽ ✽

“Come in,” said Dorothy and bustled down the passage to the office with the three women following. They were all of similar age as Alice and all three had turned out in smart clothes as if they were going to a garden party.

Suzy, the tallest of the three, led the trio with confident strides taken in stiletto heels and a light summer frock that showed off her long legs. She was wearing sunglasses that she hadn’t bothered to remove and had recently visited the hairdresser so that her fair hair fell over her shoulders in perfectly coiffured lazy waves.

Behind her, Natalie wore a longer, dark, pencil skirt and blouse that matched her long, dark hair, and, although she’d tried hard with her makeup, the sleepless nights caused by the presence of a young child showed clearly on her face. Her figure, too, had also been recently compromised: ample breasts suggested she was breast feeding and she’d still need to shed some weight to fit comfortably into her skirt.

The last of the three, Rosie, was an artist and it showed. Her hair was short, predominantly fair but streaked with pink, and she had on matching pink-tinted glasses with huge lenses. Despite that, her choice of garments for the day was surprisingly conservative as if she didn’t want to antagonise the Dallas judicial system with outrageous clothes. A long-sleeved, loose-fitting, cream-coloured shirt was worn over a short, checked skirt and open-toed sandals with the ubiquitous heels.

All three of them had shoulder bags.

“My name is Dorothy,” said Dorothy offering an award-winning smile. “And this gentleman is my husband, Ernest.” Ernest looked up from his newspaper and nodded at the young women. Dorothy, too, had chosen more conservative clothes for the day, but Ernest just wore a green t-shirt and his blue jeans.

“Alice is expecting you and I know she’s excited to see you. She’s just down the passage and we’ll go down there in a moment, but first there are some security issues we need to address. I regret you’ll have to leave your bags and cell phones here in the office; Alice is in a special restricted area and we can't have anyone taking any photographs or making any calls. And on that vein, we’d appreciate it if you didn’t discuss her living conditions with anyone outside of this facility; it could result in changes to her confinement that she wouldn’t like.”

“I rather anticipated your no-phones rule and I have brought some paper photographs with me,” said Suzy. “I hope they’ll be alright to show her. She’s never met my new husband.”

Dorothy smiled warmly. “That’ll be alright, dearie. I’m sure she’ll like that. The other thing I have to do is to search you all. Alice is considered a high security prisoner, you see, and we can't take any risks. So, who’s first?”

Suzy looked at the other two and stepped forward. “Do me,” she said holding her arms out at right angles. Dorothy stepped behind her and run her hands down her back and over the curve of her bottom. Then she did the same with her sides starting under her armpits. Finally, still standing behind her back, she stroked down her chest starting at her neck and following closely the curves of her breasts to the extent that she pressed cupped hands around each to ensure there were no untoward lumps. Then she moved around in front, stared briefly into Suzy’s shocked face, and then dropped down on one knee to run her hands up the inside of her thighs above the hem of her skirt.

“Those panties are too small to conceal anything,” said Suzy indignantly as Dorothy continued to delve under the short skirt.

“But what about…” and she looked at Ernest. He shook his head and she shrugged, removed her hands, and stood. “Thank you,” she said and looked at Natalie.

Natalie stood motionless whilst Dorothy conducted the same search about her upper body and then knelt. She was now faced with a tight skirt that reached the girl’s knees and it was only possible to fit a single arm up inside it.

“I'm wearing stockings,” exclaimed Natalie when Dorothy seemed to be taking an inordinate amount of time foraging about under her skirt.

“I know that, dear, but I have to check all these straps.”

The search continued for what seemed like an unnecessarily long period and ended when the girl gave a shrill shriek.

“That all seems in order. Just you to go now,” said Dorothy looking at Rosie.

“That’s alright… I left the hack saw and files in the car. But let me save you some time here…” and she lifted the hem of the loose shirt up to her neck to display a very pretty beige-coloured translucent bra, turning so that Dorothy could see her back as well. Ernest put down his paper and paid more attention. Then she dropped the shirt and lifted the hem of her skirt up above her waist to show that she was only wearing a tiny thong made from a similar material. There was no way she could conceal anything without considerable duplicity and discomfort, and Ernest had already discounted that sort of search.

“Follow me,” said Dorothy and led the way back into the passage and to the door of the cell room. There, she threw the door open wide and stood aside for the girls to enter.

“Suzy,” cried Alice when she saw her friend.

“Ali. My God, what have they done to your tits?”


Chapter 17

A Visit from Friends

The three girls stood in a row just staring at their friend. Alice stared back trying to smile with an arm held half-heartedly across her chest to give herself a modicum of modesty, but the sight of them arrayed before her was stirring memories that were now painful.

“Ali… Are you alright. You're all chained up like a convict.”

“I am a convict.”

“No… I meant more than that. Prisoners aren’t usually chained like that in their cells, are they?”

“Alice is a special case,” said Dorothy behind them. “She’s been convicted of illegal prostitution and trafficking in drugs used to compromise people’s inhibitions so she can seduce them. As she’s a prostitute, the judge has sentenced her to a total of eight years in a state brothel and, due to the seriousness of the drug related offence, he has decreed that she must be subjected to enhanced controls at all times, hence the conditions you see before you.”

“A brothel,” cried Suzy. “She’s not a prostitute.”

“So she says but the judge has determined otherwise, so prostitution is now her legally established occupation. Also, this isn’t a brothel, but it’s our job to encourage her to accept the state preferred sentence.”

“So you're always kept naked and chained up like a… like some sort of rabid animal?”

Alice nodded. It had been several weeks since the sentencing and she’d almost forgotten about the chains around her wrists and ankles. It was then that it occurred to her that it was a good thing her friends didn’t see her at night.

“It’s alright,” she said in a weak voice. “I hardly notice them now.”

“That’s as maybe,” said Dorothy. “But it’s gone two o'clock, so step up to the bars.”

“Oh, madam… Do we have to?”

Dorothy didn’t bother answering her, but just waited patiently next to the bars for Alice to comply. She stood close and Dorothy put her hands between the bars to pull the chains noisily through the belt loops and clip the slack back to her collar to leave her with her hands tight against her hips.

“I’ll leave you alone now so you can chat to your friends,” and she gave the girls another one of her smiles that proved the world is really a warm and cuddly place.

Once Dorothy had left, the girls moved closer to the bars and continued their detailed examination with Alice now unable to conceal her new chest.

“You know I didn’t do any of this, right?”

“Ali, we’ve seen the video. It’s all over the internet.”

“Well, ok, I might have done that although I can’t really remember the details, but I’m not a thief or a drug dealer; I didn’t steal the drugs from the department or try to sell them.”

“They say you weren’t selling them,” said Suzy. “On the news it said that you were drugging people so they'd have sex with you and then you could charge them exorbitant fees.”

“That doesn’t even make sense… And I wasn’t selling sex for money. I wouldn’t do that.”

“The video’s pretty clear and that fella said he was paying you for a blow job. Ali, you weren’t even wearing any panties.”

“Oh God… Why can't I remember any of this?”

“Anyway… What have they done to your tits? They're… they're… I don’t know what they are,” said Suzy lost for words.

“Are they real?” asked Rosie.

Alice nodded. “’Fraid so. It’s all me.”

“But how?” asked Suzy for the third time.

“They suck them. I sleep with suckers on me every night. The nipples and areolae are sucked as well to enlarge them.”

“My God,” exclaimed Rosie. “I'm not saying you don’t look good, just different like some sort of Roman Goddess.”

“Greek Goddess,” muttered Alice. “They told me I’m meant to look like Aphrodite.”

“Well, I have to admit, they’ve done a pretty good job. You used to have tiny ones and now… Well, I’ve never seen tits like that before.”

Alice looked down at the expanse of milky-white skin projecting from her chest with her over-sized nipples pointing out threateningly.

“Do you like them?” asked Suzy and Alice shrugged her shoulders; her tits rose as well.

“Actually, I don’t mind them. They're kinda sexy in an overblown sort of way. They're a nice shape and they're not too big; I think they told me I'm now a ‘D’ cup. They’ve made my areolae all puffy so they stick out and my nipples bigger…”

“That’s an understatement if ever there was one,” interjected Rosie; Alice ignored her.

“And that makes them more sensitive too, so that’s all good, but I do have a problem: they're not stopping. Every night, they suck them some more. I could end up with tits like, well… tits like basket balls,” she muttered remembering her dream. “And it’s all because I won’t go and work in their brothel.”

“But that’s outrageous. They can't make you do that.”

“They would say they're not making me, but they are in quite subtle ways. Oh Suzy, I think I really am turning into a whore. It’s all I ever think about nowadays. They have me wound up so tight that I feel I can't live without a man and the only way that’s going to happen is if I join their brothel.”

“Well, how’s that going to work then?” It was Natalie now asking the questions. “Are they saying that if you become a prostitute and work for the state, then they’ll release you from here and you can live at home?”

“Well, actually they are. Carl was here the other day and he said that if I work for the brothel here in Dallas, then he’d let me live at home with him. They'd even pay me a wage.”

“Wow,” said Suzy. “Live at home with Carl or stay naked and chained up here and grow bigger tits, and all you have to do to go home is fuck different men all day. I can see that’s quite a difficult decision.”

“There’s no need for sarcasm,” said Alice. “I'm not a whore. I know I’m not. I’m a police officer and my job was to catch illegal sex workers. How can I suddenly change that much?”

“Well, I know if I was in your shoes, I’d be sorely tempted,” said Rosie. “You get out of jail and it’ll be like free money that you don’t even have to work for.”

“Rosie…” cried Natalie. “Don’t say that.”

“Well, what do you think she ought to do?”

“Not whoring. It’s against all Christian teaching.”

“Actually, it’s not,” said Alice. “I've been reading up on it and although the Bible does come down hard on prostitution in some places, in others it says that prostitutes can be good people. There are still some who believe that Mary Magdalene was a prostitute who later married Jesus. More to the point, the Bible supports the keeping of sex slaves, which is more akin to what I would actually be because it would be my court sentence, not my choice.” She stopped and thought for a few moments. “I suppose I would be a willing participant inasmuch as I could choose not to do it and stay here. Anyway, in several places the Bible tells sex slaves and concubines that they have no choice but to obey their masters in everything they do or else they can be whipped. Jesus himself actually says this, recommending that disobedient slaves should be beaten in Luke 12:47 or even killed in Matthew 24:51. Now if that’s not a Christian endorsement for doing what you're told, I don’t know what is. Anyway, this isn’t some backstreet hovel they're telling me I have to work in; it’s a proper, state-run establishment where all the clients are vetted, it has regular health checks, and there are guards to ensure I’ll be safe. It’s even supported by the different church groups.”

“I read a book once about the Greek city of Corinth, where Aphrodite, the goddess of love, was born,” said Rosie. “The city had several church run brothels and the temple of Aphrodite once kept more than a thousand prostitutes who would donate part of their earnings to the temple.”

Natalie was unimpressed. “That’s very interesting, but hardly relevant to modern-day Dallas.”

“But that’s exactly what the state is doing by encouraging these girls to work in the state brothels.”

“Girls, please don’t fight; you're not helping me.”

“Ali…” said Suzy quietly. “What’s this?”

Suzy was standing next to the bars and examining the semen dispensing phallus and its equally impressive partner attached to the base of a chair. Alice didn’t know how to answer her.

“I know what it is,” said Rosie. “She sits on the cock on the chair and sucks the cock on the bars.”

“It’s a rhetorical question, Rosie. We can all see what it is. What I want to know now is what’s in this bottle that’s attached to the back of this cock?”

“It’s a salt solution; a sort of saline cream. They don’t have salt in the food here and I began to get a craving; that’s now the only way for me to get it.”

“It all sounds very unlikely to me and what about the dick on the chair? Is that a vital medicinal feature too?” Behind Suzy, Rosie giggled, but Natalie just stood silently staring with her mouth open.

“I… Oh God… You don’t know what it’s like here. Look at me. They give me these tits and keep me naked, but locked me up so tight I can’t even touch myself. Instead, I clank around all day with chains around my ankles and across my chest, feeling vulnerable and helpless, and thinking of what men would like to do to me. And then they give me that,” she said nodding at the chair.

“There’s another one over here,” said Rosie looking at the bicycle exerciser.

“That’s just so I don’t fall off.”

“Really,” said Suzy.

“They're teasing me; that’s what it’s all about. It keeps me thinking about sex, but it’s not the same. It’s not like being with a real man even if I can sometimes get off on them. They want me in the brothel so I earn money for the state instead of them having to support me in here. It’s all about money…”

“Money and sex,” said Suzy. “Don’t forget about the sex. That’s what got you in here.”

“How can I forget about the sex? It’s alright for you three dressed up in your Sunday best while I'm in here chained up and naked thinking about what you're all doing with your men every night. Can you even imagine what that feels like?”

“I know what Mike feels like,” says Suzy with a wicked grin.

“Suzy, don’t tease the poor girl anymore; can't you see she’s had enough?” chided Rosie. “Mike’s her new husband as if you couldn’t guess. She’s brought a load of photographs of their honeymoon with her to show you.”

“Oh yes. Come and look at these,” and Suzy pulled the pictures from her pocket and held them up one after another at the bars. Alice gazed first at the wedding photos: a steady stream of happy faces; Suzy in white next to a handsome man in a light-blue suit, both grinning inanely at the camera, throwing flowers, dancing, cutting a cake; Suzy seductively lifting her skirts to show a blue garter. The final wedding picture was a candid shot of her back in the hotel bedroom. She was partly dressed in just a satin bustier, fair hair reaching the cross lacing of the corset, white stockings held up by ribbons from a lace garter belt, a tiny lace thong almost invisible between her cheeks, and the same stilettos she was now wearing to see Alice. Suzy was glowing as she looked at the photo, no doubt remembering what happened next.

“These are all taken in the Keys where we spent the next week,” she said turning over a series of beach pictures showing Suzy and Mike swimming or sunning themselves, successive photos showing them gradually changing colour as the days passed.

They chatted amiably for the next thirty minutes, Alice almost forgetting the differences between them, and then the outer door opened and Eddie walked in. Alice immediately realised the consequences and a look of horror crossed her face. Her three visitors just stepped back and stared.

“Afternoon, ladies,” exclaimed Eddie as he unlocked Alice’s cage and stepped inside.

“Um… This is Eddie. He’s my, um, personal trainer.”

Neither Eddie nor the girls made any comment.

“Please, Eddie, can't we do this later once my guests have gone.”

“Your guests are nothing to do with me. I'm here just to make sure you do your exercise,” and he approached Alice, first to remove her ankle chain, and then to lift her onto the machine.

“No. Stop, stop, stop…”

He placed her back on the floor again and glared at her face.

“I haven’t applied any lube,” she mumbled.

“Well, you best do it quickly, and do the other one while you're about it.”

Her three friends looked on open-mouthed as Alice dipped the fingers of her right hand into a tub of gel that was on the desk and then moved to the exercise machine to wipe the gel up and down the smooth contours of the saddle post, leaving a big blob on its tip. Then, with a guilty glance at the girls, she returned to the tub, scooped out another handful, and spent some time kneeling before the chair to coat the much larger phallus, her wrist still attached to the belt and her hand moving up and down from her hip and causing her new breasts to bob in sympathy.

“Good girl,” said Eddie in a patronising tone. “Now come here.”

Another glance at her friends, none of whom had moved even an inch, and then back to stand before Eddie. With a gasp and a shriek from Alice, he picked her off her feet and deposited her onto the now slippery saddle post and she hooked her toes into the pedal clips to regain stability and so that the straps could be tensioned.

“Twenty-five miles,” said Eddie, pressed a button on the control panel, and, with half an eye on her friends, she began pedalling. Eddie removed his leather belt.

As she pedalled ever faster, so Eddie began reading the speed gauge: “Twenty-two… Twenty-three…” A pause and then he slapped the belt fast across both cheeks of her arse. She gasped, as did all three of her friends, and she began pressing harder on the pedals, rising on the post with the effort of every push before sliding back with a soft intake of breath, and with every push, so her tits nodded first to one side and then the other.

“I think it’s time you ladies left Alice in peace to complete her exercise,” said Dorothy quietly from the doorway.

Suzy turned to look at her, but then turned back to stare at Alice who was beginning to squirm on the post with the effort.

“We were hoping to see her sit in the chair afterwards,” said Rosie, but Dorothy just gave her one of her sickly-sweet smiles.

They filed out through the door followed by Dorothy, Suzy waggling her fingers discretely at her waist in farewell. Alice stared at the doorway for a long time after they'd left, but then Eddie struck her again with the belt and she dipped her head with the effort and pressed on.


Chapter 18

The Policeman

For days after their visit, Alice was fearful she’d lost her friends. What would Suzy really think about having a prostitute for a best friend? And Natalie with her minister husband… she’d been very quiet for most of their visit and had looked appalled at the chair and the two dildos. What did she really think? Would Alice ever see them again?

Rosie had been the most liberal minded of the three, but had treated much of what she’d seen as some sort of joke; a source of amusement at Alice’s expense.

In any event, Alice now felt uncomfortably exposed. It didn’t matter so much when the people were strangers, but how can she remain friends with someone who has seen so much of her dark side? Seen the phallus that she chooses to seat herself on and the semen dispensing cock that she elects to suck. Hell… they'd even seen Eddie lift her up and plonk her on the saddle post of the exercise bicycle and watched as she squirmed and bobbed her way into her exercise routine. And now here she was sitting on her bunk in chains, gazing forlornly at the chair and feeling lonely and miserable.

As if her guardian angel had taken it upon himself to answer her prayers, Dorothy chose that moment to enter the outer door with news of yet another visitor.

“It’s a policeman. He wants to talk to you, but he says it’s not an official visit, so you don’t have to see him. In fact, it may be best if you didn’t; he might indirectly be checking up on us and if you say the wrong thing, you may find yourself very much more uncomfortable.”

“What’s his name?”

“Blake.”

“Oh! I know him. He’s the one who fitted these chains,” and she shook her shoulders so that the links rattled. “Can I see him here in the cell?”

Dorothy laughed. “A policeman who may want to check up on your living conditions and you want to show him your cell. Sometimes I wonder about you… It'll be in the visitor’s room and you’ll be in the security stand. I’m not having you bending the rules any further. So, yes or no?”

Alice considered the implications of meeting him again and under those conditions. Sod it… How could she not meet him? “Yes please, madam.”

It was late the following afternoon that Alice found herself standing in the cradle with the plug in her arse and unable to close her thighs. She’d been there for forty minutes and with each passing minutes, her excitement grew and her sex became wetter. At last, she heard the door open and rotated her head beneath the ceiling suspension links to see Dorothy lead Detective Blake into the small room.

“Here’s the key to her pacifier in case you want her to speak. Replace it afterwards, please, and try not to injure her,” and Dorothy left the two of them alone. She peered silently at him. He’d not changed at all. He was still wearing blue jeans and a t-shirt and his hair was as unkempt as last time they'd met. She, on the other hand, had changed.

“I see they’ve altered your tits,” he commented as if they'd only changed her hair style or painted her fingernails. “I did warn you.” He stared at her, but made no further chest-related comment. His eyes dropped from her chest to her sex and she moved uncomfortably, lifting a knee to try to cover herself but forgetting that her ankles were chained together. She was more than aware that the cradle was pressing against her to cause her labia to protrude and spread enough to reveal the delicate folds of her minora. It felt to her as if she was flaunting some sort of Christmas decoration. She was also conscious that her arousal fluid was beginning to become overly conspicuous; she could feel it gathering below her vagina and cooling as it evaporated. She couldn’t help it. Just being in the cradle would have done it, but being obliged to stand before such a man as Blake in that condition was almost too much for her to bear.

The memories came flooding back: his humour, unappreciated at the time; his gentle voice and the careful way he treated her; a sense of his compassion as he connected up her chains and his reluctance as he’d installed that horrible caterpillar inside her. She knew he had no choice and would have much rather have been elsewhere. She even vividly remembered her imagination working overtime when they were in such intimate proximity and the sudden urge she had to reach out and kiss him. Such a weird feeling when someone is curtailing your freedom and making life so uncomfortable.

And now here they were again and the same thoughts came tumbling back into her head.

He reached up to unlock and remove the pacifier’s padlocks and she shivered when the back of his fingers grazed her cheek.

“How are you?” he asked in a quiet voice.

“I've been better.”

“Your custodian tells me you're still considering joining the Dallas state brothel.”

She nodded. “Still considering, although it’s beginning to look inevitable; I can’t stay here for eight years.”

“I had a visit from a friend of yours the other day; Suzy. She said she was the bride whose bachelorette party was the cause of all this. She was referred to me because she said she had new information about your case.”

“Really…” exclaimed Alice excitedly.

Blake smiled benignly. “I'm afraid in actuality she hadn’t. She said she’d been here to see you and couldn’t believe you were capable of the crimes for which you were committed. She also said that although she couldn’t remember anything much about that night, the friends she was with told her that they'd left you with two other girls: Sofia and Chloe.”

“I remembered that. I think we had another drink in the nightclub, but couldn’t say what happened after that until the policemen arrived.”

“Well, I'm afraid believing in your innocence does not amount to new evidence and we already knew about Sofia and Chloe. They were interviewed and said they left you in the nightclub. You were apparently talking to some men, so they took themselves off to another club and didn’t see you again after that.”

“And yet here you are.”

“Officially, this case is closed. The evidence presented was sufficient to convince a jury of your guilt and nothing has changed since. This meeting is unofficial. Just consider it a friendly gesture to an ex-fellow police officer to make sure you're in good health.”

“Well, I am as you see. My physical health has never been better. I'm exercised twice a day and, just like an infant, I get twelve hours in bed every night, although sleeping is often a challenge.”

“You do look healthy enough.”

“You mean I look ‘fit’? Big tits and a vulva that’s presented like a feast to the hungry.”

Blake turned away and she immediately regretted her outburst.

“I'm sorry. I didn’t mean it. It’s this place. It’s got to me and now all I think about is having a man.” Now Alice turned her head away and dropped her voice so that it was barely audible. “And you're a man… Every day I sit on a rubber phallus and drink animal semen from a second rubber cock; I'm exercised on a static bicycle that has been specially adapted so I can't possibly slide off the saddle, and all night I get my tits and clit sucked to enhance their appearance and sensitivity. I doubt I could even function as a normal person anymore. And now here you are, standing in front of me like a chocolate treat when I'm starving and I can't even reach out and touch you.”

“Alice. Really you have my deepest sympathy, but there’s nothing I can do.”

“You could step nearer. I’ve been tormented by sexual imagery since I arrived here, but there’s been no affection to balance the account. I feel I'm going mad.”

“I don’t think that would help.”

“It might. It might help to remind me that the world is more than just raw sex.”

For a long moment, Blake hesitated, but then stepped close and put his hands on her shoulders.

“Oh God…” she murmured. She’d have liked to bury her head in the crook of his neck, but with the head frame clipped to the ceiling, she could barely move her head. Blake sensed her distress and moved closer still, sliding his hands behind her back and resting his cheek against hers. He could feel her fingertips reaching out to touch his waist and her hard nipples pressing against his chest, and he could feel her tears wet on his face.

“What can I do?” she murmured close to his ear and he looked at her face. She didn’t hesitate, but rotated her head towards him and kissed him on the lips.

Blake eased his hold and whispered, “I think I should go.”

“Please… Touch me.”

He smiled an ashen smile and repeated, “I should go,” drawing away beyond her reach.

“No, please, don’t go.”

“I must. I thought just seeing you again would help both of us, but I was wrong; I can't do this.” Then he remembered he’d promised Dorothy he’d replace her oral plug and lifted it to her face. “Please,” he said. “You must.”

With more tears, she opened her mouth and he slipped the silicone rubber plug between her teeth and locked it both sides with the two small padlocks. Alice now stared back impotent and incapable with teary eyes and lips now spread around the mass of the oral plug. He turned away and she made one last urgent mewing sound and rocked her shoulders as if offering herself to him, but he left her with nothing but the closed door.


Chapter 19

The Red Club

The next couple of days were hard for Alice, but to her considerable relief, Dorothy didn’t change the suction cones that were used every night. She’d already filled the latest size, the ‘D’ cups, some days before, but now the suction just pressed her against the cups inner profile to consolidate the flesh. Over a period of several days, her breasts became firmer and the effect was to create breast forms that looked like shallow, rolling peaks when she lay on her back and when she was upright, bulbous cones that sagged slightly from their base to give the impression of weight, but otherwise projected proudly. Her dark areolae sat at their pointy tips as swollen, puffy discs with the equally dark teats the size of small corks pointing at divergent angles from their centres.

When she wasn’t thinking about Blake, she thought a lot about the conversation she had with Suzy, Natalie, and Rosie. It seemed that by far the obvious choice would be to join the brothel, but there was still something inside her that couldn’t quite face admitting that she was, indeed, a whore. She’d replayed the arguments so many times in her head that she could almost repeat them word-for-word.

The advantages: one, it’s just an eight-hour-a-day job like any other and safer than many; two, it would enable her to live a normal life at home with Carl; three, she would be able to have sex with real men – was that actually number one? – four, she wouldn’t be kept naked and chained in a one-room prison for eight years; five, no more suckers, forced orgasms, or modified body parts. She could go on adding ever less important advantages ad nauseam like proper food, an adult bed time, no forced exercise, proper showers, being able to choose her own television programs.

She was struggling more with the disadvantages. Chief among them by a long way was the question: “What would people think of her? What would Carl really think of having a whore for a wife? Would her friends still want to associate with her? What would Blake think of her? She’d have to admit to herself that she was a prostitute and that would undoubtedly change the way she interacted with people. She’d already accepted that she was no longer a police officer; that part of her life was over, but, if she resisted the brothel, at least she claim innocence even if her judicial record showed otherwise.

And then there was the fact that she would have to forego all modesty and give herself one hundred percent to her job. Decency… that was the word; she would become perpetually indecent in her own head, even if it was not always obvious to those around her.

These were weighty arguments indeed, but slowly it became blindingly obvious to her on which side of the argument lay the weight of logic. The thought of spending the next eight years in this one room being subjected to the same indignities and torments day after day was appalling and left her no alternative but to speak to Dorothy.

The very next evening after Dorothy had eased her restraints for supper, she broached the subject.

“I was wondering, madam, whether it would be possible to, er, actually visit a brothel to see how it works. Just a visit you understand… I don’t want to actually work there.”

“Just a visit… I’ll have a word with the authorities. They may be able to lay on something. You leave it with me, dearie, and I’ll do my best.”

Two days later, Alice had her answer: “It’s good news. You’ll be able to observe for a day next Monday during the day shift from nine until six. We’ll use your usual restraints and, to keep you secure and show everyone that you're not on the staff and you're off-limits to clients, we’ll use a security stand; I think we have a portable one somewhere.”

“A security stand…” murmured Alice trying to hide the dismay in her voice. “I was hoping I could just sit with the sex workers while they're waiting for clients and talk to them.”

“That won’t be possible, I’m afraid. While you're still our responsibility, we are obliged to maintain a certain level of security. It’ll be different when you're working at the place. Anyway, the important thing is to watch them and you'll see how happy they are. I think you'll learn a lot that way.”

“But I will be in the room where they're just waiting for their clients, won’t I?”

“Oh yes. They’ll all be in there with you.”

“But trapped in the security stand.”

“I'm afraid that unavoidable. We have no choice in the matter.”

She sank back on her bed deep in thought and allowed her mind to wander through the opportunities that lay ahead. She pictured a plush sitting room with settees around the walls and the girls lounging about drinking cups of coffee and smoking. She was there too, trapped in the hated security stand, but positioned discretely against the wall next to a settee. The girls are understanding. They know all about Alice’s special security arrangements because they'd seen it all before.

They'd spent most of the morning chatting with her, describing some of the clients and the things they ask the girls to do, the working conditions, the horrible biscuits the supervisor supplied in the afternoon and how they have to send out for cream cakes instead.

She smiled to herself. Perhaps that last thought was a leap too far and she back-tracked to where the girl was describing the biscuits. A matronly figure enters, approaches the pretty girl dressed like a cheerleader who’s sitting next to Alice, and says, “Cherry, there’s one just arrived for you. He’s one of your favourites and I know he’s always a big tipper.” The girl rises, smiles at Alice and before she leaves, tells Alice she’ll give her a blow-by-blow account afterwards. Alice watches the girl stride coquettishly from the room and wishes it was her going to meet the man.

✽ ✽ ✽

The big day arrived, Alice showered, and Dorothy provided an early breakfast.

“Step up to the bars, dear,” and she clips Alice’s hands in place before unlocking the cage door and entering. “The place we’re going to visit is called the ‘Red Club’ and we can leave straight away; Ernest will drive us in our pick-up, but first you need some shoes,” and she provided Alice with her original stilettos, “And this…” and she holds out the pacifier frame.

“Oh!” exclaims Alice, but that’s all because now Dorothy had pushed the oral plug into her mouth and was busy fastening the straps behind her head. Of course, she should have expected it. She was always initially gagged when she met people or was transported; it was part of the ritual. She relaxed and allowed Dorothy to clip a leash to her collar, and they walked together along the passage to the yard where Ernest was waiting with the crew-cab. Dorothy directed her to a back seat, buckled up the belt, and pulled a blindfold over her eyes.

It wasn’t a long journey, just ten minutes, but she wouldn’t have been able to describe the route nor the appearance of the state brothel once they'd arrived. She was led blindly from the vehicle and into the building where Dorothy greeted another female whom Alice assumed was the brothel keeper. “Good morning, Masie. Lovely sunny day today.”

“Hi ya Dorothy. Too sunny… When the weather’s like this, a lot of the men find other things to do instead of coming here. Well, such is life. Hopefully it will rain tomorrow.”

“This is Dallas,” said Dorothy and they both laughed.

“And this, of course, must be Alice. Welcome to the Red Club. I’m so pleased you’ve decided to pay us a call. This way; mind the step. They're just through here.”

Another passage, left through a doorway, five steps and right into what sounded like a much larger space.

“Ah…” cried another voice: a much younger sounding woman. “It’s our wayward police officer come to inspect us.”

Alice tried unsuccessfully to speak, but only managed a nasal hum.

“Holy crap!” said another voice and then others joined in.

“She must have been well stacked before they started messing with ‘er.”

“I was told the system works better if she starts off small; seems her tits can be mounded better that way.”

“You just wait here, dearie, while Ernest brings the stand from the back of the truck,” said Dorothy’s voice and Alice felt a hand on her arm. “Where would be the best place for her, Masie? Really, we need to be under something so we can hook up the top of the harness to keep her from toppling.”

“Over there’s best. There’s already a hook under the ceiling joist,” said Masie.

Nothing much happened for the next few minutes. All around her was the sound of female voices chatting, some commenting on Alice; some referring to matters of which she knew nothing. Then she heard Ernest’s voice in the passage behind her and the scraping sound of metal on stone.

Someone took hold of her arm to move her six paces forward and then she felt hands around her head and heard the snap of a connector linking to the ring at her crown.

“Head up,” said Ernest and the chain above her was pulled tight as if the aim was to stretch her. “Good… Now quarter turn to the right.”

Again the scrape of metal on stone before she suddenly felt the touch of metal between her legs and then the press of the anal plug behind her. She squealed like a piglet as the plug was pushed up into her and then, at the same moment that it popped through her sphincter muscle, the cradle was there pressing about her labia to spread her open. At the front, the metal hoop settled around her pubic mound whilst she felt the short spur at the back press between her cheeks. Once more she was held in a grip so firm and unyielding that she couldn’t even rock her hips.

“There,” said Ernest from behind her. “I've tightened the clamp so she won’t sink and now she’s all set.”

“Wow,” said another female voice. “She can't move much at all, can she?”

“She’s not supposed to,” answered Dorothy. “You have to remember she’s been quite a naughty girl and in a way that constitutes a sex crime. This is what the judge considered appropriate until she decides to join your club.”

“A sex crime…”

“She was using Easers to seduce men.”

“I've never felt the need,” said the voice.

“No, well, you don’t have to resort to that here, but Alice was using them on unsuspecting men in clubs and restaurants. She’d pick someone who she liked the look of, slip them a tab, and then take them somewhere to have sex with them. Of course, they’d have no self-control at all and it would be easy for her. Then she’d charge them for the experience, so not only was she dealing in Easers and illegally drugging people, she was engaging in unlicensed prostitution for money too. The latter crime earnt her three years here and the drug dealing, being the more serious offence, got her another five years and the chains.”

“And as much sexual torment as you could muster, no doubt,” said the voice and Alice squealed and shook her shoulders as she felt fingers suddenly probe her spread vulva. “Oh my God, you’ve got her cunt spread wide open. Our customers are going to have a field day.”

“Well, you should stop teasing the poor girl, Melanie,” said Masie. “She’s going to have enough of that once we open the doors. Where are you today?”

“My turn to be on my back in number three. Elly and Rainbow are going to be prone either side, but I don’t know what the others are doing.”

“Ok… Ten minutes, then.” Alice felt Melanie remove her hand and heard Masie call out in a loud voice, “Ten minutes, everyone. Ten minutes until I open the doors.”

Suddenly, the blindfold was whisked away and she could look around her for the first time, and what a confusing time it was. The room didn’t look at all like she’d imagined it. There were no comfortable settees or other plush fittings, no windows, no carpets, and no coffee table with coffee cups and a biscuit tin. In fact, the room looked more like a dingy hall than anything else. What there were, however, were a great many young women and they were all in various stages of undress. Some were completely nude, most were wearing shirts, but nothing below their waists, and two had on micro-skirts and t-shirts. Alice estimated that there were about twenty naked or half-dressed girls milling around, plus the two who were dressed. Then there were Dorothy, Ernest, and another mature woman in a white blouse, a black leather skirt, and knee-high boots. She presumed this was Masie.

“Ah, there you are,” said Masie with a grin. “You probably haven’t seen a brothel like this before. We've copied the Eastern European model. Their men prefer to think of their whores as sex slaves, so we’ve recreated a sort of communal sex chamber where men can pick and choose their pleasure and, if they get fed up with one girl or one idea, they can just move on to the next.”

The hall looked grey and foreboding with an overriding sense of menace, but the girls all appeared to be happy and excited at the prospect that awaited them.

“And now, girls, it really is time you all settled down,” added Masie.

The naked or part-naked girls all began filing through doors in the corners of the room and for a while Alice couldn’t understand what was happening. Then their legs started reappearing through holes in the walls, most at waist level but with three at head height. The holes were sized to allow their hips to pass, but once the girls had wriggled the lower half of their bodies through, material screens were zipped up to seal the space between the girls’ waists and the surrounding stonework. The whole scene was surreal. The only parts of the girls that remained visible were their legs and hips waving about like triffids growing out of the walls.

“They have platforms to lie on behind the walls,” explained Masie. “It gives the whole experience an air of mystery, don’t you think?”

The two girls who were dressed now began moving down the line of legs. Some, the ones who were lying on their backs, were having leather straps hanging from hooks high on the walls attached to their ankles, the straps now not only supporting their legs, but holding them spread wide open. The same sort of thing was happening to the girls who were lying on their stomachs, but for them the straps only had to prevent them from closing their legs. The high-level holes were filled by girls lying prone, so their legs went upwards and the two ‘installers’ had to use step ladders to reach their ankles.

Alice looked at the rows of legs lining both sides of the room and saw only vulvas and anuses, some with legs rising emphasising labial lips and a clit hidden in a slot, some with legs falling and having an anus predominant between rounded arse cheeks. Once installed, none of these girls had any idea who might take advantage of their vulnerable positions, and even if they had, they couldn’t move so had no way to interfere with the union. Similarly, their clients would have no idea who they were fucking.

The thought of just waiting behind the wall for some unknown stranger to enter her sex was causing Alice to feel apprehensive and excited in equal measure, just as the constant chatter from behind the walls indicated that the girls felt the same way.

It was then that Alice noticed that there were five holes still unfilled in the end wall, shallow alcoves that were much larger than the holes that now contained legs and they were placed lower too, barely two-feet above the floor. They looked like a row of old-fashioned arched windows with shutters behind them or perhaps niches for statues like one might find in the walls of a cathedral.

One-by-one, the shutters behind the alcoves opened and five completely naked girls crawled into the spaces to kneel with their waists against a scalloped shelf at the base of each alcove. Then they held their arms out to either side of their shoulders through slots in the wooden side liners. The shutters were then closed behind the girls and this trapped their arms in the woodwork by their shoulders and completed the rear sections of the shelves to totally enclose their waists. It left just the girls’ upper torsos and heads visible and looked as if they’d been built into the wall, which in a way they had.

“They're our BJ girls,” said Masie beside Alice as the installers finished their work by buckling straps around the girls’ necks to hold their heads steady against the rear shutters.


Chapter 20

First Hand Experience

Masie stood in the centre of the room, slowly turning to examine the plethora of legs displayed along the walls.

“Ok then… Everybody happy?”

A muffled chorus of, “Yes, Miss Masie,” responded from behind the screens and five smiles from the girls in the end wall. “Good. Quiet now then; I’m about to open the doors.” She turned to Alice standing beside her and said in a quieter voice, “There’s always a queue first thing. The men like to get in before the girls get too sticky.”

Dorothy and Ernest were still in the room standing the other side of Alice and now, once the novelty of the place had faded, Alice remembered her own vulnerability and the fact that she was about to be surrounded by unfamiliar men intent on a sexual encounter. She made an urgent mewing sound to Dorothy and frantically started writhing below her suspension hook. Dorothy understood her concern…

“Don’t worry, dearie. It’s all exactly how you wanted it. No-one is going to be able to penetrate you, at least not with their cock because of the angle your hips are set at, so you can safely just spend the day watching how the girls get on. Masie says there will be a short break after two hours to give the girls the opportunity to visit the bathrooms to wash-up and pee while any customers wait outside. Then they close for lunch about one for an hour. I’ll be back to collect you at about six, so you enjoy yourself.”

With that, Dorothy and Ernest left with Masie and her two assistants, and the next thing Alice saw was a bearded man in jeans and a grey t-shirt enter the hall.

“Fuck me… as ornaments go, I think you're the most decorative I've ever seen,” and he stood close in front of Alice to stare into her wide eyes as his hands gripped and manipulated her breasts and teats. Close behind him came others, dozens of others, and all of them had the same initial reaction when they saw her before moving on to their favoured pair of legs. Some concentrated solely on her chest while others discovered that her vulva was completely unobstructed and amused themselves by seeing how long they could hold her close to the ‘edge’ before she was finally overcome by an orgasm. They were assisted in their endeavours by the facility providing a selection of toys and, much to Alice’s consternation, leather paddles. The equipment was intended to enliven the legs, but in Alice’s case, could be used on her whole body.

Despite the constant attention she was receiving, she still had time to observe what was happening to the other girls and couldn’t help but feel a pang of jealousy. One after another, the cocks entered the waiting vaginas and anuses and sometimes the motions continued long after the legs began trembling and the hips started squirming. No words were ever spoken, but communication between the couples was plain to see and unambiguous, and the result was generally satisfaction for both the active and the passive parties; the fuckers and the fuckees.

By looking hard to her left, Alice could look at the BJ girls in their stony alcoves. She wasn’t able to witness them working because her view was obscured by their clients, but she could see the results of their labours in the sticky dribbles of semen hanging from their chins and eyebrows, or oozing slowly over the mounds of their bare breasts. They didn’t seem to mind the messes they'd instigated, but rather seemed to consider them tangible evidence of their powers, although they didn’t need to endure the stickiness for long because Masie’s two assistants were doing the rounds with bowls of soapy water and washcloths. They would divide their time between the BJ girls and pairs of unoccupied legs as the opportunities arose to wipe away any residue and re-lubricate vulvas and anuses as necessary using handheld dispensers that looked like old-fashioned grease guns.

About ten-thirty, Masie closed the entrance door and her assistants went down the line releasing ankles from their restraining straps and opening the doors behind the BJ girls. Immediately, the hall became a hive of activity of a different sort as some girls hurried to the bathroom to wash or urinate, while others made coffees or teas out of sight in what must have been a small, unobtrusive kitchen.

Masie approached Alice…

“Are you thirsty?”

Alice nodded.

“I’ll see what I can arrange. Do you need to pee?”

Another nod.

Two minutes later, one of the young assistants appeared with a plastic bottle and a short length of plastic tube. “I've sterilised it and lubricated it, so this should be easy,” she said and knelt. Alice couldn’t look down because of the link to her head harness, but was aware that the girl was touching her, spreading her labia apart and pushing the tube into her urethra. There was the sound of fluid trickling into the bottle and Alice felt her bladder emptying and then the girl stood up grinning.

“I’ll fetch you a cup of tea,” she said and removed the pacifier. By the time she returned with the tea, Alice had worked her jaw enough to remove any stiffness and was able to thank the girl.”

“You're welcome,” she said and held a mug up so that Alice could take a sip. “I like your tits. Are they real?”

“I grew them myself with a little help from Dorothy in the correctional facility.”

“Mine are so small. My nipples too, but yours are lovely. May I touch them?”

“Everyone else has.”

“I love the way you're all puffy behind your nips. It’s so soft and the nips are so hard.”

“Talk to Dorothy. Perhaps she’ll do you too.”

The girl grinned. “You're teasing me.”

“Well, all you need to do is a little illegal soliciting and then decline to enter this brothel. Dorothy will soon have you looking like this.”

The girl lifted the mug again and Alice drained it to the half-way mark.

“Do you think they're going to release me so I can eat lunch?”

“Oh no, I don’t think so. I heard your custodian…”

“Dorothy.”

“Yes, Dorothy. I heard her telling Masie that she mustn’t lower the stand, but she can probably ease your hands so you can feed yourself.”

“Ten minutes, ladies,” called out Masie from somewhere near the entrance.

“Better hurry and plug ‘er up again, Celia,” said one of the semi-naked girls. “I need you to strap me up again.”

“Just coming,” said Alice’s helper and she lifted the mug for Alice to completely drain before offering the oral plug.

✽ ✽ ✽

Lunch time saw the girls milling about with bags of chips, sandwiches, fruit, and cartons of juice, with Alice eating everything that was offered to her. Just as Masie’s assistant had predicted, she was eating whilst still standing.

“So, will you be joining us?” asked a black girl with braided hair on her head and carefully trimmed pubic hair.

“I don’t see that I have much choice.”

“I’m called India, by the way. I hear you're an ex-cop and opted for correction rather than here. Take my advice and join us here; at least it will get you out of prison even if you do have to work for peanuts. Do you have a family?”

“I have a husband. How many girls work here?”

“I think there’s eighteen here today and a similar number in the other two shifts.”

“And do you know them all?”

“Most of them. There’s some here you may recognise. Take Liz over there. You arrested her about a year ago.”

“I don’t remember.”

“No, probably not. But she remembers you. Don’t get too upset, though. She said you were at least very professional and didn’t push her around. Now Sandra, the big girl over by the door, is also one of yours and she’s not quite so forgiving. She called you a bitch when she first saw you, but Masie has warned her against speaking with you.” India saw that Alice’s attention was waning. “Are you alright?”

“Yeah, I'm fine. Just a bit itchy and, as you can see, I can't touch myself.”

“Oh, that’ll be the boys. They bring stimulant gel in with them. It’s meant to make us feel extra horny, but it’s actually only an irritant that’s intended to get us rubbing ourselves. Of course, that’s one of the things none of us can do here; not while we’re working anyway. Someone must have rubbed it on you. I’ll get a wet wipe…”

India was gone only a minute before coming back with a pack and kneeling. “Ooo, you're well stuck, aren’t you. I can see your anal plug and this frame has got you all spread out; no wonder you’ve attracted so much attention. I doubt I can do much cos they probably coated a dildo with the stuff and pushed it right inside, but I can wipe your external bits. The best thing to do is to use a shower hose as a douche and give yourself a good rinse when you get back this evening. Until then, well, you'll just have to rely on the boys to quell the itch and hope they don’t make things worse.”

✽ ✽ ✽

Ernest and Dorothy collected Alice at six and her transportation back to the facility was the reverse of the morning trip. She was back in her cell before Dorothy removed her blindfold and pacifier and, once she’d locked the cell door, she eased Alice’s hands.

“Well, dearie, what a day. Masie said you were very tolerant.”

“I had little option.”

“Perhaps, but she didn’t see you trying to kick or swing away when you were touched. She was impressed and, if you want, she’s prepared to accept you for service in the Red Club for a trial period.”

“And I’d just become one of the team like all the other girls?”

“Oh no, I don’t think you can assume that. The judge specified enhanced security for you and that will apply just as much in the club as here in this facility. Obviously, it can't be the same as in here and I couldn’t predict what form it will take, but you should expect some differences in the amount of freedom you're given compared with the other girls. What I can tell you is you'd become a full employee of the club and would be expected to participate in the same sort of activities as all the other employees. You'd spend a little over eight hours a day at work, six days a week. The shifts are cycled so if you're on days one week, evenings the next, and early mornings on the third week. Once your shift finishes, as a high-security prisoner you’d be taken home rather than make your own way and, once inside the house, you'd be expected to stay there until you're picked up again the next morning.”

“What happens if Carl decides he doesn’t want me at home?

“Oh, he can't. Before any of this can start, he has to sign a contract to say you can stay there for at least the first year because technically you'll be his responsibility while you're in the house. After a year, you might have to make other arrangements.”

“And I would be paid for this work.”

“Oh yes. It’s only the federal minimum wage of $7.25 per hour, but it does build up over time and you wouldn’t need to pay for transport.”

Alice slept on the problem, as much as anyone could sleep with her nighttime routine, but as soon as the probes were installed and the suction cups connected that evening, she knew what her answer would be. There was only so much beautifying treatment a girl can take.


Chapter 21

Official Employment

The arrangements took another two weeks to finalise and they were the longest two weeks of Alice’s life. Transfer papers had to be prepared and arrangements put in hand at the Red Club to accept her. Then there was a contract to sign with the club. If she was transferring out of the correctional facility to become a full-time employee of the club, then she had to agree to work there for the remainder of her sentence at the national minimum wage.

“They can't allow you to just resign and start working someplace else,” explained Dorothy. “You have to complete the sentence of the court.” Finally, there were agreements to sign with Carl and regular secure transport twice a day to organise.

By Monday, August 19th, all was ready and Alice was given the good news at lunch time.

“You could start tomorrow, but the club is closed every Wednesday, so it’s probably best to arrange for Thursday to be your inaugural day.”

“But if I start tomorrow, I can spend Wednesday at home with Carl. Please, let me start tomorrow…”

Dorothy looked at Ernest and he shrugged. “Makes no difference to us.”

“Tomorrow it is then,” said Dorothy. “We’ll take you over in the morning and remove your restraint belt as soon as we get to the club.”

“And my collar to wrist chains?”

“No, not them; we don’t have those keys, but perhaps Masie could help you there. You're to keep your ankle chains, too; they're to stop you running off, but the club will have made arrangements to have them removed while you're in the stalls.”

Alice’s last night in the correctional facility came with a welcome surprise when she was put to bed without the probes or the suction devices. She was still locked to the bed with cables, but managed an undisturbed night’s sleep for the first time since her conviction. Dorothy roused her early the next morning and, showered and breakfasted, she prepared herself for her first working day in several months by applying makeup and fixing her hair.

“Ah, my newest recruit,” she heard Masie say as she was led into the club. “How are you today? Well, I hope…” Alice grunted a response and nodded her head. “Take the blindfold off, Dorothy. She doesn’t need that in here.”

Given the gift of sight again, she watched while Masie signed transfer documents and gave a copy back to Dorothy.

“There we are. Your mine now. Clara, be a dear and remove her face frame and pacifier, please.”

“Thank you,” she said to Clara, nodded to Masie, and then repeated a thank you to Dorothy. For some reason she couldn’t quite fathom, she felt sad to be saying goodbye to her.

“You’ve been a good girl,” said Dorothy. “We’ll be sorry to see you go, but pleased that you’ve finally elected to move to the club. I'm sure you're going to be much happier here.”

“I hope so,” mumbled Alice and then glanced at Masie.

“Of course, she will be. We’re just like a big family here,” said Masie.

“You do have a copy of the regulations, don’t you?” asked Dorothy and Masie smiled.

“Of course. It’s been a bit of a challenge complying with everything, but I think we have it sorted now. Fortunately, they're not as stringent here as they were at your place.”

“That’s good. I'm sure Alice will appreciate that. Have you made her husband Carl aware?”

“Carl…” exclaimed Alice.

“Oh yes. He knows. He’s expecting her home this evening and it'll all be fine. And now Alice, are you on a period at present?”

“She won’t know,” said Dorothy. “We have a policy of keeping to the active birth pills without a week’s break, so she hasn’t had a period for some months.”

“Oh, that’s all right, then. I wasn’t sure and just to be on the safe side, we’ve scheduled her for a BJ stall for today. We can start you properly with vaginal intercourse on Thursday,” she added for Alice’s benefit.

“I’ll be off then. Enjoy…” said Dorothy to Alice. Alice smiled and thanked her again.

“Now,” said Masie thoughtfully. “We need to remove the chains that are threaded through your waistband and the corset itself and that should be easy enough – I have all the keys here. You’ll be able to fit in a BJ stall with your hands still attached to your collar.”

“Can't you remove my collar chains?”

“No sweetie, they stay; they're all integral with your collar and part of the judicial requirements. Now doors are open at nine, that’s in about twenty minutes. There’ll be a break at about ten-forty-five and lunch will be at one. The afternoon will follow a similar format. There’s just one thing I ought to mention and that’s to do with a tether. We no longer have the means to clip your hands to your waist and we can't just leave you to wander about unsupervised, that wouldn’t meet the court’s conditions at all, so when you're here at the club, but not actually installed in a service stall, we need to make sure you can't just wander off. The same applies to transit between here and home. We won’t bother now because we can just install you straight into a BJ stall instead, but you’ll need to be tethered at lunchtime. Did you use the bathroom before you left this morning?”

Alice nodded.

“That’s good. It’s important that you arrive here clean in the morning for obvious reasons. You’ll have an opportunity to use the shower and other facilities this evening before you go home and I advise you to make full use of them so you arrive home looking presentable.”

They walked over to the five BJ stalls on the back wall and Alice looked at the empty alcove with its rear doors open wide. Up close, it was apparent that the facing stone work was predominantly fake and was, in fact, wooden boarding with a false stone cladding. The wooden boards lining the alcove and the wooden shelf at its lower extremity with the scalloped semi-circular cut-out that would fit around the front of Alice’s waist were painted a dark Matt-grey colour and were intended to look foreboding, but with the alcove’s rear doors wide open, the effect was lost.

Masie led Alice through a door at the corner of the wall and into the secret passages behind the stalls. To the left led to the back of the service stalls up the left side of the hall where the girls could slide their legs through the access holes to tempt their clients. Now, before the girls took their places, all that Alice could see was a wide platform stretching the whole length of the hall upon which the girls could lie. The platform was padded with sheets of foam and there were numerous cushions scattered about with books and magazines close to hand.

Of the holes through which the girls would shortly be wriggling, all there was to see were canvas material screens attached to the woodwork around each portal. The material was divided by a substantial zip fastener attached to a waistband with a leather belt that would complete the bifurcation of the girls’ bodies.

“Are those wrist straps?” asked Alice when she noticed several leather fittings next to where the girls’ shoulders would be.

“They're for the naughty ones,” said Masie with a grin. “I have to have some sort of deterrent available to me if a girl decides she’s going to be non-cooperative. They're seldom used, although I do believe some of the girls prefer it when they can't struggle too much. We have several pacifiers too for the same reason. Of course, you'll need to use the straps all the time and initially we’ll keep a pacifier in you, but I should think we can probably dispense with that in a month or two.”

Masie turned right into the narrow passage behind the BJ stalls on the hall’s end wall.

From the back, all the secrets were revealed. The girls would kneel against the front of the stall with their waists against the scalloped shelf and their arms stretched out to the side through slots in the alcoves’ side linings. Within the false walls were padded shelves where they could rest their arms and on the sides of the back doors were the other parts of the small shelves that completed the encirclement of the girls’ waists.

“We use rubber mats for the girls to kneel on and that allows them to be adjusted for height,” said Masie and pointed to the floor under a half-shelf, but Alice noticed something else apart from the mats. “Oh, they're in all the BJ stalls. Some of the girls insisted on them… Said they felt left out of the fun all day. They can't do much on them cos they can't move much, but it does give them something to think about while they're sucking on their clients. Yours is the middle stall… Settle down now. You’ll find a tub of gel on the floor if you need it.”

Alice didn’t think she did need it, but lubricated the fixed phallus just in case and then, with Masie watching, shuffled up to the front of the stall and wriggled down onto the contoured post.

“Make sure your wrist chains go through the side slots too and you'll need to fold your arms on the rests or else the chains won’t be long enough. Ok… Happy?” and she closed both back doors. Immediately, Alice felt the wooden boards closing around her waist and behind her shoulders to trap her arms and give the impression that she was part of the building’s structure. There were even small brackets on the face of the doors that made it difficult for her to turn her head.

By that simple action, she had been transformed into a living bust both in terms of a sculptured head and torso on a plinth and also with regard to the attractive breasts she was now obliged to display.

A few moments later, Masie appeared at the front of the alcove and smiled. “You look lovely. I can see you're going to be a firm favourite today,” and she stroked a hand around and under Alice’s left breast to feel its weight and the stiffness of its nipple. Alice tried to squirm, but her scope was limited. The stall was only just wide enough to accommodate her torso and her breasts filled the space between the liners.

“Open wide now…”

“What are you doing?” demanded Alice.

“It’s just two little clamps. They fit on the back of your teeth to help you keep your mouth open. Most of the time, you’ll hardly know they're there because they just move with your jaw, but if you open your mouth wide, they can lock and stop you accidently biting someone.”

“I won’t bite.”

“Better to be safe than sorry.”

“Do all your girls have them?”

“No sweetie; just you. I know all the others, but you're someone special; you’re a high-security prisoner and I’m not going to take the risk with you. We’ll review the situation in a few weeks and then maybe you needn’t have them anymore.”

Alice continued with her arguments, but it was clear that Masie wasn’t about to be swayed and, in the end, she opened her mouth to allow the clamps to be fitted. Masie pressed a thin metal band like a dentist would use around one of Alice’s upper molars and tightened a clamp using a hex key. Then she did the same with the mating lower molar. Alice opened and closed her mouth normally and could just feel the tickle of the hinged link between the two clamps moving in her cheek.

“You won’t be aware of it after a while,” assured Masie and moved to address her other cheek. With all four bands tightened in place, Alice could open and close her mouth and talk normally, and couldn’t see the point of the device until Masie told her to open her mouth wide. The hinged links sprung straight to lock and Alice was left staring at Masie with an open-mouthed expression that looked like a hungry fish.

“Ah arn ose I out.”

“That is rather the purpose of the device,” said Masie with a grin. “All you need to do to release them is to twist the links with your fingers and ease them back and they’ll work as normal again,” and Masie demonstrated by twisting both sides at once.

“That was horrible. I couldn’t close my mouth.”

“And you couldn’t accidentally bite anyone…” added Masie.

“Can you remove them when I'm not in a BJ stall?”

“Oh no, I don’t think so. They're such a bother to fit correctly and I’ll never know when I might want you to step in a BJ stall at short notice. Anyway, they don’t cause you any inconvenience, do they?”

“I guess not,” admitted Alice opening and closing her jaws to assure herself.

“Well then…” said Masie and buckled up the wide strap around Alice’s neck to hold her head in place.

✽ ✽ ✽

There was still several minutes before Masie opened the club to the public and Alice watched the girls as they milled about chatting while they had the opportunity.

Clara came up to Alice and knelt before the stall. “Your first time coming up, then. I hope you like the taste of jism.”

“I've been tasting it for a few weeks now.”

“Yeah, but not on an industrial scale. You won’t be wanting any lunch.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, think about it. The average ejaculation is between one and two teaspoons; let’s say one and half and that’s pretty conservative because I predict that most of your clients are going to be feeling quite excited to see you. So, eight per hour because I know you're going to be popular with titties like yours. In an eight hour day, that’s comes to more than a whole pint. Now I know that you're not going to be able to collect all of it in your mouth cos a lot is going to end up on your face or in your hair, and you're going to have trouble swallowing what you do collect, but, all the same, there’s enough calories in a pint of jism to last until dinner this evening.”

Clara looked round in response to a call. “Elsa’s calling me. I have to go cos she wants me in the stall. Enjoy yourself and I’ll come and see you at break.

No sooner had Clara left than the girl called Sandra approached. “Hiya, bitch. Remember me?”

Alice tried to shake her head, failed, and just muttered, “No…”

“No, I don’t expect you do. Doesn’t mean enough to you getting a girl sentenced to three years of living on the breadline. You're a sanctimonious cunt, d’you know that? And a hypocrite to boot. Telling me I was bringing the city into disrepute just because I was trying to earn a living on the streets and all the time, there was you dealing and soliciting on the quiet.” She looked over her shoulder to make sure Masie wasn’t watching and then caught hold of one of Alice’s nipples. “You just watch your step here,” she warned and twisted the nipple to bring tears to Alice’s eyes.


Chapter 22

Tethered

Masie approached Alice. “Ready down there?”

Alice nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Miss, will do, Alice. I’m opening the main doors now, so open your mouth.”

Alice did so and there were two quiet clicks as the hinges locked between her jaws.

“Good girl; enjoy…” She turned and walked towards the external door. “Quiet now please, ladies. Doors are opening…”

“See you at break, Alice,” said the girl to Alice’s right.

“Mind you don’t drown,” came a response from further away and Alice became aware that there were other girls in the alcoves on either side of her even though she couldn’t see them.

The first visitor wandered into the hall, a mature man wearing a white shirt and dark suit pants, and he gazed around him grinning at all the pairs of splayed legs arrayed down the side walls. Then he noticed Alice staring back at him from the end wall with her tits and her open mouth, and his grin broadened.

“Well, missy, you look keen and I love your titties. Have I got something special for you?”

As it happened, he wasn’t so special. In fact, he was fairly typical of the men she met that day. He squeezed her puffy areolae because he’d never felt anything like that before; then he rolled and pinched her nipples; and finally he unfastened his fly and pushed his erect cock into her open mouth. Within a minute, he was gripping her head tightly with his fingers as he rocked his hips and thrust ever deeper into her throat. Alice did her best to keep up with him, pursing her lips around his shaft to apply what pressure she could and sucking when his glans were on her tongue. The slight rocking motion she could manage was enough to make her aware of the phallus she was kneeling on and pique her interest, but nowhere near enough to create an orgasm.

The same limitations didn’t, however, affect her partner who soon climaxed with a long sigh into her throat and then withdrew to squirt a second and third jet over her face. Then he put his cock back into her mouth and waited for it to go flaccid while Alice took the opportunity to swallow what she could and, in so doing, clean him up.

He pulled himself free, tucked his cock away in his pants, and patted her on the head. “You're good; I shall come again,” he purred and turned to go. His place was immediately filled by another man, this one bigger in all major dimensions with calloused hands that scratched when he squeezed a breast.

✽ ✽ ✽

“D’you want a coffee?” asked Clara and she carefully put her fingers in Alice’s sticky mouth to twist the hinged stays and release her jaw.

Alice worked her jaw and then swallowed repeatedly to clear her mouth before murmuring a soft, “Please.”

It didn’t take long before Clara was back with two mugs in her hands and tipped one against Alice’s lips so she could drink.

“Do you think you can clean my face a bit? The two assistants Masie has, Celia and the other girl, who keep the girls looking clean haven’t visited me yet.”

“I'm sure it’s not personal. You’ve probably been too busy,” Clara said with a smile and was off again, but was soon back with a wet wipe. “I'm afraid that between your visitors and me, we’ve made a bit of a mess of your makeup.” She finished dabbing at Alice’s hair and then said, “You know you're doing it all wrong.”

“What…”

“When they orgasm in your mouth… You're doing it all wrong and it’s no wonder you're all sticky. All you need to do is to stop sucking when a man starts to climax in your mouth. You're over-simulating them. If you just relax and let them recover in their own time, they’ll usually just leave their cock in your mouth until the spasms fade. It takes a little practice because they’ll just be pumping more and more jism into your mouth and you have to resist the temptation to react, but once they're done, they’ll happily allow you to swallow as much as you need because, well, it feels good to them and you'll be cleaning them up too at the same time. Of course, it’s a bit different for the rest of us because once they do pull their cocks out, we can just close our mouths and swallow as much as we like. You can't, but hopefully by then you’ve swallowed most of it anyway. Try it; you should find you stay much cleaner with less sticky semen on your face or in your hair.”

“Oh,” was Alice’s initial response. “I hadn’t thought of it that way.”

“How many?” asked Clara.

“A few more than fifteen. I lost count exactly.”

“Wow. That’s a lot, but I'm not surprised. You're quite an attraction with those tits and nips and your face is pretty too, especially when you look at people with your mouth open like that.”

“I can't help that.”

“Of course you can't and I suspect that’s part of the attraction.”

“If someone would release me, I could clean up better.”

“I don’t think that’s going to happen before lunchtime.”

“Do you know, I've seen more cocks in the last two hours than I’ve ever seen in my life before.”

“And you're only quarter through the day. I hope you can last.”

Alice grinned. “So far so good…”

Clara made sure that Alice’s dental clamps were locked open before retiring to her own stall and this time Alice watched where she went and, when they appeared, which pair of legs were hers. The screen’s zip fastener closed to pull the thick material together down to her waist and then Clara must have fastened the belt on her side of the screen because the material was drawn tightly around her middle to complete the bifurcation. Celia, one of Masie’s assistants, strapped her legs wide open to the wall above her body and then applied some lubricant gel directly to her labia with the grease gun, giggling while she deliberately rubbed it well in to make Clara wriggle.

The morning continued with another rush of visitors and Alice found herself as busy as before. She tried Clara’s idea and on the whole, it worked. Most of the men did ejaculate all of their semen into her mouth so long as she remained still and didn’t squeeze them by trying to swallow, but there were still the annoying few who found it more amusing to spray her face. The other consequence of this revised technique was, of course, that she ended up actually consuming much more semen.

In the brief moments between her own customers, she watched men beside the twin lines of splayed legs, slapping or fingering their hosts to elicit muffled screams and cause them to wriggle, or lunging into them to penetrate their orifice of choice. With their waists held down by the belts and their legs spread and securely strapped to the walls, there was nothing the girls could do to manage their customers, but there were no shouts of anguish and the men certainly didn’t seem to mind.

Once the doors were closed, the two club assistants went down the lines of legs releasing their owners whilst Masie headed straight to Alice.

“Everything well?” she asked and Alice tried to answer her. She was not as sticky as before, but her last customer had aimed between her open lips and left her mouth full of semen which was now puddling on her tongue and making her speech even more unintelligible. Carefully, Masie put her fingers into Alice’s mouth to release the hinges and Alice gratefully began swallowing. “I know it’s difficult to get rid of the stuff when you can't close your mouth, but I've been watching you and I think you’ve performed very well.”

“Can you release me now so I can clean up a bit?”

“Very shortly, but as I said this morning, I need to put you on a tether so you don’t get lost, but it’s rather a specialised device. I can't just lock a chain to your collar because you can reach it with your hands and in the past we’ve had girls fighting us by pulling at their leash. That means it’s got to be below your waist where your hands can't get to it. Similarly, linking the tether to your ankle chain has resulted in some accidents when someone accidentally treads on the chain and the girl trips over. So, we’ve arrived at a solution that has worked well in the past. You can't interfere with it and if someone does accidentally tread on the chain, you won’t go tumbling. It also has the advantage that not only can it be used to lead you around or attach you to stationary objects, but if you're left unattached, it will slow you down and discourage you from wandering far. It’s this,” and she holds up what appears to be a black, round-ended, metal bar about eight inches long and one-and-a-half inches thick. Around its centre was a half-inch-wide flange that encircled about three-quarters of the bar’s circumference with a curved plastic spur sticking out the back of the flange.

“I don’t understand,” said Alice and then Masie pressed the lower half of the device into the upper part and a wide doughnut ring inflated part-way around its girth.

“It’s an anal anchor,” said Masie and Alice’s eyes opened wide. “It’s easily set. I just need to insert it and push in the plunger and fluid inside the device is forced out into the annular ring; it locks inside your rectum. The ring’s material is flexible, but non-elastic, so when it’s fully inflated with liquid it becomes rigid and it’s so wide you'll never be able to expel it.”

“Oh God. Is there no other way?”

“We’ve tried other ways and this is the best solution, not least because it discourages you from pulling. I just need to make sure it’s inserted in the right orientation so that the gaps in the ring and the flange are to the front or else it interferes with your internal plumbing and you won’t be able to resit yourself on the phallus in the BJ stall. It compromises your entertainment possibilities too if you ever want a man while you're plugged.”

“What… How long am I going to have to house that thing?”

“Oh, don’t worry. It won’t be there while you're in the stalls; that would be too limiting. I'm going to put it in now so you can wash and eat with the others, but you told me you used the bathroom facilities at the correctional centre before you came here, so we can just leave it in for the afternoon. That way, you can remain tethered for your shower after the afternoon shift and you'll need it for transport home later anyway.”

“I’ll have it at home?” exclaimed Alice aghast.

“Not necessarily while you're at home; that will be up to Carl. No, just for the journey.”

“I don’t want him to see me like that,” but Masie had already disappeared from view and the next thing Alice was aware of was movement in the passage behind her. Suddenly, she squealed when Masie reached below the twin alcove doors and underneath the shelf that separated her hips and legs from the rest of her body and touched a finger loaded with gel against her anal muscle. Without hesitation, she pushed the finger inside and twirled it to spread the gel while Alice squirmed frenetically on the dildo post to little or no effect. Then the finger was gone and Alice held her breath. She hadn’t long to wait until she felt the rounded tip of the well-lubricated anal anchor where the finger had been.

The shaft, once the device had been fully inserted, felt just as thick as the anal plug Dorothy had used to keep her still in bed, but it was easier to insert because it wasn’t bulb-shaped. That distinction, however, soon disappeared when Masie pressed on the plunger and the internal annular ring began expanding. As it grew inside her, it at first just made her feel full, but then she became aware of the pressure building between its inner bulk and the annular flange pressing on her dilated sphincter muscle with the plastic spur settling behind her between her cheeks to ensure the anchor couldn’t twist. Her anal muscle was being squeezed as the anchor’s internal bladder grew causing the anchor to become so firmly located it felt like it was glued into her.

The gap in the internal bladder and the external flange now aligned with her virginal tunnel to make sure that one didn’t block the other and she felt rather than heard the click as the plunger locked into its ‘fully inserted’ position. All that was now visible beneath her was the almost flush rear face of the anchor with a keyhole that would be instrumental in releasing the device, a ring to be used for the attachment of the tether, and, of course, the location spur that curled up between her cheeks.

“Perfect,” muttered Masie after she gave it an experimental pull hard enough to distort Alice’s anal muscle and make her squeal, and then she locked the end of a ten-foot-long, overly-heavy, steel chain to the anchor’s ring and left the remainder of the chain in a heap behind her legs.

Back round the front of the stall, Alice saw Masie talking to Celia and then it was Celia who approached.

“Miss Masie says I can release you so you can clean up a bit,” and she unbuckled the strap around her throat. A few seconds later, the doors behind her opened and she was able to free her arms from the side walls.

“I don’t think I can rise when my hands are limited like this. Could you help me, please?”

Celia came back around the front and held Alice’s hands when she struggled to extract herself from the post only to find that now there was the weight of the chain hanging from her.

“You'll have to move backwards; you can't come out the front of the stall. Wait for me and I’ll help you,” and Celia moved back around behind to pick up the chain and guide Alice back.

She turned to see what Celia was holding and gasped. “Oh fuck… How am I supposed to function with that locked to me?”

“It won’t actually stop you doing much.”

“But… But the links are so large. Why do I need such a strong chain?” spluttered Alice, but Celia just smiled.

“It’s only intended to stop you wandering off. It doesn’t need to be so strong, but it is heavy and, let’s face it, you’d be stupid to try and run away with that dragging behind you,” and she dropped the chain in a heap on the floor. “Come with me and I’ll take you to the washroom,” and she led the way along the passage and into the hall.

Unable to reach the chain with her hands, Alice was obliged to drag it behind her across the ceramic tiles with the heavy links trailing noisily, tugging at her in a most disconcerting manner and attracting much unwanted attention. Weaving between the other girls was excruciatingly embarrassing and, from the astonished gasps, it was obvious that few if any of the girls had ever seen this method of restraint used in the past. The thought made her condition much worse.

The washroom was a large, tiled space containing a dozen toilet cubicles, a dozen sinks, and several bidets, and was for the exclusive use of the girls. Celia locked the end of the chain to a wall staple next to the last sink, a location that would enable Alice to reach everything she needed, and then left. She used the nearest toilet to pee and then squatted on a bidet only to find she couldn’t reach the taps with her hands hanging from her collar. She was about to squat next to the bowl to operate the valve when Clara whispered in her ear: “Would you like some help?”

Alice smiled and sat back down on the bidet and Clara opened the faucet.

“Thank you.”

“I think you're very brave to be restrained as you are. I could never do that.”

“I don’t have much choice.”

“No, I suppose not.”

“Tell me, how many of these girls have been convicted of illegal soliciting.”

“Oh, all of them. No-one would willingly work for the money we get paid.”

“But no-one else has been subjected to enhanced restraints like me?”

“No. Not even the ones that were done for additional drug offences. I think it’s because you used to be a police officer. Perhaps the judge felt you deserved special treatment.”

“Apparently,” said Alice dejectedly. “He couldn’t have made it much worse for me.”

“How long did he give you?”

“Eight years.”

“Well, that means you can be out in four.”

“If I admit I'm guilty.”

“But you must.”

“I can't because I'm not. It’s true I was being somewhat familiar with a guy in a club… but Jesus, I must have been really drunk because my memory is so hazy. I didn’t believe it happened at all until I saw the video, but I would never have tried to charge him for the service. Why would I? And as for the drugs they found in my purse, I have no idea where they came from.”

“Then you have to appeal.”

“On what grounds. I have no new evidence. The judge is just as likely to increase my sentence for wasting the court’s time.”

Alice stood and moved over to a basin with the chain following her like a docile snake.

“There’s some shampoo over here if you want to wash your hair. It is a bit sticky. Then you should come and join us for lunch. I'm sure the others would like to meet you.”

“I'm not really hungry.”

Clara laughed. “No, that’s often the way when you're in a BJ stall. A coffee then to clear your mouth.”


Chapter 23

Homecoming

Shortly before two, Alice was reinstalled in the stall and, as expected, Masie didn’t remove the anchor even though it served no purpose when she was trapped anyway. The men were admitted and the first of them made a beeline straight for Alice and her invitingly open mouth.

At four, the doors were closed for the girls’ mid-afternoon break and this time Celia took Alice to the washroom for a pee and to clean up. She refused the offer of more coffee and soon it was time to clamber back into the alcove and settle down once more onto the post that served not only to steady her, but to remind her why she chose to be there at all.

It was five when a voice that seemed somehow familiar spoke her name and she looked up into a grinning face.

“It is you, isn’t it?”

Alice grunted. It was difficult to respond otherwise when she had his cock in her mouth.

“You remember me, don’t you? This isn’t the first time you’ve sucked me…”

Wyatt… It was Wyatt. She remembered him from the trial and now, as she looked up at his crooked smile, she remembered the same expression from that infamous night.

“Enjoying yourself? Bit of a change from policing, I bet. Chloe told me you were going to end up in here, she just didn’t know when. And now here you are. Things have turned a full circle and you're back with my cock in your mouth again. Go on… give it an extra big suck for old time’s sake,” and he thrust himself deeper into her throat.

“You know, I nearly didn’t recognise you. You didn’t have those tits last time I saw you. In fact, I remember groping you and thinking that your chest was a little disappointing, but you're well-appointed now. And those teats… You could feed a horse with them.”

Wyatt leaned to the side so he could reach Alice’s breasts without removing himself from her mouth and, with the fingers of one hand tangled in her hair and the other tightly gripping a nipple, he thrust himself with increasing urgency into her face.

“Fuck me, you're good.”

By this time, he had lifted her breast so that it was suspended by its teat and shaking as his hips reciprocated.

“Christ… I’m coming. Oh… Fuck me,” and he stopped with his cock fully embedded so that semen gushed straight down her throat. “And again,” he murmured withdrawing and jetting semen onto an eyelid. He squatted and grinned as it run down the side of her nose and into her open mouth; this was so much fun.

“I can see you're going to make an excellent little whore and you can thank me for that. A little creativity with the testimony is all it took; a little white lie and now here you are ready to serve me for the next eight years. Pretty neat, don’t you think? Any time I feel bored, I know exactly where to find you. And you needn’t bother saying anything to the police because I will just deny it. You're stuffed, both metaphorically and physically, and will be for the next eight years.”

He touched her tongue with a fingertip as she tried to talk to him. His revelation had shocked her to the core and she needed him to know the damage he’d caused to her life, but even if he could understand her strangely clipped speech, he wasn’t interested.

“I'm gonna come back next week to fuck your snatch, although I may need help identifying which of these lovely ladies is actually you,” and he gestured with a sweep of his hand the lines of splayed legs up either side of the hall. “You wouldn’t believe how much I'm looking forward to giving my creation a full-body trial, especially now I see you’ve acquired such attractive accessories,” and he hefted both breasts in his palms. “These almost seem real…” he mused and then, “You know what would make a difference? If you had fatter lips. Yes… much fatter so they seal better around a cock and are softer. I’ll have a word with the madam for you on the way out. You just keep up the good work like a proper little whore and I’ll see you again in a few days.”

Alice watched him refasten his jeans and then move towards the door before her view was blocked by her next client stepping in front of her.

“Hi, sweetheart. You ready for this?” and he pulled out the biggest cock she’d seen for at least two hours.

✽ ✽ ✽

Alice was just applying the finishing touches to her mascara. She’d showered, washed and dried her hair, and had even dressed in the clothes Masie had given her to supplement her own shoes: a halter neck top that she could wear with her wrist to collar chains and a wrap-around leather skirt. She was going home and Masie had also thoughtfully provided a few items of makeup so that when she saw Carl, he would still feel like he was special. She stared into the mirror and blinked to flick her long lashes and then picked up the lipstick: high-gloss scarlet as befitting her new profession.

“Are you ready? Your ride’s here,” called Masie from the door.

Alice turned and smiled. Masie smiled back and said, “Turn around. I need to clip your wrists together. It’s only for the journey. Carl can unfasten them as soon as you get in the house.”

Alice sighed and turned her back, holding her hands behind her, and Masie pulled then together, lifting them high behind her shoulders owing to the short chains to her collar, and then clipped the links together with the snap connector. When Alice turned back, Masie was holding up the metal frame of a pacifier with its oral plug ready to fit into Alice’s mouth and its three straps that would clip together behind her head. She started protesting, but Masie was unmoved.

“It’s protocol, sweetie. When you're in public, you’re not supposed to talk. Don’t worry; Carl will be given the key.”

There didn’t seem to be any way to avoid it and Alice meekly accepted the plug and turned her back once more so that Masie could feed the straps through the cam locks and tension them. The silver frame tightened over her face to leave her bright red lips pursed around the fat plug.

“Alice… Alice, you ready yet?” called out Clara, and then, “Oh!” when she entered the washroom and saw her with Masie. “Oh, sorry. I just wondered whether she was dressed and ready to leave. We’re all stopping at Regent’s Wine Bar and I thought, well, it doesn’t matter now.”

“Well, as you can see, she is ready to leave, but she’ll be going straight home in company transport.”

“Yes. Umm… Nice top… and the skirt is nice too.”

Alice stared at Clara dressed in a white lace shirt and dark tailored pants, and just for an instant wished she was going to the wine bar with the girls, but then remembered she would be going home to Carl, and that wasn’t so bad; not bad at all.

A few minutes later, she preceded Masie through the hall en route to the transport Masie had promised. Many of the girls were still dressing or chatting in small groups, making last-minute arrangements for their day off, but all fell silent as Alice threaded her way across the hall with her ankle chain clicking on the tiles whilst behind her, Masie followed holding the heavier chain hanging from her anal anchor.

Outside, a uniformed officer climbed out of a dark coloured van that was parked against the kerb, opened the rear door, and pulled out a set of folding steps. Alice didn’t bother seeking guidance from Masie, but just went straight to the back of the van and slowly climbed each step with his hand steadying her arm. She sat on the right-hand bench with the anal chain hanging through a slot and the officer reached under her to clip a link onto a retention cleat to stop her rising again.

“Have a good break, sweetie, and we’ll see you fresh and bright-eyed early on Thursday,” said Masie as the officer closed the doors to leave Alice peering through a mesh screen.

It wasn’t a long journey across town, just about fifteen minutes, and then she was back outside the familiar apartment block, peering up at the sixth floor where she knew Carl was waiting. The officer said not a word as he unclipped her tether and unfolded the steps. He waited for her to climb down, folded away the steps, closed the doors, and then pointed to the block’s main entrance. Alice looked down at the heap of chain at her feet and the officer sighed, gathered up the links in his arms, and followed her across the wide pavement through early evening crowds which magically parted to let her through.

She stopped at the door and he leant around her to push it open and then pulled her up short with a sharp jolt the other side so that he could close it behind them. She waited patiently and then set off again when he flicked the tether chain to send a message straight to her sphincter.

“Oh great, you’ve brought my little whore,” said Carl when he opened the apartment door. Alice stepped forward so he could embrace her, but he just moved her aside to talk to the man.

“I’ll be back at eight-thirty Thursday morning,” said the officer. “I’ll need ‘er clean and in the same configuration. She’s not had supper yet, but has apparently consumed enough semen that she won’t need feeding until tomorrow morning if you don’t feel like it. This key is for ‘er pacifier harness, this fits the lock that holds the tether to her arse anchor, and this one releases the anchor if she needs to use the toilet. Just unlock and pull the plunger and it’ll slide right out. To refit, press it all the way home until it’s stopped by the flange and then push in the plunger. It locks automatically and should click. If it doesn’t, in this bag is a spare; sometimes the locks need adjusting or the bladders burst and then they're no good. Just make sure the plastic spur is behind ‘er when you refit it or else you won’t be able to fuck ‘er.”

“Ok. I got all that.”

“And lastly, this is a spare lock so you can attach ‘er to things. I suggest you pay particular attention to that; you don’t want ‘er running off cos you're now responsible for ‘er security until I pick ‘er up Thursday.”

“Well, sweetheart,” he said after he’d closed the apartment door and they were alone. “So you’ve spent the day sucking cocks…” and he gently stroked her cheek. “No-one’s been in here, then?” and he slid his other hand beneath the hem of the short skirt to cup her pubic mound and curl his fingers between her labia. Alice’s eyes flickered closed and she gave a soft nasal sigh, almost melting as she leant towards him. She’d waited so long for his touch and now it was actually happening, nothing else seemed to matter.

Let’s see what you're hiding under here, shall we?” and he untied the straps behind her neck. The front panel of the halter-neck top she was wearing dropped away and Carl gave a soft whistle. “Oh gee, honey. They’ve really been busy working on these. They're beautiful. Why didn’t you grow titties like these when we were married?”

She stiffened. She couldn’t understand what he meant; they were still married. Then Carl leaned forward to take the whole of a nipple and its swollen areola in his mouth and sucked on it like a baby, pumping the teat with his tongue as he held the breast in his hands and squeezed. Alice swooned leaning back against the hall wall as Carl worked his magic on her over-sized and over-sensitised nipple, and when he released his grip with one hand only to slip it back between her legs, he found he was supporting her entire weight as she began to slide down the wall.

He grinned. “Perhaps later, sweetheart,” and stood her up straight again. “Turn around and I’ll unclip your hands.”

She didn’t need telling twice and soon had her hands back in front, pawing at the pacifier frame she wanted removed.

“I don’t think so,” said Carl. “Not yet anyway. You have work to do first,” and he reached between her legs to scoop up the chain hanging below its anchorage and lead her into the kitchen. He’d fixed a new ring bolt to the kitchen worktop beside the sink and now used it as an attachment for her tether chain, allowing her three feet of slack chain before locking a link to the ring. She could barely believe what he’d done and began frantically pulling at the pacifier again, but Carl just smiled.

“Dinner for two and then we’ll see about the plug in your mouth,” and he stood close behind her to wrap his arms under hers and hold her breasts again. Alice was immediately still. Of course, it was a game he was playing and she’d humour him, playing his little slave girl before their meal.

“There’s steaks in the fridge and vegetables in the drawer. You should be able to reach everything you need,” and she realised that he’d thought this through very carefully. She leaned back against his chest and covered his hands with her own.

“Oh my… You are a little slut, aren’t you? You’ll not be needing this then,” and he unbuckled her skirt and that, too, slipped down to the floor. Then he stepped back and when she tried to follow, the tether chain tightened tugging at her anal muscle and pulling the links through her vaginal cleft to make her squeal. “Forty minutes,” he warned. “Don’t be late…” and left her alone in the kitchen.


Chapter 24

Doing Petra

Carl returned at the allotted time and was pleased to see the steaks resting in the oven’s warming drawer along with tureens of vegetables. Everything was ready to serve.

“Well done, sweetheart. All cooked just like you were a proper wife.”

Not for the first time his comments made her think, but not for long because he unlocked the tether from the worktop, held it inches from her naked crotch, and turned her to lead her away. “Come…” he said and she willingly complied. He was heading towards the bedroom, but then he walked her straight into the back of narrow, upright cage beside the bed by passing the tether chain through the front bars and pulling. Alice fought frantically, but couldn’t avoid the door closing behind her back with a sharp click.

The cage was wide enough for her shoulders and hips, but only just deep enough and the padding on the solid door behind her back forced her against the bars in front. Under her feet was a board for her to stand on, but there was no room to move and her arms were folded up against her shoulders. She couldn’t turn around nor look behind her and was left standing staring at a blank wall.

Carl didn’t say anything, but she heard the bedroom door close.

✽ ✽ ✽

It might have been two hours that she was left standing in the cage. She’d heard faint voices coming from the dining room beside the bedroom, barely audible snippets of conversation. Carl’s deeper voice was recognisable and the other was a woman’s voice, one she didn’t recognise. The situation was now clear to her and she realised that they were eating the meal she’d prepared thinking it was for her and Carl.

Behind her, the bedroom door opened again and the scent of expensive perfume wafted through the room.

“Oh Carl… You’ve left her staring at the wall. That was thoughtless of you,” and Alice felt the whole cage being turned until she was staring into the face of a young woman. She was of a similar age as Alice, just as tall with long, slender legs, but there the similarities ended. Her hair was fair whereas Alice’s was almost black; her eyes a pale hazel-colour, Alice’s dark; and she was wearing an expensive red lace cocktail dress while Alice wasn’t wearing anything.

“Look at her titties,” giggled the woman as she stared at Alice’s breasts squeezed through the bars of the cage with their dark, puffy areolae and impressive nipples pointed out into the room. Then she started exploring. First, she tickled her palms against Alice’s hard teats and then assessed the relative malleability of breasts, areolae, and teats by successive squeezes. As a final test, she took one in her mouth and sucked as hard as she could. All the time, Alice, with her arms trapped at her shoulders, could no more protect herself than she could complain and instead made urgent mewing sounds and little nasal squeaks.

Suddenly, the girl released her grip and stepped back, only for a mischievous smile to cross her face. “Are whores’ pussies slacker than other girls?”

“I should think that’s almost inevitable,” said Carl, “Although to be fair to Alice, she’s not had a lot of men in there yet. That starts on Thursday.”

“She’s got a wide thigh gap, hasn’t she?” said the girl. “She does feel quite loose and she’s very wet. I can get all of my fingers in there and I expect if I tried, I could get my whole hand in.” The girl turned her attention back to Alice’s face. “Carl says you’ve drunk a whole pint of jizz today. Did that really taste nice? I think I’d be sick after half a glassful.”

The girl was talking while still fingering and Alice’s concentration was definitely waning.

“Leave her now and come and play with me,” said Carl and she turned with the same wicked grin to wrap her arms around his neck. He guided her head to meet his whilst his other hand found the zip at the back of her dress and slowly pulled it down below her waist. With admirable elegance, she allowed the dress to fall about her feet and stepped out of it, now clad solely in matching red lingerie that would have cost half-a-week’s salary to buy.

Alice could only watch as the girl slowly disrobed her husband in front of her while Carl allowed his hands to roam between ruched elastic straps, silk ribbons, and tiny translucent panels, methodically unclipping and removing items as he worked his way down her body. Inevitably, they were soon both naked and moving frenziedly against each other, he with a hand entangled in her hair to hold their lips together whilst his other gripped a pretty but modest breast, and she with both hands clasped about his erection as if she was afraid it might disappear if she let go.

Suddenly, Carl put his hands beneath her bottom and lifted her off her feet. She giggled and wrapped her legs about his waist and then, with a shriek, found herself sinking on his cock. He turned to deposit her on the dressing table, Alice’s dressing table, and began pumping her, slowly leaning her back to increase his penetration. Then he lifted her again and with her shrieking with laughter, pressed her against the wardrobe door and then, finally, against the front of Alice’s cage. If the cage hadn’t have been against the wall, it would have tipped over as Carl plunged into her. Her body rose and fell rhythmically, her shoulders pushing under Alice’s breasts either side of her neck so they bobbed up and down too. He still had his hands under her whilst she hung with her arms about his neck and urged him on to ever greater exertions with soft, repetitive cries and moans, but Carl wasn’t looking at her face; he was staring into Alice’s eyes above her head.

With mutual wild cries followed by trembling spasms and weary groans, they both climaxed together and hung onto each other, half-laughing and half-crying. Carl lifted her for the final time to deposit her on the bed and then rolled against her, enfolding her gently in his arms and caressing her back as she snuggled against him. Five minutes later, he extracted himself from her embrace and left the room, only to return minutes later with two glasses of white wine. Then they sat together on the end of the bed sipping wine and looking at Alice.

“She’s very decorative,” said the girl and Carl smiled. “Those tits are something else…”

“Yes she is,” agreed Carl.

“Are you going to keep her in that cage?”

“No, that wouldn’t really be feasible. The brothel would soon start complaining if she arrived every morning so stiff she couldn’t move.”

Alice was listening intently and this news was at least a small step in the right direction. Perhaps there was some hope after all.

“The cage is a stage prop from the local theatre; they've just finished a Gothic horror play and that was used to imprison the heroine. I only borrowed it for a day or two, but perhaps I might see if they want to sell it. It could be fun to use each time you're over.”

“She does fit it very well.”

“She does, but I’ve ordered a bigger one from the internet that’ll be here in a couple of days. It’s not so big that she’ll be able to actually sit up, but she will be able to turn over and wriggle a bit. I thought I could keep her at the bottom of the bed.”

“D’you think she looks thirsty?” asked the girl thoughtfully.  Alice began nodding and the girl expanded on her thoughts: “I don’t expect she’s had anything to drink since lunchtime except semen.”

Carl, too, looked thoughtful. “If I remove the frame and plug from your face, I want you to promise only to speak when given permission and to let me replace it when I see fit.”

The alternative was ‘not remove the frame’ and Alice was sure which one she preferred; she continued nodding.

“Ok… Turn your head so I can reach the lock.”

She looked to the side and Carl inserted the key behind her neck. The three metal bands sprung open and went slack over her face. With her head still turned to the side, he pulled the whole frame complete with its oral plug from her face and through the metal bars. She turned to stare at him with her mouth still wide open and Carl grinned.

“She’s got some sort of clamp in her teeth to stop her closing her mouth. Now that could be very useful.”

She bent her head down and to the right so she could reach her mouth with her right hand and stretched to twist one of the clamps. It went slack, but as soon as she released her hold to turn the other clamp, the first reset. There was no way she could release both clamps with just one hand and she certainly couldn’t reach with both hands while in the cage. She gave up trying and just stared at Carl. He looked in her mouth and his grin broadened.

“Having a little trouble, sweetheart?”

“Ou otta urn oth ans a unce,” she managed.

“Turn both ans at once…” repeated Carl.

“Not ans… Ans…”

“That’s what I said… Ans.”

“Oh uck,” said Alice. “Let ee ou.”

“You want me to release you so you can fuck?” asked Carl innocently.

“Oh,” said Alice and shook her head, but then changed her mind to, “Eth,” and started nodding.

“Sorry, sweetheart. I'm all fucked out, but Petra might let you do her.”

‘Petra…’ thought Alice looking at the girl with a sinking heart; having a name to put to the face seemed to make the situation far worse. But then she started nodding again. If she could just get her power of speech back she might be able to reason with Carl.

“Ok,” he said. “Here’s the deal: I open the cage and you put your hands behind your back without touching your face. If you can then satisfy my friend here, I’ll release your hands and you can do whatever it is you need to do with your mouth so you can eat and drink. Agreed?”

There seemed no alternative and Alice nodded again. Petra gave a short giggle and clapped her hands together.

Carl unfastened the cage and Alice stepped backwards pulling the chain tether after her. Red vertical stripes marked her body where the bars had pressed either side of her breasts and she gave Carl a long, glaring look.

“Hands…” said Carl and she folded her hands under her armpits so that they touched behind her shoulders and Carl then clipped her wrist cuffs together again.

“There’s a good little strumpet. Now, how shall we play this?”

Alice didn’t wait for suggestions, but just dropped to her knees in front of Petra who was still sitting on the end of the bed. Then waddled forward to push her face into the other girl’s crotch. Petra giggled again, but then went quiet and wide-eyed, opened her knees and leaned back on her elbows.

“Oh fuck,” she murmured and closed her eyes as her clitoris was alternately sucked hard and then licked. Two minutes later, she shrieked and pushed Alice’s head away so she could close her knees together.

“Well, sweetheart. You seem to have fulfilled your part of the bargain, not that I would have expected anything less from a professional battery dolly. Stand up and I’ll fulfil my part.”

Alice struggled to stand without the use of her arms and with Carl just watching. Again, she glared at him, but he only smiled and twirled his finger to get her to turn around.

Suddenly, her arms fell apart and she frantically fought with the hinged clamps in her mouth, working her jaw to combat the stiffness when she could eventually move it.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“She can speak,” said Petra and Alice muttered, “Fucking Bimbo.”

“What did you say?” asked Carl.

“I said she should go. You're my husband, Carl. We don’t need any of your mistresses with us.”

“That was before you became a whore. D’you think I was going to wait eight years for you or that I’d be interested in you after you’d spent all day fucking and sucking other men? Some guys from the prison service asked me if I wanted to look after you every evening. They said that so long as you were secure, it didn’t matter how you were kept. They suggested a long chain and here you are, long chain and all… If you're a good girl, I’ll let you out of your cage to cook and clean for us and maybe a little R and R too, otherwise, whore, you're gonna be paying for deceiving me like you did. How many years were you making a fool of me?”

“Carl, I…”

“Not another word or else the plug goes back in,” he barked. “Petra, take her to the bathroom so she can pee and then bring her back here. If she speaks or tries anything, just jerk her chain.”

Back in the bedroom, Carl took the tether chain from Petra and led Alice back towards the cage.

“Please, Carl. Not that tiny cage. It’s much too small. I can hardly breathe.”

“D’you want the plug back?” he asked and Alice lapsed into silence, pressing herself back against the bars as he closed the door behind her.

“What are you going to do with her now? You can't lay her on the floor, Carl. That would be unkind.”

He looked about the room. “I’ll put her across the dressing table if you help me tip the cage on its back. That way she can watch us all night,” he added with a wicked glint in his eye.

“All night…” exclaimed Petra. “Christ, I'm gonna be sore by morning.”


Chapter 25

A Day Off

In the early morning, Carl righted Alice’s cage and opened its door to allow her to back out.

“Petra’s going to take you to the bathroom so you can use the toilet and shower. That means unplugging your bum for the duration, so you'd best make the most of the opportunity. Now, hands behind.”

“How am I expected to shower with my hands behind my back?”

“Well, we’ll see, won’t we?” and he clipped her wrists together. Petra grinned and picked up the end of her tether and all three of them entered the bathroom.

“You might want to bend over a bit for this,” said Carl and inserted the key into the back of the anal anchor. A half-twist and he was able to pull the plunger out the back of the anchor followed immediately afterwards by the shaft of the anchor sliding out to leave her gaping open and slowly pulsing. He dropped it straight into the wash basin.

“Do what you need to do and then stand in the shower. Petra will spray you clean and then we’ll refit the anchor. After that, I’ll take you to the kitchen and you can cook us breakfast.”

“Sounds wonderful,” murmured Alice sarcastically.

With the anchor reinstalled, a process Petra found exceedingly amusing, Alice found herself reattached to the kitchen worktop while Carl and Petra sat at the small kitchen table and watched her.

“Do you think she likes being chained by her bum to the kitchen?” asked Petra. Both Alice and Carl turned to stare at her and she hurriedly added, “Some girls might.”

“Well, you're welcome to try it if you want,” said Carl, “But it does come with a degree of inconvenience.”

Petra giggled as she watched Alice stretching to reach the milk from the fridge. “I can't believe it doesn’t just pop right out.”

“If it just popped out, it wouldn’t be a government approved restraint, would it. I'm afraid Alice’s has got that now until she’s served her term.”

Alice spun around and glared at Carl. She hadn’t thought about it in such stark terms before, but apart from when Masie removes it while she’s in a stall so clients could make more comprehensive use of her, he was probably right. It certainly looked like that would the case when she wasn’t actually at the club.

Soon, she turned to place two plates of bacon and syrup pancakes on the table along with two mugs of coffee. Carl looked behind her and saw there were still rashers of bacon and pancakes in the pan and said, “Help yourself… If you're a good little whore, you'll find me not unreasonable.”

“Thank you,” she murmured and plated up another round for herself, the first real food she’d had in twenty-four hours.

Petra left for work soon after breakfast. Carl led Alice back into the bedroom and told her he, too, would soon be leaving for the office and that he was going to put her back in her cage.

“Open your mouth,” he said and, reluctantly, she made a half-hearted effort to comply.

“Don’t test me, girl. Open your mouth wide.”

The two hinged clamps clicked and locked open. Carl smiled and brushed his hand across her left breast before lifting it in his palm as if he was weighing it. Alice just waited passively.

“You know, these really are quite spectacular titties. I feel quite cheated that you didn’t have them when you were my wife.”

“Ah a or ife.”

“No you're not. You're now a whore, a battery dolly, and a professional cock-sucker. In fact, you’ve been such a naughty girl that the state requires that I keep you locked up, but that doesn’t mean I have to be cruel. For instance, I could lay you down instead of having you stand all day and I could come back at lunchtime to give you a toilet break. I could even click the hinges on your jaw clamps so you didn’t have to spend the day with your mouth open. What do you think?”

Drool began to dribble from her lower lip, but she ignored it, thinking for no more than a few moments before dropping to her knees. Carl was already wearing his office suit. It was a looser fit than his jeans and she didn’t need to do more than unzip his fly to access the cock that she knew so well. Stroking him was much easier with her hands relatively free and she could grip his shaft in her fist.

Carl held her head steady, gently at first and then more firmly as his excitement rose until he was thrusting to drive himself deep into her mouth where she could work on him with her tongue. He was making no sound, not until he was on the verge of an orgasm and then he gave a great sigh and exploded his seed into her mouth whilst gripping her head fiercely. Alice spluttered, trying to swallow faster than he was ejaculating, and then he withdrew leaving a puddle of white semen on her tongue.

He wiped himself on a tissue and adjusted his clothing while Alice remained kneeling on the floor, not even attempting to release her jaw. He regarded her for a few moments and then announced, “There… I knew you were cleverer than you look. Release your mouth if you want.”

Of course, she wanted and worked with both hands to twist the two hinges and close her jaw. He watched her swallowing and wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, and then pointed to the cage.

“I’ll be back about one for a snack and a comfort break,” he said as he closed the door and pressed her against the bars. “I think we might have Italian tonight. What do you think, sweetheart? Pasta?”

Alice was struggling to position her arms in the only available spaces beside her shoulders and wriggled to ease the pressure on her breasts as they were forced against the bars.

“Italian suits me fine, dear,” she said, and then added, “Thank you,” when Carl tugged on her nipples to pull her breasts more comfortably through the bars. “Perhaps with a glass or two of Chianti and some tiramisu. You have a good day at the office, dear, and don’t work too hard; I’ll be here waiting for you when you come home.”

He smiled. “Glad to see you’ve not lost your sense of humour. Perhaps this evening we might even find a use for this cockpit before it gets too slack through overuse,” and he put his fingers through the bars to touch her between her legs and make her wriggle and gasp.

“I have to go,” and he tipped the cage over on its back face to leave Alice lying on the floor across the bottom of the bed. “Bye, sweetheart,” and when he left, she was still breathing hard.

✽ ✽ ✽

Carl did return at lunchtime to release her for a bathroom break, gave her a drink of water and a ham sandwich, and then pushed her back in the cage.

She had lots of time to think that day. Her first thought was that it was ironic that she should spend her first ‘day off’ trapped in a cage. Her second was that since her conviction, the only person to actually couple with her as husband and wife was, in fact, her husband and then it was hardly an emotional affair; he had used her back at the correctional unit when she was locked into the ‘doggy’ frame and, although she’d yearned for it ever since, she’d spent the last few weeks thoroughly frustrated.

She pondered the fact that that part of her life was almost certainly ending. If Carl didn’t fuck her properly that evening, several dozen men would do so the following morning. And how did she feel about that? Part of her was hungry for the time when all her desires that had been so carefully cultivated over the last few weeks would finally be satisfied, but part of her was mourning her old life. After tomorrow, there would be no going back. She would forever know that she had once been a prostitute and had been loved by so many different strangers. No… Not loved; fucked in her cunt like a piece of meat while she was powerless to intervene.

Tears began to gather in her eyes as she lay on her back staring at the ceiling and she forced herself to think of other things: Carl back when they were still lovers; her friends and the holidays they shared; the nights in the clubs when she would dance until dawn; Blake…

The last thought brought back the tears and, instead, she closed her eyes and tried to sleep.

✽ ✽ ✽

She heard the front door and waited expectantly for someone to enter the bedroom. It was Petra.

“Oh… He’s left your mouth unplugged. Still got your titties out, though.”

“Difficult to do otherwise,” said Alice dryly.

Petra squatted beside the cage in her mini-skirt with her knees pressed demurely together and a hand on Alice’s nearest nipple. “These are real, aren’t they? Were they always puffy like this?”

“No,” answered Alice succinctly.

“Are they very sensitive? They look sensitive…”

Keep playing with them like this and you'll soon find out.

When Alice didn’t answer her, Petra leaned in and took the teat in her mouth, sucking and rolling it with her tongue, giving it little nips, and just generally enjoying its resilient feel in her mouth. What came next was inevitable. Her finger tickled over Alice’s belly and between her legs.

“Oh my, you're soaking wet and your clit is so big…”

The front door clicked again as it was shut and Carl entered the room.

“Hi, you two. Making friends again I see.”

“She wants to play with us.”

“Well, she has work to do first. I'm hungry. Help me stand her up and then she can go and start supper.”

✽ ✽ ✽

Alice waited a long time in the kitchen attached to the worktop after they’d all eaten until Carl and Petra tired of the television and decided it was time for more proactive entertainment.

“We’re going to have an early night tonight and, if you're a good girl, you can join us, at least for the first part… Petra’s going to take you to the bathroom and then you can join us in the bedroom.”

Their plan was simple: clip Alice’s hands together behind her back; open her jaw clamp; and attach her tether to the rail at the foot of the bed. Then, just to make the experience a little more interesting, Carl blindfolded her. Henceforth, she could flounder about on the bed like a beached fish on a line, giving and receiving what rewards she could manage, only in Alice’s case the line wasn’t hooked into her mouth.

Her world was temporarily transformed into one that swung between periods of extreme frustrations to moments of intense stimulation in a heartbeat. The tether allowed her to move part-way up the bed, but no further so that sometimes she could reach her goal and at other times, fall tantalisingly short.

The highlight of her evening came when Carl delivered what he’d been teasingly promising. One moment, she was lying on her side beside him with Petra behind her, unaware that he had put his feet under the chain that linked her ankles. With a swift push, she was on her back and he was on top of her, pressing into her. With a shriek, her legs spontaneously rose to fold together behind his back and thereafter she was pushed up the bed with every thrust. Her involuntary motion caused her breasts to roll up her chest and was only limited by the anchor in her bum that pulled at her sphincter muscle.

The effect was too much for Alice to bear for long and after a minute she began to scream. It took three minutes for Carl to climax.

All too soon, from Alice’s point of view, the evening was at an end and she was returned to her cage for the night. They waited until she’d been locked in and laid across the dressing table before unlocking her jaw clamps and removing the blindfold and she opened her eyes to see both Carl and Petra grinning down at her. Carl made a point of repositioning her breasts through the bars by once more pulling on her teats and Petra just smiled at her helplessness and at her flushed sex that she’d so recently been teasing.

“Well, that’s an end of an era,” said Carl and Alice stared up at him through the bars not understanding what he meant. “I've already told you, I'm not fucking a woman after she’s had dozens of men in her all day long. Tomorrow you start in the stalls so that’s an end to it as far as I'm concerned. I've got my own little private dolly here and that’s all I need,” and he gave Petra a grin. “I’ll feed you and make sure you don’t run off, which is all the state’s bothered about, and in exchange you can cook, do the housework, and entertain Petra when she feels like it, but as far as sex goes, I'm just not interested. Come on, Petra…” and he pulled a sheet over the cage like one would do for a parrot before taking his new girl back to their bed.


Chapter 26

Full Employment

Alice was ready when the transport officer returned for her the next morning. Carl had redressed her in the skirt and halter top, and refitted the oral plug along with its facial frame. They stood side-by-side in the doorway mocking her with their sophistication while she played the submissive. Each was dressed ready for a day at the office knowing that she will spend her day substantially naked and tolerating the ministrations of unknown strangers. “Bye,” cooed Petra in a sing-song voice and gave her a little wave as she was led away.

Today was a big day and to say she felt apprehensive would have been an understatement. She’d been awake most of the night thinking about what was going to happen, the stalls she’ll be strapped in alongside the other girls. Would she be ‘legs up’ or ‘legs down’? Either way, her life as she knew it would effectively be over forever and a new life would have begun: the life of a state whore.

She didn’t want that…

While she was with Dorothy in the correctional unit, the choice seemed clear-cut, but now it was actually happening, things looked very different. It can’t harm me, she told herself, and it was probably true. The club took such precautions to protect the girls both from excessive abuse and to minimise any health risks that the job was proven to be less risky than many other occupations, but that wasn’t really the point. It wasn’t even really about what other people would think because when this was all over, she could just move to where nobody knew her and start again. It was the effect the work was going to have on her self-esteem. She will know that she was once a whore and that will effect everything: her dignity, her confidence, even her vanity, and as a result, it will have a lasting effect on her morale. It was all well and good saying that in eight years, she could start again and all of this would be forgotten, but would it? She was about to be fucked by about fifty different men a day and it was going to go on for the next eight years. Would she ever recover from that?

“Sit back on the bench,” said the officer after she’d climbed into the back of the van and he clipped her tether chain to the cleat so that it was taut. Why did he even bother? The rear door was locked and even if she could climb out of the vehicle with her hands behind her back and her ankles linked, where could she go? She couldn’t even speak.

“Ah, here she is,” said Masie at the door to the club. “Our newest recruit. Ready for you first proper day?”

Masie didn’t really expect an answer with Alice wearing the pacifier frame and what she actually got was a non-committal grunt.

“I've got a surprise for you,” and it was almost as if she winked. “I hope you like it. It’s all because you have such wonderful breasts; it seemed such a pity to hide them behind a screen, so we’ve created a special facility just for you. It means that starting today, you’ll never have to use a BJ alcove again…”

Now Alice was getting worried. She had no idea what Masie had prepared, but she wasn’t at all sure she’d like it.

“Bring her this way,” said Masie and one of the girls took the tether from the officer and led Alice through into the main hall. All the girls were there. None had yet retired to their stalls because all wanted to see what would happen next, but as Alice made her way through the hall, a path through the throng opened before her as if by magic to reveal a pair of wooden rails in the centre of the hall.

The rails had been constructed from six-inch square section timber and looked substantial enough to support a vehicle, let alone a slender woman, because that was what she knew they were for. They were five feet long, fifteen inches apart, and about fifteen inches off the floor supported on four stumpy legs, and the evidence that gave away their purpose was the presence of eight leather straps, four on each rail. Her suspicions were doubly confirmed when she noticed a steel rod fixed to the floor near the far end of the rails. It stood about a foot above the rails and had a small ring on its tip.

“It was Dorothy’s idea,” said Masie. “She said you so enjoyed the doggie frame during your conjugal visit with Carl that this could be the ideal solution. Dimensionally, this is exactly the same as the doggie frame and has obvious advantages for our clients, not least of which is the fact that those wonderful tits of yours are just dangling beneath you where anyone can appreciate them.”

It was all too much for Alice and she turned to Masie wide-eyed and shaking her head so hard she risked damaging her neck. It was all very well having your husband couple with you when you're kneeling in a doggy frame, but to be tasked with servicing multiple strangers at the same time, eight hours a day was not at all reasonable.

“Come on, dear. I'm sure you're going to enjoy this.”

The more Masie coaxed, the more determined Alice was to refuse her.

“You can't fight it. You signed a contract to work here eight hours a day, six days a week, until the end of your sentence. You're committed now and there’s nothing you can do about it.”

Now Alice began resisting… There was little she could do except to make it as difficult as possible for Masie and she shoulder-barged anyone who came too close.

“Hold her steady. Celia, tighten that leash to stop her moving. Quick, grab her wrist chain on your side; we need to connect her collar ring to the top of the post.”

It was easy enough to do what Masie wanted when there were four of them handling her and the realisation that there was so little she could do brought tears to her eyes.

“Good. Now when I unclip her arms, I need you two to strap her left wrist to the front of that rail while Ruby and I deal with her right. Evie, you keep holding that tether and try to keep her still.”

Soon, Masie was at the stage where she had to remove Alice’s ankle chain in order to strap her knees and feet to the rails and still leave access for people to walk between them. That required two girls on each leg and Evie holding the tether high to stop Alice sinking to the floor. Once she was strapped at wrists, elbows, knees, and ankles in addition to the vertical bar positioning her neck, the fight was comprehensively lost and all that remained was to loop a rope around her waist and tie it to a floor ring under her belly to keep her hips tilted and her vulva projecting behind her.

“Well, Alice dear, that was a struggle. I hope we’re not going to have this trouble every day. It’s no good you fighting it, you know. I’m legally entitled to do anything with you and if it doesn’t endanger your health, you have no grounds for complaint. This isn’t a holiday; it’s meant to be a punishment and whether you like it or not is immaterial. This little cockpit of yours…” and she allowed her finger to trace the crease between Alice’s labia. Alice squealed and tried to pull her sex back between her legs, but she couldn’t move her hips with her belly pulled down; it was as if she was invited everyone to touch her. “This little cockpit of yours,” Masie repeated, “Along with your bum and your mouth actually belong to me now until you have served your sentence and I'm allowed to use them as I see fit. The same applies to these splendid titties, and, while we’re on the subject, I may as well tell you now that I have plans for them. Starting today, I'm putting you on a course of hormone tablets that will see you lactating within six weeks. Soon, you're going to have guys tugging at your teats and milking you while you're otherwise engaged. Won’t that be fun?”

Tears were now flowing freely down her face and she dropped her head to peer under her chest at her hanging breasts with their protuberant areolae and giant nipples. Are they going to be even larger in future and what’s it going to feel like being milked like a cow all day? Her thoughts were rudely interrupted by Masie threading a cord through the ring on top of her face frame and then tying it to the rope around her waist to hold her head up. Then she was kneeling in front of her face to remove the oral plug from the frame, but leave the frame still locked about Alice’s head. It left her mouth still held open wide by the jaw clamps with her lips forming a glossy-red, puffy cushion around it.

“I wasn’t going to tell you about our future plans until you'd settled in, but now there’s no harm in you knowing what your future holds. Oh, my dear… you're certainly not going to be bored.”

She struggled to her feet and moved around behind Alice to unlock the anal anchor. Alice felt her pulling on the plunger and sensed the bladder deflating inside her. Masie was wiggling it and, when it was loose enough, pulled it free with a sharp jerk to leave her anus gaping open and slowly pulsing.

“Ah ont onna ee ere. Ah onna o ta oroty.”

“You aren’t Dorothy’s responsibility anymore; you're mine now and what you want is totally irrelevant.” Masie was gently prodding a finger against the soft flesh of Alice’s labia as she spoke. “I thought a little collagen filler here might be nice; plump you up a bit. Perhaps your clit too, although I see Dorothy has already had a go at that, and your lips, of course; that goes without saying; men like a girl with thick, puffy lips and it helps you when you're sucking; makes a better seal. It’s these little touches that make all the difference between a common whore and a true professional. What do you say?”

“Oh… Oh, oh, oh.”

“It was a rhetorical question… It really doesn’t matter what you say. Now then, I suggest you metaphorically prepare yourself for what is going to be a busy day. The doors open in fifteen minutes…”

Alice swung her head from side to side, looking at the girls milling about her chatting to each other whilst they drunk from plastic water bottles, rubbed moisturiser into their bodies, or just generally preened themselves in preparation for their forthcoming encounters. None of them seemed keen to speak to her, but they kept giving her strange looks. Then Clara’s face appeared in front of her.

“Are you ok?” she whispered.

Alice shook her head.

“I heard what Masie was saying. It’s not fair; she shouldn’t treat you like this. She can do it just because you’ve been given special prisoner status by the court. Don’t worry, though. No-one’s going to harm you and I’ll be back at break to give you a drink.” She looked around nervously. “I’d best go. I'm on a high-level stall today. It’s the best one there is because all that happens is that men come to practice cunnilingus on you. I’d do it even if they didn’t pay me,” and she gave Alice a pale smile. “Two hours…” she added. “Take it in small bites,” and then she was gone, weaving through the others until Alice’s view was blocked.

Alice closed her eyes and thought of what was to come: three or four at once. She’ll feel like a piglet on a roasting spit. If they last ten minutes before moving on, that could be twenty-four men an hour; nearly two hundred a day; twelve hundred in a week. Her mind was beginning to flinch at the numbers, but she couldn’t stop now… sixty thousand men in a year and that translated to four hundred and eighty thousand men in eight years. That’s almost the entire male population of Dallas. Ok… it’s true that many of them will be repeat customers, but she won’t know one from another; she might only get to actually see one out of every four, and then it will only be his cock.

Oh God… She could feel herself getting wet between her legs, feel her body betraying her, but she didn’t want this. Half a million men meeting her in such an intimate manner. Then another thought struck her: how many of these men will she know? It’s not as if they’ll be coupling with an anonymous pair of legs. They’ll see who they're fucking; she’ll be in the middle of the hall on elevated rails. Will she be meeting her old friends from college? Her colleagues from the station? There’ll be no hiding from any of them.

“Five minutes,” called out Masie. “Ladies, take your stations.”

‘Half a million men and one-in-four are going to climax in my mouth.’ Her brain was racing now trying to blank out reality. She remembered that Clara had already worked out that a day’s work in a BJ stall would yield about a pint of semen; six pints a week, three hundred pints a year. That means that in eight years, she will have swallowed three hundred gallons. She felt sick…

Alice jumped when Masie whispered, “Five minutes,” into her ear. “I can see just by looking at you that you're already excited at the prospect.”

Alice closed her eyes. Inside her head, her brain was screaming and she nearly didn’t hear Celia murmur in Masie’s ear: “There’s someone at the door to see you.”

“Well they can wait until we’re open. It’s only a few minutes.”

“He says it’s important to speak with you before you open. He has a badge…”


Chapter 27

A Police Rescue

Alice sat on the bench in the back of the police van in a state of shock. She had no idea what was happening, only that she had been uninstalled from the rails and led out to the van in a condition not dissimilar to when she arrived at the club earlier that morning.

She had heard Detective Blake talking to Masie at the door to the hall, but she’d been unable to turn her head enough to see them. By that time, all the girls had been settled into their stalls and the walls were lined down either side with pairs of legs, each spread wide with vulvas and anuses passively waiting for occupants.

“It’s a warrant,” she heard Blake say. “I'm to take her back to Wichita Falls to answer more charges.”

“Oh my,” said Masie. “We’re going to be pushed to refine her conditions of service any more if the judge piles on more penalties.”

“That may not be necessary, but I do need to take her now.”

“Such a pity,” said Masie. “I know she was so looking forward to her first full public encounter. Never mind, everything will still be here when she gets back.”

That was the moment that they both walked into her field of view and she caught Blake’s eye. There was something strange behind his expression, but she couldn’t fathom what it was.

“Here’s the transfer papers,” said Blake and passed Masie a couple of sheets. Masie signed them and then called Celia over.

“Detective Blake has a warrant to return Alice to Wichita this morning for more legal business, so we’ll have to forego the pleasure of her company today, but I have no doubt she’ll soon be back. You’ll need to reinstall her tether…”

Blake didn’t say anything; he just stood looking at her face while Alice stared back at him and Celia lubricated the anal anchor. She blinked when Celia pushed it back into her, but otherwise held his gaze while in the plunger was pressed to reflate the internal bladder, and then the anchor given a sharp pull to ensure it was seated correctly. Masie stepped between Blake and Alice to lock the pacifier back into Alice’s mouth and then the whole reinstallation procedure was conducted in reverse beginning with unstrapping her legs and reconnecting the ankle chain.

“Do you want her hands clipped behind her back?” asked Masie.

“Is she liable to fight me?” asked Blake and Alice gave him a testy look that rather suggested she might.

“She’s usually quite passive and compliant,” said Masie and Blake said that in that case, she could leave her hands just hanging from her collar.

“You can't have the skirt and top she was wearing this morning because they belong to the club.”

“I understand,” said Blake took the tether chain from Masie to direct Alice towards the rear entrance of club and the car park where the van was waiting.

Masie and Celia watched Alice climb the steps into the back of the van and sit on the bench, watched while Blake connected the tether chain to the retention cleat immediately behind her and strap her ankles to the bulkhead under the bench.

“Bye dear,” said Masie before Blake closed the rear doors and then Alice had only a partially obscured view through the wire mesh as the van slowly pulled out of the car park and onto the highway.

For more than two hours, she balanced on the bench watching the strip of tarmac receding behind her and tried not to move too much because it only resulted in the chain attached to her anal anchor pulling uncomfortably. She knew there was a camera with a microphone above her so that she could be monitored by anyone in the cab, but no sound came from the accompanying speaker and, in any case, with the oral plug in her mouth she couldn’t respond.

Eventually, Blake drove the van into the broad car park at the back of the Wichita Falls Police Department, a non-descript concrete building that appeared to be devoid of all windows, and parked up against the back wall. The rear doors opened and Blake smiled at her as he began unstrapping her legs and disconnecting her anal tether from the vehicle.

“We’re going to the cells and we’ll take the back stairs,” he explained and held out his hand to help her stand. They moved quietly through passages and met nobody until they entered the custody suite and then the custody officer led them both to an empty cell and waved them in, grinning unashamedly at Alice’s nudity as he locked the end of her tether chain to a ring by the door.

As soon as they were alone, Blake unlocked and removed the pacifier frame from her head. She rubbed her face, released both jaw clamps, and worked her jaw, but said nothing.

“First, let me say that as of this moment, your legal position is unchanged. You are still a committed criminal and, if nothings happens, you'll stay that way. However, new evidence has emerged that could change that and it was my priority to remove you from the Dallas state brothel as soon as I could just in case. I have done that using a warrant that requires your attendance here in Wichita to answer further questions relating to more charges, but please be assured that these extra charges do not apply to you, but to others. More than that, I cannot say at present.”

“Wyatt visited the club two days ago and told me he’d made it all up about me charging him for sex. He thought it was funny that just by answering yes when he should have said no, he’d changed me from a police officer into a naked fantasy whore.”

“Well, that’s interesting and I suspected as much, but it doesn’t help us a lot; he’d only deny saying it and you’d have no witnesses to corroborate your story.”

“He told me that too, but there’s something else he said; he said that Chloe told him I was going to be working in the Red Club. That’s what he was doing there; he’d come to find me.”

Blake’s interest was sparked. “Are we talking about Chloe Martinez?”

Alice nodded. “The girl I was with at the nightclub… Don’t you see?” asked Alice. “Wyatt knows Chloe. She said she didn’t know what happened to me after she and Sofia left me at the nightclub, but it’s surely too much of a coincidence that I should randomly meet one of her friends in the Pixie Bar. She must have taken me there and introduced me to Wyatt and, in that case, she must know what happened.”

“And it’ll be interesting to ask why she hasn’t come forward as a witness,” added Blake. “There’ll be records of who were admitted that night, so I can check whether she was there, but meanwhile, you're going to have to stay here.”

“Like this?” asked Alice and indicated the chain locked to the wall and those on her wrists. “Surely they're not necessary in a police cell?”

“I'm afraid I can do nothing about your custodial conditions; they’ve been imposed by the courts and I’m not authorised to vary them. I've already exceeded my authority by taking you out of the Red Club on such flimsy evidence.”

“What evidence?” but Blake only smiled.

“I’ll see you get some food, some bedding, and a few books to read. Meanwhile, just keep your head down and pretend you're not here.”

Blake was back that afternoon with an armful of magazines and some novels. “I've got more good news for you, too,” and he held up a key. “The chief says you don’t need the anal anchor whilst you're in custody within the station.”

“You can unplug me?” she asked gleefully.

“Do you want me to?”

It was not meant to be a serious question and Alice pushed him onto the side of the bunk and then, much to his surprise, lay across his lap. He examined the back face of the anchor and its intimate fit through her anal sphincter muscle, and, inadvertently, the whole of her vulva exposed below it.

“You need to turn the key in the slot and pull out the plunger,” said Alice impatiently.

“I know how to remove it,” said Blake and inserted the key. With one hand between the cheeks of her bottom and his finger holding the plug’s location spur, he slowly pulled out the plunger to suck the fluid out of the expansion bladder. When the plunger was fully retracted, he moved his hand onto a cheek to steady her and slowly withdrew the entire device from her body. Her anus contracted, flared open, and then began to pulse unnaturally.

He doesn’t know why he did it, perhaps to protect her in some way, but Blake covered her with his palm, feeling her muscle acting like a panicky sea anemone beneath his hand while Alice lay acquiescent across his knees, gently rolling her hips and quietly moaning. It was a few seconds later that he realised that the fingers of his hand were curling into the mouth of her vaginal tunnel.

“Oh, I'm so sorry,” he gasped, but he didn’t remove his hand and Alice was quick to respond.

“Don’t stop… Please don’t stop. Go deeper.”

Blake hesitated for no more than a few seconds before dropping the anal anchor he was holding in his other hand and then touching her with both, one to curl inside her and hold her steady and the other to rub between her labia in search of her clitoris. It didn’t take much finding.

✽ ✽ ✽

Alice slowly clambered to her feet. She still had her fist in her mouth, the one that had been stifling her cries, and she removed it to reveal a shy grin.

“Thank you,” she said quietly and daintily sat on the edge of the bunk beside Blake.

Neither of them spoke for a long time and then Blake said, “Your fingerprints were not on the bag of Easers.”

“What?” said Alice.

“The bag containing those tabs that they found in your purse; your fingerprints weren’t on it. No-one thought to check before because, well, it was in your purse, but there were fingerprints all over it and they weren’t yours. That’s the new evidence that we found.”

“Whose fingerprints were they?”

“No-one knows, but that’s why you're here and not, you know…”

“Not well into my first pint of semen.” Blake looked confused. “That’s what it amounted to: a pint a day.”

He looked suitably embarrassed. “I didn’t know that.”

“No. I don’t expect most people give it much thought. I thought about it a lot. They trained me to like the stuff at the correction centre. No…” she said after some thought. “Not like; they trained me to need the stuff. Oh God… I don’t know what’s going to happen to me. You saw what they were going to do to me. I don’t think I could have stood that… but on the other hand I have been conditioned to need men. I think they’ve turned me into a nymphomaniac. They’ve given me these tits and interesting nipples and they’ve made me crave orgasms and men’s cocks. What can I possibly do now but work in a brothel?”

“You were a police officer and could be again someday.”

“With these tits?”

“They're easily the most attractive breasts I've ever seen, but they're not outlandish; you're not a freak.”

“How can I expect to be taken seriously by people if they're staring at my chest all the time?”

“That’s something you'll have to work out in time. The priority now is to prove your innocence and I think we have a good chance. I’ll have to go now, but I’ll keep you updated on progress. In the meantime, remember what I said and try to be invisible; you're not really supposed to be here.”


Chapter 28

Recaged

Despite what Blake had told her about keeping her updated, she saw nothing of him the next day and it wasn’t until the following afternoon that she saw him again.

“Chloe Martinez has been arrested along with Sofia McNaughton. It was Chloe’s fingerprints on the bag of Easers and she’s been arrested on drug offences. Sofia has been arrested as an accessory, but the evidence against her is weak and a plea deal is likely to see her released without charge. She has explained the events of that night in some detail. About how Chloe had dropped a couple of tabs into your drink just for the hell of it and then the three of you went to the Pixie club. It’s a pity that no-one thought to test you for the drug; that would have explained a lot.”

“Like how I came to be sucking on Wyatt.”

“Sofia told us that Chloe panicked when she saw the police in the club and dropped the bag of Easers into your purse just to get rid of them. As it happens, the police didn’t search her anyway, so it wouldn’t have made any difference, but then they made themselves scarce, so no-one realised they were even in the club.

“Is that enough to clear me?” asked Alice excitedly.

“Well, we still need to get Wyatt to confess not only to lying about giving you money for sex, but also about getting you into the club as a free-lance sex worker in the first place. Without that, you could still be held guilty of illegal soliciting, but we do have Sofia’s testimony. She says you were incapable of anything very much when they got you into the club, let alone negotiating a deal with Wyatt for a blow.”

The very next afternoon, Blake was back again with more good news: “Wyatt has agreed it was a tacit arrangement between you and him and that he was intending to pay you, but that you hadn’t actually asked for any money. Furthermore, he said that Chloe told him you were a sex worker and it was on that understanding that he arranged for your entry into the club.”

“So am I in the clear now?”

“It’s looking good. Chloe’s arraignment is scheduled for tomorrow morning and if she pleads guilty in the face of all the evidence, then your conviction should be annulled and you'll be free to go.”

✽ ✽ ✽

Alice walked out of the Wichita Falls Police Department through the main entrance, fully dressed and in the company of Detective Blake on Monday, August 26th, nearly five months after she was first convicted. She looked up and down the broad street and then at Blake. There were tears in her eyes; it had happened a lot over the last few days, but they weren’t sad tears.

“Would you like to go to a café for a coffee?”

She nodded and he led her to his car for the short drive into the town centre.

What are you going to do now?” he asked. “Dallas police will almost certainly reinstate you. They may even feel guilty enough to give you a promotion.”

“I couldn’t possibly work there again. The people I thought were my friends dropped me like a hot rock. Worse than that, they took delight in torturing me.”

“Don’t be too hard on them. They're police officers; they believe in the rule of law and that law had declared you guilty of deceiving them. What did you expect them to do?”

“I thought they'd believe me as a friend.”

“Their vocation trumps friendship and that’s how it should be.”

“You believed in me.”

“I believed enough to investigate further. I was acting as a police officer, not out of friendship.”

“I don’t believe you,” said Alice and smiled. Blake couldn’t quite believe his own words either and grinned so much he had to look away.

“What are you going to do now?” he asked.

“Go and see my husband and ask for a divorce.”

“Was he that bad?”

“Worse. And he’s installed his mistress in our bed.”

“How are you going to get there?”

“I don’t know; bus, I suppose. My car’s probably at the apartment.”

“I’ll drive you,” said Blake.

✽ ✽ ✽

“Alice, you're free… I've been expecting you. The Dallas Chief of Police rang earlier and wants to speak to you. He told me that your conviction has been annulled and that you were innocent all along. Not of blowing that man in the club, of course, but everything else.”

“I’d been drugged.”

“Yes, he said that. Come on in.”

“Where’s Petra?”

“She’s not here. She went last night and I don’t know when she’ll be back.”

Alice pushed past Carl and walked through the house. Petra was nowhere to be seen, but the tiny cage was leaning against the bedroom wall.

“What did you do?”

“Nothing. She just decided to leave.”

“You locked her in the cage, didn’t you?”

“We did actually play some games, but she wasn’t so much fun as you; she wasn’t so well endowed as you and her tits didn’t stick out through the bars like yours. But that wasn’t the reason she left.”

“Why did she go then? Did she realise how shallow you are?”

“If you must know it was because of a little accident. She wanted to see what an anal anchor felt like and the custody officer had left us a spare one, so I locked her to the kitchen to make supper.”

“And she didn’t like it?”

“She liked it well enough at first, but then she wanted it out and that’s when the accident occurred: the key broke off.”

Alice just burst out laughing. “You locked an anal anchor into her arse and broke off the key so you couldn’t remove it”

Carl nodded dejectedly. “She went off to the hospital last night, but I don’t think they’ll be able to do anything. She’s going to need a locksmith.”

“Well, I’d like to say I feel sorry for her, but I don’t.”

“And I’d like to say it’s good to have you home again. I've missed you.”

“I think that’s unlikely. I’m not here for long; just long enough to collect a few clothes and to let you know you should get yourself a lawyer, because I'm going to petition for a divorce on the grounds of adultery. Now, where are my car keys?”

“Alice, sweetheart. Don’t be like that. What was I supposed to do? You'd been sentenced to eight years… How could I possibly wait that long for you?”

“I don’t care, Carl. How can I stay with someone who just wanted to treat me like some sort of sex-slave and keep me in a cage at the bottom of his bed? Our bed, actually, where you were sleeping with your mistress. What do you suppose the judge is going to make of that?”

“I’ll fight you, you know. I'm not just going to cave in and, by the way, Petra took your car.”

“Well, when you see her, tell her that it’s been reported as stolen to the Dallas police. I’ll be back for it in a day or two.”

✽ ✽ ✽

Back in the car, Alice wasn’t feeling quite so confident.

“I don’t know what to do now. I have no house, no car, no money, no job, and I can't stay here in Dallas in case Masie finds me; she has a contract I signed that says she can put me to work in her brothel for the next eight years.”

Blake smiled at her black humour. “It’s funny how quickly the euphoria of freedom fades.”

“Oh, that’s not faded. If I had to work at the Red Club every day, I’m sure I’d be dead within the month. As it is, it may take a few months now.”

“Now you're being melodramatic.”

Alice just gave him a wry smile.

“Come and stay with me. I have a spare room you can use.”

“Really? You'd do that for me?”

“Of course. Anything to help a fellow officer.”

“Now you're taking the micky.”

“Not at all. I’ve been thinking. If you don’t want to work at Dallas, get a transfer to Wichita where they don’t know you. I know you already have old school friends there.”

✽ ✽ ✽

Three weeks later…

“Oh my God; Oh my God; Oh my God…”

Then Alice gave a long sigh and flung her arms and legs out sideways in a show of exhaustion when Blake stopped moving, but gave a shriek and slapped his hand when he then trickled his fingers up her side to scoop up a tit and squeeze the puffy bit on its tip.

“You shouldn’t come so fast. You can't expect me to stop just because you’ve climaxed.”

“I don’t expect you to pound into me even faster just when I'm in the middle of the world’s biggest orgasm. You're supposed to care for your woman and be gentle when I start squealing.”

“I apologise. I’ll be gentler with your lady-parts in future.”

She grinned and slapped him again. “There’s no call for sarcasm.”

“Me?” cried Blake. “I’d never stoop so low.”

“Can I be serious for a moment? I'm worried. I've been working traffic now for three days with Gregory and I've really enjoyed it. He’s been great; I couldn’t have asked for a better partner, but I have a problem. I'm still feeling, well… preoccupied.”

Blake started laughing, but stopped when Alice remained stony-faced. “You are serious, aren’t you?”

“They were working on me for four months to make me like this; I can't reverse the whole thing in three weeks however much you make love to me. All that time they were teasing and frustrating me, turning me into a walking sexual caricature, and priming me to seek orgasms wherever I could. They’ve even made my clit so sensitive that sometimes my clothing can trigger me and it’s as much as I can do to resist touching myself. It’s even worse when I'm in the presence of a man, particularly a stranger. I'm forever thinking about what it would feel like to have him moving inside me. They’ve turned me into a nymphomaniac and I'm worried that I might not be able to stay in control. Do you think I should seek counselling?”

“We could try that, although I expect there will be a bit of a wait to see a counsellor. Have you warned Gregory of the risk he’s taking? Does he know you feel like this?”

“Of course, he doesn’t. What could I possibly say to him? Anyway, it’s you I'm more worried about. I'm afraid that if I suddenly break, it would be more than you could bear.”

“I would be disappointed,” said Blake and tried to give her a reassuring smile.

“Please help me.”

“And what do you suggest I do? Meet you at lunchtimes for a quickie in the bushes as well as every morning and every night? I don’t know whether my constitution could stand the pace.”

“Don’t make fun of me. Even a midday tryst would help. It’s not all my fault, you know. Things would be a lot easier for me if you didn’t have a body like an athletic male model. That could be half the problem.”

“Ok, cos you fancy me, you're concerned you're going to pounce on other unsuspecting males?”

“Makes sense to me…”

“Hmm. Try to control yourself for the next few days and I’ll try to think of a solution that might not leave me totally exhausted.”

For the next three days, they operated as a perfect couple: loving, working, loving, and sleeping; but both were conscious of an underlying tension. Blake had contacted the counselling service and the soonest he could book an appointment was another three weeks and then he could expect no tangible results for several more weeks. Meanwhile, Alice, for all her light-hearted jokes, was struggling with very real inner demons.

On the morning of the fourth day, they lay side-by-side in bed.

“Option 1: Counselling,” said Blake. “I have booked your first appointment for three weeks’ time, so good luck with that,” and he gave Alice a kiss on her forehead.

“Option 2: Do your best and we’ll have to accept the occasional mishap. I do not like this option.” This time she didn’t get a kiss.

“Option 3: Distraction Therapy. Become pregnant.”

Alice sat bolt upright and stared at Blake with an open mouth.

“This solution has lots of consequences, but I do believe it would be a permanent solution for your condition in the longer term. Not only will you become home-bound with a new baby with less chance of meeting any possible distractions, but you’ll be so busy you won’t have any time to think about sex.”

“You're serious, aren’t you?”

“You're not getting any younger, you know.”

“I'm twenty-six…”

“Better safe than, you know… old.”

She stared down at his grinning face. “I hope this isn’t a joke.”

“No joke, however, just like the counselling, there is a time-lag before it becomes effective.” And, before she could explore the possibility further, he’d moved on: “My final option – Option four – is one hundred percent effective and available immediately. And when I say immediately, I mean right now.”

“Ok. I’ll bite. What is it?”

Blake reached down beside the bed and lifted up a box done up in pink wrapping paper with a ribbon and gave it to Alice with a flourish. She ripped off the paper, threw open the box, and stared at its contents. “It’s a chastity belt.”

“It’s a very high-end chastity belt and I've been assured that short of cutting it off with hydraulic shears, there will be no way you could release it without the key.”

“You want me to wear a chastity belt all the time?”

“Only when you're not with me.”

“But it’s got a dildo…”

“It has two. The front one is an integral part of its security and will stop you sliding it to the side; the second plug fits in your bum in case you get the urge for anal sex and, again, keeps the belt correctly positioned. It’s also got an engraved stainless-steel front panel and dished gusset that will prevent you being able to touch any sensitive bits and should help to quench any inappropriate thoughts. You’ll need to plan your bathroom visits for when I'm about, but the gusset is perforated so you’ll be able to pee any time.”

“How very thoughtful.”

Blake continued with barely a breath… “The waistband is padded so that it’s comfortable and wide enough to ensure that it can't be dislodged up or down, and once everything has been adjusted for size, it all locks together with a cover plate and a low-profile lock so that no-one will be able to tell you're wearing it.”

“Except if I try to seduce them…”

“Exactly. What do you think?”

“I can't do my job as a police officer while wearing a chastity belt and having dildos lodged inside me.”

“And why not? They're not the biggest dildos in the world.”

“The front one looks big to me.”

“Well, it needs to be big enough so that it can't be moved aside.”

“So you expect me to function as a police officer whilst all the time being conscious of a pair of plugs inside me. How’s that going to work?”

“I agree that it might take a week or two to get used to, but think of the advantages: you’ll never need to worry that you might inadvertently invite a stranger into your panties and I’ll know you’ve always been one hundred percent faithful.”

Alice turned the belt over in her hands. In some ways, it was a thing of beauty with elaborate engraving on the polished steel front panel and waistband, and a soft leather lining that looked aesthetic as well as opulent. “The dildo’s shaped just like a cock.”

“Anatomically designed to fit the female form,” said Blake.

“And you’ll unlock me as soon as we get home every evening?”

“I shall be just as keen to remove it as you will be.”

Alice thought for several minutes before reaching a decision, and then it was only to defer the decision until she’d tried on the device. With a frown, real or pretend, she went next door to the bathroom and when she emerged some ten minutes later, she’d showered and was holding a tube of ‘intimate lubricant’.

“The first thing we need to do is to fit the waistband,” and he wrapped it around her waist and squeezed the sides together. The left side slid into the right and, when he considered it was tight enough, he pressed in a stud and it clicked to lock.

“The waistband has its own separate lock?” she queried.

“I suppose the designer thought you might need to remove one without the other, perhaps to use the bathroom. The crotch strap attaches to the waistband at the back and locks at the front and will need to be adjusted too, but the two plugs can slide a little on their mountings so, to a limited extent, they're self-aligning. What we have to ensure is that the front panel is tight where it matters: over your pubic bone and either side of your vulva.”

“Great,” said Alice with more than a trace of sarcasm creeping into her voice. “I'm really looking forward to that.”

Blake acknowledged her tone with a grin, but didn’t allow it to deflect him from his monologue. “And that’s best done without the plugs fitted,” and he slid both plugs from their mountings. He offered the steel dish up to her crotch and marked the top of the front panel before pulling the cable tight between her cheeks and marking the back. The front panel was in two parts that could be adjusted for height before being clamped together with concealed fixings and the back cable was crimped into a swaged clip and the excess length trimmed away.

“Ready?” he asked after the adjustments had been made and the probes refitted and lubricated.

“I suppose…” she said eyeing the two plugs warily. “One day.”

“One day,” he repeated. “Waistband not too tight?”

“I guess not…”

“Good,” and he slipped the cable clip into its slot in the back of the belt. “Assume the position,” he said, mimicking the infamous police instruction and knelt before her to engage both probes between her spread legs. When he stood, her hands were still on his shoulders and she was gazing into his face with eyes and mouth open wide ready for the inevitable.

With a steady and resolute pull, he raised the front panel and both probes burrowed into their respective orifices while Alice made a soft whimpering sound followed by a shrill shriek when he gave the panel a final jerk to fully engage it into the waistband and settle the steel dish intimately around her vulva and pubis. Before she could recover enough to comment, Blake closed the cover plate and the belt was sealed.

The anal plug wasn’t as large as the anchor she’d tolerated, but the vaginal plug seemed every bit as large as all the others she’d experienced: the wooden chair, the static bicycle, the nightly tormentor at the correction centre, and the BJ post at the Red Club. This one was, however, different in one very important respect: this one was for Blake.

“There… Totally invulnerable.”

“Oh God. I don’t know I can even walk in this.”

“Nonsense. In a few minutes, you won’t even remember it’s there and this evening we’ll have your first unlocking party.”

“It does look very decorative,” she mused tracing the engraving with her fingertips.

She moved to the bedroom mirror for a more extensive examination. Turning this way and that, she watched the sunlight flashing on the patterns engraved into the polished metal, each panel delineated by the black leather lining along their edges, and as she twisted she could sense the plugs boring into her. She could sense her breasts moving too… Their revised weight and the way they gave little bounces when she walked was now always with her and she liked the puffy areolae that pushed her nipples even further to the fore. She’d taken to wearing a sports bra nowadays as a way of controlling their motion and to make their profile less obtrusive, but standing there all but naked with no control over her own sexuality was awakening the very emotions she was trying to stifle.

She slapped on the front panel between her legs and felt the plugs nudging her, but could feel very little otherwise. In particular, there was no sensation in her over-sensitised clitoris and she muttered another salacious curse under her breath.

“Sweetheart, I don’t know whether I can…”

“This evening, Alice. I’ll unlock it this evening.”

She turned back to the mirror and a quasi-familiar sense of acceptance in the presence of sexual torment and deferred gratification quietened her burgeoning protests. Somehow, being locked away like she was felt right for her; she felt safe and the twin plugs felt comforting.

“Why are there rings on the sides of the waistband?”

“Oh… They're for attaching wrist cuffs for when the crotch strap is removed.”

-    The End    -


Extract from the book ‘Punishment in the Community’

Aline Laurent was delighted to secure the role of General Manager for a pharmaceutical company. Others were delighted too, because she was perfect to take the fall for their crimes.

It’s 2055, a time when ones status in the world is defined by ones achievements, signified by the fashions one could wear, and subjected to the idiosyncrasies of a new moral code. It’s also a time when Community Control Orders have replaced incarceration inside prisons for most offenders and, relying to a large extent on humiliation to deter, they are not an easy alternative.

The situation for our heroine is made considerably worse owing to the judiciary’s quaint notion of tailoring the punishment to fit the crime. And Aline’s supposed crime: the theft of the main active ingredient (HPAS) of a new drug called Prolibinol, a hormonal drug designed to boost a woman’s flagging libido.

We join the story early in the book for Aline’s arrest, trial, and sentencing. When the police arrive, she’s suffering from the effects of the drug she has supposedly stolen. Joe Granger is her CEO and Clark is her boyfriend.

The story is written in the 1st person from Aline’s point of view.

✽ ✽ ✽

Iheard about the burglary from Joe that morning, but once the police arrived, I thought it best to leave them alone to conduct the investigation in their own way and went back to my office. Poppy had already brought my lunch in and I busied myself with other matters until midday, when I ate my sandwiches and drank a coffee. Things began to be a little hazy after that.

It was hot and I had loosened some of my clothing, but it didn’t seem to help much. I know I’d taken my jacket off because I saw it lying on the floor, but I felt unable to pick it up. Then Inspector Warner entered my office accompanied by a woman constable in uniform and a young man wearing a checked shirt and blue jeans. He looked so handsome I found it difficult to take my eyes off him.

“Miss Laurent,” said the detective slowly. “You seem to be in a state of some undress.”

I looked down at my blouse. The zip was undone all the way down to my waist and I could see my left breast. It had been aching and now was red and puffy where I’d been squeezing my nipple. I looked up at the policeman in confusion and struggled to pull the sides of my blouse back together again.

“I… I don’t know what’s happening,” I remember saying and it was true. How did I get like this and why couldn’t I stop staring at the young officer’s groin?

“She’s high on…” said the woman constable, but Warner shushed her. He moved around my desk to stand in front of me and I looked up at him with an idiot grin on my face.

“Are those your panties on the floor?” he asked and a peered down at the black lace shorts beside my chair. I’d chosen to wear a dark, short skirt that day despite its old-fashioned connotations and had matched it with over-the-knee Lycra socks held up by long, elasticated suspender straps because Clark had said he liked to see the bands of pale thigh between socks and skirt. Now I could see that my skirt had risen up around my hips and my legs, spread out in a wide ‘V’, were displaying my crotch with its thick crop of pubic hair.

“Feeling a little needy, are we?” asked Warning with a humorous tinge to his voice. I didn’t answer him and when he asked his next question, his tone had completely changed.

“Miss Laurent… Did you, three nights ago, enter these premises and remove a kilogram of HPAS from the production facility?”

I stared up at him for a long time not quite understanding what he wanted from me and then realisation dawned. He was asking me if I had stolen the chemical. I shook my head. He appeared unsurprised and asked me if I was under the influence of the drug at that moment. I told him I didn’t think so, but couldn’t be sure. The woman constable burst out laughing at that and I saw the detective give her another warning look.

He told me that he suspected I had taken a dose of HPAS and asked me where I got it from. I looked again at my disarrayed clothing and winced at the ache in my nipples and crotch. My mouth felt dry, but my thighs felt wet and slippery and I realised that my hand was there, slowly rubbing myself and spreading my own personal lubricant across my legs and the front of the leather chair. He was right. There was no other explanation and slowly nodded.

“You admit that you have taken HPAS?”

He sounded surprised and then sighed when I added, “I haven’t taken it. I've been drugged.”

“And how do you suppose that’s happened?” he asked and then, when I was obviously unable to answer him, “I think we’d best finish this interview now. Can you stand?”

I struggled to my feet and my clothing dropped down to cover my naked groin. Warner moved closer to support me and I fell against him, wrapping my arms around his neck and trying to kiss his mouth.

“Kent, help me out here. Everend, you call the ambulance. I think we’d best get her checked out before we go much further.”

They lowered me back into my chair and I grinned at the young policeman who was holding my right arm.

Other policemen entered the office and I saw them collect what was left of my sandwiches and my empty coffee cup, and then one of them drew a water sample from the reservoir of the coffee machine, before another shone a blue light over the machine and recorded images of several fingerprints.

Then paramedics entered with a stretcher and, like a good girl, I lay down with both hands grasped between my thighs. They covered me with a blanket and wrapped straps around me until I resembled an overblown sausage. Then they injected something into my arm and I don’t remember anything more until I woke up in a hospital bed some hours later.

“How do you feel?” asked Inspector Warner from the chair beside the bed.

“Muzzy,” I said and tried to raise my right arm to rub my face only to find it was handcuffed to the side of the bed. I looked at him accusingly, but he just shrugged.

“We didn’t want you wandering off.” He watched while I processed this information in my head and then asked, “Where did you get the HPAS that you ingested?”

“I didn’t,” I said.

“Then could you explain how you came to be drugged. The water reservoir and your sandwiches were clear, but there were traces in your coffee cup. We even found all the used coffee pods in the trash, but they all tested clear too. Unless you can think of some other method of administrating the drugs, I'm forced to conclude that you must have drugged yourself and ingested too much by accident.”

“I didn’t,” I said again, but the inspector looked unimpressed.

“Where is the rest, Miss Laurent? Who did you give it to?”

“I didn’t…”

He made a ‘harrumph’ sort of sound and stood. “You know that if there’s anything to find, we’ll find it.” I made no comment. “Well, sleep well, Miss Laurent. We’ll speak again in the morning.”

✽ ✽ ✽

I didn’t sleep much that night. I thought about Clark and about how and why I was drugged like that, and I thought about the robbery. The two incidents must have been related; it was too much to suppose it was just coincidence. It’s therefore reasonable to assume that someone was trying to implicate me in the robbery, presumably to divert suspicion from themselves.

And that’s about as far as I could go. I couldn’t suggest who or explain how it was done. But I could see that I was left in a very dangerous position.

Inspector Warner and Constable Everend arrived at my bedside early the next morning.

“Have you reconsidered your attitude of last night?” he asked as if I was being deliberately evasive. I shook my head. “Still can’t explain how you came to ingest those drugs?”

I shook again.

“Well, we've been busy overnight. There are only five people with the necessary access to the door and the alarm system; three if you discounting the CEO, Joe Granger, who called us in and Abigail LeClair, the Production Manager, who alerted Joe Granger in the first place. That’s Peggy White, the Research Director, Michael Dunn, the Marketing Director, and you. It’s also worth noting that none of them except Joe Granger had any access to your office. In fact, the only persons who could access your office apart from you were Joe Granger and your own PA, Poppy, and Poppy had no access to production. So… Where does that leave us? It doesn’t take a genius to work that one out. I have one other nugget of news you may find interesting: we ran tests overnight and traces of HPAS were found on the inside lining of your handbag.”

“No,” I cried. “I’m being set up,” but Warner merely held up his hand for silence.

“Miss Aline Laurent, I am arresting you for the theft of material from Lexicon Pharmaceuticals on the night of Tuesday, 6th June. You don’t have to say anything, but anything you do say…”

My mind ceased to work at that point and I closed my eyes to try to sink so far into the abyss that no-one could find me. They unfastened the handcuff from the bed frame and Constable Everend helped me to dress in the same clothes I’d worn the day before, my cuffs were refitted, and I was led from the room en route to the police station.

✽ ✽ ✽

I didn’t have long to wait for my trial; three weeks, in fact. I spent those three weeks in the police station cells and saw no-one other than the defence lawyer the police had chosen for me. She was a young woman called Amy and was fresh out of college, a level 6 judging by her clothing. She made careful notes of everything I said, but offered no advice other than to say no more to the police.

It wasn’t like the early days of the century when it was not uncommon to wait years before your case was considered by a judge. This massive reduction in time was achieved by streamlining the process to reduce bureaucracy to the extent that straightforward cases like mine were handled by a single judge considering evidence posed by defence and prosecution lawyers. The evidence that Amy put forward was light to say the least; I didn’t have any.

One the other hand, the prosecution had uncovered one other damning gem in the form of a sequence of numbers found on my work computer. The numbers proved to be the access code for an on-line cyber account and when police were able to view the account, they discovered large sums of money being deposited at regular intervals over the months since I joined Lexicon and then immediately withdrawn. The nature of the account meant that there was no way to ascertain from whence the money came, nor where it subsequently went. The last transaction was after the last theft, but before I was arrested.

“Miss Laurent. Can you explain the source of this money and why the account details were lodged on your computer?”

I shook my head.

“You’ll need to speak up for the record.”

“No, your honour. I know nothing about this account.”

“And who else has access to your work computer?”

“Only Mr Granger,” I answered.

“No-one else? Think very carefully, Miss Laurent.”

“No. No-one else. Mr Granger gave me the access code that I used once when I first joined the company and then I immediately destroyed it. No-one but Mr Granger could possibly know that code.”

“And do you suspect Mr Granger of ‘setting you up’ and robbing his own company.”

I shook my head. “No. He wouldn’t need to do that. He could just take the stuff.”

“Then I'm afraid, Miss Laurent, you have hammered in the final nail by your own hand. I have little option but to find you guilty as charged. Sentencing will be tomorrow after I have considered all aspects of this affair.”

I was stunned. I suspected it might happen, the evidence was stacked against me, but when he actually put it into words, I could hardly believe it. I looked around stupefied and the only other two people in the court room apart from a guard and the court’s clerk were Clark and Joe Granger; both were regarding me with tired expressions drawn long by disappointment. A hand touched my arm and I stood.

✽ ✽ ✽

The next afternoon, I was taken from the holding cell and led back into the same courtroom. Once again, Joe and Clark sat apart at the back of the room whilst at the front, the Clerk of the Court and the two lawyers awaited the arrival of the judge. He walked solemnly into the room and we all took our seats.

“Miss Laurent. As I’m sure you're aware, only prisoners who pose a risk to society are incarcerated. All others serve out their sentence within the community so that they may, to a greater or lesser extent, bring benefits to the community instead of becoming a drain on state resources. I have decided that your sentence should be four years for the theft and a further four years for obstruction because you refuse to disclose either the location of the illicit funds you have squirreled away, or the persons to whom you sold the drugs. These sentences are required to run consecutively and, unless you feel inclined to disclose the missing information, will run without the possibility of parole.”

I slumped in my seat and, for the first time, felt tears gather in my eyes. Of course, I couldn’t possibly disclose the information he wanted because I didn’t know it, but it was pointless to say that again.

“For the duration of your sentence,” continued the judge, “You will be housed during the nighttime hours in a correctional sleeping pod within the city and during the daytime, continue to work at Lexicon Pharmaceuticals at Status Level 3.”

The judge nodded to Joe at the back of the room and added, “Mr Granger has been kind enough to agree to this arrangement. You will receive no salary, of course. Your living expenses will be covered by the state and everything you need will be provided. I should point out to you that you will be subject to automated security arrangements both in the sleeping pod and at work. Furthermore, because the substance that you stole, HPAS, is a sexually related substance and any misuse of the drug is associated with sexual abuse, I consider your offence to be equivalent to a sex crime. I have been advised of the horrifying consequences to women as a result of uncontrolled use of this drug within the community. Your thoughtless actions have placed all women at risk of being plagued by appalling and unrelenting sexual encounters that they are powerless to resist and, as a result, I consider it most appropriate that I am able to punish you in a manner that will always remind you of their suffering. For the period of your sentence, just like the women you have put at risk, you will be denied the good fortune of being able to choose when and how you might engage in sexual activity and, instead, that decision will be made on your behalf. Your sexual organs will be medically sealed after a dilplex has been inserted. Thereafter, any excitation and the degree to which that excitation is allowed to progress, will be beyond your control.”

I sat rooted to my seat. I’d heard his words and was aware that it was current judicial policy to fit the punishment to the crime whenever possible, but his words made no sense in my head. I looked behind me and the same two faces stared blankly back. What was in their minds? Did they understand what the judgement was saying?

A court official put his hand on my arm and I stood. He reapplied handcuffs with my hands behind me and I was led away, but we didn’t go back to the cell block; we went to a small medical facility in a non-descript looking building with a tin roof and few windows. Inside, I was taken into a white tiled room and a nurse gave me an injection into my shoulder.

“Have they told you what’s going to happen?” she asked.

“I didn’t understand.”

“We’re going to seal you up by sewing a patch over your genitals.”

I sat bolt upright with shock.

“It’s what the court has decided is appropriate punishment for your offence. It’s sometimes applied to prostitutes when they're serving their sentences in the community to prevent them continuing their business, but in those cases, the sentences are much shorter. I understand you're not a prostitute, Miss Laurent. You're something far worse and I have no sympathy for you.”

“But I'm innocent. I haven’t done anything.”

The nurse gave a short chuckle and looked at me as if I was mad. “It’s quite painless once fitted and the thread that we use to sew it to your skin is so fine, you won’t feel it. It’s made of the same proteins as spider silk and, if you're interested, is twenty times thinner than a human hair. The operation is substantially reversible too; all but the irradiated hair removal and, in your case, the loss of some muscle tone owing to the extensive period involved. In, what is it, eight years’ time, the patch can be removed and you may continue with an almost normal sex life, but until then, you're going to subject to the whims of this thing,” and she held up a strange metallic device. It looked just like a ten centimetre long, partially-erect penis right down to the glans at its tip, but then I noticed that there was more of it in the palm of her hand and that part reminded me of a chicken wishbone. The wishbone, in actuality a fold of silver banding intended to ease open my clitoral hood, was joined at an acute angle to the end of the dildo section, and between the sides of the band were delicate wires and levers, one with a tiny plastic ball at its tip.

“This is a dilplex, a device colloquially known as a frustrator, and while I understand that your actions will result in many women being forced to endure incessant orgasms, your frustrator will usually do the opposite. It’s designed to take you to the edge, but it monitors your heartbeat and electrical neural activity and will stop once it detects an approaching orgasm.”

She turned it over to display the strange wishbone structure.

“It’s a probe that rests against your clit. You won’t be able to dislodge it because the metal band is sewn in place between your labia just like the patch and when the dildo section starts pumping, it imparts just enough movement to this little tip to push you to the edge,” and she held up a wiggling finger to demonstrate the motion of the clit stimulator. “And the best bit is that there will be absolutely nothing you can do about it.”

I lay on the bunk staring at her and thinking how anyone could be this callous and this devious. My head was starting to feel muzzy and my eyelids were drooping, so I barely caught her final words…

“And this part here between the sides of the metal hoop next to your clitoral excitor accommodates your new catheter. I hope you like it because you’ll have that for life.”

✽ ✽ ✽

“Welcome back,” said the same nurse. “The doctor says you have a very pretty pussy, but, of course, that will be irrelevant for the next eight years. How do you feel?”

I didn’t answer her and instead propped myself up on one elbow. I was naked below the waist and could see straight away that my thick pubic hair was gone.

“We had to irradiate your pubes so they didn’t start growing inside the patch,” she said and I knew then that they will never grow back.

The patch…

I stared at my groin and my vaginal cleft was gone too. I moved my cuffed hands down between my legs and it was as if my vulva never was; I had no feeling there, none at all.

“Here,” she said and handed me a small mirror. With shaking hands, I looked between my legs and I’m perfectly smooth apart from two small holes, one behind the other below where my urethra would emerge between my labia.

“That’s the outlet of your catheter,” said the nurse touching the front hole. “It has a valve in it which is opened by pressing either side of the hole with two fingers,” and she touched me to demonstrate; I couldn’t feel her touch…

“The other hole is just a drain for menstrual blood. There’s a small reservoir inside and you open the valve in the same way with two fingers to drain it.”

“What have you done?” I wailed. “I’m sexless and I can’t feel anything.”

She laughed. “Idiot. That’s the patch you're feeling. It’s been sewn onto you to cover the area from the front of your pubic bone to your perineum. It just looks like skin. If you look really closely, you might just be able to make out the seams, but the stitches are so small you’d need a microscope. It’s a brilliant sewing machine, robotically controlled of course; almost makes me wish I was a seamstress. And don’t think you can just unpick the stitches; that would be an extremely foolish thing to do. You’d cause yourself considerable injury and, in any case, the thread used is electrically monitored. If you were to succeed in damaging it, the monitoring circuit would trigger and we’d have to move to a second stage installation, and you wouldn’t like that.”

“That… That thing… It’s inside me?”

“Of course it’s inside you, but it’s inert at present. You won’t feel anything until at least tomorrow. It’s inductively charged overnight whilst you're in the sleeping pod.”

I tried to sit up, but the nurse pushed me back.

“Wait a minute. I'm supposed to lock these on you,” and she produced a pair of ankle cuffs linked by a short chain.

“But the judge said nothing about this.”

“You're a convicted prisoner, Miss Laurent. Do you think the authorities are just going to let you wander about like any normal folk?” and she closed a cuff around my right ankle. It was tight, but was lined with some sort of rubber, so it didn’t exactly feel uncomfortable. She closed the second cuff and I saw that there was no key hole that would permit their release.

“There… Now you can stand. The custody officer will be here shortly to take you to your new home and get you settled in. Try walking round for a bit; the frustrator might take some getting used to.”

I still felt a little dizzy and was unsteady when I stood, but as soon as I was upright, I could feel the rubber dildo that had been sealed inside me. I took a short step and stopped in shock with the expression on my face telling my callous nurse everything she needed to know. She burst out laughing.

“You’ll soon become accustomed to it. At least the feeling of its mass inside you. Can't say the same about the orgasmic denial; I don’t think you could ever get used to that. And you’ve still got the security fitting to come; you'll love that.”

“What do you mean? What security fitting?”

“She means the chain that’s going to keep you in the sleeping pod at night and the second one that secures you at work all day.”

The new arrival was a large, middle-aged man wearing the uniform of a Custody Officer.

“You are Aline Laurent, yes?”

“Yes,” I agreed.

“Well, from now on, you're SC0606155; a nice easy number to remember. And just so we’re on equal terms, my name’s Officer Cline. Now, bend your head forward…”

I realised that this was definitely one battle I’d lose and hesitated for no more than an instant before bowing my head. He snapped the collar around my neck just as easily as the nurse had applied the ankle cuffs and I immediately raised my hands to feel it. This one, too, was tight. So tight it wouldn’t rotate nor drop lower than the centre of my throat.

“You can hold your hands out now. You won’t be needing your handcuffs anymore.”

That, at least, was some small relief and I stretched my arms out to the side to relish my new freedom.

“I have some clothes for you here,” he said and pulled out a skirt, blouse, shoes, and a long, hooded trench coat from a bag to lay them on the bunk. There was no underwear. “There’s more clothes in the pod, but they’ll all be the same, so don’t get too excited.”

I’d half expected an orange uniform with arrows up the back, so these clothes came as a welcome surprise despite the fact that the skirt was unfashionably short and the blouse had a low-cut front that would show much too much cleavage. The predominant colour was black, but it could have been worse.

I wrapped the skirt about my waist and engaged the zip at my navel before pulling it down to the hem and the elasticated material squeezed onto my hips. It was so short it barely fulfilled the purpose for which it was designed, but I had no immediate alternative other than to meekly comply with what was asked of me. I was, however, confident that this situation couldn’t go on for much longer. Within a month, my fortunes had been completely reversed, but surely the authorities must soon realise their mistake and right all these wrongs.

“Take off that top you're wearing and put on the blouse,” said the man and I looked down at the scandalous garment. “Level 3, that’s what you are now, so don’t give me that look. You have no right to feel possessive about your titties.”

Level 3… They’d dropped my status from Level 12 to Level 3. Of course, as a Level 3, I couldn’t object to the blouse. Registered sex workers were Level 3. That didn’t stop me turning away while I slipped my more conservative top from my shoulders and reached for the looser blouse. I zipped it up from the waist and was horrified to discover that it was even more revealing that I thought. It covered my nipples, but only just and the thin material did little to conceal their presence.

“Nice tits,” said the guard. “Nice and shapely with big nips. Any man would be pleased to have a wife with tits like that, but I’m afraid you come with other disadvantages that might render an early marriage unlikely,” and then he laughed at his own joke. “Now put your coat on; we need to go.”

I slipped my arms into the long coat, but despite its cut, there was no way to button the sides together at the front.

“It’s styled for Level 3,” he said in a tired sounding voice. “Get used to it…”
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