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Chapter 1

A Girl Problem

Greg Mason sat at his desk sipping his coffee and gazing at the image of the girl on the monitor as she walked lazily around the dungeon. She was dressed in a black leather, knee-length, pencil skirt and a white blouse with a high neck that clung to her figure so closely that the outline of her breasts, hips, and thighs morphed tantalisingly with her slow, deliberate paces. The camera moved with her, sweeping across the naked couple immobilised on the centre of the stage, the girl muted and bent backwards against the crossbeam of a frame so that she was obliged to offer her vulva between spread thighs to the kneeling man.

“And this is a voluntary club?” he asked the man on the far side of his desk.

“Oh, yes. It’s all licenced and above board. Quite popular, I believe.”

The face of the naked girl suggested she was in her early twenties: a young woman with short, dark hair; wide open, dark eyes delicately shaded but partly concealed behind the leather straps that held her gag in place; and a pointed chin like a pixie. Her arms were strapped together behind her and pulled back to force her trim body into an arch over the crossbeam and with her long legs spread wide apart, her hairless vulva, glistening with copious secreted fluids, was pushed well to the fore.

The man was older, forty, perhaps forty-five, much bulkier and already balding, although he wasn’t yet running to fat. He was kneeling before her, his ankles strapped to the floor and his wrists to a cord hanging from the ceiling. If he sat up, he could just reach the girl with his tongue, but it was painful for him with a thick elastic bungee linking his ankles to the ring encircling his testes.

He touched her again, a long, sweeping stroke of his tongue over her clitoris and she gave a muted moan and rocked her chest to set pretty breasts rolling from side to side by way of encouragement. Her legs were trembling again, indicating that her next orgasm was close and with her ankles strapped to the frame, she had no scope for avoiding the man’s ministrations nor their inevitable consequences.

The man could barely move more than the girl and each tentative lunge of his tongue towards its target was accompanied by a soft groan when the bungee from his balls tightened. He looked over his shoulder at the dominatrix orchestrating events and she gave him a broad smile before flicking the cane against his bare buttocks to make him jump and renew his efforts towards the trapped girl.

“You can't stop yet… Lucy’s expecting at least five orgasms this evening before I release either of you.” Her voice sounded husky, like dripping honey. “Make it seven and I’ll take the cage off your cock for a few minutes so she can reward you.”

“Yes, mistress,” mumbled the man and lurched up to lick the girl again with renewed vigour.

✽    ✽    ✽

Greg Mason turned from the monitor to address his security director. “Are they all getting off on this?”

“The girl certainly is. The man… I can't see it, personally. Not only must he be in a lot of pain, but he can't even climax with that cock cage locked over his equipment. Come to that, I can't see what Rhona gets out of this either. That leather skirt she’s wearing is so enveloping and tight, it’ll be a bugger to remove. I'm told she never associates intimately with her clients, so I suppose she just has a little private solo session when she gets home.”

Mike Westfield grinned at the image in his head as he settled back in his chair.

“And we knew nothing of this?”

“Not until yesterday when someone anonymously sent me this video. I suppose he was at the club and recognised her. I'd like to know who it was because he could present the same security risk as Rhona.”

“Hmm…” said Mason and turned his attention back to the screen. Rhona was standing like a statue beside the girl, tall and dark and ominous. Her eyes were just visible peeping through the ornamental mask covering the top half of her face, the mask itself partially obscured beneath her hair as she tapped the end of the cane teasingly against the girl’s nipples. Her own nipples inside the thin blouse were just discernible, but were destined to play no part in the drama.

“I don’t know that any of this actually constitutes a risk to the company. It’s hardly blackmail material even if someone did recognise her with that silly mask she’s wearing.”

“Someone evidently did…”

Mason flicked off the monitor.

“What would you like me to do?” asked Westfield. “If you want my advice, I think you ought to let her go; we can do without this sort of risk.”

“She’s only a clerk in the travel office.”

“A clerk with access to the itinerary of every field agent we have.”

“I take your point… Is she good at her job?”

“Oh yes. We have no complaints in that area. She’s hardworking and surprisingly intelligent. In fact, there are measures afoot to up her grade. At present, she’s one of three girls responsible for operatives’ travel arrangements, but she’s by far the most efficient and hasn’t made any serious errors in all the time she’s been here. We were going to make her group leader in that office before this all came to light. She’s very decorative, too,” he added with a grin.

Mason gave him a frown that only caused his grin to broaden.

“I see she has a Lebanese mother.”

“Had… She died two years ago. Her father was French, hence her name, but he’s dead now too. Despite her unusual heritage, she was brought up in the UK and has seldom even been abroad.”

“An Oxford graduate…”

“As I said, an intelligent girl; it will be a pity a lose her.”

“We need to know more… She’s obviously kept her hobby a secret from us and I want to know how susceptible she could be to external pressure if others found out. Perhaps even a quick search of her apartment might be useful.”

“You're not seriously considering keeping her in post? She’s a liability and an unnecessary risk.”

“Leave me her personnel file and let me think about it for a day or two. Meanwhile, just keep an eye on her and let me know if anything else comes to light.”

Westfield was worried and the sight of Rhona approaching up the wide staircase in the building’s atrium did little to quell his anxieties. She bestowed a brief formal smile as she passed clutching a manilla folder to her chest and Westfield acknowledged her with a nod. Then he watched as her long legs ascended effortlessly to the next level and felt a pang of guilt as he considered his next move: a covert search of her apartment.

Leobird Security Services was a private contractor to the UK Intelligence Agencies and any security breach could have immediate and dire consequences for the company. Rhona Badeaux and her extracurricular activities were an obvious and unnecessary security risk, and, as sorry as he would be to see her go, he hoped such a search would provide Greg Mason, the company’s CEO, with the evidence he needed. Prevarication was not an option.

✽    ✽    ✽

Mason listened stony-faced to Westfield as he described his agents’ illegal search of Rhona’s apartment.

“She’ll never know. The men were very careful to replace everything exactly as they found them. You'll be glad we did it when you see the photos…” and he slid a dozen prints across the desk.

“What is this?” asked Mason.

“You remember when we saw her dungeon video, we wondered what she gets from the exchange because she seemed to get no physical reward from the experience.”

“You mean she caused orgasms in others, but didn’t actually let herself go?”

“That’s right. I suggested she sees to herself after she gets home and no-one could blame her for that if that’s all she does, but these photos show she goes much further than I imagined. Her public persona of an aloof temptress at work and a dominatrix in the evening hides a very private masochistic streak. These photographs show her toy drawer… To say that she collects dildos wouldn’t do her collection justice and the amount of leather straps and chains she has is mind boggling.”

“I still don’t see why this should be of concern to us,” said Mason. “You say she doesn’t involve anyone else, so how can it matter?”

“You're missing the point. What concerns me is the very fact that she keeps this side of her psyche so private. At work, she exudes this aura of serene calm and capability, a sense of being in complete control, but in the evenings, she does the complete opposite. She dresses up in leather corsets, torments herself with dildos and anal plugs, and then makes herself completely helpless with gags and hoods, and chains with time-locks. She even has enema gear stashed away. Put simply, she enslaves and tortures herself in such a way that she’s helplessly frigged stupid all night long until the locks open in the morning. Don’t you see that if anyone discovered her secret life, she’d probably die of shame and could go to extreme lengths to protect her privacy.”

“You mean she could sell our secrets to preserve hers?”

“It’s something you should consider. I think we definitely have enough now to warrant terminating her employment; she’s a ticking time bomb…”

Mason sighed. “Call her in for an interview Friday afternoon. Tell her it’s a routine security review. I’ll have made my decision by then.”

✽    ✽    ✽

That Friday was hot; unusually hot for April in London. From the twelfth-floor window, the city, laid out like a child’s toy with tiny people threading between tiny cars, seemed to swim in a heat haze. But Greg Mason wasn’t really looking as he stood above the diorama; his mind was elsewhere. He was thinking about Rhona Badeaux.

She’d worked for Leobird for more than three years and he’d often seen her walking between offices with sheaths of papers. One would have to be blind to miss her tall, lithe figure gliding along the carpeted corridors like an animated fashion mannequin with her head swivelling from side to side to regard lesser mortals with apparent disdain. It wasn’t that she was ever rude or even arrogant; it was just that her manner appeared aloof and remote, fostered in part by her fringe of dark auburn hair low over intense blue eyes that tended to ward off casual dialogue. Her clothes added to her mystique. They were always exquisite: tailored suits in pin-striped blue or grey wool and fine silk blouses with her knee-length, narrow skirts and tall court shoes adding to the overall effect of an unnatural entity walking among ordinary earthly mortals.

He’d thought about her before in more whimsical moments, thought what it would feel like to hold her and to touch those blood-red lips. He’d never done it, of course. He was the CEO and she was just an admin assistant; it would feel like he was taking unfair advantage of his position. Or was it that he was concerned that she would reject him and thereby confirm her superior station in the human race. Maybe it was even that he was uncomfortable with the idea of consorting with a twenty-four-year-old when he was almost forty-five. In any event, he was fairly sure that his wife would not approve.

Now he was forced to turn his mind back to her again. The report on his desk was unequivocable: Rhona Badeaux could present a security risk that was completely avoidable. He returned to the folder and peered again at the entries in her bank statement. In the last few months, she’d bought several lengths of heavy steel chain and four padlocks from an online store. Nothing that raised suspicions at the time, but in the light of Westfield’s recent discoveries, it made him wonder. Her latest purchases, however, were even more eccentric. Firstly, she’d acquired a pair of high-security, steel handcuffs and then, last week, she took delivery of a cattle prod that she’d bought online. As far as was known, Rhona had no relatives nor friends that owned farms. In fact, she appeared to have no close acquaintances at all and her minimal social circle made Mason even more curious.

Could her aloof character be explained by the pregnancy she had in her final year at college? It was mentioned during her recruitment interviews and she’d said that the child was adopted. Neither the child nor the father featured in her subsequent years and there was no further mention in her notes, but Mason wondered if the episode had been the cause of her introverted manner or maybe even turned her against men in general. That could explain her dominatrix persona.

Normally, Rhona should be able to consider her private life, well… private, but with Leobird Security Services, things were never that normal. The company provided security to both private individuals and government agencies, and it couldn’t afford to take any risks, however slight, with its own staff. And now there was Rhona, introverted and aloof, and with such curious hobbies. But Mason was an optimist. He believed in challenges and opportunities, not so much in hazards and risks; could Rhona present just such an opportunity that he could turn to his advantage?

He would need Rhona’s cooperation and tacit approval for the project in the early stages; later stages, not so much. He had made his decision and it was time to present his idea to Rhona, or at least those parts of his idea that she was allowed to hear, but first he had his management to brief. He touched his intercom button and told his assistant to send the team in.

✽    ✽    ✽

Rhona watched as three men entered the office of Greg Mason, the company’s CEO. There was Mike Westfield, the company’s security director, looking weary in a dark-blue suit; an older, white bearded man wearing a tweed suit that Rhona knew to be Doctor Grace from the Brighton medical centre; and a third man she’d never seen before, young and sharply dressed in a dark suit. Rhona had been asked to wait in the outer office and she shifted nervously on the thick padded chair. She had no idea why she’d been called into the heady air of the twelfth floor and she was fighting the first signs of anxiety that began to creep up her spine.

“Would you like a cup of tea?”

It was Mason’s assistant materialising beside her as if by magic who spoke and Rhona nodded. “Thank you. That would be nice.” And then, “Do you know why he wants to see me?” But the girl just smiled and shook her head.

She’d worked for Leobird for three years. It may not have been the most exciting job in the world, but it paid well, very well in fact, and it suited her. She’d joined the company straight from university, but job hunting hadn’t been easy. Well… that’s not quite true… She had worked for three months on the evening shift at the local corner shop, but she didn’t really count that. Working at Leobird had been quite different; the job came with responsibilities. She was mainly concerned with arranging travel and accommodation for company employees when they travelled abroad and it was stressed to her more than once that she shouldn’t discuss her work with anyone. No-one had said so in so many words, but she was quite sure that many of the ‘employees’ she’d bought air tickets for were sent to these far-away places to gather information; they were essentially spies and she was, therefore, often in possession of very sensitive information. The thought made her feel special, a valued member of the team. Of course, they want to review her security; it could even be a matter of life or death to some of the operatives, but she had secrets of her own... She gazed at the receptionist and the girl returned a guarded smile as if she didn’t want her thoughts read.

A dozen metres away behind an oak door, four men were watching Rhona’s video again. The video finished and Mason turned to his audience.

“You're all familiar with Andrey Mikhailov. He was a Deputy Secretary for Media Operations in Moscow until recently. We don’t know exactly what he did, but he must have upset someone because he was transferred to the consulate in Beirut. What is clear is that he’s anxious to reclaim his previous position and I thought we might help him. It’s known that Mikhailov has singular tastes when it comes to women, tastes that Rhona could satisfy with a little encouragement. If we could engineer a meeting between the two, we could open the door to a myriad of possibilities. In fact, him now being stationed in Beirut is particularly convenient because Rhona’s mother was Lebanese and she can speak the language reasonably well.”

Westfield was shocked. “The fact that she’s half-Lebanese increases our exposure even more,” he complained.

“As far as this project is concerned, her ancestry and any associated loyalties are totally irrelevant. I can assure everyone that there will be no security exposure at Leobird as a result of anything Rhona may do.”

“But you're proposing to encourage a liaison between Mikhailov and Rhona… What happens if she becomes infatuated with him and her allegiances flip? Our asset then becomes our liability.”

“I’m banking on it,” said Mason. “It’s only then that she’ll become really useful. I'm not suggesting we train a covert spy; that would be too much to ask within the available timescales. What I want is a dumb traitor…”

The other men looked at each other in confusion until Westfield suddenly began grinning. “God, you're deceitful,” he murmured. “Do you think Mikhailov will buy it?”

“Mikhailov will be driven by his cock if presented with the right bait. Those sorts of men, men with particular sexual appetites, can be very picky and difficult to please. If we present him with a juicy morsel that’s exactly to his taste, I doubt he’d be able to resist. We know from his previous paramours that he’s a dominant who prefers bondage sex with leggy blondes, and we have an attractive, unattached young woman who has a strong libido and seems infatuated with bondage sex, so that’s a good start, but by no means a fait accompli. Our biggest difficulty is that Rhona’s public image is as a dominant too and we’ll need to work on realigning her preferences. We need to show her that she’s no need to hide away her more submissive nature. Indeed, if this venture is going to be successful, she’ll need to adopt a submissive and compliant persona full-time and lose the dominatrix side completely. That will be Gunn’s job, but he’ll have the company’s facilities to help him.”

“You want me to turn her from a dominatrix who hates men into a submissive who will happily allow a random Russian to fuck her?”

Mason shrugged… “There are other difficulties. Firstly, despite her weekend hobby, Rhona is an introvert. It may be why she’s happy to sexually torment others, but doesn’t get intimately involved herself.”

Mason paused to see whether his audience was following his line of thought. Most eyes had returned to the monitor screen showing a still of Rhona standing next to her captives. Her long legs, half concealed by the tight leather skirt and wearing stiletto-heeled ankle boots, were beside one of the girl’s bare ankles where it was strapped to the bondage frame. The girl’s other leg was strapped to the far side of the frame to forcibly hold her open, but the girl’s sex was hidden by the back of the man’s head as he struggled to comply with Rhona’s instructions.

“I mentioned Mikhailov’s sexual preference for submissive, leggy blondes, but he has one other fetish that could be our key: we’ve noticed that more than once he’s been seen associating with young girls who appear to be lactating. My sources suggest that he might actually drink the milk himself as some sort of health kick, but it’s just as likely it’s only another form of dominant behaviour he can impose on a woman, a way of using what is one of her most feminine functions for his own entertainment.”

“Well…” said Doctor Grace. “If you're suggesting that we use hormone supplements to restart lactation, the fact that she’s already given birth and consequently has well-developed milk glands in her breasts should make the exercise entirely possible within the timescale.”

“That’s all very well,” said Westfield, “But how are you going to get her to agree to that?”

“That will be my job,” said Mason. “Time is of the essence for this project and I’d like to think we can have it up and running well within four weeks; Grace tells me that, given that she’s lactated before, the hormones will only take eighteen days to prepare her breasts before we can trigger lactation again. Do you think you can work with those timescales?” he asked Gunn.

David Gunn was again studying the monitor screen. He stirred himself and refocused his eyes on his CEO. “She’s very attractive.”

The others present smiled at his observation.

“I presume you're proposing that she’s not told anything about the true nature of the operation?” asked Gunn.

“As little as possible… The whole idea is that this works because she’ll be believed, and for that to be the case, she has to believe it herself.”

“But you're banking on the idea that she puts her own self-interest before that of her country.”

“I'm not suggesting that she’s inherently untrustworthy, just that you engineer matters to ensure that her own needs take priority. I need her so obsessed that she won’t be able to resist Mikhailov’s advances.”

“Is she really going to go for this?” asked Westfield. “I mean, you're proposing to change her complete character, to mess with her own psyche using various nefarious techniques and expecting her to just accept everything that’s done to her. That’s asking an awful lot.”

“We’ll see… It depends on how much she wants a job. As for changing her character, I think you underestimate not only David’s powers of persuasion, but also the tools he has at his disposal, but I do agree that we ought to have a good excuse to justify how we’re going to treat her. I shall tell her that it’s essential that she appears submissive towards Mikhailov, but that we don’t want her becoming intimate with him. That will give David an excuse to deprive her of her sexual independence and should help to settle any reservations she may have regarding our own motives. David will have complete authority over her with this assignment and she must understand and accept that from the start.”

“Am I allowed to use corporal punishment? A carrot and a stick?”

“Of course. I doubt it would work if you didn’t.”

Gunn grinned. “Then to answer your previous question: yes, I can cope,” he stated assuredly and tried hard not to show any emotion in his expression.

“Then it’s settled. We’ll go for it. We can always terminate her employment at any time if things aren't working out. And now, gentlemen, I think Mike and Doctor Grace should leave David and me to talk to her; too many of us will make her uneasy. Send her in as you leave.”


Chapter 2

An Unexpected Offer

Rhona watched the security director and the doctor leave, Westfield indicating that she should now enter. She stood, straightened her skirt, made sure her security pass was level on its lanyard, and tapped on Mason’s door.

“Rhona, thank you for coming. Please take a seat. This is David Gunn from our Brighton office.”

The only seat now available was beside Gunn and she smiled at him as she sat. Mason, she knew well by sight although she’d never actually spoken with him; David Gunn she’d never seen before that afternoon. He was thirtyish and ‘gymnasium fit’, well-muscled, and, if one ignored the scar over his right eye, passably handsome in a rough, wild sort of way with his long, dark hair gathered in a ponytail and a short, stubbly beard. His unorthodox appearance did not, however, extend to his clothes which consisted of an impeccably tailored suit complete with a white shirt open at the collar and a waistcoat.

She turned her attention back to Mason and then caught sight of the monitor screen behind his shoulder and felt faint.

“We've been talking about you,” said Mason.

“Oh, Mr Mason, I'm so sorry. I didn’t think anyone would know who I was because of the mask.”

“Someone obviously did when they took this video and we all recognised you straight away despite your mask. You do have a very individual presence that’s not easy to miss.”

“Does this mean I'm in trouble?”

“You weren’t totally honest during your recruitment interviews.”

“If I had mentioned this, would the company still have hired me?”

Mason smiled. “Probably not.”

Rhona looked again at the screen and then at the two men. She’d seen enough and rose from her seat. “Thank you, Mr Mason. If you don’t mind, I'd like to leave now. I’ll collect my belongings on the way out.”

“Miss Badeaux, please sit down. I'm not proposing to fire you. Quite the opposite, in fact. I have a proposition for you that might appeal. A vacancy has developed in our Beirut office. Now, I know you are partly Lebanese and can speak the language, and I believe you could be well-suited for the role.”

“A new job?” She looked astonished.

“A new role in the company.”

“In Beirut?”

“Initially, it will be for a period of a few months and will, of course, require you to relocate to Lebanon. You’ll be provided with an upmarket duplex apartment, a vehicle, and a significantly enhanced salary commensurate with your new responsibilities.”

Rhona was shocked and just stared at Mason with her mouth open.

“Your main role will be to liaise with officials and politicians, organising meetings and seminars during the day and occasionally entertaining visiting political dignitaries or industrialists during the evening. We’d like you to develop friendships in order to enhance communications between Leobird and our opposite numbers working for foreign agencies.”

“Ah, bedroom talk… You want me to be a femme fatale and seduce the opposition. I don’t think so, thank you very much. I'm not a prostitute.”

“One man in particular,” said Mason. “But please hear me out,” and he slid a photograph over the table. “We specifically don’t want you to have a sexual relationship with him. His name is Andrey Mikhailov and he used to be a Deputy Secretary for Media Operations in Moscow. He was suddenly moved to the Russian Embassy in Beirut and we’d like to know why and does he still have high-level contacts in Moscow.”

Rhona gazed at the photograph. He looked like a businessman with short fair hair and blue eyes, as blue as her own.

“Thirty-eight-years-old, one-eighty tall, seventy-nine kilos, unmarried,” said Mason.

“Well, he looks alright,” said Rhona. “Perhaps I could beat the information out of him,” she added glancing back at the monitor with a sly smile.

“I don’t think that will be possible. He’s unlikely to respond to your sort of persuasion, but we think with a little tuition and preparation, we could provide you with the tools you'll need. Mikhailov is a dominant. To attract him, you will need to act as a submissive.”

Rhona laughed. “And you think that’s going to work? Surely, you can find someone more suitable.”

“We view that inconsistency as a trivial hiccup for someone like you. You have the intelligence and imagination to take on any role, and with a little training, we’ll have full confidence in your abilities. We want an attractive, unattached woman who fits his ideal and who will remain aloof and unattached while in post; you appear to suit that role admirably. You're obviously very attractive to look at and, what is more, we believe you have remained romantically uninvolved since you joined the company. Is that not so?”

“It is,” she said hesitantly, “But surely that’s not sufficient reason to choose me.”

“It gives us confidence that you will not become distracted and forget why you're there. But there’s more…” and Mason ticked off the reasons on his fingers: “Intelligent, composed, unattached, attractive, Lebanese speaking, and with a working familiarity with the fetish scene. You will need to put aside your dominant traits for the duration, but I doubt that will be a problem for someone with your self-assurance.”

Rhona smiled, but Mason now looked intense as he approached the next difficulty. “I won't deceive you, Rhona,” he said, already intending to do just that, “The gentleman in question, Andrey Mikhailov, has unusual preferences when it comes to women; he has a fetish that you may be able to use to your advantage. He has developed a taste for human milk.”

Rhona automatically looked down at the front of her sweater.

“He’ll want to suckle from me?”

“As far as we’re aware, that could be his primary interest. It shouldn’t be necessary and, in fact, will be forbidden for you to actually take him as a lover. I’ll go further and say that the company will take steps to preclude that eventuality.”

“So, to sum up, you want me to attract him by being coy and submissive, and then surreptitiously interrogate him whilst he’s temporarily distracted suckling from my breasts.”

Mason smiled at her cynicism. “I knew you were intelligent enough to see the bigger picture. Do you have any problem with reviving your lactation?”

“No, not really. It was easy enough before. It does come naturally to women, you know.”

“But not usually to suckle grown men.”

“No, there is that, but if he wants to be mothered, I suppose I could be persuaded to indulge him.”

“I have been advised that it will take about eighteen days to restore your milk and perhaps another week after that to stabilise supply. The fact that you’ve already been pregnant and your breasts, therefore, have well-developed milk glands is a big help in that respect. You could be in your new role in Beirut within the month. Once there, you’ll be given an operative rank with all the associated perks.”

“I’d be a proper company operative? It will be safe, though, won’t it?”

“Perfectly safe. Lebanon is an ally and intelligence gathering nowadays is nothing more than intelligent listening. David will act as your handler both here in the UK during your induction and once you're in Beirut. You’ll need to be kept abreast of all our current projects and if you hear anything from any of your contacts that could conceivably impact our operations, you just need to mention it to David.”

She looked at David Gunn and he said, “It’ll be my job to train you for your role and to look after you while you're in Lebanon. I’ll be able to get you anything you need and you won't have to worry about anything.”

Rhona was silent for long moments before suddenly coming out with, “It’s because of the fetish club, isn’t it? You think because I was bullying those people about, I’ll be able to handle this Mikhailov.”

“I have to admit that it was that video that brought you to our attention. It demonstrated that not only do you have a strong libido, which is a good thing in this instance, but also that you are able to resist becoming overly involved in proceedings. You should be able to handle Mikhailov and his little foibles with ease and, hopefully, provide your country with useful information.”

“And in return, all I need to do is to let this man suck on my tits like a baby?”

Mason shrugged. “You will be doing your country a great service.”

“It doesn’t seem too much to ask,” said Rhona with a grin. “I might come to like it if he’s a good boy and does what he’s told.”

“Don’t forget that in order to attract him in the first place, you need to learn how to act in a submissive manner. As a Russian man, Mikhailov will expect that and he’s not unusual in that regard. Integrated into your training, therefore, will be activities and conditions aimed at allowing you to experience such a submissive personality, albeit a feigned one. Now, judging by that video, that is obviously not your natural character, so you'll need to become an accomplished actress whilst still maintaining control of the situation. You'll have to accept that some of the training will not be easy, nor to your taste. Your new persona will require temporary cosmetic changes and you may find some of it uncomfortable, frustrating even, but I hope you can rise above such inconsequential necessities and concentrate on the bigger goal of the project. The aim will be to make you irresistibly desirable but sexually unattainable and David will have the tools to help you fit the role. We need you, Rhona. We need the information that only you can obtain; can we count on you?”

Slowly, a smile crept over the girl’s face. A real company operative in a foreign country with an upmarket apartment, a car, and an attractive handler to look after her every need. What’s more, it was the country of her mother; it will be like going home.

“I would like to do this, sir,” she said slowly so that her meaning couldn’t be misunderstood.

“Excellent,” said Mason. “I knew you wouldn’t let us down. Now, it’s important to begin this project as soon as possible. As I've said, David will be your handler. Anything you need, he’ll be able to supply both here in the UK and in Beirut. Consider him your sole point of contact with the company and your immediate superior.”

“My sole point of contact?”

Mason nodded. “It’s important that our projects are kept strictly on a need-to-know basis.”

“Of course,” said Rhona.

“David will be responsible for all aspects of your training and he’ll expect you to comply with everything he says even though you may not always understand the reasons behind his demands, but be assured the training regime has been carefully devised and it’s all essential to the success of this project.”

She looked at David sitting beside her and he smiled. “I understand, sir” she said. “Everything he says…”

“Your induction training will start as soon as you sign the new contract of employment; David can give you your first hormone injection to kick-start the lactation process and that’s when your enhanced salary will begin. From Monday, we’d like you to relocate to our Brighton office for the rest of your training period and there you can lodge with David in his apartment. Don’t worry about your apartment here in London; the company will pay the rent while you're away and it will be here for you when you return.”

Mason took a deep breath and checked that Rhona was still smiling.

“Monday morning, Doctor Grace will be waiting in Brighton to give you a quick medical check, and you’ll undergo some procedures to prepare you for David’s training regime.”

At this, Rhona did look concerned, but Mason gave her a look he hoped was reassuring. “Don’t worry… Doctor Grace will ensure that nothing will happen to you that isn’t completely reversible. David has your contract and now, unless you have more questions, I suggest that he takes you along to his office so you can read through your new employment terms in peace.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Rhona walked beside David Gunn along the broad corridor and down two flights of stairs in silence. Inside his office, Gunn passed her the draft contract and left her alone to read through the terms in her own time. This offer was totally unexpected. One moment, she thought she was about to be fired, and the next she was offered a new position abroad with more money and more responsibility. What’s more, the position was in Lebanon, her mother’s home country. It was like a dream and thoughts streamed through her head like a movie as she gazed at the paper before her. It was difficult to concentrate on the words before her, although she did see that ‘training to induce a submissive persona’ was actually included in the terms of employment even though it was only intended to help her act the part.

Gunn had been more forthcoming before he left her alone: “You'll need to be familiar with the history and political situation in Lebanon in particular and the wider Middle East in general. Then there will be operational aspects to the role like arranging conferences, and social details like customs and dining etiquette in the Middle East. And then there will be the physical aspects of your induction. You need to be able to meet Mikhailov’s aspirations and for that we will need to suppress the dominant side of your character and exaggerate the submissive. You need to be able to act convincingly in character and I cannot emphasise enough that that side of your preparation will be intensive. Sometimes you may not understand all its nuances and sometimes you may not like what you do or even feel exploited or humiliated, but I can assure you that there will be a good reason for everything we do even if I'm not in a position to fully explain all to you.”

“Yes, sir.”

“This job is important, possibly more important than you will ever know, and I will expect your full and unquestioning cooperation in all things. If you can't accept that, tell me now.”

“I promise I’ll do everything you ask, sir. You can count on me.”

“I hope so. Read through your employment contract then and I’ll be back in about an hour to answer any more questions you may have. If you're happy and sign the contract, you can have the weekend to sort out your affairs here in London. Monday morning, we’ll go to Brighton. You'll have an appointment with a hairdresser and on Monday afternoon you’ll see Doctor Grace.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Monday afternoon at two o'clock, Rhona and Gunn were sitting outside Doctor Grace’s office watching the white-coated receptionist working at her desk. The doctor’s clinic was housed on the second floor of what used to be an old Victorian hotel, but was now split into separate business units. It was close to the Brighton headquarters of Leobird Security Services, a new high rise building on the seafront, but Rhona had still not had the pleasure of visiting her new offices yet.

She’d been fine all weekend while she prepared her apartment for at least six months of absence. She started by cleaning everywhere and giving away all her pot plants to the neighbours. Then she sorted through the larder and did the same thing with all her food stores. Gunn had told her that the apartment would be inspected and cleaned as necessary at least every two weeks, but there were things like documents and precious photographs about the place that needed to be carefully packed away in boxes. She set the central heating for a minimum temperature of seventeen degrees. That was perhaps unnecessarily warm for a minimum temperature, but the company had promised to pay the bills, so why not. And then there was her box of toys… shackles and lengths of chain, cords, leather straps, a couple of gags and hoods, and an array of electronic dildos and devices that squirm, twist, or vibrate. These she put away in the bottom of her wardrobe along with a box of leatherware, satin corsets, shoes she couldn’t possibly wear in public, and the cattle prod that had proved to be such a disaster. Finally, she packed a small suitcase with a few clothes. Gunn had told her not to bring much because all her clothes would be chosen to support her new characterisation and supplied free of charge by the company.

And now here she was sitting in the doctor’s waiting room with Gunn and feeling nothing but trepidation. She’d spent three hours in the hairdressers that morning with the stylist cutting and dying her hair until she hardly recognised herself. Gone were her long, dark, wavy locks, and in their place, her hair was now bleach-blonde and neck-length. The girl had permed it so that it stuck out all around her head like it was dishevelled, but at least she'd left her fringe intact.

They were still sitting in the same place almost an hour later and Gunn’s impatience was plain to see. No-one had spoken to them except the receptionist when he’d asked if the doctor would be much longer, and then the reply he’d been given was that he’d call when he was ready.

The girl’s buzzer sounded so loud it made Rhona jump. “You may enter now,” she’d said and opened the doctor’s door for them.

It was a large office with a comprehensive bookcase along its back wall. The doctor sat behind a substantial desk in a leather reclining chair talking on the telephone. He pointed to an upright wooden chair positioned in front of the desk and Rhona sat whilst Gunn chose an armchair positioned against the back wall. The doctor continued his conversation on the phone unperturbed.

“No… Definitely not… I don’t care. You mustn’t allow her to do that… Of course, you can. She should have thought of that before… No, twelve days and be firm. Use the ‘D’ clamps if you have to… Good… Keep me informed,” and he clicked off the receiver and looked at Rhona for the first time.

“Miss Badeaux. Welcome and congratulations on your promotion. I understand you're being redeployed to sunnier climes.”

“I'm not supposed to talk about that,” she said looking over her shoulder at Gunn.

“No, indeed. Right… We have several things we need to do this afternoon. First off, I have a medical questionnaire and disclaimer form for you to sign. The disclaimer is just a piece of administrative nonsense that says I'm not really responsible if I accidentally cut your arm off. You’ve already signed a contract of employment which means you’ve already agreed to everything, so this is nothing more than a formality.”

The doctor slid the paperwork across his desk to Rhona and she took a quiet five minutes completing the forms whilst he and Gunn chatted amiably together behind her. Grace glanced at the completed questionnaire and then said, “Good. Next is the usual medical examination and we do that in the next room,” and he walked through a wood panelled door without a backward glance. Rhona followed into a smaller, brightly-lit room with several stainless-steel tables containing medical equipment and instruments arrayed around its walls, and a single huge chair in its centre; a gynaecological chair.

“Please remove your clothes.”

“Everything?”

The doctor smiled and nodded.

“Er, shouldn’t you have a screen or something?”

“I can wait in the other room until you're ready if you prefer.”

Rhona tried to smile.

“You're obviously a little uncomfortable, Miss Badeaux. Would it help if I ask my female receptionist Fiona to join us for the examination?”

Rhona thought for a moment before nodding and added a quiet, “Thank you.”

The doctor left the room and a few moments later the girl from the outer office entered, closed the door behind her, and smiled at Rhona. For the first time, Rhona noticed how young she was, certainly still in her teens, but it was difficult to tell owing to her heavy makeup. Then there were the heels she was wearing that made her much taller and the fact that what Rhona took to be a white lab coat was actually a short, white, Lycra dress with a collar. It clung tenaciously to her figure and had a higher hem than anything Rhona owned.

“It’s Rhona, isn’t it?” and Rhona nodded. “Nice hair,” she said and grinned. “My name is Miss MacNaughton and Doctor Grace prefers to be addressed as ‘Sir’ rather than ‘Doctor’.”

Rhona stared at her until the girl said, “Doctor Grace doesn’t like to be kept waiting, so you'd better start stripping.”

“Er… yes miss,” and she started to unbutton her blouse. “Miss MacNaughton…”

Removal of the blouse revealed a pretty, white lace bra.

“You’ll need to lose that, too,” and Rhona unhooked the bra behind her back to slowly slide it down her arms. “Nice tits,” said Fiona. “Doctor Grace will like those; nice and shapely. Now the skirt.”

Rhona unfastened the waistband and the skirt slipped down her legs to the floor. She looked at Fiona who said nothing, so hooked her thumbs in the waistband of the matching lacy briefs and they, too, slipped south.

“I think that’s far enough,” said the girl. “Doctor Grace will be able to get to all the bits he needs to,” and she grinned at Rhona wearing nothing but high-heeled court shoes. “You have a pretty little snatch, hairless just how Doctor Grace likes to see it,” and she gestured towards the chair in the centre of the room.

Rhona climbed up into it, lifted her legs up onto the rests, and put her arms onto the padded armrests in an effort to relax. Fiona began fastening Velcro straps over her wrists.

“What are you doing?”

“Doctor Grace doesn’t want you wriggling around while he’s conducting his examination,” and she connected the second pair of straps over her shins. No sooner had she completed the task, than the doctor entered, stepped between Rhona’s raised ankles, and pushed the legs rests wider apart before tightening the locking screws.

“Very nice, Miss Badeaux,” but she wasn’t sure what he was referring to. Then Doctor Grace and his receptionist stood side-by-side to stare unashamedly at Rhona’s naked vulva gaping open between her spread thighs.

“You have a very pretty body, Miss Badeaux. Yes… very attractive. How do you keep your skin so soft down here?” and he stroked her mons and down either side of her labial lips.

“Um… I use an epilator, sir.”

“Stings a bit, does it? Do you like that?”

The question caught her off guard and it took a moment before she reacted, but then she simply said, “No.”

“Really,” said the doctor as if he didn’t believe her. “I understand that David Gunn has already given you the first three hormone injections.” Rhona nodded. “I’ll give you your fourth shortly,” and he surprised her by reaching out and gripping a breast in each hand to squeeze and knead. He continued for more than a minute and her breathing began to become heavy and more rapid.

“Are you checking for breast cancer, sir?” she asked.

Grace grinned. “Yes… Exactly so,” and he began rolling her nipples between fingers and thumbs. “Yes, very nice tits… very, er, healthy.”

He then knelt between her spread thighs and eased her labia further apart with his thumbs. “You're very wet down here. Are you ovulating?”

“No, sir. I don’t think so.”

“Hmm. Must just be arousal fluid then. Do you like being strapped into the chair?”

“Um… It’s not uncomfortable, sir.”

“That’s not exactly answering my question.”

He then slipped his fingertips up between her labia to contact her clitoris and she gave a short cry.

“Her nipples look like they're going to explode,” said Fiona.

“And her clit is as hard as a bullet. I think we can conclude that Miss Badeaux is sexually very responsive. So… Let’s begin,” and he selected a small hypodermic needle from a nearby table and injected Rhona’s shoulder.

“How long before the hormone injections cause me to lactate.”

“Fourteen more days,” said the doctor. “Thirteen more of oestrogen and progesterone to cause your milk ducts to develop and then, on the fourteenth day, a single shot of prolactin to kick-start the actual lactation. I’ll give you the next injection shortly.”

“I thought that’s what you’ve just done.”

“Oh no. That was to make you sleep.”

At that moment, the door opened behind the doctor and David Gunn walked in to stand next to Fiona. Rhona stared at him, unable to cover her breasts or close her legs, and then her eyelids drooped and she felt the world slipping away from her.


Chapter 3

A New Identity

Rhona stood naked in front of the mirror to reassess her revised countenance. She’d applied her makeup in accordance with Gunn’s instructions and now stared at her face in horror. How would she ever get used to her enhanced lips now glossy with bright red lipstick and her false eyelashes heavy with mascara. He wanted her makeup thick, but she’d compromised, going light with the eye shadow and pink blusher, but making up for it by taking extra care with their application.

Now the face that stared back at her was one she didn’t recognise. It was no longer hers. It was the bleached hair that was mainly to blame, but the puffy lips didn’t help either. She looked like she was forever seeking a kiss. The doctor called the effect ‘Russian Doll Lips’ and said he’d injected the filler to lift the upper lip and give her a permanent pout, but said the effect would probably wear off within the year. Rhona found that her lips no longer fully closed but left a little triangular hole in the centre, and the distortion caused her to lisp.

That wasn’t, however, the biggest change he’d made to her voice; nowhere near. He said it was only a tiny clip he’d crimped onto one end of her vocal cords in her throat, but the effect it had was anything but tiny. He’d explained that the vocal cords in her larynx weren’t actually strings like on a guitar, but a slot between two flaps of smooth muscle. The pitch of the sound is controlled by the tension in these muscles, but the vocal range is set by their length, longer vocal cords creating a lower sound. This is why men have deeper voices than women and why children’s voices are much higher. All Doctor Grace had done is to use a small clasp that he crimped onto one end of the cords to shorten their effective length and now Rhona sounded like a nine-year-old girl with a lisp.

And then there were her breasts… It had only been four days since her first injection, so there was little change in their size, but there certainly was in their appearance and more so in their sensitivity. He’d called it a disc that he’d glued to each areola using a cyanoacrylate adhesive that adhered effectively to skin. A more correct name would be an annulus because now each nipple poked through a hole in its centre. And the purpose of this strange form of decoration? Of course, it wasn’t intended to be decorative at all. The discs were made of magnetic neodymium, the world’s strongest known magnetic material, and their true purpose was two-fold. Firstly, their main use was as magnetic anchors for small cups that snapped over her nipples to stop her touching them when it’s not appropriate. Once in place, the cups couldn’t be removed by just pulling them, that would be extremely painful and quite useless, but Gunn had a special tool. It clamped to the cups and twisting the top of the tool cancelled the magnetic flux so that the cup could easily be lifted away. The second, almost incidental effect the discs had was to induce growth and sensitivity by virtue of their magnetic flux. In the same way a magnetic bracelet helps people suffering from arthritis by increasing blood flow to the hands, the magnetism would increase the blood supply to her nipples, helping them to develop faster for milking and making them more sensitive to touch. The doctor had told her she was a very lucky girl, but not straight away because much of her training included denying her access to her own body.

Her clitoris had been similarly treated and for essentially this same reason, although it wasn’t a disc this time but a narrow band that had been glued in place. She’d been unconscious at the time, but the procedure as it was explained to her was straight-forward enough to understand. Her clitoris had been engorged using a suction tube and then the neodymium band glued in place around the base of the tiny organ. This not only retained it in a semi-engorged state, but provided the means for a small, thimble shaped cap to completely enclose both band and clitoris. She’d been assured that, like the nipple discs, the band was removable with the right solvent and that she’d reap the benefit once her training was at an end and she was permitted access.

So here she stood gazing into the mirror at a face that looked like a china doll with blue eyes outlined by thick, black eye-liner and false lashes, plump red, pouty lips, and a mist of tussled ash-white hair. Her eyes roamed lower to neat breasts but with their nipples and areolae hidden beneath black, metal caps and lower still to her depilated vaginal cleft. The small, black cap concealing her clitoris was just visible between her labial lips where it was peeping from beneath her clitoral hood. When she touched it, she felt the tug of displacement, but no friction; nothing to get excited about…

“Looking good...”

It was Gunn, of course, who’d spoken. She hadn’t heard him enter the room and now she stood naked before him.

“You should knock before entering a lady’s bedroom,” but the admonishment didn’t carry the same weight when delivered by her new, child-like voice and Gunn just grinned. Rhona recognised it too; her powers of command had been seriously eroded by the doctor’s operation and she turned away rather than face him. “I don’t like this,” she added in a whisper.

“You were warned that might be the case. You know why this has been done; it’s to give your domineering nature a rest and give you some experience of the other side.”

“And that had to include locking me out of my own body?”

“Of course. For the duration of this project, what you have is my body now and if you want to enjoy it, you’ll need my permission. I've brought you some clothes, but before you get dressed, there’s a couple of things we need to do. This is the first…” and he gave her a silver neckband engraved with patterns of intertwining vines and butterflies and studded with coloured glass jewels. It was 2 cm deep and hinged open on one side.

“It’s very pretty – I don’t think – but it’s a collar, isn’t it? Another token of servitude.”

“It is a collar, but it’s supposed to look like costume jewellery. You can tell people it’s a Nordic torque if you want; it is actually silver.”

“I don’t want it, thank you.”

“I'm afraid it’s non-negotiable. It contains sensors that monitor your heart rate and skin conductivity. It also listens to conversations you may have with others.”

“So, it’s part of my spyware tech?”

“In a way, yes.”

She looked closely at it, noting the areas on its inner surface where the sensors were. “That’s why it’s shaped to fit so tightly around my neck. What if someone takes it off me and sees it’s not just a simple band?”

“No-one can take it off but me; it needs a specially programmed magnetic key to release it.”

“And this little ring hanging at the front? Is that just decoration?”

Gunn smiled. “Close it around your neck. It should be tight but not uncomfortable.”

“Seems I have no choice,” and the band locked with a click when she pressed the ends together. “You said there were two things to do.”

“I did. This is also non-negotiable and I suspect you're going to like the next item much less than the collar, but before I fit it, I suggest you visit the bathroom to ensure you're comfortable for the rest of the day.”

Rhona didn’t move, but just stared at Gunn with a disbelieving expression. “No… You can't mean it.”

“It’s a training aid; you’ll only need it while you're training in Brighton, not in Beirut. It houses the AI computer that analyses the speech patterns of conversations going on around you to determine if you're behaving in an appropriate manner.”

“You're going to house it in my bum? And what happens if I'm not being submissive?”

“In that event, you'll be punished, but if your response satisfies your AI assistant, you’ll be rewarded, so it’s not all bad. It’ll all become clear once it’s fitted.”

With great reluctance and a piercing glare at Gunn, Rhona went to the bathroom. She was in it for twenty minutes before Gunn wrapped on the door and told her they needed to visit the office sometime that day… When she did eventually emerge, her demeanour was no better.

“So, show me,” she demanded and Gunn handed her a curious piece of equipment. It was basically a narrow, flexible plastic plate about 8 cm long and no more than a few millimetres wide upon which were mounted several items, the most obvious being a pair silicone-rubber canisters the size of small gherkins; one attached centrally to the plate and the other at one end. Rhona knew immediately where they were destined to go.

“I suppose I should be grateful they're not bigger,” she said caustically. “And what are these other things for?”

“I would have thought they were equally self-explanatory. It’s a new piece of equipment the company has just developed to control female detainees without appearing to be coercive. It’s called a genital correction unit or GCU.”

“So, I'm a prisoner now, am I?”

“It’s been adapted to operate a lot kindlier with you than the original design would do. Consider it more of a friendly reminder than a controller. The AI computer is housed in the rear plug and the power pack in the front. The short polythene pipe sits in the mouth of your urethra and discharges urine without making a mess, it’s necessary because you won't be able to remove this device during the day, and the small collet at the front attaches magnetically to the cap on your clitoris to complete the location. Now, are you going to be as cooperative as you promised?”

Gunn’s question surprised her. True, she felt humiliated by virtually everything that had happened to her since she signed the contract, but she’d never seriously considered breaking the agreement she’d made. Apart from anything else, she was looking forward to going to Beirut as a real security operative with all that entails. She was even looking forward to playing mother to a Russian diplomat. If he was a good boy, she might even reward him with more than he expected. This latest device that Gunn was keen to install within her body was just the latest humiliation, but it was only for a few weeks. She could rise above it and, once in Beirut, show her true worth.

“Do your worse, Mr Gunn,” and she turned her back on him and leant forward against the dressing table.

Gunn lubricated the plugs and catheter tube well and then, with extreme care, eased all three items into their respective orifices. Then he pressed the front of the device between her labia and she felt it snap into place as it located itself around the clitoral cap. The plugs weren’t large and she accommodated them easily. She moved to stand erect, but Gunn stopped her with a hand on her back.

“Not yet,” he said and produced a litre syringe full of water with a lever mechanism like a sealant gun. “It’s to expand a ring on the anal plug so it doesn’t dislodge,” he said and attached the pressure tube to a valve on the base of the rear plug. Four pumps of the lever and Rhona felt the plug expanding inside the cavity of her rectum to draw the outside of the device tight against her perineum and squeeze her anal muscle, and she could tell the ring-shaped bladder that was inside her was now rigid. He disconnected the syringe, but then reattached it to a second valve.

“Not more,” she cried and Gunn hesitated.

“All I've done so far is to pressurise a disc bladder to stop the plug being withdrawn through your anal muscle. It barely holds half-a-cup of water.” He began pumping water into the second valve as he was speaking. “This second injection fills a second bladder that expands above the first into the void of your rectum to provide a reservoir supply. It’s about the size of a tennis ball, but its soft and just adjusts to your internal shape, so you should barely feel it. There, all done… That’s not too uncomfortable, is it?”

“Er, no, not really,” she said standing erect. All that was really visible was the narrow plastic plate crossing her perineum; the rest of the device was mostly concealed between her labia or internally. “But tell me, why do I need a reservoir of water inside me?”

Gunn grinned. “You'll find out soon enough,” and he took a small controller unit from his pocket and pressed a button. There was a quiet bleep from Rhona’s collar and he told her the system was now active.

“Your collar is now connected wirelessly to the AI computer and will analyse everything that happens around you. If it considers you're acting in an amiable and submissive manner, it may choose to reward your clit or vaginal dildo with pleasant electrical stimulation or better, but if it senses an uncooperative response or, worse, aggression, it will punish you first by uncomfortable electrical pulses from the anal plug and, if the response continues, it will start expanding the thickness of the plug.”

“Oh God… That’s really mean,” cried Rhona, followed by, “Ouch!” as a sharp electrical pulse zapped her bottom. “It shocked me… I didn’t do anything and it shocked me. Ouch! I did it again…”

“Rhona, calm down. Be nice and it'll stop.” He watched with amusement as she metaphorically bit her tongue. “This is all to teach you how to be submissive because, let’s face it, you're not very good at it. Let me explain to you exactly how this works and it might save you a lot of discomfort. Basically, the AI system acts exactly like a lie detector… If you say something you know to be defiant, stubborn, or even just noncompliant, the monitors in your collar will analyse your speech. It'll also monitor changes to your heartrate and skin conductivity caused by tiny changes in the way you sweat, so even if you just think you're not being compliant, it could trigger the system, and when that happens, the GCU will take action until your attitude changes and you yourself are satisfied that you're meeting your responsibilities. In effect, you'll be controlling your own behaviour.”

“And I have to be nice to everyone and do what they say?”

“You’ll be the one who decides whether you should be punished, but it’s not all bad because the converse will also be true: if you know you're being particularly cooperative and obedient, the AI system will recognise that too and reward you.”

“Oh thur,” she exclaimed with her lisp more pronounced. “You know I’ll do everything you say… Ouch! It zapped me again.”

“That’s because your AI knew that you weren’t being honest with me because your skin response told it so. If you want to earn rewards by telling me how biddable and dutiful you are, you first have to believe it yourself. Now then, it’s time you got dressed. I've put clothes for you on the bed.”

Rhona moved to the bed to inspect her new wardrobe and was unimpressed.

“It’s all pink and white. That’s not really my colour.”

“It is now. Start with the panties; that and the shoes are the only things that are actually locked onto you.”

She picked up her new white lacy underwear. “This is more like a panty girdle. It’s got a reinforced waist.”

“It stops anyone accessing your GCU.”

“Like a chastity belt?”

“Yes. Exactly like that. The catheter tube exits through a concealed port in the gusset. The rest of the garment is tamperproof to stop prying fingers, and that especially means yours.”

Rhona didn’t comment, but stepped into the pants and pulled them up to her waist. They looked delicate with a tracery of translucent lace decorating the front panel and even the thong back had a frill down its length, but it was an illusion. The material was actually a tough, non-elastic synthetic with a zip up the front to ensure a snug fit. The waist was deep and when Gunn pulled the sides together with the zipper, fitted her as tightly as a corset.

“It’s too tight between my legs and so tight about my waist I can hardly breathe,” she murmured, but Gunn assured her it had been made, like the collar, to her exact measurements.

“You were scanned while you were unconscious,” he explained. “Finish dressing and I’ll make the coffee.”

She looked at herself again in the mirror. Her waist looked tiny and she could hardly bend. A small flap covered the tab of the zipper and when Rhona tried to lift it, it wouldn’t budge. She sighed and picked up the matching white lace bra.

It didn’t take long to dress. Everything fitted her perfectly just as Gunn said it would, including the Mary Janes: black shoes with 10 cm heels and straps across the insteps like a doll would wear. She sighed again when she pressed the poppers on the ends of a straps onto their studs and then found she couldn’t release them. The dress Gunn had provided was baby-pink with short puffy sleeves, a plunging neckline that matched the cutaway profile of the padded balcony bra to reveal an unnecessary amount of cleavage, a tight bodice to show off her new, narrow waist, and a very short flared skirt over several layer of lacy white underskirts that barely covered the lace tops of her white holdups. She was ready and wondered how she would be received at the Leobird offices. She thought she looked ridiculous.

“Fuck,” she murmured, and then “Ouch!” when the anal plug discharged a strong electric pulse into her sphincter muscle.

✽    ✽    ✽

Gunn was sitting at the kitchen table clutching a mug of coffee when Rhona entered. He inspected her closely, but made no comment.

“My God, just look at me. I have a waist like a wasp.”

She noticeably cringed with the sound of her own voice and her newly acquired lisp, but again, Gunn said nothing.

“I can barely breathe, and I can feel all those things inside me.” She leaned forward. “I can't bend at my waist either. How am I supposed to function in this all day? I look like a Barbie doll.” She stopped and her eyes opened wide… “Oh, God. Now I'm being shocked again. I'm sorry, I wasn’t being argumentative, really I wasn’t.”

She was still for a few seconds and then relaxed when the shocks stopped. Gunn just smiled.

“It’s not funny. Just look at me. A Barbie-pink dress that’s so low cut the open front nearly shows all my tits.”

“Now you know that’s not true. It doesn’t uncover any nipples.”

“It’s a close-run thing, although I suppose it wouldn’t matter if it did because they're behind those metal caps. And this skirt is much too short. You're not supposed to be able to see stocking tops.”

“Not until you lean forward,” added Gunn.

“And the shoes… They make my legs look ridiculous, like I'm all leg and no body. I can't possibly wear them all day long; the heels are much too high, but when I tried to take them off again, I couldn’t get the straps undone.”

“No, you won't be able to. The press studs have magnetic locks; I’ll need to unfasten them. Anyway, they're no higher than the boots you were wearing in the video.”

“I wasn’t trying to walk anywhere then.”

“Well, I think you look very fetching.”

“I look like a fantasy dumb blonde, which I presume is exactly the look you’re after.” She glowered at Gunn expecting another electrical pulse, but nothing happened and she relaxed. “Now what?”

“Now, you ought to get back into the habit of addressing everyone as either sir, ma’am, or miss, and I think we should mark the occasion by giving you a new name; one more akin with your new persona. How about Miss Poppy Summers?”

It was, of course, a rhetorical question. Gunn had already arranged a driving licence and credit card in that name for her and gave her a small handbag containing the documents along with sunglasses, cosmetics, a small makeup mirror, and a plastic hairbrush. The bag was pink plastic.

“You are going to be a good girl, aren't you?”

“Yes, thur,” she said quietly and felt a slight but pleasant tingly sensation in her clitoris.


Chapter 4

First Day as Barbie

Poppy was subdued during the drive along the coast road as she tried to ignore the expanse of thigh she was obliged to expose whilst sitting in the Jaguar or the way the seatbelt was pulled tight between the bare flesh of her breasts. Gunn pulled into the carpark behind the old Victorian hotel that had been repurposed as the Brighton Office of Leobird. He climbed from the car and then looked back to see Poppy still in her seat and staring blankly through the front windscreen. He opened the passenger and she looked up at him.

“Work is calling…”

Slowly, she released the seatbelt and swung both legs over the sill, and then took Gunn’s proffered hand to pull her upright in the most decorous manner she could manage. An older woman with short, dark hair and carrying a briefcase paused on her way to the entrance when she saw Gunn.

“David. You're back.”

“Good morning, Evelyn. This is Poppy. She’ll be helping me for the next couple of weeks with some research.”

The woman grinned wickedly as her eyes roamed from Poppy’s bleached hair to her impractical heels and back again. “Of course she will. Has she been vetted?”

“Oh yes, she’s been examined by security and granted a temporary Level 1 pass.”

“Don’t show her anything you shouldn’t, then,” she said with a grin and walked on into the building without acknowledging Poppy directly.

“Follow me,” said Gunn and pushed open the door into the lobby to be met by the security guard sitting behind his desk, his eyes on stalks as he watched Poppy traverse the lobby. Gunn presented his pass and introduced his new assistant.

“You should have a security pass for Miss Summers,” he said.

“Do you have some ID, miss?”

“Yes, thur, of course,” she said sounding girly and flustered, and she foraged in her purse for her new driving licence. The guard held up the licence to compare it with the person and then photocopied it. A camera flashed and a few minutes work produced a new security pass on a blue lanyard.

“You have to hang this around your neck and have it visible at all times,” he said and pointed at the soft flesh of her bare chest as if she didn’t know where to put it. “It’ll be nice to see a fresh face around here. Is this going to be a permanent position?”

“Two or three weeks at most,” said Gunn answering for her.

“Well, let me know if there’s anything I can do for you, miss” he added and gave her what he hoped was a devastating smile.

Gunn steered her away towards the staircase and they ascended, Poppy conscious that the group of men following them had all gone very quiet.

✽    ✽    ✽

It was a strange day. She stayed mainly in Gunn’s office reading anything written in the last fifty years that mentioned Beirut, and throughout the day, they were disturbed with increasing frequency by a succession of Gunn’s colleagues, both male and female, who found occasion to visit. One of the first to come knocking was a big man in his early thirties called Henry. He seemed pleasant enough when he greeted Gunn and Poppy with an infectious smile and a jovial voice, but Gunn responded cooly.

Then he asked, “How’ve you been? I hear you got called into the London office. Been muddling up your expenses again? Nothing too serious, I hope. And this must be the beautiful Poppy I've been hearing about. A protégé of yours?”

“She’s helping me with research.”

Poppy looked up at him from her desk while Henry looked down the front of her dress.

“Perhaps I might borrow her sometime; I have lots of research I need help with. What do you think, Poppy? Would you like to help me with my research?”

“We’re quite busy here,” she answered and immediately felt a sharp sting in her bottom when a ‘square wave’ electrical pulse began striking her anal muscle. She looked across at Gunn for guidance, but he was just watching the exchange.

“Pity. You seem eminently qualified. Perhaps another time then.”

Poppy said nothing, but blushed with the implied assessment of her credentials. Henry grinned at Gunn and left, and with his going, the electrical pulses faded.

A similar encounter occurred in the company’s dining hall over lunch when Gunn left her alone for a few moments to collect two coffees and a gaggle of four women wearing conservative business suits took the opportunity to sit at her table. The questions started innocently enough with the women wanting to know what she was working on with David. She answered that she wasn’t supposed to talk about it and one of the younger women spluttered, “Oh, we didn’t think you were cleared to that level,” before she could stop herself.

“What Tracy means is that we’re surprised you have a security pass because the company doesn’t usually hire girls like you, although I see you have been cleared to Level 1.”

“Girls like me… I have qualifications,” murmured Poppy.

“Cycling proficiency certificates don’t count,” the girl countered and began giggling.

“Ignore Margery. She’s just jealous that your legs are longer than hers,” said an older woman. “I have to admit, I do admire your boldness coming to work dressed like that and those shoes… I couldn’t possibly wear them all day.”

“Don’t you find you get hit upon all the time?” asked the young Tracy.

“That’s why she does it,” said Margery. “Makes your button tingle, doesn’t it, sweetie?”

She was about to say No it doesn’t, when three sharp pulses hit her bottom. She looked at the four faces staring intently at her and dropped her eyes as she murmured, “Yes, sometimes…” Instantly, the pulses stopped and instead, her clitoris did indeed begin to tingle.

“Good afternoon, ladies,” said Gunn’s voice behind her shoulder.

“Oh, Hi David. We were just asking your assistant what she did for you, but I think we all know now.”

“Well, if your curiosity is satisfied, can I have my seat back and a little privacy. We have things to discuss.”

“Of course you have,” said Margery and stood.

Alone again, Poppy looked at Gunn and said, “I don’t like this. I didn’t say anything wrong then and I still got punished.”

“Your collar doesn’t just listen to what you say, but also monitors your body’s responses. You should be pleased it’s helping you adopt a more submissive mindset. This project will never work in Beirut if you can't appear genuine.”

“Everybody thinks I'm some sort of prostitute.”

“All this is intended to help you adapt. It’s a part you're playing; part of an act and so far, you're doing pretty well.”

“But do I have to show quite so much skin? Can't I be a demure submissive?”

“You could, but it would take much longer for you to learn your part and we don’t have much time. Consider this a crash course in servility; something I know you're not very familiar with.”

She spent the rest of the afternoon sitting quietly in Gunn’s office trying to remain neutral when visitors tried to engage her in conversation. It wasn’t easy forever adopting the middle ground and she found herself erring on the side of meekness to avoid the uncomfortable electric pulses and weathering the resultant tingling sensations without comment.

✽    ✽    ✽

Poppy completed her first day in the Brighton office and sitting in the car next to David Gunn, couldn’t resist a sly smile. Gunn noticed and asked if she’d enjoyed her day.

“I wouldn’t say I actually enjoyed it. In fact, I found it all extremely embarrassing, but some of the tingly feelings compensated to a degree.”

“Do you feel more submissive now?”

“No, not really, but that’s not the aim, is it? Surely, it’s just to get me thinking more about my responses to people so I say the right thing to appear submissive.”

Gunn just smiled and asked, “What are you going to cook us for supper this evening?”

“Me…!” And then, “Ow… That’s mean; you did that on purpose. Oh, fuck, now I've just made it worse. Ok, ok… I will be happy to cook supper. What would you like, thur?”

“Does that feel better?”

“Yes, it does. Much better. I'm sorry for my outburst just then,” and she closed her eyes as the soothing, undulating electric current built further through her most sensitive organ. Gunn glanced at her and said no more, just let her enjoy the moment.

As soon as they entered Gunn’s apartment, Poppy asked if he’d release her shoes, but Gunn told her to remove her dress instead. Then she asked if he was going to release her panties so he could uninstall the GCU now that she didn’t need its constant reminders, but he just said later. She was tempted to argue and ask why not immediately, but stopped herself in time to avoid the reproach of the anal plug and instead gave Gunn a sickly-sweet smile which still earned her a quick anal zap.

He left the room and by the time he returned, she was standing in the white, lacy underwear, holdups, and uncomfortable shoes, looking like she wanted to say something disparaging, but then she saw he was holding a handful of chains, unnecessarily heavy chains. Again, she just managed to stop herself asking why and watched in silence while he locked the hobble to her ankles and then asked her to hold out her hands.

“Do you think I'm going to run away?”

“The thought hadn’t crossed my mind,” and he closed the cuffs about her wrists. The chain now hanging between her wrists was 60 cm long and not particularly restricting, although the hobble was only half that length and definitely would stop her running. She lifted her hands and felt the weight of the chains dragging them down, and when she took a pace, the hobble clicked on the ceramic tiles.

“You can start supper now. There are steaks in the refrigerator and chips in the freezer.”

“Yes, thur,” and, feeling like the Canterville Ghost, she turned and shuffled into the kitchen with the chains clicking and her clitoris beginning to buzz inside its little cap.

✽    ✽    ✽

To suggest it felt strange cooking supper in Gunn’s super-sleek kitchen whilst wearing lacy underwear and high heels was an understatement, and then when she thought about the chains linking her limbs and all the control devices locked in and around her body, it was actually quite difficult to concentrate on the cooking.

At first, she imagined the erotic caricature she must present. Her body was certainly well-proportioned with the constriction of her waist by the reinforced panties and her swelling breasts barely contained within the material adding to the overall effect. The thought made her grin and she felt a gentle tingling sensation grow between her legs. Then she took a pace and the chain between her ankles snapped taut reminding her that she was effectively Gunn’s prisoner, his slave girl. She stared down at it, a limit to her freedom and a manifest mark of her subjugation. She felt annoyed that he would assume such control over her and immediately the pleasant tingling ceased and the plug in her bottom began to emit its counter-electrical pulses.

She slapped a hand behind her and cursed when she could feel nothing between her cheeks but the hard base of the anal plug, but inside the situation had taken a turn for the worse and was becoming desperate with the plug’s shaft beginning to grow fatter by the moment, its initially modest girth becoming increasingly painful as water from her rectal reservoir was pumped into the shaft. Her breathing was getting ragged and she didn’t know what to do. Oh God, this was so stupid… She was torturing herself.

Then she caught sight of her reflection in the hall mirror through the open doorway and it reminded her of the nameless girl she’d strapped to the bondage frame for the bald man to tease. That was little more than two weeks before and such a lot had happened since then. She’d listened to the girl’s cries muted by her gag, but they weren’t cries of pain; they were cries ecstasy every time the man’s tongue found its target. The girl was helplessly bound and unable to affect the sporadic lunges of the man in any way, sporadic lunges that enabled him to first lick and then to suck hard on her clitoris before he was inevitably forced to retreat. The girl was screaming with the stimulation whilst being compelled to offer herself spread wide to the man and she was enjoying every squirming, lascivious moment of it.

Without further conscious thought, the anal plug diminished in size and Poppy felt her clitoris beginning to tingle again as, in her mind, she imagined herself bent backwards with her legs strapped apart and it was now she who had no control over the tormenting service the man was intent on supplying. Her hand sought solace between her legs as the girl’s image burned bright in her head. Her fingertips tickled over the thin lace covering her labia, tracing her profile made plain by the taut material as it clung to her every curve and crevice, but her clitoris was beyond her touch, hidden as it was first by the magnetic cap and then by its mating collet integral with the GCU. She tried pushing a finger under the tight front panel of her underwear, but she soon found that to be a forlorn hope and even when she lifted a knee the 30 cm allowed by the hobble chain, it made little difference.

She felt light-headed and slipped her hands up her body, over the her tightly wrapped midriff until she was cupping soft flesh still partially concealed by the lace. She pulled the cups of the bra down, but her nipples were hidden beneath their magnetic caps and there didn’t seem to be any way to prise them free.

Her clitoris was still tingling with the electricity pulsing through it in soft waves as she leaned back against the counter and gazed at her reflection in the hall mirror through the open doorway. An erotic animated doll with pouting red lips and blue eyes gazed back at her from beneath a haze of white hair with lacy white lingerie and long, nylon-clad legs jarring with the heavy shackles around wrists and ankles. The emotions she was feeling were new to her. The device locked in her vulva was stimulating her, exciting her, and she seemed to have so little control over it. A sort of calm acquiescence settled upon her; she couldn’t alter events so she may as well enjoy the moment. And then something magical happened: she felt the small dildo increasing in both girth and length. It was pushing inside her, spreading wide her tunnel and burrowing deeper like a snake returning to its den. While her clit continued to tingle, the hydraulically inflated shaft within her vagina filled her as completely as her favourite dildo back in London.

She leaned further back against the worktop, hands gripping the edge of the worktop either side of her waist for support and her pubis forced to the fore by the granite behind her bottom, and she closed her eyes to better appreciate the sense of fullness in her tingling sex. She was still for long moments, paralysed by an unseen force that was ravaging her mind with thoughts so lustful she was making quiet whimpering sounds. And then her eyes popped open when a hand closed over her left breast.

“I think you're developing nicely… You're definitely more substantial than you were. Do you feel any different?”

“They may be a little heavier,” said Poppy recovering her composure rapidly. “Difficult to tell with those caps glued over my nipples.”

She turned away, obliging Gunn to release his grip and felt the dildo withering within her as the tingling ceased.

“Do you want anything with the steak and chips?”

“Mushrooms,” said Gunn and grinned when he watched Poppy squat to reach into the freezer for the chips.

“You know, you should remember to address me as ‘Sir’; you’ve been told often enough.”

“Yes, thur. Mushrooms it is, thur.”

✽    ✽    ✽

The meal was a success and it was approaching eight o'clock when Poppy sat down cradling a coffee next to Gunn on the settee. They watched the news headlines on the television and then Gunn announced it was her bedtime.

“It’s only just past eight,” said Poppy in astonishment.

“You need to be fresh for the morning. Let’s get you undressed and then I’ll help you to shower.”

“That won't be necessary. I'm quite good at showering myself,” she said sarcastically.

“That may be so under normal circumstances, but tonight you might find it more difficult because the first thing I’d like you to do is close your hands into tight fists and put them in these,” and he showed her a pair of mittens in the form of hard, plastic balls the size of small oranges that opened like clamshells. Poppy just stared at them, not understanding why she had to wear them.

“They prevent you from being able to use your hands.”

“I can see that, but why?”

“Well, for a start they promote the sense of helplessness and submission we’re trying to encourage, but equally importantly, they’ll also inhibit you from stimulating yourself during the night.”

“Okay… I can see why you’d want to encourage me to be more subservient, that’s just a continuation of my day, but what I do during the night is no-one’s business but mine and I resent the interference.”

“If I hadn’t just turned off your monitoring systems, that comment would have earned you an uncomfortable experience. Also, don’t forget you’ve promised to obey me without question. Having said that, I'm surprised you need to ask. The whole essence of having a submissive attitude is that you need to seek permission before doing anything and that especially applies to sexual experiences. If you want anything like that, you need to ask me.”

Like bolt from the blue, the full implications of Gunn’s training regime hit her and she had no words to counter his argument. He had assumed full control over her body, not just during the daytime while she was in the office, but all night too. Like a zombie, she returned the mittens to Gunn, held out both hands, and silently watched while he closed the spheres over her wrists and sealed them with small padlocks before removing the cuffs.

“I can't do anything now… I can't even open a door.”

Gunn didn’t respond, but just knelt at her feet and applied a small magnetic collet over the press stud of a shoe. Its strap popped open and he pulled the shoe from her foot. He did the same with the other one before applying the same device to her fetters to release her ankles and rolled her stockings down her legs. Then she passively watched while he unfastened and removed her bra and reinforced panties.

He left her then and, like a child, she waited naked and helpless in the sitting room for his return, and when he did reappear, he brought with him the large syringe he’d used to charge her internal water reservoirs. Wordlessly, she turned to face the settee and leant forward to place her balled hands on the seat cushions. Gunn pressed the nozzle of the syringe into the valves in the base of the anal plug and she sighed when she felt the internal pressure ease.

“Ready?” he asked and she nodded. “I’ll release the magnetic locator from your clit cap first and then the other devices will just slip away.”

It worked as he’d said and she gave a silent prayer of thanks as the anal plug left her and she sensed her sphincter muscle relax.

It didn’t take long once she was free of the GCU for her old confidence to return and, with it, a sense of injustice.

“That was the worst day of my life…”

“You seemed happy enough in the car.”

“How could you tell when I had that thing locked into me? I had to pretend, didn’t I?”

“You were warned what to expect.”

“I didn’t expect to be humiliated and tortured all day,” she said following Gunn while he took the GCU to the bathroom to wash. “You’ve turned me into nothing more than a Barbie toy who can't say no to anything.”

Her complaints would have carried more weight if they'd not been delivered using her squeaky Barbie voice.

“I can say what I like now and that’s that I don’t appreciate being belittled by your work colleagues all day. They seem to think that I don’t have a brain anymore…”

“It’s an act you're meant to be perfecting.”

“It’s not an act because I'm being forced to play the role for real. And now, I suppose you think you’ve got me just how you want me: naked and helpless. I'm not helpless, you know. You try anything and I’ll smash you with these,” and she waved her balled fists.

Gunn sighed. “It’s your bedtime. Go to the bathroom to use its facilities. Afterwards, wash yourself with the bidet, it’s lever operated, and then give me a call and I’ll help you to shower.”

“I don’t have to do everything you say now…”

“The contract you signed says you do. What’s more, I should remind you that I could just leave the GCU in place all night; I only removed it because I thought you'd be more comfortable for sleeping, but if I thought you still needed its guidance…”

Poppy calmed, her rebellion apparently at an end. “I don’t need it, but thank you for thinking of me.”

Her shower proceeded without incident, although allowing Gunn to wash her breasts and then her more intimate areas was not without embarrassment and it took all her newly restored self-control not to comment. He towelled her dry and she waited to see if he really did intend to put her to bed before eight-thirty. He did and she followed him into the spare bedroom.

“Before you lie down, I have another injection for you.”

“Of course, you have,” she murmured and sat quietly while Gunn injected the lactation hormones into her shoulder. Then he pulled back the covers.

“Comfortable?” he asked.

“Very comfortable, thank you.”

“Good. Just spread your legs a little, then.”

“What? What are you going to do.”

“This little device is going to ensure you stay put until morning. It’s a shock plug with a built-in motion sensor. Do I need to give you another catheter or can you last until morning. I don’t want you soiling the bed.”

“A shock plug…”

“It’s a very simple device. Batteries charge up a capacitor via a small step-up transformer to several thousand volts and the capacitor discharges through the sides of the plug if you move and disturb the internal mercury motion switch. It’s no more dangerous than an electric stock fence because the charge, although at a high voltage, cannot sustain a current large enough to do any serious damage.”

“I'm not going to be able to get up in the night?”

“You're not going to be able to roll over without a nasty surprise. Now, do as I say and open your legs.”

“No, I won't. That thing’s just cruel.”

“It’s to keep you in your bed,” but she just turned on her side and curled her legs up. Gunn just shrugged and left the room, returning moments later with a cattle prod. It was actually the one Poppy had bought, but she didn’t know that.

“No… Don’t touch me…”

“It’s more powerful than the shock plug,” warned Gunn, but Poppy was already all too familiar with the prod. She’d bought it thinking it might be useful on her club nights and, out of curiosity, touched the cheek of her own bottom with it. Next instant, she’d screamed and was flung across the room with the prod flying off in the opposite direction and striking the side of the dressing table.

“Please, keep it away from me,” and she quickly turned onto her back and spread her legs. Gunn laid the prod down on the bedside table and picked up the small shock plug. It looked like a large metal tampon; it even had a cord attached to it to aid its recovery. She looked on in horror while Gunn dipped the end of the plug into a tin of gel and then jumped when he spread her labia and touched the plug to the entrance of her sex. It slipped into her so easily.

She heard a bleep when he held up a small remote controller and touched a button. “Do you want a demonstration?” he asked and she shook her head. “Then I suggest you try to avoid moving.”

“But I can't sleep on my back all night,” she gasped, but Gunn just shrugged and pulled the covers up to her neck.

“This is cruel. And it’s so early. Can't I even read a book or something?”

“And how will you turn the pages?”

“But the light won't fade for hours yet.”

“No, that’s true. Fortunately, I have a solution,” and he pulled a latex blindfold from his back pocket.

“No, please don’t,” but he was already stretching it around her head and over her eyes. “This is horrible. Now I can't see anything,” she exclaimed pawing ineffectually at her face with her balled hands.

“Good night. I’ll see you in the morning,” and she heard the door close.


Chapter 5

Training Day 2

Gunn entered her bedroom the following morning and instead of seeing a blindfold around Poppy’s head, saw cold eyes staring up at him in silence.

“Did you sleep well?”

“No…”

“Did you get shocked?”

“No…”

“You did well, then,” and he reached down between her legs for the plug’s recovery cord and pulled it from her body. “How did you remove the blindfold?”

“I hooked it on the doorhandle,” and there, behind him, was the latex blindfold still hanging from the handle. “I knew it had to be a fake; you wouldn’t be so cruel.”

“It’s no fake. It works exactly how I described, it’s just that I didn’t energise it.” They looked at each other, Poppy wondering how Gunn would react to her calling his bluff and getting out of bed in the night, but in the event, he just asked, “How are your tits this morning?”

“Fine, thank you.”

“Larger?”

“Maybe a little.”

“And your teats?”

“Can't tell. They have caps on them. They feel alright. Can I go to the bathroom now?”

“Be my guest,” and he stepped back so she could slide from the bed.

“I'd like to be able to use my hands…”

He hesitated for a few moments before lifting keys from his pocket and unlocking the plastic mittens.

“Thank you,” she said and walked from the room with as much dignity a naked girl could muster.

“Leave the door open,” said Gunn.

He heard the toilet cistern and the basin tap when Poppy washed and brushed her teeth, but then she didn’t linger and presented herself back in the bedroom to find the day’s under-garments laid out on the bed: black versions of the lace lingerie she wore the day before.

“I've washed the GCU for you,” and he handed her the device along with a tub of lubricant. “I’ll be along in a minute to fill up the water reservoirs.”

“Of course,” said Poppy. “I'd like that.”

“It’s a good job the system isn’t active yet because sarcasm would count as a negative response.”

She allowed herself a pained grin and returned to the bathroom to install her training aide and Gunn followed a minute later with the water-filled syringe.

“I don’t need all this, you know,” she moaned when she felt the retention bladder pressurising and pulling the plug tight against her skin. “I do know how to behave submissively,” but he didn’t even try to justify his actions. With both bladders full, a quiet bleep warned her the device was active and she sighed and moved back to the bedroom to dress.

Gunn told her the panties were the same size as the white ones and she murmured a quiet, “Don’t I know it,” and pulled in her stomach when he pulled up the zip. They matched the black lace bra that was equally sparse in its coverage. In fact, the only real differences between the two sets of lingerie apart from their colour were the six thick suspender straps that hung from the garments waistband to support black stockings.

✽    ✽    ✽

Thirty minutes later, Poppy had applied her makeup for the day and entered the kitchen to cook a bacon and egg breakfast. Gunn was seated at the table and watched as she stepped carefully with the heavy chain refixed between her ankles and the one between her wrists clattering against the worktop. Neither spoke. Poppy didn’t complain that she was now unnecessarily restrained again and Gunn made no comment about her breasts swelling from the inadequate cups of the bra or her bare bottom and thighs patterned by the black, elasticated suspender straps. He’d told her she was not yet permitted to don her day dress.

Two plates, each with two eggs and two rashers of bacon were put on the table along with two cups of tea.

“I didn’t know it was going to be like this… I thought I’d be given some pointers about how to behave and then spend my time reading up about Lebanese history and developing milky tits.”

“We need you to seem like the genuine article to Mikhailov or else he’s not going to be fooled.”

“But aren't you taking this too far? You only need me to act like a submissive, not to actually be one.”

“And how can you know how to feign a new submissive personality if you’ve never had any firsthand experience? You only need to keep up the façade while you're training here in Brighton and a few weeks in Beirut, and then you can revert to your old dominant self.”

“But it’s not like that.”

“What’s it like then? Is it that you're beginning to enjoy being submissive?”

“I wouldn’t put it like that.” And then, “Oh fuck, you’ve turned the system on, haven't you? I can feel… Oh fuck… Yes, ok. Sometimes I did like the feeling.”

“Tell me why you like it, Poppy.”

“I… erm… I like the thought that I don’t need to do anything. That things just happen around me that make me feel good.”

“The thought that you can't do anything?”

“Yes, that’s what I meant,” she answered with her new lisp becoming more pronounced.

“And you like the tingly sensation in your clit?”

“Now you're just teasing me; trying to make me tingle.”

“Well, for your sake, I hope you have a tingly day today. Now, wash up the dishes; it’s time to put your dress on. We have to go to the office to do some work.”

That day, Poppy’s work colleagues were treated to the sight of her white hair and red lips looking startling with a dark red, lace dress with its short, flared skirt, long cuffed sleeves, and deep ‘V’ neck between breasts that were beginning to noticeably swell. The lacy material teased by allowing glimpses of what was underneath: the black lingerie and stockings, and the pale skin of her arms, torso, and hips. The presence of the black suspender straps, the narrowness of her underwear’s front panel rising from her crotch to her waist, and the absence of any covering behind with the thin string of the thong completely hidden between her bare cheeks, all were discernible through the lace of the dress.

It was that day that Gunn first sent her to the central library to research newspaper cuttings on 20th Century Lebanese history and she struggled without his support amongst the racks of folders and box files.

“You're looking very pretty today, my dear,” said a voice behind her as she reached up for a file and she lowered her arms rapidly so that her dress dropped back into place. “It’s not often that we’re treated to such an attractive young lady. Perhaps you'll allow me to assist you.”

The owner of the voice was a middle-aged man with a sparse, white beard, the ruddy face of a wine connoisseur, and a balding crown.

“Thank you. I was trying to get the big blue file.”

“Ah yes. They can be heavy, can't they? My name’s Raymond, by the way,” and he carried the file to a nearby table. Poppy sat to study the file, but Raymond showed no signs of leaving and instead leaned over her shoulder. “I understand your stay here is only temporary. Well, I look after the secretarial pool downstairs and if you ever want a permanent job here, I'm sure I can find a place for a pretty little thing like you. You won't even need to learn how to type.”

“Thank you. That’s very kind of you, but I think I’ll be helping Mr Gunn.”

“Yes, I'm sure you will. Well, just think about it. We can always squeeze in a young lady like you.”

Poppy smiled, partly to pacify the man and partly because her clitoris was showing indications of nervous activity.

Raymond was not the only person needing to consult files that day and soon there were several people seated at the reference tables watching her sorting through the old newspaper cuttings. Gunn asked about her morning over lunch and she told him about Raymond.

“Ah yes. I thought it wouldn’t take him long to find you.”

“He wants me to join his secretarial pool.”

“I'm sure you could do quite well there if you wanted.”

“Of course, I could. This dress you’ve made me wear is all holes; everyone can see right through it.”

“Do you like all the attention?”

“No, not really…,” she said slowly expecting at any moment to feel an unwelcome shock, but nothing happened. “I suppose it’s not as if anyone can do anything.”

“Well, the same rules apply here as in Beirut; I don’t want you having any affairs.”

“And how am I supposed to do that? I'm locked up tighter than a princess at a pirate convention.”

✽    ✽    ✽

The rest of the day progressed much as before with Poppy making some headway in the library with the files, but there was still much to do. That evening, she was once more tasked with cooking supper whilst hampered by the chains and while Gunn watched television. She called him to eat at seven, and by eight, she’d showered and was ready for bed.

It was then that Gunn made a confession: “You were right about the shock plug last night: I didn’t want to shock you, but I don’t want you wandering about in the night, so I have settled upon an alternative way of immobilising you.”

“You don’t need to. It’s not like I can go anywhere; I can't even open the door,” and she waved her ball-shaped hands.

“That’s not the point. Restricting you to your bed for the night is an important facet of your training; I'm told you'll experience a heightened sense of helplessness for the entire night during which time you can process what you're really feeling.”

“I’ll be feeling stiff and achy.”

“Well, even that is all part of the experience. So, tonight I'm going to attach you to the foot of the bed,” and he knelt to buckle leather straps about her ankles. Pulling back the covers, he told her to lay on the bed and spread her legs so that he could tie each to their respective bedpost.

“Capped and gloved…” she murmured.

“What?” asked Gunn.

“I was just thinking. You seem to be taking pleasure in making me an erotic dream for everybody else after ensuring I can't partake in the charade. Now you're laying me out for the night in a pose intended to excite me knowing that with my clit and nipples capped and my hands locked into these gloves, I can't get up to any personally instigated mischief.”

“It’s me who decides whether you play or not,” said Gunn in a serious tone.

“But it’s been a week now and my daywear just makes matters worse. Much worse… I walk around all day with those plugs inside me teasing me, but with the caps in place, I can't, well… you know…”

“You can't get no satisfaction?”

“Exactly. Everyone else is happy. I bet they spend half the afternoons frigging in the restrooms, but there’s nothing for me.”

“What would you like me to do about it?”

“Take these mittens off me and remove the cap from my clit would be a good start,” she said hopefully.

Gunn pretended to consider her request for a few moments, but then said, “No chance,” and snapped the latex blindfold over her eyes.

“No, please don’t,” but he was already pushing her body down onto the mattress and pulling up the covers.

“Sleep tight,” he whispered, and then, to her total amazement, he kissed her lightly on the lips.

✽    ✽    ✽

Thursday morning and this time when Gunn entered her bedroom, she was as he’d left her: on her back with the blindfold still in place.

“And how are our tits this morning?”

“Ok, I think. I can't really tell because I can't see and I can't touch them with my hands inside plastic balls,” and she struggled to sit upright.

“Well, I think they're progressing nicely,” and he surprised her by holding one in his palm and giving it a little squeeze. Poppy gave a sort of squeak, but didn’t try to push him away. “No pain?” he asked and she shook her head. “Good,” and he pulled the blindfold from her head before setting about untying her ankles from the bed posts.

That day’s outfit was a little different in that it consisted of a loose, open-necked white blouse and a short, black, Lycra skirt. Beneath was white lingerie similar to Tuesday’s, although instead of stockings, Gunn gave her black, over-the-knee socks that left a length of bare thigh below the hem of the skirt. She told him it all looked very tasteful, but he wasn’t sure she meant it because it was virtually impossible for her to sit without showing the white gusset of her underwear.

Despite her provocative clothing, Poppy completed her day with little to report. When Gunn asked her if she’d experienced the electrical reminders, she told him she’d only been tingling and had not felt anything bad.

“Another day amusing others at my expense,” she said. “I even got groped by a woman this afternoon.”

“What?”

“Middle aged, yellow chiffon blouse, and glasses… She deliberately squeezed against me between the library shelves and then put her hand squarely on my breast. Took it away quick, mind you, when she felt the hard nipple cap. She didn’t know what it was.”

“Poor woman. She must have thought your teats were super-engorged.”

“I don’t know what she thought, but she gave me a strange look before she moved away.”

Poppy was silent for a while, but then gave a long sigh and murmured in a forlorn voice, “Oh David, thur… Please… I can't go on like this. I'm not designed to be this chaste.”

“You’ve been chaste for the last three years.”

“It’s not the same. It just means I've not been with a man; it doesn’t mean I’ve not had any relief.”

“Toys aren't going to help you here.”

“Wouldn’t they?”


Chapter 6

Gunn’s First Touch

Friday began much as the previous days; this time she was back to wearing the pink Barbi dress with her hair gathered into bunches behind her ears using pink ribbons and virtually everyone she spoke to that day told her how pretty she looked. She’d smile and thank them with her high-pitched, squeaky voice and receive her reward by way of delicious wavy, electro-stimulation where it really mattered.

People couldn’t have been more helpful, particularly when she was trying to access the higher shelves in the library. They’d hurry to help as soon as she fetched the stepladder and stand behind her to steady her as she reached up. One man was especially helpful in preventing any untoward accidents. He would dutifully stand supporting her no matter how long she took selecting the files, although his strong grip began to feel painful after a few minutes especially where his thumbs were pressing around the tops of her inner thighs.

Gunn left her to work alone and telephoned Greg Mason in the afternoon.

“Things are progressing well,” he said. “She’s now showing very little domineering behaviour and every sign that she’s beginning to enjoy a subservient role. Next, I need to realign where she looks for satisfaction. I've kept her unable to get any real form of sexual relief since we’ve been here and my aim for the coming week will be to concentrate her mind on seeking such relief from people rather than her more usual sex toys. And as for the lactation, she’s developing much as expected. I’m told by Doctor Grace that I should aim to trigger lactation on Monday 14th. That’ll be exactly seventeen days after her first hormone injection and he tells me that should be adequate bearing in mind she already has well-developed milk glands and has lactated before.”

“Good,” said Mason. “We’ll give her a few days after that to get the milk well established and then both of you will move to Lebanon. She’ll have her own apartment there close to yours so you can keep an eye on her. Other arrangements are being prepared as we speak. Good luck,” and he closed the call.

Gunn sat back in his chair considering his next move. He’d made a good start with changing her personality from dominant to submissive; now he had to work on encouraging her to look for the human touch rather than relying on toys and such a plan had to start with demonstrating to her that her toys have their limitations.

✽    ✽    ✽

Back at the apartment that evening, Poppy prepared a meal as per usual and they ate together before Gunn helped her to disrobe prior to her evening shower and bed. She was sitting naked on the edge of her bed looking dismally at her balled hands when Gunn broached a new subject: “I've been looking at your box of tricks.”

Poppy just looked confused.

“Your toy box… The one with all the masks and dildos.”

At this, her face reddened and she looked anywhere but at Gunn. “I didn’t know you'd seen that.”

“I have it here. There’s quite a collection.”

“It’s private.”

“Nothing’s private when you're working for a security agency. Take this, for instance. It was in your wardrobe,” and he picked up the cattle prod from behind the door.

“No, please don’t. That’s much too powerful to use on a person.”

“And how do you know that? Have you tried it?”

“I… Yes, once. It threw me across the room.”

“You do know you have it set to maximum, don’t you?”

“What…”

“There’s an adjustment on the back of the handle,” and he twisted it to its minimum setting and waved it in the air.

“No… Please don’t touch me with it.”

Gunn smiled as he laid the prod on the dressing table and lifted a cardboard box up next to it. “Quite a collection in here… Masks, gags, cuffs, chains… and then there’s all your vibrators and dildos. Did you have guests round to your apartment to play?”

Poppy just sat silently staring down at her useless hands.

“You have to answer me.”

“No,” she said after a long pause.

“So, these were all for solo-entertainment.”

She nodded.

“No wonder you had no time for men-friends. You might be a dominatrix on Wednesday nights, but you 're actually a closet masochist the rest of the week, aren't you?”

Another long pause and then she slowly looked up to meet his eyes. “I don’t need anyone else…” but her dramatic statement lost much of its impact when delivered with the voice of an eleven-year-old.

“Tell me about it. What’s this, for instance?” and he picked up a dildo on a telescopic shaft with a clamp on its free end, but Poppy just looked back at her hands again and remained silent. Gunn picked up the cattle prod.

“No, don’t… I’ll tell you. Please, put it down.” Gunn put it down, but rested his hand on the handle. “I used it at night. It clamps to the end of the bed.”

There was silence again and Gunn toyed idly with the prod to elicit more information.

“I'd chain my ankles to the bed rail so I couldn’t slide off it, and then my hands to the bedhead. There are time locks in the box and I have to wait till morning to free myself.”

“Is that it? That’s all you did?”

Poppy nodded, but he didn’t believe her. There were a lot more than time locks in the box; a programmable vibrator for a start.

“And am I right in thinking that this was one of your favourite bedtime toys?”

Another nod, this time with even more hesitancy.

“Ok,” he said lightly and replaced the prod back behind the door. “Time for bed.”

Poppy laid down and watched Gunn suspiciously, and not without good reason, as he attached her ankles to the bed posts as he’d done for the last few days. The discovery that he’d brought with him to Brighton her entire fetish collection of toys was more than enough to make her apprehensive, but then his seemingly casual dismissal of the things that had been so important in her life was making her doubly nervous.

She groaned when he picked up the blindfold. She knew it would do no good to plead, but that didn’t stop her pawing uselessly at the thin latex material with a balled fist once he’d fitted it. And then he kissed her…

It wasn’t just a touch of the lips this time; it was a real open-mouth kiss and, after the initial shock had passed, she engaged enthusiastically not least because he had a palm covering her left breast and was kneading her gently. She’d known Gunn for a week, but it seemed much longer. He would describe himself as her handler, but for her it was becoming much more than that. He was slowly becoming her master and she knew she was becoming infatuated with him. It felt delicious when her newly enhanced soft lips pressed against his and their tongues touched.

He lifted his head and she waited shamelessly in case he wanted more, but it wasn’t his lips she felt next; it was the tip of a penis gag passing into her open mouth. She yelped and tried to turn her head, but she was already too late; Gunn had his hands behind her head to pull the pad of the gag tight against her lips and linked together the Velcro straps.

“I'm sorry you’ve not had a very satisfying week.” He spoke quietly and stroked her cheek to calm her. “I've had to follow orders and inducing a degree of denial into the proceedings was all part of the training, but you’ve been so good, I’d like to reward you, so I'm going to allow you to use some of your own toys tonight. You recognise the gag, of course… It looks very realistic. I'm surprised you told Doctor Grace you’d never tried oral sex before because you obviously liked to use this. In a moment, I'm going to give you your favourite dildo, but first, just to make it more exciting, I'm going to clip your hands well out the way,” and he linked the rings on the ends of her spherical mittens to the side of the bed rails. She tried to protest, of course, and shook her hands to rattle the snap links, but without even the use of her child-like voice, there wasn’t much she could do and she was left with her arms spread wide in a pose of supplication.

She squirmed when she felt the touch of the silicone rubber between her legs. He’d already lubricated the probe well and it slipped in easily until its full 16 cm was impaled within her. Gunn extended the telescopic sections, clamped the end of the shaft to the bed’s base board, and turned each knurled locking ring to ensure the shaft stayed firm. Poppy was still squirming like a worm on a hook and stretched her legs to ease the pressure of the dildo’s baseplate on her underside. There was an extension tab on the front of the baseplate that Gunn suspected was the mounting for a vibrator, the programmable vibrator he’d found earlier perhaps, but now it just pressed between her labia to tap against the metal cap of her clitoris.

“There… All set. Have fun,” and he pulled the bedcovers over her and bent low to her face again to kiss her forehead. When he left, Poppy was already rocking her hips to move the dildo’s shaft within her and press its tab harder against her sex, but Gunn knew that any meaningful stimulation was a forlorn hope. She’d feel the dildo twisting and rocking inside her of course, she might even manage a few centimetres of longitudinal motion, but with her clitoris capped, orgasmic release was always going to be unlikely. If she’d been more honest with him, he could have installed the missing vibrator. That would have stood more chance of working as it rattled against the metallic cap, but then, of course, that would have defeated his intended objective for the night.

✽    ✽    ✽

He crept in silently the next morning to find Poppy lying still, but he suspected she was already awake. His suspicions were confirmed when she suddenly bucked, throwing her hips high to land hard on the dildo with a muffled grunt.

“Good morning.”

She was momentarily shocked into immobility, but then began thrashing about under the covers to tell Gunn how much she wanted to be free. He pulled the bed covers away and watched as her throes continued unabated, bouncing on the dildo and causing her breasts to roll enticingly from side to side on her chest.

“Hold still and I’ll remove the gag,” he said and pushed his hands under her neck to release the Velcro strap.

It took almost a minute before Poppy could relieve the stiffness in her jaw enough to speak and then she thanked him and asked, “And the blindfold too?”

“Not just yet. I thought I’d take the caps off to check how your tits are developing first. How do they feel?”

“I want to see…” and when that didn’t work, “They feel fine. I know they're heavier than they were.”

“Hmm,” muttered Gunn and closed the clamp of the removal tool around the nearest cap. He twisted the knurled knob on the clamps top and the magnets rotated to cancel out the flux so he could just lift the cap away. Her teat looked a blush-red colour and appeared much larger than when the caps were fitted.

“Oh, that looks good. Nice and healthy,” and he removed the second cap.

“Please let me see,” but Gunn declined.

“I don’t think so.” He stroked her right teat with his fingertips and she screamed. “That sensitive, eh? I supposed they haven't been touched for nearly a week, but even so, the magnetism must be doing a good job. And what about down here? Have you enjoyed yourself all night?”

“Not really. You knew I wouldn’t be able to, didn’t you?”

“Isn't this what your described to me yesterday as your favourite solo entertainment?”

Poppy went quiet. It was what she described, but that was only because she was embarrassed to tell him the whole story.

“Well, never mind. I’ll remove this if it’s not doing any good,” and he released the clamp on the bed’s base board and pulled the dildo from its housing, making Poppy squeal for a second time. Then she felt his fingers spread her labia and was instantly still. “Better see how this little bud’s getting on too,” he mused and adjusted the clamp to fit the smaller cap covering her clitoris. It lifted easily to leave a tiny mound of pale flesh peeping through the end of the narrow black band. “Well, that looks healthy enough too. You do know why your nipples and clit are capped, don’t you?”

“I have no idea,” she murmured sardonically between shallow breaths.

“By its very nature, this is a very erotically charged experience for you. Your persona is being adjusted to become sexually attractive to a particular man and your breasts will soon begin to lactate. You could easily become overwhelmed by the sensual atmosphere that’s surrounding you if we allowed you the full use of your own body and that could affect your subsequent behaviour in Beirut – and you know we don’t want any romantic involvements when you're there. The caps are to help you fight that urge by all but eliminating the possibility that you might experience an accidental orgasm during your induction period. Of course, the caps will have to be removed from your nipples once you begin to lactate and it would be unhealthy to continue with the clit cap for too long, so that too will be removed, but rest assured that we will take other measures to help you there.”

“But that’s ridiculous… Even the GCU is designed to sexually stir me up.”

“Ah yes… It wasn’t really intended to be used in these circumstances. If we could, we’d have found different ways to reward or punish your behaviour, but I'm afraid that’s all we have at present.”

“So, you're ramping up my sexual appetite on the one hand and denying me on the other, and then you're expecting that to dampen my libido?”

“To be honest, I never expected the stratagem to work well, but it’s what I was told to do. You have to try to resist becoming sexually excited otherwise you may find life’s hard in Lebanon.”

“But I'm aroused now… I've had that dildo in me all night.”

“You're right… Perhaps in hindsight, I shouldn’t have done that, but I felt sorry for you. I thought it wouldn’t do any harm because I didn’t think you could orgasm with just the dildo, and I was right, but when you told me it was one of your favourite toys, I thought I’d give you a little treat and recreate what you used to do before.”

Poppy was quiet for a long time in her sightless world while Gunn was careful not to touch her clit during his examination. Finally, she could stand it no longer…

“David, please touch me. I won't tell anyone.”

“I shouldn’t.”

“But I feel like I'm losing my mind. Please thur, touch me as if I'm your lover.”

A pause, and then Gunn laid a palm gently over her right breast and stroked her nipple. Poppy shrieked. It wasn’t what she expected and, in some ways, less than she was hoping for, but the sensation she felt was so much stronger than before the caps were fitted, it took her breath away.

“Oh God, what have you done?” And then, “My clit… Rub my clit for Christ’s sake.”

Gunn grinned. This was exactly the response that he wanted. All the rubbish he’d been spinning her about not wanting to excite her libido was just so much inane nonsense; he was lying to her to disguise the fact that he, backed up by Leobird Security, was trying to maximise her sexual needs before letting her loose in Beirut. Indeed, the success of the project depended upon it. His immediate aim was to direct her attention to the human touch rather than looking towards her toys for sexual fulfilment and, as far as that night’s work went, it looked like that aim was likely to be achieved in spades. He slipped his thumb between sopping labial lips and across the surface of her clit pushed tantalisingly to the fore by its entrapping band, and Poppy erupted into frenetic motion and meaningless cries. Whether they were cries of ecstasy or pain, Gunn wasn’t sure, but whatever they were, they doubled when his middle two fingers slipped into the mouth of her vagina to complement the movements of his thumb.

Poppy bucked furiously and closed her knees together, but there was no way she could dislodge his hand; it merely caused Gunn to increase his grip and press his thumb harder against her. It didn’t take long for her to lose what little control she retained and she was soon crying out incoherently. Gunn took this as a good sign and increased the speed of his hand movements until he was rapidly pumping his fingers into her as his thumb continued to slip across her swollen and over-sensitised clitoris.

Eventually, Poppy’s words coalesced and became understandable, “Stop… Stop… Stop…” and Gunn duly halted his ministrations.

“I shouldn’t have done that. I hope it hasn’t spoilt the programme,” murmured Gunn, seemingly to himself as he waited for Poppy’s breathing to slow. “How do you feel?” he asked anxiously.

Poppy just burst out giggling. “Oh God… Thank you. That was wonderful.”

“Well, that’s as maybe, but it shouldn’t have happened. That was foolish of me and I apologise.”

She wasn’t listening and didn’t hear. Instead, she was humming quietly to herself as her body relaxed into a post-coital torpor, the first in nine days. Gunn allowed himself a self-satisfied smile and crept from the room.


Chapter 7

Promenade

She must have fallen asleep because it was ten o'clock before Gunn heard her calls and went to her room.

“Am I going to be here all day?”

“I thought I’d let you sleep.”

“I want to get up now.”

The next thing she felt was a click over her right breast as Gunn replaced the cap and it snapped into place.

“You didn’t have to do that.”

Click…

“I wanted to see them.”

“Not yet,” and she felt Gunns fingers parting her labia in order to replace the third cap.

“David…  Please don’t.”

Click…

“Not yet,” said Gunn again. “You'll see them soon enough.”

Gunn watched as she waited patiently for release.

“What are we going to do? Go back into the office?”

“I thought we could go for a walk along the front. The sea air will do you good and then perhaps we could have a drink in one of the seafront pubs.”

“Sounds lovely. Am I going to be permitted to see?”

When he pulled the latex blindfold from her eyes, she blinked in the bright sunshine and watched him unfasten her ankles and balled hands from the bedframe. Then she held up her hands, but Gunn shook his head and told her to use the bathroom before he refitted her GCU. That received a cold stare, but all he said was that it would a shame to waste a day.

By eleven-fifteen and without restraints other than the GCU, Poppy had made-up her face, tied her hair in bunches with the ribbons, dressed in office-pink, and breakfasted on toast, marmalade, and coffee. She was ready to leave the apartment and waited by the door for Gunn to pull on a black leather jacket and discover where he’d left his phone.

“Ready?” he asked.

She responded with, “Yes, thur,” and resisted the temptation to add a caustic rebuke for fear of energising the GCU.

“Here,” said Gunn and gave her a pair of pink-framed sunglasses embellished with plastic flowers that matched the decoration on her handbag while he put on his ray-bans.

Outside, it was warm in the sunshine, which was as well considering what Poppy was wearing, but there was a stiff breeze coming off the sea, which was less fortunate. It didn’t take her long to realise that their promenade was going to be a challenge for her with her hands continually fighting to keep the floating skirts of her dress under control. Gunn didn’t seem to notice. They’d walked a mile before they stopped by a kiosk for Gunn to buy them each an ice-cream cornet complete with a chocolate flake, which then left Poppy with only one hand with which to fight her wayward skirts and that was encumbered by the plastic handbag. She asked to sit and they settled in a Victorian shelter and gazed at the waves breaking on the shingle.

“You'll miss sunny England when you get to Beirut,” said Gunn looking at the steep stony slope disappearing into white surf and grey waves.

Poppy laughed. “Actually, I've always been fond of Brighton. I suppose it’s its faded Victorian charm,” and she looked at Palace Pier to her left. Opened in 1899, it only just counted as Victorian and its bright lights and slot machines belied its original cultural intent. Even worse, the eerie skeleton of West Pier rose from the sea directly in front of where they were sitting, its charred timbers destroyed by arson in 2003 and looking like the bones of so many memories.

“What is it you want from me?” she asked suddenly serious.

“You know what it is… We want you to befriend Mikhailov and answer some questions we think are important.”

“That’s not all of it, though, is it? There must be easier ways of answering those questions without all the effort you're putting into changing me. And you are changing me, aren't you? Playacting is not good enough; you want me to actually become a submissive.”

“Now, we’ve told you that everything that’s happening to you is completely reversible. Once we’re through with this project, you can go back to your old self and continue torturing men and teasing women.”

“Can I? I don’t believe you. Oh God, now this fucking plug’s acting up again. Please, make it stop.”

“You make it stop… Stand up; over there by the railing. Now hold onto the rail. Have the electrical pulses in your bum stopped?”

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, thur.”

“And what can you see down below you on the lower walkway.”

“There are people. Lots of people. Some are looking up at me.”

By this time, the wind was wrapping her skirts high around her thighs to display the lace stocking tops and the narrow gusset of her panties.

“Tingly clit?”

“Yes, thur.”

“And how would you feel it I locked your hands to the rail for the rest of the day; you’d soon attract a crowd, wouldn’t you? Hands touching you and you wouldn’t be able to stop them… Touching the cheeks of your bum and feeling inside the neck of your dress. Perhaps we should remove your pants and the GCU first. Would you like that? Just standing there holding onto the rail while the local populace poke their fingers up inside you to make you squirm…”

Boisterous voices from the lower level told Gunn that Poppy was attracting evermore attention. Poppy’s silence and her slowly gyrating hips told him the GCU was giving her a treat.

“Come here. Walk next to me; we’re crossing the road. Leave your dress alone and don’t speak…”

They crossed the broad street separating the promenade from a row of ornate Victorian hotels and entered a warren of tiny medieval alleyways called ‘The Lanes’ that now provided an up-market shopping experience for tourists. Jewellery stores and craft shops, tea rooms, and a shop that seemed to exist solely on the sale of neckties and scarves attracted an excited crush of holidaymakers with their young offspring and local lads with their girlfriends and dubious smokes. Beyond the lanes, they entered a shadier district of small terrace houses, tall tenements, and old warehouses, and Gunn stopped outside a small, seedy-looking pub called The Bluebell.

“Thirsty?” he asked and then walked through the doorway and into the bar’s dim interior with Poppy on his heels. Inside, the room was bigger than expected with the narrow room extending back into the building’s dim interior. The bar ran the length of the left-hand side of the long room and tables aligned down the right with bench seating. Several of the tables were occupied and a few men stood alongside the bar to drink their beer. Gunn ordered a pint of ale for himself and a lemonade, and after taking a long draft, told Poppy he was going to the ‘gents’. She watched him go, then looked around at the faces peering back and suddenly felt very alone.

“Hi, cutie. Does your mummy know you're out?”

The voice came from a grinning man who looked about twice the weight of Gunn. Soiled blue overalls over a grey t-shirt with heavy work boots completing the ensemble. What’s more, there were three of them; his mate was standing further along the bar and looked equally formidable. The third person was a young girl sitting on a barstool between them. The two men were probably in their late-twenties, the girl was much younger. The men had shaved heads, the girl short dark hair, short tight skirt, fishnet tights with torn holes, black boots, and a smirk.

“Your friend seems to have deserted you; come and join us and I’ll buy you a proper drink,” said her new best friend.

“No thank you,” said Poppy in her girlish voice and the man’s grin broadened.

“I insist, my dear” he said putting on an obviously false aristocratic accent and a hand on her shoulder at the same time that Poppy’s GCU began sparking in her bottom.

“No, please… leave me alone.” The pain intensified and she felt the plug begin to expand in width. She looked nervously towards the door Gunn had used.

“Are you saying you don’t want to drink with me?

“Best do what he says,” said the girl. “He doesn’t like people refusing his gifts,” and she opened her knees suggestively as she spoke to indicate the sort of gifts she had in mind.

“Oh God,” muttered Poppy and tears began to form in the corners of her eyes. “Ok, ok… I’ll come,” and she felt the pain ease.

“Of course you will. Perhaps we can have some fun later,” and she felt his hand on a bare cheek of her bottom beneath her skirts to hurry her along.

“I don’t think so,” said Gunn’s voice from behind his back.

“Says who?” said the man turning to Gunn.

“The bitch is mine,” countered Gunn. “And what’s more, she’s not working today.”

“Really. D’you think that bothers me?”

“It’s ‘er monthly holiday; she’s ragging.”

“No problem. I’ll let ‘er blow me instead.”

“Does she do cunts?” asked the girl and giggled.

“Hundred quid a pop,” said Gunn.

The man almost burst out laughing. “A hundred. I can get it for free from my own slag any time I want.”

At this, the girl abruptly stopped giggling and the second man advanced towards Gunn.

“Come and sit at a table,” said Gunn to Poppy and held out his arm to her, and as he did so, his jacket gaped open to reveal the butt of a pistol in a shoulder holster.

“Fuck, he’s armed,” exclaimed the second man and stepped back.

“We don’t want no trouble,” said the first. “I was just kidding.”

Gunn ignored them both and sat at the nearest table; Poppy sat opposite and gave him a strained smile. “Do I get one of those?” she whispered.

✽    ✽    ✽

Poppy was quiet as they made their way back along the seafront. The two unwelcome men and their female friend left soon after their strained discourse and Poppy finished her lemonade in peace, but the exchange still lingered in her head.

“You were going to hire me out to those men,” she said suddenly.

“Would you have minded?”

She went quiet again. Walking slowly beside Gunn, she could still feel the gentle waves wafting through her clitoris. They started when she agreed to accept the stranger’s drink and increased when Gunn offered her to the men for a price. Now the thoughts and the associated stimulation were still with her.

“I would have done what they asked,” she said eventually.

“They could never have afforded you,” responded Gunn. The thought amused her.

“I didn’t know you carried a gun.”

“I don’t always.”

Another long moment of silence…

“It’s to protect me, isn't it?”

Gunn stopped to watch some bathers braving the chilly waters of the English Channel and Poppy stopped obediently beside him. Standing shoulder to shoulder, she suddenly felt a deep connection with the man. She’d never had a bodyguard before and it felt good. She felt safe despite her clothes revealing more than was comfortable. More than that, she felt cossetted like a treasured possession.

A treasured possession… There was a time not long ago that the thought would be anathema to her. The thought of someone effectively owning her and always telling her what to do and how to behave would have been so alien to her that it had never entered her consciousness. But now, here she was standing next to the man who had assumed total control of her body in exchange for her attention and his protection, and the idea gave her a warm feeling inside.

They walked on, precious Poppy and her bodyguard, with Poppy giving everyone they passed a broad smile, an expression that was invariably returned by the men; not so much by the women.

They were home by three and when she asked if she should remove her dress, Gunn shook his head. With no instructions to the contrary, she fixed the shackles to her ankles and the cuffs to her wrists.

“Go and relax for a few of hours and then you could take a shower and refresh your makeup; we’re going out again. I'm taking you to dinner…”

✽    ✽    ✽

There was no trick; Gunn was as good as his word and by eight that evening, Poppy was completely transformed. Gunn had said they were dining at one of Brighton’s better restaurants and had given her a new dress for the occasion, and she now stood in the doorway not as a child-like ingénue, but the epitome of stylish grace in a long, satin evening gown. Her pale skin and white hair looked stark against the deep blue of the gown, and there was a lot of pale skin on display. The gown was backless, having a halter neck with its front panel tying behind her neck. The gown’s skirt was equally revealing with a split from the hem at her ankle up her left thigh to her waist, and made it plain to all that the girl was sans panties. In fact, only a pair of high-heeled stilettoes completed the outfit, but Poppy didn’t care in the least. She felt sophisticated and elegant, and, at the same time, erotically and pleasingly vulnerable, and very naughty.

To add to the ambiance of the evening, Gunn had not refitted the GCU after her shower and for the first time in nearly a week she was without any form of restraint or control device apart from the caps. She still wore the silver neckband, but without the GCU it was just decoration and didn’t really count. Gunn appeared dressed in a dinner jacket, offered his arm, and they walked together to the lift.

The restaurant didn’t disappoint. From the moment they ascended the staircase to the building’s porticoed entrance and were met by a doorman who knew Gunn by name and addressed Poppy as ‘madam’, to the time when she had finished her meal and drained the last of the champagne, she felt as if she was inhabiting someone else’s dream.

“This has been a wonderful evening,” she purred, as much as an eleven-year-old sounding voice could purr. “Does this mark a benchmark in my training.”

“Do you mean that from now on will you be treated as a serious member of Leobird’s operational staff rather than an apprentice filing clerk?”

“Exactly.”

“Then the answer is ‘no’. In fact, your training tomorrow will include a period of bondage, but tonight you’ll be in my bed.”

“Oh…” A pink flush developed rapidly to colour her cheeks and neck. “Shouldn’t you ask me first?”

“I don’t think so. You have already committed yourself to doing everything I say; sleeping in my bed should already be an expected occurrence.”

“Is this why you’ve dressed me up like a seductress and taken me out to dinner?”

“This evening has been more by way of demonstrating what your life could be like once we get to Beirut so you keep your experiences in their proper perspective. What’s more, your training is enhanced by contrast: a whore in a Brighton dive; a sophisticate in Brighton’s most exclusive restaurant; a tamed kitten in someone else’s bed. And tomorrow, maybe a helpless slave girl.”

“Thank you for warning me.”

“It makes no difference if you're fore-warned or not; you're not in a position to change anything. And now, if you're ready we should go; it’s your bedding time,” he teased and eased her chair back to take her arm as she stood.


Chapter 8

A Date with Fiona

Back at the apartment, Gunn poured them each a cognac, and then sat in an armchair to watch her with a wry smile on his face. Poppy, anxious not to be seen to be too eager took the seat opposite him, crossed her right leg with her left to expose from ankle to waist as her dress slipped open, and sipped at the brandy. She could feel the heat from the alcohol warming her belly while lower down, her sex was also feeling heated for an entirely different reason.

It was already well past eleven, hours past her usual Brighton bedtime. Gunn waited until they had both finished their drinks and then stood.

“Is this when you seduce me?” she asked.

“I don’t have to seduce you,” and he handed her a pair of wide metal cuffs, this time linked by a much lighter 60 cm chain.

“Do you chain up all your conquests?” she asked as she closed the cuffs.

“No, not all…,” and he handed her a small padlock. “The centre link gets locked to your collar.”

She smiled. “Of course it does…”

Gunn led the way to his room, larger and more expensively furnished than the room Poppy was occupying, pulled back the bed covers and invited her to sit on the edge of the bed so that he could remove her shoes. She stretched out a foot so that, once more, the dress exposed her thigh, and wiggled her toes once Gunn had removed the shoe. He pulled the other from her right foot and then they both stood nose to nose, Poppy with her hands clasped behind his neck, the furthest she could reach, and Gunn untying the dress’s halter behind her neck.

“Thank you,” she murmured and pulled their lips together as her dress slipped from her body to the floor. He kissed her and then scooped her up in his arms and laid her gently on the bed. She grinned up at him, and then the grin faded when he pulled from beneath her pillow another length of chain that he locked to her collar next to her wrist chain. Its other end was already connected to her corner of the bedhead. It wasn’t tight and she could tell she’d easily be able stand next to the bed if she wanted.

“Is that to ensure I don’t wander off in the night?”

“Partly,” said Gunn and moved around the bed to his own side to begin undressing. Poppy forgot all about the neck chain as she watched enraptured as Gunn slowly removed his clothes, folding them neatly and placing them on a bedside chair as he went. His body was everything she knew it would be: hard muscles where it mattered and a substantial cock between his legs. It was still semi-flaccid, but promising…

He slid beneath the covers beside her and she rolled against him to rest a hand on his chest and press her breast against his arm: soft, supple flesh with a hard cap covering its nipple.

“Kiss me,” she whispered and moved closer still, now feeling the weight of his cock against her thigh. Gunn kissed her.

“Good night,” he whispered.

“What… Aren’t you going to make love to me?”

“Not tonight,” and he turned away onto his side and extinguished the light.

“No… Come back,” and she scooted down the bed only to be stopped short by the neck chain. She could just touch his lower back, but that wasn’t far enough. “Please, David, let me touch you. I want you in my mouth.”

“You can't.”

Disappointed but undeterred, she wrapped a leg over his and slid it up his thigh as her hands tried to enfold his waist, but Gunn eased the leg away with his hand.

“If you do that, I shall tie both your ankles to the base rail.”

Poppy withdrew and stared at his back in the dim light. Her passion was roaring, but with her wrists attached to her collar, she couldn’t even reach herself. This wasn’t at all what she anticipated.

✽    ✽    ✽

“Good morning,” said Gunn in the bright sunlight. “Sleep well?”

“No…” and she reached out a hand as far as the links would allow to place it on his chest. “Why wouldn’t you even let me suck you last night?”

“Because it wasn’t in the plan.”

“And I suppose that still applies.” Gunn nodded. “Then what does your plan hold for me today?”

“I told you last night that you're due for a period of bondage, but that'll be later. This morning after breakfast, I suggest you concentrate on researching recent events in Syria and Israel. If you sit up, I’ll give you today’s injection.” Gunn slipped from the bed and prepared that day’s hormone treatment completely oblivious to his naked state of undress. Poppy, however, couldn’t claim to be so inured and watched him like a hen would watch a fox as he moved around the bed with the small hypodermic, always keeping just beyond her limited reach. Then he went into the en-suite for a shower and when he re-entered the bedroom, he was still naked, but smelt of cologne, had trimmed his beard, and had tried to tame his wild hair into a ponytail. He released the retention chains to her collar and wrists, and suggested she, too, visits the en-suite facilities to restyle her hair and apply the day’s makeup before she dresses.

She was in the bathroom for thirty minutes and emerged to find Gunn was already dressed in jeans and a T. He indicated the clothing he’d laid out on the bed for her: a skirt, shirt, and underwear from her own wardrobe; no GCU. She suppressed her surprise and asked if he’d like her to cook breakfast.

“Thank you. Scrambled eggs on toast would be good.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Poppy spent the morning reading from the laptop on the dining table while Gunn read the Sunday papers and then settled before his own computer. He folded the machine away at one, noted that Poppy was still busy, and cooked a light pasta dish for them both for lunch.

They finished their meal and sat at the table with coffees, Poppy beginning to feel apprehensive as the day wore on and still she was entirely free of restraints.

“How is your research going?” he asked.

“So many conflicting groups: Hamas, Al Qaeda, Isis, Hezbollah, the Afghan Taliban; and then there’s Isreal, Syria, and Russia all muddying the water.”

“And how do you see the situation in the area developing?”

“Tricky…”

“Quite,” said Gunn. “And these are the waters you have to navigate, but not for a week or two.”

They spoke for an hour, Gunn made more coffees, and the discussion continued until he stood and asked Poppy if she was hungry. She was surprised to see that it was already five o'clock, and even more surprised to realise that she was still dressed in her own clothes and unencumbered. Gunn provided a pot of tea and Danish pastries and she grinned as she worked her way through a couple.

Her grin faded once she’d finished the tea and Gunn asked her if she now felt energised. “Your immediate task is now to clean the house and you’ll do that as my sub.”

“I thought you might have forgotten,” she said, but he just smiled.

“Corset and boots are on your bed for you.”

She hesitated for a few seconds and then rose without another word; life was about to change again.

In the bedroom was a black leather corset and matching boots. There were no other garments, but there were other restraints. She sighed and stripped off her clothes, then pulled on the boots and zipped them up to mid-thigh. They were tight on her legs and not at all flexible. She tried sitting on the edge of the bed and her legs stuck straight out in front her. How was she supposed to do housework when she couldn’t bend her knees? Next, she wrapped the corset around her midriff and fastened the zip from its lower hem at belly height to its top just below her breasts. There was one of those little tabs she was more than familiar with that clipped over the zip pull and she knew as she pressed it onto its stud that she wouldn’t be able to release it. Then she turned her attention to the other items Gunn had left for her.

The first thing she picked up was a short length of light chain with a simple snap link on each end. She looked down at her boots and saw a ‘D’ ring on the inside of each ankle, realising at once that she should have connected the chain before donning the boots. It was difficult when she couldn’t bend her legs, but she stretched and just managed to clip the chain between the rings. That left the wide cuffs and their linking chain that she’d worn all the previous night and a very secure-looking head harness intended to hold a rubber penis in her mouth.

She looked at it with mixed emotions. It belonged to her and was something that she definitely didn’t want to wear in public, but the thought also caused her arousal to soar. In any event, she could see no alternative; if she didn’t fit it, Gunn would not appreciate her reluctance. She pushed the faux penis between her lips, pulled it out, pushed it in again, and finally wrapped the straps about her head. ‘Click…’ The two neck straps snapped together and then the crown strap with another positive-sounding click. A strap under her chin ensured she couldn’t open her mouth to ease the seal around her lips, and straps rising up her cheeks either side of her nose and around her forehead ensured that nothing could be displaced. Too late now for second thoughts, she wouldn’t be able to speak again until Gunn decided in was time to unlock her.

Finally, she picked up the cuffs and closed each around her wrists before attaching the chain’s central link to her collar with the provided padlock. She rocked forward to rise, but unable to bend her legs, nothing happened; another mistake... After several more attempts, she rolled onto her stomach and walked forward with tiny steps to raise her hips before carefully unfolding into an upright posture. It was a small success and didn’t compensate for the humiliation she now felt dressed up in such impractical and suggestive wear.

Gunn acted as if he was used to employing maids dressed thus and made no comment other than to tell her to turn around so that he could tighten the laces of the corset, and tighten them he did until she could barely breathe and could no longer bend at the waist at all. Then he directed her to the dusters and polish and retrieved the vacuum cleaner from its hall cupboard for her. Poppy grunted her thanks and folded low at the hips to pick up a dusting cloth from the table while Gunn disappeared into his bedroom.

Forty minutes passed tediously slowly while Poppy struggled to polish the table and chairs in the dining room, a desk and book shelves in Gunn’s office, and various items of furniture in the sitting room. She’d just begun to vacuum the living room when the doorbell sounded. She was instantly still and stared at the closed door at the end of the hall like a frightened rabbit. The bell sounded again and then Gunn’s voice called out, “Open the door…”

She moved to the door. The bell rang out a third time and Gunn called out again, this time louder and more insistent. Fresh out of options, she stooped to unlatch the door and then took a step back as it swung open to fill the hall with perfume and reveal a familiar young woman in a long, dark coat: it was Fiona, Doctor Grace’s assistant.

“Hello, Poppy. Busy I see,” said Fiona and closed the door. “My, your tits are looking lovely,” and she lifted a hand to touch, but Poppy covered herself with her palms and swung away. Gunn appeared from his bedroom dressed in dark suit trousers, white open-necked shirt, and a waistcoat. He still smelt strongly of citrus cologne and the two scents clashed.

“Hello, David,” and she wrapped her arms around his neck to kiss.

“As sexy as ever,” murmured Gunn as he lifted her coat from her shoulders to reveal a short cocktail dress.

“Not as sexy as your maid,” said Fiona taking in Poppy’s naked vulva, her bare breasts, and her startled eyes staring from around the straps of the head harness.

“Drink?” asked Gunn and Fiona nodded.

“Gin please.”

They moved into the living room and Gunn mixed her a drink before pouring himself a whisky.

“Poppy, take the vacuum away and amuse yourself somewhere else.”

She didn’t need telling twice and retreated thankfully with the cleaner, bending low to hold its waist-high handle and hearing Fiona tell Gunn what a pretty arse she has. She moved into the kitchen and paused, wondering what was going on in the sitting room and what the evening held in store for her, but she hadn’t long wait to find out. Fifteen minutes later, Gunn called.

“We’re going out,” he said and Poppy’s eyes swivelled to Fiona. “We’re going out and you're staying here. Hold out your hands.”

She did so and Gunn buckled the small spherical mittens over her clenched fists. ‘That’s it for the housework,’ she thought and she hoped that was it for the restraints too, but far from it. Gunn told her to fold her arms and strapped her wrists to her upper arms. Then he linked the straps together behind her back to pin her arms to her shoulders.

“Oh, that’s lovely,” cooed Fiona. “And she has such shapely titties.”

Poppy looked from Gunn to Fiona and back again, wondering where this latest episode was going and when Gunn directed her towards his bedroom, thought she knew: he was going to put her to bed and it wasn’t yet six. But she was wrong.

At the foot of the bed, set into a socket on a large, round metal plate, was a telescopic post, and on the top of the post were twin probes pointing directly upwards. Poppy stopped dead and just stared at them.

“Stand over the post, sweetie,” said Gunn and nudged her shoulder.

Poppy looked at Gunn, grunted and shook her head from side to side.

“She doesn’t want to do it,” said Fiona.

“Is that true?” asked Gunn and Poppy looked from him to the intimidating phalli. She gave another grunt and stepped forward, little steps that didn’t even pull at the hobble.

“Deep breath,” suggested Gunn loosening the clamp screws on the telescopic section.


Chapter 9

A Long Wait

Poppy stared straight ahead in an effort to avoid locking eyes with either Gunn or his date for the night as they stood before her.

“Can you take her caps off… Doctor Grace is going to expect me to tell him how her nips and clit are doing.”

Gunn shrugged and retrieved the removal tool; Poppy held her breath…

“Wow… Those magnets really do work, don’t they?” exclaimed Fiona.

“They're meant to encourage growth and sensitivity.”

Poppy gazed down at herself and saw the change in her teats for the first time. Instead of the small, pink nipples she remembered, they now swelled through the discs almost as plump as thumbs and as dark as aged oak. Any larger and they would no longer fit beneath the caps.

Fiona’s face took on the expression of a naughty schoolgirl and she raised a hand to touch the tip of Poppy’s left breast. Poppy watched her fingertip stroke her teat for all of two seconds before she spun into frantic motion, twisting left and right to try to evade the caress.

“Oh my God… Will her clit be the same?”

“Maybe more so because the contact with the neodymium band is much closer.”

At this, Poppy began making muted nasal protestations and shaking her head vigorously, but what she couldn’t do was move her vulva which was pinned by the probe. Gunn adjusted the cap removal tool and spread her labia, the cap detached without drama, and Fiona knelt for her inspection.

“Her clit seems to be growing through the band; it’s swelling from the top like a little bubble.”

“I suspect it’s just engorging,” said Gunn. “It'll probably shrink back into its tube once she’s not so excited.”

“There is a lot of sticky around the top of the probe already.”

Poppy knew what was coming and gave a long pitiful moan, then Fiona touched her protuberant clitoris, and she shrieked and jumped on the post with such vigour that Fiona snatched her hand away.

“Oh my…” said Fiona as she watched Poppy slowly slide back down the phalli until the tall heels of her boots touched the floor. “She can jump almost 5 cm,” she added as she stood and looked back at Gunn. “Show David how high you can jump…” and she touched her again. Impaled on twin probes, the girl was unable to turn away and was left bouncing up and down in her efforts to moderate Fiona’s attentions. Fiona, for her part, was having great fun. She’d clasped a cheek of Poppy’s bum with her free hand to feel her muscles working at supplying the vertical impetus while her eyes were fixed on Poppy’s heavy breasts bouncing energetically on her chest.

“She’s very good at this…”

“Leave the poor girl alone or I’ll put you on the post.”

“Ooo, would you?” Then she started giggling. “You're a cruel man, David Gunn.”

“Come on; we’ll be late for the table,” and the two of them left Poppy alone with her thoughts to concentrate on the twin phalli.

✽    ✽    ✽

One would suppose that after enduring the GCU with its twin probes for five whole days, Poppy would be inured to the phalli that topped the imprisoning post, but one would be quite wrong. The GCU interfaced intimately with her body and moved as she moved. As such, there was no friction involved, just pressure, and its presence could sometimes be overlooked, or even briefly forgotten. Not so with the post. Every little twitch she made could be felt as the probes pushed and pulled at her, holding her hips unnaturally still as she involuntarily rocked her body to maintain her balance.

Sinking was, of course, not an option. The boots she was wearing kept her legs straight and, to an extent, helped to support her, but their heels ensured there was little scope for rising higher. But little scope didn’t mean no scope. If she rocked onto tiptoes, she could gain the 5 cm more in height and feel the twin phalli sucking at her as they were drawn from her body, the nodules on their shafts fluttering the nerves at the mouth of her vagina and around her anal muscle and providing the intoxicating friction.

There was no way she could dismount her prison bars. Neither could she lift a leg, even by the limited distance allowed by the chain, because her boots kept her legs straight, but she could produce interesting effects by rising and twisting at the same time, the probes causing her to reseat with a curious screwing motion.

Of course, what she couldn’t do was to excite either nipples or clit despite having all the caps removed. She could gaze down at her nipples projecting from their magnetic discs and she ached to stroke them as Fiona had done, but with her hands inside the hard spheres and fixed at shoulder height, she was just unable to reach. It was a similar situation with her clitoris: even when she leaned forward, there was no way she could touch the little bud against the shaft of the probe. It was all so frustratingly close…

The hours passed and the light faded until she was standing in complete darkness. From her position, she couldn’t see the bedside clock even before night fell, but she could hear the distant Brighton Clock Tower chiming every hour and she knew it was well past eleven before she heard the front door and voices. The bedroom door opened behind her to spill light from the hall into the room.

“Still here?” asked Fiona and giggled, the question seemingly hilarious in her semi-inebriated state. She switched on the bedroom light and strode around between Poppy and the bed. “You didn’t miss much. The halloumi salad starter was a bit bland and I didn’t like the lobster at all, but the champagne was very nice.” She placed her hands on Poppy’s hips and studied her impassive face. “What’s it feel like to be the apple in a toffee-apple combo? A bit restrictive, I suppose,” and she met Poppy’s blank, expressionless eyes with a broad grin.

Fiona leaned in closer pretending to study Poppy’s breasts. “You know, I think your tits have grown while we’ve been out.” She moved around behind her and pressed her belly against Poppy’s bottom while her hands slipped up her sides to cup a breast in each palm.

“What do you think, David? Are these bigger,” and she bounced them in her palms to further her assessment as Poppy tried to wriggle and then pinched the nipples to make her shriek.

“I think that’s unlikely,” said Gunn as he walked into the bedroom. Fiona relinquished her prize to stand next to him.

“Just look at that sticky cream on the post… She’s really been enjoying herself.”

Poppy grunted and shook her head, but couldn’t hide the evidence.

“Kiss me,” said Fiona and wrapped her arms around Gunn’s neck.

“Shouldn’t we remove our guest first?”

“No. Let her watch; she might learn something.”

“I dare say sweet little Poppy here could actually teach you a trick or two. One day, I’ll let you see the videos.”

“She’s not able to teach anyone anything impaled on that post.” She stole another kiss and then asked, “Would you be so kind as to unzip my dress?”

Gunn smiled and slid the zip down her spine. Fiona quickly untangled her arms to release the garment which then slipped slowly from her hips to the floor. She was left standing in some very expensive, black lace lingerie, but it was wasted on Gunn who immediately unfastened her bra that then joined the dress on the floor.

Fiona’s breasts were neither as large as Poppy’s nor as shapely and sported small, pink nipples, but a girl has to work with what’s available and she pressed herself against the front of Gunn’s waistcoat, wriggling gently in case he could feel her hard nipples through the material. They returned to the primary task of kissing, Fiona with Gunn in a headlock between her arms whilst Gunn had one hand on the back of her head and the other on a cheek of her bottom.

They stayed like that for some time, writhing slowly before Poppy who could only close her eyes to shut out the unwelcome spectacle, but then the eroticism became too much as she had to peep. They'd moved slightly… Now Fiona had pushed Gunn back a step and spread herself over his foremost thigh with one stocking-clad leg wrapped around the back of his legs to pull herself tighter against him. She was working herself up into a frenzy by rocking on his leg whilst balancing on one stilettoed foot and now seemed to be quite oblivious to Poppy’s presence.

“I want to eat you,” she murmured and, without waiting for a response from Gunn, pushed him so that he fell back onto the bed.

“Wait… I'm still dressed,” exclaimed Gunn as he looked up at his seducer, but Fiona was too busy removing her own black lace panties to converse. Now wearing nothing but a matching suspender belt, black stockings, and black stiletto-heeled shoes easily capable of shredding the bed sheets, she pushed his legs until he was lying down the bed’s centreline and fell on top of him, their heads now only a metre in front of Poppy.

Poppy had always thought of Gunn as a masterful dominant, but Fiona seemed to treat him like a child. She kissed him and then lifted her head playfully when he tried to prolong the kiss. Then she sat on his hips to unbutton his waistcoat, careless of the stains she was probably leaving on his suit trousers. With the waist coat discarded, she began working her way down his shirt buttons, but by this time, Gunn was getting impatient and he grabbed hold of her to pull her down on top of him again. They kissed some more and then Gunn tried to roll on top of her, but Fiona had other plans.

“No, no… Stay there,” and she spun around to place a knee either side of his chest. Then she sank forward with a deep sigh.

All Poppy could now see was Fiona’s broad, pale hips with the dark star of her anus uppermost. Beneath that was her red and engorged labial lips with the top of Gunn’s head poking out from beneath, his long hair spread out like a fan over the foot of the bedcovers. She couldn’t see what Fiona was doing at Gunn’s crotch, but she didn’t need to see to know. She was unfastening his belt and fly, and then she began working on his cock.

Poppy could tell the exact moment Fiona took Gunn into her mouth because he gave a long groan and his grip tightened around her waist to ensure she couldn’t remove herself until the job was done. The back of Fiona’s head began bobbing with Gunn making huffing sounds like a steam train in time with her movements. Then she stopped.

“You're not even trying.”

“Sorry,” murmured Gunn and Fiona began bobbing again, but now Gunn lifted his head to seal his lips against hers and push his nose against the mouth of her vagina. He must have been doing it right with his tongue because Fiona began making soft mewing noises and wriggled in his tight hold.

Poppy, too, was making soft mewing sounds, but for an entirely different reason.

✽    ✽    ✽

Fiona climbed awkwardly from Gunn’s supine body to pull a tissue from the box and wipe the semen from her flushed face. She grinned at Poppy still immobile on her post and then looked down at Gunn. He hadn’t moved. In contrast to her own shameless nudity, Fiona had cleaned and packed away his withered genitalia before dismounting, so there was nothing to see.

She’d orgasmed long before him and had squealed and squirmed fruitlessly in his vice-like hold, but with her ankles trapped under his armpits and her waist clamped to his chest, she had limited options while he’d continued with his lapping and sucking until she’d satisfied him too. Not that she seemed any the worse for her ordeal. On the contrary, she was positively glowing while Gunn now appeared to be asleep.

She squatted next to his ear and whispered, “You need to wash your face, dear.”

He opened his eyes and watched her as she redressed. Then he swung his legs around and sat up on the edge of the bed to zip up the back of her dress like any good, attentive lover.

“I think your house slave may be getting hungry,” said Fiona, and then added under her breath, “In more ways than one.”

“Are you hungry?” asked Gunn looking at Poppy for the first time since his sexual encounter. Poppy nodded. She’d only eaten cake since lunchtime while Gunn and Fiona had been dining out.

Gunn and his paramour exited the room and it was half-an-hour before he reappeared to release her from her prison bar. By that time, it was past midnight, Fiona had gone, and after hours standing motionless, Poppy really needed to pee. All the same, she groaned when Gunn began snapping the magnetic caps on her nipples.

He unstrapped her arms and removed her mittens so that her hands now hung down from her short collar chains, and then he removed her head harness and oral plug.

“Please hurry unless you want a smelly bedroom carpet.”

Gunn didn’t need to hurry; it took him mere seconds to release the telescopic clamp and pull the phalli from her, causing the expected shriek and for her to stand uncertainly with her middle rocking back and forth now that it was unsupported. A few seconds to steady her balance and then she was off towards the bathroom.

“I've cooked you a couple of boiled eggs,” called Gunn to her retreating back, and then waited for her in the kitchen. She entered a few minutes later and stood in silence to eat the eggs with strips of toast ‘soldiers’ while Gunn casually unfastened her corset and the restrictive boots.

Finally, she asked, “Did you have a good evening?”

“Yes, thank you. And you?”

“Not so much… In fact, I found it tiresome and more than a little frustrating.”

“Really? I thought the twin cocks might be enough to retain your interest.”

“Not even close. If that was your intention, you should have fixed a vibrator under them and perhaps put pegs on my tits,” she added sarcastically.

“Perhaps next time,” mused Gunn and she wished she’d not spoken so carelessly. “Work tomorrow, so sleep now…”


Chapter 10

Punished for Lunch with Henry

It was ten o'clock the next morning before Poppy and Gunn climbed the steps to the entrance foyer of Leobird’s Brighton office, a late start to Poppy’s second week as Gunn’s research assistant. He’d put her to bed in her own bed the night before and, despite the lateness of the hour and her weary state after standing on the spot for hours, she found it difficult to sleep; her head was too full of visions of Gunn, Fiona, and oral sex. They could have entertained themselves anywhere, but instead, they chose to do it right in front of her, and it was all made a hundred times worse by the fact that she was forced to stand and watch them while pinned in place by a phallus occupying the very place she wanted Gunn.

His intent was obvious: after an entire week of denial, he wanted to ramp up her sense of helplessness, injustice, and frustration, and it had worked… All through the night, she wanted more than anything to feel the same orgasmic waves of ecstasy that Fiona had felt spasm through her pelvic muscles. She needed to quell the feeling of loss and rejection their antics had generated, but it was not to be. Even though Gunn had not replaced the cap over her clitoris, with her wrists hanging from her collar and her legs spread wide at the foot of the bed, there was just no way for her excite that one spot that screamed for attention.

And now here she was again. It was as if the week was repeating in all its excruciating embarrassing details: the GCU with its magic phalli criticising or rewarding her every thought and dialogue; the pink Barbie dress with its open invitation to all and sundry and its implied appraisal of her intellect; and the obsequious responses she was obliged to make in her infantile, lisp-laden voice in reply to sexist suggestions and crude innuendos. In fact, the only noteworthy difference in her situation to that of the week before was that once Gunn had activated her GCU, he’d removed the caps from her teats with a strict instruction that she wasn’t to touch. She’d stared down at her plump nipples blossoming through their magnetic discs and realised at once the significance of his action: anyone else could touch her now hyper-sensitive teats, but should she do so, her own guilt would trigger the GCU to cause her pain.

Gunn left her in the library that morning, left her to her admiring work colleagues, the most attentive of whom was Henry. He’d appeared shortly after Gunn had left and stayed in the vicinity all morning. At twelve-thirty, when still Gunn had not returned, he suggested he might escort Poppy to lunch.

“I don’t know. I should really stay and wait for Mr Gunn.” she said doubtfully looking up at the man and feeling the first sharp pangs as the anal plug began releasing unwelcome electrical bursts.

“He can't expect you to work all through your lunchtime. Come on… We’ll go to a restaurant I know; the foods much better than in the canteen.”

Still Poppy hesitated right up to the time when she felt the plug beginning to grow in girth.

“That will be nice,” she said hurriedly, and then added, “It’ll make a change to have new company for lunch,” and held out a hand so he could help her rise. Instantly, she felt the soothing electrical waves discharging through the cap that covered her clit and smiled to herself. If Gunn was intent on humiliating her, she might as well enjoy herself. Gunn obviously knew she’d be hit upon by all and sundry and, in any case, what harm could it do fawning to this oily man. Henry took her by the arm and she almost purred as the long, sinusoidal electrical waves discretely massaged her most private area. The sharp, stinging square waves of the anal plug had completely ceased.

“Tell me, Henry… Have you got a sports car like Mr Gunn?”

✽    ✽    ✽

Lunch was a pleasant, drawn-out affair that extended well past the allotted hour and when Henry took her back to the library, Gunn was still absent.

“Seems you’ve been deserted, my dear.”

“That’s ok. I'm sure he’ll be along soon.”

“I was hoping that I could borrow you for a short while to help me with some paperwork.”

“I really ought to wait for Mr Gunn.”

“He won't mind. He’s probably forgotten he’d left you here all alone. Come along now…”

Poppy stared at him in silence, more than conscious of what will happen as soon as she said no.

“You're not refusing me, are you?”

That did it. She wasn’t there to be tortured and, anyway, Henry had been nice enough to treat her to lunch. She decided to accept his request and gave in gracefully with a smile. Henry took her arm as if taking possession of a prize animal and led her to his office.

“This is a beautiful view,” she said gazing through the picture window out over the seafront with its Victorian promenade and the surf breaking over the pebble beach. Then she turned quickly when she heard him locking the door.

“There… Now we can't be disturbed,” and he approached her with a proprietorial leer. Poppy stepped back against the edge of his desk, but he just stepped closer, closed one hand around her left breast, and used the other to guide her head so that their mouths met. For a moment, Poppy considered fighting him, but it had been so long since she’d felt a proper kiss that, instead, she colluded with him and felt his tongue pressing into her mouth to accompany the soft electrical massaging of her clitoris.

“I shouldn’t,” she murmured breathlessly, but her body knew she should and the massaging sensation increased.

“Your lips…” whispered Henry. “They're so soft; I've never felt anything like them before,” and he guided Poppy’s hands down the front of his trousers. “They need to be around this,” and she felt his rapidly hardening shaft.

“I don’t know,” she murmured, but he ignored her and led her around the desk so that he could sit in his leather desk chair.

“Oh, my dear girl. You don’t need to know anything; you just need to suck,” and he opened his knees and eased her down between them. As if in a dream, Poppy unzipped his fly and released his penis which sprung to attention before her eyes, and as her excitement grew, so too did the dildo inside her. She took hold of him with both hands and looked up into his face with a surprised expression that was due entirely to the GCU’s dildo having reached its maximum length and girth, and becoming rigid within her. Its size was now more than adequate to fill her to capacity and she was reluctant to move in case she found it’s occupancy too much.

Henry completely misinterpreted her astonished expression and, believing her daunted by the size of his manhood, grinned a maniacal leer and pushed her head down to engulf him. And that’s when she felt the first waves of electrical energy flowing up the sides of the dildo and causing her pelvic muscles to contract sequentially about the hydraulically inflated shaft as if she was being induced to orgasmically spasm.

“My God, you're good,” gasped Henry as Poppy tried to enhance her reward further, but she didn’t have long. Henry suddenly gripped her tightly, pressing her down and holding the white, fluffy ball that was her head quite still while his cock spasmed in a more conventional manner and filled her mouth with semen.

It was several seconds before he released her and she sat up spluttering. “You were very good,” he said congratulating her professionalism. “But you’ve not quite finished,” and he pushed her head back down so that she could clean him. “We must do it again sometime.”

He stood and straightened his clothes while beside him, Poppy also struggled to her feet.

“You should go now. David will be wondering where you are,” and he unlocked the door and held it open for her. As she made to squeeze past him, he gave her a tissue and tapped the side of his own mouth to indicate that she should wipe hers. Poppy pressed the tissue to her lips and the door closed behind her.

✽    ✽    ✽

David Gunn was working at his desk when Poppy tapped on the door before sliding soundlessly inside.

“Where have you been?” asked Gunn. “I've been to the library several times looking for you.”

“Henry took me to lunch.”

“It’s three o'clock.”

“We went back to his office afterwards.”

Gunn stopped what he was doing and laid down his pen.

“You’ve been in his office… And what did you do there?”

“I couldn’t stop him. These clothes you're making me wear put thoughts in people’s heads and the GCU doesn’t allow me to refuse.” There was a long silence before finally the tension got too much for her and she blurted out: “I sucked him. He gave me no choice.”

“You could have refused to go to lunch with him, or to go to his office, or to suck his cock… The first option would have been best because as the stakes increase, so does the punishment.”

“How was I to know that. And why did I have to be punished at all. It’s not my fault that that I'm dressed like this and I'm not allowed to say no to anyone.” She started to cry with tears running down her cheeks. “And now my arse is stinging…”

“Tell me you're sorry and it will stop.”

“I’m very sorry for not doing what you told me,” she said and then grinned when the punishment pulses stopped. “Is that all I have to do to make them stop?”

“You do actually need to feel sorry for it to work and it doesn’t mean you get off scot-free. Did you enjoy your experience with Henry?”

“I… er…”

“Let me put it another way, and you should remember that your GCU also picks up on lies. If the circumstances repeat, will you do it again?”

“I did enjoy it to a certain extent. Henry was nice until he’d climaxed, but then he couldn’t get rid of me fast enough. I don’t think I'd like to do it with Henry again; he was just using me.”

“And what did you expect?” They looked at each other for several seconds before Gunn asked, “So you would do it with others?”

“Do you know what this dildo was doing inside me?”

“Of course, I do.”

“It didn’t cause me to climax, but my God, it felt good.”

“I’ll take that as a ‘Yes’ then even if I tell you not to.”

Poppy murmured, “I'm sorry. I’d like to say I would do exactly what you tell me, but the punishment signals are so strong if I have to deny anyone and I don’t know whether I could cope with them.”

“And the reward signals are equally strong…” said Gunn and she dropped her eyes to the floor.

Gunn was silent for several seconds before announcing he was going out. “I’ll be back to take you home. Meanwhile, stay here in this office,” and he left Poppy standing in the middle of the room looking bemused.

✽    ✽    ✽

Gunn returned as promised about two hours later and they left together, first to the supermarket where they shopped for food with Poppy attracting curious attention from many of the other shoppers, and then to Gunn’s apartment. Poppy left the grocery bags in the kitchen before disappearing into her room. When she reappeared, she’d removed her dress and locked the fetters onto her wrists and ankles.

Gunn smiled. “Trying to encourage your clit to tingle?”

“You lock these to me every evening. I just thought I’d save some time.”

“And are you tingling?”

She smiled and nodded. “Just a little bit.”

Gunn smiled too as she turned to begin the food preparation. The white lace panties and their matching bra and lace top stockings looked cute.

Poppy cooked a simple pasta meal and they ate together at the kitchen table, Poppy upbeat and chatty after her afternoon with Henry, but Gunn more taciturn. Once the remains of the meal had been cleared, Gunn broached the subject again.

“You haven't forgotten that you have a punishment owing?”

“I thought you might have forgotten.”

“Go and look what’s in the sitting room,” he suggested.

Three heartbeats, and then she turned and hurried from the kitchen with the hobble chain clicking on the ceramic tiles.

“What is it?” she asked staring at the black, metal frame in the middle of the floor, and then its shape and the presence of several leather straps caused its function to coalesce in her head. At floor level, an ‘H’ shaped pattern of metal bars provided a stable base for two vertical metal posts, each supporting a metal cradle at its upper end. The cradle on top of the taller vertical post was easy to discern, being the lower half of a metal hoop that was currently lying open with its hinged top half hanging down the far side.

In order to place her neck in the hoop, she’d need to stand behind the second cradle and lean across it, a stance confirmed by the presence of a crossbar attached halfway up the first post that formed convenient handles so she could support herself. The leather straps on short chains at the crossbar’s extremities suggested those handholds wouldn’t be entirely voluntary.

The second, lower post a little behind the first, the one she’d be leaning over, supported a much wider cradle and was supplied with a thick leather strap to ensure her waist stayed snug within its metal embrace. The only other feature of this peculiar frame was a short, horizontal, ‘U’ shaped bar welded to the back of the rear post with its projecting ends terminating in small curved plates and straps that were obviously intended to hold her knees steady.

“What are you going to do?” she asked in a weak voice, but her GCU had already sprung into life in anticipation and she could feel the tickling pulses sparkling around her clit.

“It’s a spanking frame I picked up this afternoon. This is the rest of the punishment that you’ve earned.”

Poppy tried to look shocked, but the expression was masked by one of excitement and she ended up saying nothing.

“Do you think you deserve this?”

She gazed at the metal framework and felt her mouth dry. “Yes,” she murmured and felt the electrical pulses gradually increase in strength.

“Stand with your legs against those fixings, then,” and Gunn buckled up the straps just below her knees. “Now, I want you to lean over and hold the bars with your neck resting in the hoop, but first, take off your bra.”

Poppy hesitated just for an instant, and then a faint smile crossed her face and she tossed the lacy bra onto a nearby chair. She looked but didn’t touch her bare breasts with their new, capless nipples highlighted by their surrounding magnetic discs. They looked fascinating, like bullseyes on a target. Then she carefully settled herself over the frame and rested her neck in the semicircular cradle. Gunn flipped over its other half and its latch clicked.

It took him moments to buckle the straps about her wrists and then she was fixed, but not yet immobilised. With her knees strapped in place, her legs were almost straight and her body was folded in a tight curve well above the waist cradle and that tucked her crotch down between her legs. She giggled and wiggled her hips. She stopped giggling when Gunn told her to lay her waist in the cradle and she told him she couldn’t. He told her to try…

With the thick strap buckled tightly about her waist, her whole posture had changed: her belly was pulled down into its cradle to arch her back down instead of up, and this rotated her hips so that her pubis was pushed back behind her legs. What’s more, fixed knees and waist effectively triangulated the position of her hips and she could no longer move them more that a slight twitch.

Gunn moved behind her to lay a palm on an upturned cheek and gazed down at her tilted hips. She was still wearing her lace panties with a thong back and with her vulva now pushed back between her thighs, the circular bases of the GCU’s twin plugs were easy to discern beneath the fabric, as were her labia made plain by the thin material being drawn taut through her vaginal cleft.

He moved round to stand in front of her, his crotch now level with her head.

“So…” said Gunn. “Are you ready for this?”

It was a rhetorical question.

“Twelve, I think,” and he moved to a side table to pick up a heavy leather paddle.

Poppy closed her eyes, but gave a loud gasp when the first strike landed on the underside of her left cheek.

“Am I going to have to gag you? We don’t want to disturb the neighbours.”

“No thur… I’ll be quiet,” but then Gunn struck the underside of the other cheek and Poppy gave another short shriek as a second wave of flesh spread in an expanding ring from the point of impact. Gunn moved back to the table to put down the paddle to pick up her head harness with the fat rubber penis.

“Please don’t, thur. I’ll be quiet,” but Gunn just waited with the rubber phallus next to her lips and a few sharp electrical pulses from her anal plug were more than enough to win her compliance. He pushed the gag into her mouth and connected the straps behind her neck before sealing the buckle, quite unnecessarily to Poppy’s mind, with a small padlock. Now when she looked up at him, her puffy, blood-red lips made a prefect donut shaped seal around the base of the rubber cock. Gunn returned to the task in hand and picked up the paddle again.

Another two strikes and Poppy was frantically but ineffectually trying to wriggle. Her mind was beginning to wander and she was surprised that the cap on her clitoris was singing with gentle waves of electrical current. Six strikes and the pain seemed to have lessened with the impacts now just causing her to body to jump. Her limited involuntary movements showed her the totality of her bondage and the futility of resistance and that, in turn, had the effect of causing the dildo inside her to start growing to heighten her excitement even more. By eight, she could feel electrical waves travelling up and down its rigid form, contracting her internal muscles in a pseudo-sexual way that made her feel like she was being fucked from the inside out. No longer were the strikes of the paddle her main focus of attention; now they were merely a secondary supporting stimulus for the main event happening inside her. They’d even ceased to be painful and instead just felt exhilarating, liberating even as her mind soared above the interplay of exquisite torture and unavoidable sexual torment.

By the time Gunn had completed the twelfth strike and the cheeks of her bottom were an attractive shade of blush-red, she was lost. Had she climaxed? No… There had been no direct manipulation of her clitoris and even its tingling coupled with the cyclic contractions of her vaginal muscles didn’t do it for her, but she felt it had been close and perhaps a few more minutes… a few more strikes…

Gunn stood before her and she gazed up silently at his impassive face, her eyes pleading for him to remove the gag. She needed to tell him not to stop, not to leave her like this. She wanted to tell him she’d like his cock moving inside her instead of the hard, static dildo, but she couldn’t defeat the seal her enhanced lips made with the gag. She pressed the silicone penis trapped in her mouth with her tongue, but there was no way she could displace it to release words and could only murmur with soft, unintelligible nasal grunts.

She gazed at his crotch just beyond her reach and pressed the rubber cock again, sucking on its bulbous head, and groaning. She wanted to tell him she didn’t want it in her mouth; she wanted to suck on his real one…


Chapter 11

Summoned by the Boss

Gunn knelt before her, his face now level with hers, and he smiled.

“Do you feel suitably chastised?”

She nodded, hoping that now he’d at least remove the obstruction from her mouth, but she was disappointed. Instead, he reached out a hand below her body to slide it between her hanging breasts, then.

“These are developing nicely,” he said wiggling his fingers to make her quiver beguilingly. “Another week should be enough and then we’ll trigger lactation.”

“Mmmff…” she cried, but her meaning was difficult to interpret. He closed his hand around the base of her right breast, squeezing it gently to assess its mass, and then cupped it lightly in his palm. Poppy’s eyes popped open wide as she stared directly into his face and held her breath. Gunn grinned and slowly moved his hand in a circular motion so that the metal disc with its entrapped nipple tickled across his skin. He wanted to see how sensitive she was and he wasn’t disappointed. She managed to remain perfectly still for all of two seconds before erupting into non-verbal grunts and squeals and frenzied motion, but only being able to rock her torso from side to side just flicked the nipple back and forth across his palm and made matters worse.

He snatched the nipple out of the air to instantly still her as she struggled to control her breathing, calmly told her she was doing well and that her new teats should be more than sufficient to satisfy Mr Mikhailov.

He withdrew his hand and stood while Poppy just peered down between her arms at her breasts now looking fuller by the day and considered what it was going to feel like nursing a full-grown man with her new, adult-sized teats. Hopefully, he wouldn’t tickle so much… Surprisingly enough, despite her recent reminder of how sensitive she now was, the thought didn’t disturb her. Quite the contrary, in fact. In her present mood, she welcomed the idea that the enhanced stimulation would bring its own rewards.

Gazing at her teats protruding through the metal discs, she marvelled in hindsight at Leobird’s machinations; the way they’d manipulated not only her body, but also her mind to mould her into the sort of person they wanted for a particular role. The caps on her nipples did so much more that increase their size and sensitivity. And the one on her clit… It was like it was holding her in solitary confinement as its prisoner; frustrated her by its isolation whilst coercing her to do its bidding by teasing her with potential rewards she was finding hard to resist. It was controlling her and creating of her a submissive who now revelled in that control.

The sound of the sitting room door closing surprised her and she looked up to realise that Gunn had left. She was still trapped in the frame, but now she was alone. The minutes passed, all electrical signals faded, and the dildo withered inside her, but still Gunn didn’t return. Was this it now? Was he intending to leave her trapped all night with her tits hanging and her bum in the air? She tried making a noise, but doubted it was loud enough for him to hear. She needn’t have worried; thirty minutes later, he returned holding the syringe and her spherical plastic mittens.

He intended to empty the reservoir that was in her rectum, but first he had to remove her panties and that necessitated releasing her legs. She tried to stretch her legs when the straps were unbuckled, but the cradle at her waist was too low and it hurt her back. Then she tried bending her knees more to lower her hips, but that too was uncomfortable and felt awkward, so she settled on resting her knees back against the curved plates and presenting Gunn with that part of her anatomy he most needed to access.

He stripped her of her panties, pushed the nozzle into the valve in the base of the anal plug and sucked, and it was only then did it occur to her that he’d deliberately waited for her excitement to subside so that all the water was back in the reservoir. Having emptied the system, he released the collet around her clit cap, pulled the deflated plugs from her body, and, much to her disappointment, replaced the caps on her teats.

She waited impatiently while he released waist, wrists, and finally neck, and then struggled to her feet, pulling feverishly at the penis gag in her mouth, but without the key she could do nothing and groaned piteously when Gunn clipped the mittens to her wrists. She grunted and tapped the gag again, but he just shook his head and stripped her of her stockings and shoes before directing her to the bathroom for her shower.

“It’s quite poetic really,” said Gunn as he tied her ankles to her bed. “You're being punished for ignoring my instructions regarding sex in the office and sucking Henry’s cock. Now, in a nice parody of circumstances, your punishment involves sucking on a rubber penis all night.”

So, this was the final part of her punishment… She lay on her bed with her legs spread and reaffixed to the bed posts, but now she wasn’t permitted to speak.

✽    ✽    ✽

It was a long night, made longer by fitful sleep and complex erotic dreams invariably involving oral sex. She dozed thinking of Henry pumping his cock in her mouth, but soon others joined in, passing her from man to man without regard for her personal preferences. And then her nocturnal world was only inhabited by Gunn standing in front of her, choking her with his cock while she posed helpless in his spanking frame. He was holding her head in his hands and rocking his body so he drove deep into her throat while someone else, someone she didn’t know, stood behind her to slap the leather paddle on her cheeks in time with Gunn’s thrusts.

She woke with one particularly strong thrust that caused her to splutter on the rubber cock and blow drool through its safety vent to find she had one plastic mitten rattling between the metal caps on her nipples while the other was between her legs tapping against her clit cap, its slippery surface evidence that she’d been trying in vain to stimulate the entrance to her vagina. She rolled the mitten over her slickened labia one last time and groaned the groan of defeat before lying her hands down beside her hips and trying to sleep whilst sucking on the gag like a baby with a pacifier.

Gunn had already untied her ankles and reinstalled the hobble chain when she awoke the next morning and she sleepily sat up in the bed for him to remove the rubber cock from her mouth.

“Thank you,” she managed after a minute’s delay while she massaged the stiffness from her jaw. And then, “Is that it now? Have I been punished enough?”

“You have a clean slate to start your day. Use the bathroom and then I’ll refit your monitor.”

Ten minutes later, Poppy was back in the bedroom, a little damp from using the bidet, but ready to have the control plugs reinstalled for the day. It took but a moment to reinsert the thin plugs and snap the location collet over her clit cap, but then Gunn had to fill the twin bladders now inside her, the smaller disc-shaped one to retain the plug and the larger reservoir to provide the water needed for punishment or reward.

“Don’t touch,” he warned once installation was complete and he’d removed the mittens, and she nodded in acceptance. She knew full well what would happen if she now disobeyed him and, in any case, even the most intemperate manipulation wouldn’t achieve much with both clit and vagina beyond reach.

It was a red day: red lacy dress, black lingerie, and red hair slides decorated with small, plastic, red roses holding her hair back over her ears. There was a certain amount of embarrassment on Poppy’s part when she entered the office building, especially now her breasts were becoming more swollen with every passing day, but her appearance was generally received with friendly smiles and genial greetings asking how she was settling in. She smiled back and said she was enjoying the work, which was only partly true, but finding some of it hard. That response, although insufficient to harden the hydraulic dildo, was enough to start the tingles.

She settled down in the library to continue her research and was busy leafing through sheets of old newspaper cuttings when a change in the lighting alerted her to someone standing on the other side of the table. She looked up and smiled, but the face that was looking down at her looked solemn.

“Miss Summers…”  said the man. “I have a message for you from Mr Hardwick. He would like to see you in his office at your earliest convenience.”

“Yes, thur,” said Poppy and before she could ask why, the man had turned and walked away without another word. Mr Hardwick was the Division’s CEO and, although she’d never met him, she knew he inhabited a large office on the top floor. She began gathering up the pages spread out before her and wondered whether she should go and see David Gunn first, but instead decided that the quick text message, “Have been called to see Mr Hardwick,” would suffice. She stood, smoothed down her dress, and set off after the mysterious messenger.

A girl sitting at a desk outside Hardwick’s office stilled Poppy with a raised hand and, without asking Poppy’s name, spoke into an intercom: “Miss Summers is here.” A tinny voice said Poppy should go right in and the girl opened an inner door for her.

The office was huge, thickly carpeted, and furnished with a polished oak desk that gleamed beneath keyboards and monitors. Hardwick was reading from the larger of two monitors and didn’t acknowledge her presence, so Poppy stood quietly before his desk, feet together, hands clasped behind her back, and her short dress flaring wide over lacy underskirts to show much of her black-stockinged thighs. A minute passed before he turned his attention from the screen to the girl and indicated that she should sit. The chair positioned centrally in front of the desk was a small dining chair and she now looked up at him, more so when he chose to stand beside her.

“Miss Summers…” he intoned with a deep voice.

“Yes,” said Poppy’s childlike response.

The man walked all the way around her, gazing down at her revealing cleavage with her breasts rhythmically swelling as she breathed and the lacy tops of her stockings now revealed by her posture. Poppy clasped her hands together in her lap, but the pose did little to enhance her modesty.

“I understand that you're a research assistant from London helping Mr Gunn.”

“Yes, thur.”

“And that you're likely to be here for another week or two.”

“Yes, thur.”

Her obsequious response was listened to by her collar, analysed by the AI program within her dildo, and recognised as subservient to the extent that not only was she receiving subtle electrical waves through her clitoris, but she could also feel the dildo begin to expand inside her.

“Your dress sense is very flamboyant,” said Hardwick.

“Thank you, thur.”

“Do you dress that way specifically to attract attention to your, umm… more feminine attributes?”

Poppy gulped. “Yes, thur.” How could she truthfully answer otherwise?

“And you think that’s appropriate in a place of work?”

Before she could answer, the intercom chirped and Hardwick’s PA announced that David Gunn was asking to see him.

“Tell him to wait. I’ll have much to say to him shortly.”

“He says he has important information regarding Miss Summers.”

Hardwick quietly stared down at Poppy for some moments before pressing the button and saying: “Send him in.”

“Good morning, sir,” said Gunn’s grinning face as he peeped around the door, taking in Hardwick’s hard stare and Poppy’s diminutive figure sat before him.

“I'm busy, Gunn,” said Hardwick.

“Yes, sir, but I think you should hear what I have to say before proceeding.”

Hardwick squared his shoulders in Gunn’s direction and Gunn added, “If you don’t mind, it would be better if Miss Summers waited outside.”

Poppy looked from man to man before thankfully retreating from the office, giving Gunn a wide-eyed look as she passed that unmistakenly told him her integrated plugs were active.

“Well…” barked Hardwick.

“Firstly, sir, allow me to apologise for not briefing you on the project London is currently running.”

“Running here without informing me first?”

“The project is scheduled to operate elsewhere; activities here are merely by way of preparation.”

“And it involves Miss Summers?”

“Indeed. I'm afraid I can't tell you much more other than to say that it is imperative that Miss Summers is properly conditioned prior to the operation. Two weeks ago, Miss Summers was working in our London office under a different name and had a completely different personality. Our aim here in Brighton is to condition her to act as a compliant submissive in order to meet operational requirements.”

“But why?”

“I'm afraid I can't tell you that.”

“Couldn’t you find someone more suited to your requirements?”

“She has other qualities…”

“So, you’ve dressed her up like a child’s doll and told her to do what she’s told.”

“There’s rather more to it than that. She’s subjected to AI control all the time she’s here. Every conversation and interaction she has are monitored and analysed, and she’s rewarded or punished depending upon her responses.”

Hardwick’s furrowed brow cleared and he smiled. “You've fitted her with a genital correction unit, haven't you? I wasn’t aware those things were even available yet. I thought that silver neck band she wears looked familiar.”

“And I wasn’t aware GCU’s were common knowledge,” said Gunn.

“We may not be in London, but we’re not completely isolated down here in Brighton. We were briefed last month. Don’t look so shocked; it was just me and the department heads – not everyone. So, you’ve teamed one up with an AI analyser?”

“The IT guys have linked her speech, heart rate, and skin conductivity to the analyser and the result is that she actually controls herself. If she’s doing something she knows is wrong, she can't prevent her body reacting and the GCU punishes her.”

“I heard previous experiments had yielded mixed results,” said Hardwick, revealing he knew more about the GCU than Gunn suspected. “Is it working this time?”

“Previous units only punished. They worked well in controlling behaviour while the unit was installed, but as soon as it was removed, the subject soon reverted to their original behaviour. The one installed in Poppy is capable of rewarding her with a mildly pleasurable experience if she does something she knows is in accordance with her instructions and, so far, the results are encouraging. It seems that associating a degree of pleasure with the desired behaviour creates a more permanent link between what we want Poppy to do in any given circumstance and what she likes doing.”

“She now likes being submissive?” asked Hardwick.

“So far, the indications are good.”

“So, she’s here until you decide she’s compliant enough to fulfil your project requirements?”

“There’s one other criterium you should be aware of, sir. She’s also being prepared to lactate.”

“Really… You want her to be able to suckle an infant? To become a wetnurse? And all this is intended to prepare her for a role in a particular project. It must be very important for you to go to so much trouble.”

Gunn just smiled.

“Well, ok David… I understand you can't tell me more, but I shall have to relay what you have said to my department heads; it’s only right they should know why we have to have a partially clothed bimbo in our midst.”

Gunn shrugged. It could even act to his advantage if certain people were aware of Poppy’s working conditions.

“Now, I think it’s time you asked the pretty little Miss Poppy Summers back into my office.”

Gunn didn’t hesitate, but opened the door and beckoned. She came back in nervously, sat on the same chair, and stared up at Hardwick.

“David tells me you're being given hormones that will cause you to lactate.”

“Yes, thur.”

“Are you looking forward to suckling?”

She glanced back over her shoulder at Gunn and then looked back to Hardwick. “Yes, thur.”

“Take off your dress. Let’s see how you're progressing.”

The direction took her by surprise and under normal conditions, would be outrageously improper, but the conditions of her employment were far from normal. She looked back at Gunn again for guidance, but he gave none, so slowly she stood and unzipped her dress. Carefully, she stepped out of the crumpled garment about her feet and, placing her stilettoed feet together on the thick carpet, gazed up at her CEO with wide eyes. Hardwick looked at her, at her long legs clad in nylon, her white thighs patterned by the suspender straps, the thin lacy material of her panties that seemed to be moulded to her skin, and the lacy balcony bra that was doing little to conceal her breasts. Poppy didn’t try to cover herself, but just looked straight ahead at the portrait of King Charles behind Hardwick’s desk.

Hardwick walked slowly around her, briefly pausing to gaze down at the bare cheeks of her bottom before returning to the fore.

“Are your breasts getting bigger, Miss Summers?”

“Yes, thur.”

“Take off the bra, then, and let’s have a good look at them.”

Behind Poppy, David Gunn grinned as he watched her unclasp the strap and the cups drop from her breasts. They hung plump and rotund from her chest with her dark, swollen nipples projecting through the metallic discs looking stark and substantial on the pale skin.

“The discs around her nipples?” asked Hardwick with surprise.

“They're magnetic neodymium, sir. They're adhered to her skin and provide a strong magnetic flux to encourage blood circulation. That, in turn, encourages growth and sensitivity in addition to allowing a magnetic cap to be attached over each teat during nighttime hours.” Hardwick looked surprised and Gunn added, “It’s to stop her touching when the GCU is not installed.”

“Supercharged nipples, eh… Lucky girl. And are they more sensitive?”

“I think so, thur,” said Poppy. “But I don’t really know. They're capped at night and I’m punished if I touch them during the day.”

“I see…” muttered Hardwick. “You get zapped in the bum if you touch?”

“Yes, thur.”

“It’s to preserve their sensitivity and to encourage her to be reliant on others,” explained Gunn.

“Then allow me to assist… Put your hands behind your back.”

Hardwick moved behind her and enfolded her in his arms to cover her breasts in his big hands, pinning her arms to her sides and pulling her back against him in the process. Poppy gasped as he stroked the tip of each teat with his thumbs.

“What do you feel?” he asked as she twitched in his arms.

“It feels like ice against my nipples; ice and fire at the same time, thur.”

“Do you like it?”

“Yes, thur.”

“What else do you feel?”

“I feel your cock, thur. It’s very hard.”

“And do you like that?”

“Yes, thur.”

Hardwick continued to stroke and Poppy gave another gasp, this time stronger and she began to squirm her naked cheeks against his groin as she leaned back against his chest.

“That’s your plug coming to life, isn’t it?”

“Yes, thur… Oh God…”

“Good,” said Hardwick. “Her responses are good and, if I understand you correctly, David, she seems ready for the next stage.”

“That’s what I thought, sir.”

Hardwick stood for a few more seconds stroking Poppy’s teats and then made a ‘Harrumph’ sound as he released her and stepped back.

“Carry on then, David,” and he walked around his desk to sit back in his chair, his attention now directed towards one of his monitors. Poppy stared at him in bemusement and then looked at Gunn, who nodded to her discarded clothes.


Chapter 12

Fellatio and Cunnilingus

Poppy was very subdued for the rest of the day working with Gunn in his office and only spoke when absolutely necessary. They drove home in silence and as soon as they'd entered Gunn’s apartment, Poppy stripped off her dress and locked the chains between her ankles and wrists before retreating to the kitchen to prepare a salmon salad for supper. Gunn opened a bottle of wine and they sat together at the dining table, Poppy seemingly quite comfortable working and eating semi-naked.

“Are your tits aching?” he asked.

“No, thur.

“Comfortable then?”

“They feel a little heavier than yesterday.”

“It won't be long now.”

“Will you suckle from me, thur?”

“I don’t know; I might when the time comes. Would you like me to?”

“Yes, thur,” and she smiled as she sensed the electrical response.

Shortly after that, she cleared away the dishes while Gunn finished the wine, and then the apartment went very quiet. Gunn walked through the empty kitchen and into the living room to see that Poppy had removed her bra and strapped her legs to the spanking frame. Now, she was leaning forward to grip the handles and rest her neck in its cradle.

“What are you doing?”

“You need to spank me, thur, because I encouraged Mr Hardwick.”

Gunn just looked at her. He didn’t need to ask her whether she thought she deserved to be chastised; she obviously did and the fleeting smile on her lips suggested she may be looking forward to it. Instead, he knelt beside her head and buckled the straps about her wrists. Then he closed the hoop over her neck and connected the broad strap over her waist, pulling it as tight as before to stop her moving and to force her hips up high behind her.

“Your correction unit, your GCU… Did you manage an orgasm with it today?”

“No, thur. It was close, but I couldn’t come… I kept trying…”

“It’s not supposed to be easy. And you think you might manage it if I spank you again?”

“I hope so, thur.”

“How many?”

“Sixteen, thur. Twelve wasn’t enough.”

“Sixteen it is…  Do I need to gag tonight?”

“I don’t think so, thur.”

Gunn retrieved the leather paddle from the table and moved beside her, reaching under her chest to touch a nipple. Poppy gave the same groan that Hardwick had elicited and rocked her chest to flick the teat back and forth across Gunn’s fingers. He smiled and surprised her with the first strike on the side of her upraised cheek.

The strikes came fast after that, reddening both cheeks and the undersides of her thighs. Despite Poppy’s intentions, she couldn’t remain perfectly silent through the entire ordeal, but after the first half dozen strokes, the tone of her cries turned from anguish to pleasure as the hydraulic dildo expanded to its full length and the electrical signals began to cause her pelvic muscles to grip its girth in spasmodic waves from base to tip.

She was wriggling frantically after the sixteenth strike, but the tears in her eyes told Gunn that her ploy had been in vain.

“Please, thur… Don’t stop. I'm a bad girl; I need more…”

“It won't work,” said Gunn quietly.

“Then let me suck you… Please let me suck you.”

This was unexpected and he stood before her watching as she opened and closed her mouth in what she presumed was an erotic enticement. Her blood-red lips, swollen beyond natural proportions by the filler, gave her the appearance of a hungry guppy and her tongue flicking within looked like a fishing lure.

“David, please. I need to suck your cock. I want to be your cock slave. Please, David, let me. I need it… God, I need it.”

All the time Poppy was pleading, the rhythmic pulses inside her were keeping her on the edge. She just needed something to push her over and thought the feel of Gunn’s cock pumping in her mouth might just be enough. Slowly and teasingly, Gunn unfastened his London suit and freed his cock that bobbed enticingly before her eyes. She stretched out her tongue to touch its tip and then Gunn took a pace forward.

She couldn’t move her head and he slid straight into her open mouth. Her lips stretched around his girth and pushed back his foreskin so that the silky texture of his glans stroked across her tongue and the roof of her mouth. Her enforced position aligned her open mouth with her neck just like a sword swallower and she felt a thrill as the soft head of his cock slipped deep into her throat.

For an instant, she almost panicked as her breathing stopped, but then he withdrew and she sucked hard to press his glans against her palate with her tongue. Gunn gave a soft groan and pushed into her again.

Three heartbeats and he began to pump, pulling himself almost clear of her puffy lips before thrusting forward again to fill her mouth and throat. Poppy was in heaven… Her clitoris was twitching with the bursts of electrical current dancing through it and the rhythmic contractions of her pelvic muscles increased in intensity to cause her belly to ripple up and down the length of the now rigid dildo. She sucked hard each time Gunn withdrew and felt a surge of excitement when he plunged back into her, delivering her a sense of erotic fulfilment as that most precious and magnificent organ overwhelmed her mouth and throat. And as she experienced him pumping in her mouth, filling and vacating like the piston of a steam engine, she wished with all her being for the sexual deliverance that would calm the demons in her head.

She wanted to do more; she knew she had to do more to achieve the orgasm she craved, but she couldn’t move… The frame which held her was comprehensive and other than rocking her dangling breasts from side to side beneath her chest, she could barely move. But now, with Gunn moving forcibly into her mouth, she could feel the frame’s limited flexibility flicking her heavy breasts fore and aft with their unfamiliar weight adding to her confused emotions.

Gunn, for his part, was soon close to a climax. Below him, he could see Poppy struggling and moaning like a wounded animal on hands and feet, unable to assist or resist his ministrations. He’d got his left hand entangled in her hair to hold her head and, as his thrusts became faster, he reached out his other hand to recover the paddle from the adjacent table.

He was close and could feel the spasms building deep in his groin as he slapped the heavy leather against the side of Poppy left breast. She screamed; a high-pitched wail muffled by the cock in her mouth until it was little more than a thin yowl a cat might make. He thrust deep and slapped again, and he could tell by the sudden quaking of her body and the frantic noises she was now making that she’d been gifted with the orgasm she craved, but he wasn’t yet done. Two more strong thrusts and two more strikes to the side of her swelling breast hard enough to send it slapping against its neighbour and Gunn came to a quivering halt as his seed burst into her mouth.

Poppy swallowed rapidly to clear her throat and, in so doing, stimulated Gunn beyond endurance. He yanked himself from her lips and jetted his next burst of semen onto her nose and cheek before his third streamed back into her still open mouth and pooled on her tongue.

He released her head and she looked up at him with an expression of pure astonishment punctuated by pleading gasps as her contractions continued unabated.

“Oh God… Make it stop,” she muttered between gulps of air, but Gunn just smiled.

“The GCU is still recognising your subservience… Give it time and it’ll fade. Meanwhile, just try to enjoy it,” and he tucked himself away in his clothing while he watched Poppy’s hips twitch.

✽    ✽    ✽

Thirty minutes later, Gunn re-entered the sitting room to see Poppy now quiet in the frame. She opened her eyes when she heard him enter and smiled.

“Thank you…”

“You're welcome,” said Gunn with a smirk. He was holding the empty syringe and went straight to her rear where her hips were angled upwards. After unfastening and peeling her panties away to reveal the GCU’s ports, he emptied and removed the device and unbuckled all the straps. Poppy pushed herself erect with the evidence of her recent experience still plain on her face and, whilst snapping the nipple caps into place, Gunn suggested a quick shower before bed. As a result, it was past half-eight when she finally laid on the bed and spread her legs towards the bedposts to accept her nighttime links.

“David…” she whispered and he looked down at her. She was unsure; her speech was quiet and hesitant as if she couldn’t find the words she needed. She moved a mittened hand to her crotch and Gunn heard a distinct click as the plastic ball touched the metal cap covering her clitoris, but then she must have thought better and laid her arm back down by her side.

“I wouldn’t mind…”

“You wouldn’t mind,” repeated Gunn, not sure that he’d heard her correctly.

“If you wanted to… you know…”

“You're not wearing the GCU. You might still have the collar, but you wouldn’t get the same rewards.”

“I know that. I just thought…”

“Perhaps another time. Go to sleep now,” and he kissed her lips lightly before pulling up the bedcovers.

✽    ✽    ✽

Wednesday dawned warm with the sunshine streaming through the window to wake Poppy early with its brightness. She lay motionless with a smile on her face still thinking about the previous evening with Gunn and the spanking frame. She’d been so closely working with him these past couple of weeks and had often wondered what it would be like to become even closer; to kiss him or even sleep with him. Now she was much closer: she now knew what it felt like to have his cock in her mouth.

Before all this had happened, before she accepted this new company position and agreed to act completely out of character, to pretend to be a girlish submissive, she had never before engaged in oral sex and never would have. The whole idea had seemed somehow demeaning. To stimulate a man like that for no obvious reward… It wasn’t as if she could expect to get much from the exchange other than a mouthful of semen, but that’s where she was wrong. She had overlooked the erotic thrill of it all. The feeling that she got from being so intimate with someone that they wanted to put their cock in her mouth. It fostered a feeling of being loved, an overwhelming of sense being wanted, needed even, and yes… of worshipping someone. She’d felt desire like never before and, at the same time, felt herself desirable.

It made her feel so happy just thinking about it, but there was even more to the exchange than that. She’d been controlled and that fact alone had ramped up her arousal to untold levels. To be locked in a position where she couldn’t move, couldn’t resist any approach, any touch, any stimulation, was so exciting it was almost as if she didn’t need the touch or stimulation; mere thought was enough. She’d had her bum in the air high behind her, bare cheeks that she was powerless to protect just waiting to be paddled.

And what if she’d not been sealed by the GCU? What if she could only present her naked sex to whoever might want to take advantage? An engorged labia signalling her readiness; a sopping cunny inviting anyone to slide within and stimulate their cock between her treacherous pelvic muscles. And then there was her anus… A tight ring poised to grip the thick shaft of a cock with or without her consent, for she’d have little say in the matter; she might even be gagged.

Her most intimate and extreme fantasies just waiting to happen. A girl used like never before, her body nothing but a passive receptacle for whatever anyone wanted to do to it; to put into it. And the best bit: nothing would be her fault because she’d be powerless to affect anything. She’d be free of all guilt, all sin; an innocent ingénue forced to experience the extremes of other people’s imaginations.

That’s how much her perspectives had changed in not much more than two weeks: tormentor to a recipient, a dominatrix to a sub, and she loved it. She even loved it when she was denied relief… it made the eventual reward all the sweeter. That’s how she’d felt the night before. She’d wanted David Gunn so bad her body was crying out to orgasm, and when it was finally delivered, it was everything she’d hoped and more. Although the actual mechanics involved were somewhat unusual, it was still David who had instigated the spasms; he who had reached below her chest to toy so carelessly with her teats; he who had spanked her and then made the decision to push his penis into her mouth.

She pressed a balled fist against the opening of her sex to feel the pressure and sighed not with disappointment at her inability to delve deeper, but with contentment. She tried to close her legs to squeeze herself, but they were spread too wide and again she sighed at her vulnerability and involuntary availability. She could be ravished at any moment and she wouldn’t have minded. In fact, she would have welcomed it, but to be held spread wide and helpless was the next best thing.

Gunn entered the room at seven to be met with a broad grin and by eight-thirty she was ready for another day at the office; refilled and secured by the GCU and impenetrable panties, barely covered by the short, black skirt, and capless teats beneath the loose shirt. That day, Gunn didn’t even give her a bra.

Her morning was spent uneventfully in Gunn’s office, her lunch with Gunn in the company’s own restaurant where she felt every eye scrutinising her, and her afternoon in the company’s reference library without Gunn, but she was not alone for long.

“You must be Poppy,” said a tall woman who looked more mature than her forty years. She had dark hair curled into a bun, black, plastic-framed spectacles, and dark-red lipstick, but she had an attractive face even though she’d consciously sought to make her expression austere. Poppy knew at once that she must have been one of the department heads because her choice of clothes conveyed an unmistakeable aura of authority: a full, calf-length skirt in black, white blouse buttoned up to her neck, black tights, and heels that added an extra seven centimetres to her height.

“I'm Mary Caine and I’m the provisions director. Come with me; I have a job for you.”

“I have to…” begun Poppy, but the woman’s cold stare and a single sharp sting to her anal muscle was enough to halt any protestation. “Yes, Miss Caine,” said Poppy and fell in silently behind the rapidly retreating woman.

They rose in the elevator to the sixth floor, the same floor as Hardwick’s office, and Caine led Poppy into a room occupied by a single man.

“See we’re not disturbed,” said Caine and received a “Yes, ma’am,” from the man before they went through into her inner sanctum. Caine closed the door behind them and turned the lock.

“John Hardwick tells me you're being reprogrammed to be a submissive bimbo using a GCU and that’s why you're dressed like a tart on heat.”

Poppy didn’t know what to say, so she just answered, “Yes, miss.”

“Ma’am will do; I am no longer a ‘miss’,” and the woman moved closer. Poppy took a step back.

“Stand still, girl... He also said you're on hormones to make you lactate.”

Poppy nodded.

“I see you're not wearing a bra today. Is that to give your tits more room?”

“I don’t know, ma’am. Mr Gunn chooses what I wear.”

“Well, I've brought you here to help with your training. You'd like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, ma’am,” answered Poppy, not at all sure that she would.

“Well, take off your clothes, girl.”

“I can't remove my panties or the GCU, ma’am.”

“Of course, not… We can’t mess with that or else you’ll not have the same inclination to obey me.” Caine moved over to a tall metal cabinet. “As provisions director, I have access to several accessories that might interest you. Take this, for example,” and she turned to see Poppy now wearing just the black panties and with the matching over-the-knee socks. “My, you do have a pretty little body: nice round titties and decorated nipples too. Pity about the plugs,” she said gazing at way the material of her underwear was pulled tight through her vaginal cleft. “Turn around so I can see the back.”

She put a hand on Poppy’s back to lean her forward and looked at her bare cheeks either side of the thong back of her pants, her pale skin looking stark between the black waistband and the black tops of her socks.

“Yes, very pretty. Here, this is what I wanted to show you,” and she gave her an odd-looking leather glove. It was a mitten with just a hole for the thumb.

“You put both your hands in it with your palms together,” and Caine wrapped its Velcro retaining strap around both of her wrists. Poppy could do nothing with her palms and fingers now trapped within the leather, but, for what it was worth, her two thumbs were still free and she wiggled them pensively.

“Thank you, ma’am,” and Poppy felt the first stirrings of the dildo growing inside her to compliment the tingling of her clit.

“They suit you; you're a born submissive.”

“Thank you, ma’am.”

“Try this. We sometimes use this sort of thing for hostile interrogations because it helps to instil a feeling a vulnerability; prisoners don't know what might be put in their mouth.”

“I don’t understand, ma’am.”

“Just open your mouth and bite down on the trays. That releases the latches and it will lock automatically once it opens.”

Poppy hesitated, expecting at any moment to feel the sharp stings in her bottom, but to her surprise, the dildo continued to enlarge inside her. “Yes, ma’am,” she murmured trying to suppress a grin and allowed Caine to put the device into her mouth. She bit it gently and, to her surprise, the hinged trays sprung open and locked. Her mouth was now yawning wide leaving her looking astonished with her plump lips forming a perfect glossy red ‘O’.

“There… Now you really look the part. Tell me, have you ever suckled a child before.”

“Eth, ‘am,” she answered nodding to supplement her strange speech.

“But you’ve not tried being the sucker… since adulthood, I mean?”

“O, ‘am,” and she shook her head.

“Well, now’s your chance,” and Caine unbuttoned her blouse to her waist and pulled her bra down below her breasts. Twin white globes more substantial than Poppy’s hormone-enhanced bust were now supported as if on a shelf, but her nipples were small with pale areolae. “Come on, cutie, don’t be shy,” and she pulled Poppy’s head down so that her right nipple slipped between Poppy’s open lips.

Poppy pressed against the soft flesh to push the teat deeper into her mouth and sucked as hard as she could, augmenting the experience by flicking the little nub with her tongue. She was, of course, unable to close her mouth around the nipple and, in any case, Caine was not lactating, but the woman seemed satisfied with her efforts and, with a long sigh, pushed her on to her left breast.

“You're good,” murmured Caine. “I wish I could keep you, but for the time being you belong to Gunn. There is one more thing you can do for me before you go, though. I’d like you to kneel…”

Poppy suspected she knew exactly what Caine had in mind. She’d never been with a woman before. In fact, she’d always considered the whole idea of servicing another woman to be humiliating, but now found the thought erotically exciting.

“That’s it, sweet tits. Knees together…” and Caine passed a wide leather belt under Poppy’s ankles to buckle it together over her thighs and cinch it tight. It was such a simple act but so effective. With her hands all but useless, there was no way for Poppy to the release the belt and, therefore, no way for her to rise from her knees or, indeed, to move much at all.

Caine sat back in her leather office chair to look at her now helpless captive with a supercilious smile.

“So, my little cunt licker, are you ready for this?”

Caine’s change in persona didn’t go unnoticed, but by now Poppy was well beyond caring. She grunted and nodded, and Caine hoisted up her voluminous skirts to reveal black stocking tops not dissimilar to some of Poppy’s with thick supporting straps rising to her waist. She was wearing no panties and when she opened her knees and slipped forward on her seat, Poppy found herself gazing at her denuded vulva with engorged, blush-red labia that were already moist and secreting a thick, creamy honey.

Caine scooted forward on the wheeled chair until her knees were either side of Poppy’s shoulders and entwined her fingers into Poppy’s hair to guide her head. Her open lips were pulled easily between Caine’s slickened, fleshy folds and she found herself pressed against the entrance to the woman’s sex canal with the musky honey now dribbling into her open mouth.

“Come on, bitch. Lap it up. I want to feel that tongue on the inside…”

Poppy was pleased to discover that Caine’s secretions were essentially tasteless, but her perfume was strong and heady. She thrust her tongue as deep as she could manage into the tunnel and then licked the entire length of her vulva, spreading Caine’s lubricious vulval lips wide as she went. And then she was over her clitoris.

Caine’s clit was engorged and protruded through Poppy’s lips like a pebble on a beach of flat, taut skin. Caine pressed on the back of her head harder to exaggerate the protrusion and Poppy responded by alternately sucking and licking at the firm nub. By the fourth or fifth cycle, Caine was moaning quietly between explicit curses and squirming beneath Poppy’s head, but before long, her cries had increased in volume to embarrassing levels and her language had become cruder.

“God, bitch… Suck harder. Lick out that cunt, or I’ll leave you in the lobby so anyone can fuck your face. Oh fuck... Your thumbs… I need your thumbs in my cunny, you bitchy little cunt sucker. Do it now, you… you trollop.”

By this time, Poppy was struggling with her own stimulants. Her hips were gyrating with the electrical waves travelling up and down the rigid dildo and the steady pulses assaulting her clitoris, and she was finding it an effort to keep focused on Caine’s sex. The woman’s words seeped through her clouded brain and, although she couldn’t move her head, she did manage to squeeze her two thumbs under her chin and into Caine. The woman gasped. Poppy began twiddling her thumbs and Caine gave a long wail whilst pressing Poppy’s face so hard into her vulva that she couldn’t breathe. Twenty seconds later, she pushed Poppy away and scooted back on her chair, rotating it so she was facing the opposite direction. Poppy gulped in a deep breath and watched the back of Caine’s head while she recomposed herself. When she stood and turned around, her skirt had fallen back into place and her blouse was rebuttoned up to her neck.

“Thank you, Miss Summers. I expect you want to get back to your research, so I won't keep you any longer,” and within a minute, she’d unbuckled the belt, released the clamp in her mouth, and released the bondage mitten. Inside, the dildo was fading and the tingling in her clitoris had stopped without granting the orgasm Poppy so desperately wanted, but she wasn’t sorry she’d met Caine. The episode had, indeed, been exciting and another new experience had been added to her growing repertoire.

She hurriedly redressed and looked back at Caine who was busy writing at her desk. “Goodbye, ma’am.”

“Goodbye,” said Caine without looking up. “I might need you again in a day or two.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“And perhaps you should wash your face before going back to the library.”

“Yes, ma’am,” and Poppy left the office, nodding to Caine’s male assistant who was grinning at his desk as she passed.

She walked back to the library in a daze. There was now so much for her to think about, so much to process. Obliged to undress and then helplessly bound in a company office to satisfy a director. Had Caine taken unfair advantage of her? Possibly. Had she been abused and humiliated? She didn’t think so. Instead, she felt kind of liberated. She been introduced to a new world of experiences and a new adventure had been revealed. And then there was Caine herself; the first woman Poppy had ever tasted and it had felt good.

There was still over two-hours before Gunn would come for her to take her home, but she didn’t expect to get much research done before then. Instead, she used the time watching the women about her and allowing her imagination to soar in unexpected directions.


Chapter 13

More Fun with Henry

Wednesday evening. Gunn followed Poppy up the stairs to the apartment and they went straight to the kitchen to deposit the groceries they’d just bought. He busied himself operating the coffee machine whilst she disappeared into her bedroom, but she was soon back having removed her shirt and skirt, and with the heavy chains between wrists and ankles.

“You're keen again this evening.”

“I thought you'd want to spank me after what I did with Miss Caine?”

“It’s not necessary,” said Gunn casually.

“Oh…” she murmured with a hint of disappointment and she sat down at the kitchen table.

“Coffee?”

“Thank you… You know I sucked on her breasts and then I… well… I licked her… down between her legs. I licked and sucked her clit.”

“I know.”

“How do you know?”

“Evlyn told me. Evlyn Caine. I've known her long enough to know what she’s like.”

“And you don’t mind?”

“She can be very persuasive.”

“But you told me all I had to do was to say ‘No’ and that I was sorry.”

“And did you do that?”

“No, thur.”

Gunn tried hard not to smile.

“I enjoyed it. I’ve never been with a woman like that before and I enjoyed it.”

“Was it the sex or the bondage that you enjoyed?”

Now Poppy grinned when it was evident that Gunn knew everything.

“Both, thur. Neither would be so good without the other.”

“So, you'd happily do it again?”

Poppy gave a casual shrug. “If I met the right person.”

Gunn sipped his drink and watched as Poppy nonchalantly sipped hers.

“I thought if you strap me to the frame, I could suck you again.” she said after a short interval.

“Do you want to?”

She didn’t need much time for consideration… “Yes...” she said and then looked intently at her coffee.

“And how do I know whether that’s the GCU speaking or whether you really mean it?”

“I’d like to even without the inducement of the GCU… Remove it, then you’ll know.”

Gunn seemed to consider her suggestion, but then said, “Sit down, Poppy, and enjoy your coffee. Evlyn was your final test here at Brighton. From now on, you won't be needing the GCU.”

“Not needing it…” she repeated as if in a trance. “Does this mean there’ll be no more chains or bondage, no nipple or clit caps?”

“Don’t push it,” said Gunn with a grin. “I’ll take your collar off when I remove the GCU and you’ll no longer be capped at the office, but I can't guarantee anything else.”

Poppy rested her hands in her lap and looked down at the expanse of white thighs exposed above the tops of her long socks. The heavy manacle chain hung heavy in her lap and she moved gently on the chair to feel the twin plugs inside her. Suddenly, she realised that in some ways, she’ll miss their constant presence; the gentle stimulation whenever she was compliant and the lustful lunge of the hydraulic dildo with its forced masturbation whenever she was being used.

“I won't ever have the GCU again?” she asked quietly.

Gunn looked at her and knew exactly what she was thinking. “Not unless you particularly want it. But that’s not to say you won't have other limitations imposed in the future that will be just as challenging. But for the rest of your time in Brighton, I’d like to see how you manage without quite so much coercion. Hold your hands out… You won't need these manacles now.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Poppy spent the evening dressed in jeans and a t-shirt without any restraints and felt distinctly under-dressed. Gunn sent out for a curry and they sat together on the settee watching television, first the news and then a spy film that Gunn told her was very unrealistic. At ten-thirty, he went to bed leaving Poppy alone to make her own way to bed.

She was not happy. She lay in the darkness and touched herself, firstly manipulating her breasts and then groping blindly at her vulva, but with the teat caps replaced and the clit cap still extant, her prize was disappointing and she soon curled up into a foetal ball and tried to sleep.

She awoke early on the Thursday and showered before Gunn stirred to present him with a cooked breakfast when he eventually appeared at seven-thirty. She’d dressed herself in one of her own satin camisoles and leant teasingly against the counter sipping her coffee while Gunn ate.

“Did you sleep well?” he asked.

“Much more comfortable, thank you.” It wasn’t exactly true because she’d found it difficult to sleep for much of the night, her slumbers disturbed by agitated attempts at self-stimulation that were ultimately doomed to fail.

“What would you like me to wear today?” she asked, suspecting that she already knew.

She was not wrong. “Your pink dress has been laundered.”

“But no CGU?”

Gunn shook his head.

“And no caps at all? Aren't you worried that I might seduce someone. After all, you’ve spent the past couple of weeks ramping up my libido so much, I might not be able to control myself.”

Gunn smiled. “That’s not a concern. Anyone wanting to get into your knickers will have your lace panties to defeat and I suspect they could prove an insurmountable obstacle.”

“Oh… I’ll still be wearing those. But what if I need to pee?”

“You'll have a catheter much like before. It’ll not integrated into a GCU, of course, but a stand-alone type: a tube that isn't long enough to compromise the sphincter muscle at the base of your bladder, so you'll still have complete control. Your underwear will hold it in place and only a thin, silicone tube will be visible on the outside.”

“Sounds wonderful,” said Poppy sarcastically.

Later, Gunn removed her clit and nipple caps, and helped her to fit the discreet catheter before fastening and sealing the zip of her panties so she could finish dressing in that day’s pink Barbie dress. Poppy retired to her bedroom to perfect hair and makeup, but was immediately distracted. She slipped fingers inside the deep ‘V’ neck of her dress to touch a bare nipple and gasped. The metallic disc around its base seemed to cause it to protrude far more than was natural and she had to remind herself that very little was natural in that area. It was so sensitive, she could barely bring herself to stroke its tip, and when she did, it lit up the same area of her brain as her clitoris.

She glanced over her shoulder at her closed bedroom door and then reached between her legs. The thin material of her panties was tight against her vulva and her touch tickled her labia. She pressed harder, stroking her finger deeper so that it touched the banded surface of her clitoris. Christ, it felt good, but her panties were a barrier between finger and clit, and without the accompanying friction, she doubted she’d be able to climax.

Gunn tapped on her door. “Don’t be too long; we need to go.”

With a blush of guilt, she straightened her dress and began sorting through her cosmetics.

✽    ✽    ✽

As she walked through the Leobird lobby smiling a greeting to those she knew, she felt quite different. There were no extraneous devices massaging her pelvic muscles or stretching her anus as she walked, but it was a sense of equality that struck her deepest, a feeling that she was now on par with her colleagues and not compelled to be subservient to them. And then a young girl carrying a cardboard box of files paused as their paths crossed in the corridor. She had dark hair and glasses and was wearing a blue trouser suit, and Poppy wasn’t sure they'd ever met before, but the girl smiled and greeted Poppy by name, so Poppy paused too.

“Pink again today,” said the girl. “You look very pretty with the bunches and the ribbons.”

“Thank you,” said Poppy in her squeaky voice and, although part of her knew the girl was just making fun of her, she still felt a little stirring of pleasure at the thought.

“Tits still growing, I see; Caine will be pleased.”

Poppy just stared at the girl open-mouthed. How did she know? And if she knows, who else knows? She looked about her at people hurrying to their offices, but no-one else was paying her any more than cursory attention. She turned back to the girl to see she’d not moved, but was still holding her box and grinning at Poppy’s low-cut neckline.

“Come and see me after hours. Room 205. You can eat me out too.”

“I… I don’t think Mr Gunn will let me,” said Poppy lamely.

“No, probably not,” said the girl. “Pity…” and she walked on leaving Poppy staring at her retreating back.

“Poppy,” called Gunn from along the corridor. He was holding their office door open and she hurried to join him. “Alright?” he asked once they’d entered the office and Poppy nodded. “I have a meeting, so I’ll leave you to conduct your own research,” and he dropped a large, red box file onto her desk.

Gunn left and Poppy opened the file with great expectations, only to discover it held another huge pile of vintage newspaper cuttings. She sighed and began leafing through the papers with one hand resting on her chest, her fingers just poking beneath the material to nudge a teat. Suddenly, the office door opened and she dropped her hand rapidly as Henry entered, seemingly unconcerned that Gunn was absent.

“Gunn not here,” he mused looking at her blushing face and chest. “Probably just as well. I want you to come with me; I have a small job for you.”

“I don’t know. Mr Gunn might not like it.”

“Mr Gunn isn't here.” He stood staring at her with a serious expression. “Come on. I haven't got all day.”

“Yes, thur,” was the best that she could manage and following in his wake as he hurried back up the corridor. They entered his own office and her suspicions were confirmed when Henry locked the door.

“How have you been?” he asked sitting down at his desk, and before she could answer, followed it with, “Still stuffed with those genital plugs?”

“No, thur. Mr Gunn says I don’t need them anymore.”

“Does he indeed… Come here. Let’s take a look at you.”

Poppy followed him around the desk and stood before him.

“God, you're a cute kitten. Move closer,” and he cupped his hands around the back of her thighs. Poppy took a step back, but Henry barked, “Stand still, girl,” and pulled her closer again.

“Such pretty legs,” and he started to slide his hands upwards beneath the hem of her dress following suspender straps that rose up her hips. His face twisted into a leer. “Let’s get those panties off you so we can have a proper look, shall we?” and he began fumbling around their tight waistband.

“You can't,” said Poppy. “Mr Gunn has locked them onto me.”

“What… What do you mean ‘He’s locked them onto you’?” and he pulled the hem of her skirt up above her waist to reveal the garment’s lacy front panel with a zip up to the waistband.

He struggled for a few moments with the tab that covered the zipper’s pull tag until Poppy added, “Mr Gunn uses a magnetic key to unlock the zipper,” whereupon Henry spun her around and pushed her so she fell forward over his desk. Poppy squealed and tried to rise, but Henry had a hand on her back as he inspected the reinforced panties from the back. A thin strip of lacy material was pulled tight between her cheeks and the lace continued on the crotch panel that spread to hold her vulva in a small pouch. He touched it with his fingers where it stretched over her mons, the wafer-thin material faithfully reproducing the profile of her vaginal cleft between rolls of labia.

“He’s a devious bastard,” Henry cussed as his fingers confirmed the surprisingly robust nature of the material. And then, “What’s this?” as his probing fingers touched the banded tip of her clitoris and Poppy jumped.

“It’s my clit. It’s banded so Mr Gunn can cap it when he wants.”

“It’s not capped now, though, is it?”

Poppy shook her head and then jumped again when Henry pressed it harder.

“Do you like that?” he asked tickling his finger back and forth.

“It feels nice,” said Poppy and then squealed when Henry started to pat her quite hard.

“Well, I'm afraid this isn't doing me much good,” as he moved his fingers to where the mouth of her vagina was impenetrable. Then he noticed the short silicone tube almost invisible amongst the lace. He pulled it and Poppy yelped.

“Please don’t. It’s a catheter tube so I can pee. It won't come out because it’s held in place by my pants.”

“All mod cons, eh? Our David thinks of everything. I can't even pull this aside to get to your arse,” and he consoled himself by squeezing a cheek in each hand. “Well, there’s nothing else for it; you'll have to give me a head job again,” and he pulled her back onto her feet again. “You'd like that, wouldn’t you?”

Poppy stood looking at him for several seconds without speaking. Henry seemed less friendly than when she last met him; less patient and more assertive, but she found that didn’t really bother her. The question was: did she really want to suck on this man’s cock? A faint smile crossed her face.

“At least we can see your tits,” he said and slid her dress from her shoulders. Poppy allowed it to slip from her arms so that it hung from her waist and Henry looked at her breasts for the first time noticing firstly that her teats were surrounded by metallic discs and secondly, how large and dark they were.

“They're magnetic anchors so that Mr Gunn can cap those too,” murmured Poppy, but Henry wasn’t really listening. He was taking in the full panorama of her substantial bust and exclaimed, “You're a Goddess…” as he supported both breasts in his palms and stooped to bury his face between them.

Poppy almost purred with ecstasy as he smothered himself in her flesh and then squealed and jumped back when he pinched both teats.

“Oh, my angel. Come and feast,” and he sat back in his chair and unfastened his suit trousers. The feel of his cock was even better than last time as she slipped him between her artificially enhanced lips and across her tongue. Henry shuddered and grabbed her head, pulling her nearer so that he slid deeper into her throat.

✽    ✽    ✽

Gunn was sitting at his desk when she re-entered the office.

“I've been with Henry,” she said, but Gunn continued typing and barely acknowledged she’d spoken.

“We’re beginning to run short of time and there’s still much for you to learn,” he said indicating the red box file. Poppy sighed and returned to the newspaper cuttings, and that was really it for the rest of the day. They had lunch together in the company’s restaurant and afterwards she returned to her reading while Gunn was absorbed with whatever he had on his computer, the silence broken only by a series of phone calls that made no sense to Poppy.

Back at the apartment that evening, they ate another takeaway and, after loading the dishwasher, Poppy sat cradling her cup of coffee. She had something on her mind: “You should punish me…”

“Why?”

“I sucked Henry this morning. You should punish me on the spanking frame.”

“It’s now up to you if you want to suck anyone’s cock, but if you really think I should punish you…”

“I shouldn’t have done it. I have no excuse…”

“Well, we’d best get it over with, then.”

She stared at him, trying to gauge whether he was being serious and, deciding he was, put down her cup and walked slowly from the room so as not to appear too eager.

By the time Gunn followed her into the sitting room, she’d removed her dress and was standing before the spanking frame wearing nothing but her office shoes, stockings, and the impenetrable pants, and finding it difficult not to touch her aching breasts.

“Are you going to remove my panties?”

“I was going to do that when it’s time for bed. Do you want me to do it now?”

Poppy’s throat felt too dry to speak, so she just nodded. Gunn unlocked the tab over the zipper tab and she pushed them down over her hips, pulling the short catheter tube from her urethra as they dropped. She stepped out of them and stood against the knee pads for Gunn to fasten the straps, and then folded forward to rest her neck in its cradle and grip the handholds.

“Comfortable?” asked Gunn.

“Yes, thur,” she managed, her voice sounding even more timorous and croaky than usual. She tried to move, pushing feebly at the strap holding down her waist and pulling at her wrist restraints, but she was as firmly anchored as before. She wasn’t yet used to the revised weight of her hanging breasts and their unfamiliar pull added to the delicious feel of the straps and her sense of complete, indefensible vulnerability. She was giving herself to this man to do with what he will and anything that happened thereafter was well beyond her control.

“Are you going to be quiet or will I need to gag you?”

As he spoke, Gunn moved to stand beside her. He was beyond her line of sight and his touch came as a surprise, his fingers tickling between sopping labial lips to stroke the tip of her clitoris now fully engorged and protruding proudly from its restricting band. She gave a short shriek.

“I think that’s answered my question,” and while Poppy began to quiver with anticipation, Gunn fetched the head harness and her wide eyes followed him as he buckled up the strap to remove her last vestige of independence. This wasn’t quite going as planned. Although the idea of the penis gag increasing her bondage and helplessness added even more spice to the occasion, a fact she couldn’t deny as she sucked on the rubber facsimile of a cock with her juices already beginning to trickle down her thighs, it complicated matters no end. She had plans of seducing him, either orally or carnally, but now the oral option was out of the question and she couldn’t see how she could induce a carnal coupling if she couldn’t speak. Meanwhile, Gunn squatted in front of her head and smiled.

“Four more days,” he announced peering beneath her chest. “Your tits seem quite ready,” and he reached between her arms to cup both in his palms and flexed his fingers to feel the malleable flesh deform. Poppy closed her eyes and made a muted mewing sound as she gently swayed to add tension to Gunn’s grip. “These suit you very well… Not so big as to be overbearing, but large enough to hold one’s interest. And your nipples are more than adequate to satisfy an adult.

Gunn took hold of said nipples between fingers and thumbs causing Poppy to grunt with surprise as her eyes popped open wide.

“Yes, more than adequate. You won't have any trouble suckling with these,” and he set her breasts swinging by tugging on her teats so that they slapped together while Poppy began a series of muted but energetic protestations.

“Sixteen again, do you think?” asked Gunn rising to his feet.

With her nipples still tingling, it took her a few seconds to realise he was asking about the punishment she’d elected. Sixteen. She’d rather go straight to the fucking, but it was too late now to back out. She gave a short grunt and Gunn disappeared from sight.

Nothing happened for perhaps half a minute and then… Slap. Poppy jumped and shrieked, setting her breasts in motion again. Gunn had placed the strike precisely over her prominent vulva and, although her clitoris was still protected by rolls of labia, she felt the impact as a pressure wave much more than she expected. Gunn watched her wriggling as she tried to withdraw her pubis back between her thighs, but her restraints prevented any change to the angle of her hips. A few seconds of frenetic movement and she stilled with her sex projecting behind her exactly as before.

He struck again, this time on a cheek.

By the seventh strike, Poppy was once more enjoying herself with the heat from her cheeks and the backs of her thighs transposing as a warm feeling in the pit of her belly. By the time Gunn had struck for the sixteenth and final time, she was whimpering, not from pain, but from a level of arousal that was threatening to erupt into orgasm even without direct genital stimulation. True, the occasional strike had sent quivering shock waves that touched her clitoris and her breasts were reacting to the violent lurches of her chest, but by themselves they would achieve little. It was the mental stimulation of being so powerless and exposed that was doing most to elevate her excitement. She felt herself constricted about her waist where the strap was so tight it precluded any movement and this, when her knees were strapped apart against the rear of the frame, fixed her hips, bum, and pussy with an open invitation to fuck. Neither could she avoid dangling her breasts just where Gunn could toy with them as he pleased, but to her great disappointment, he didn’t seem to want to touch her at all.

‘Oh God, please fuck me…’

Of course, it was an invitation she couldn’t voice. She couldn’t even see him because he was beyond her field of view and became frantic when she heard him leave her and enter the kitchen. For some minutes, she kept up a continuous muted nasal sound without avail and then discovered that she could lift the back of the frame from the surface of the floor by flexing her toes. She lifted it several centimetres and then dropped it on the wooden floorboards to make a satisfying knocking noise. Gunn re-entered the sitting room and stood beside her, again out of her line of sight.

“Did you want something?” he asked innocently and she answered with a single long mewing sound and nodded.

“You want me to release you?”

This time there were two notes and she shook her head.

Gun smiled. He knew what she wanted, but he wasn’t going to give it to her. Instead, he reached down below her chest to close his hand about a breast. “This?” he asked. Poppy twitched and then closed her eyes and gave a long sigh.

“Or this?” and he reached around behind her to slip his middle two fingers between wet vulval lips to graze the tip of her banded clitoris. Poppy’s reaction was immediate and unambiguous. After her initial lurch and muted shriek, she gave a long, heartfelt moan and tried enthusiastically to wiggle her hips. Gunn upped the pressure both by squeezing the tit and rubbing his entire hand between sopping labia before slipping his now lubricated thumb through her anal muscle at the same time he plunged two fingers into the mouth of her sex. Although the encounter resulted in a surprised shriek, there was no resistance from either portal; Poppy had been preparing herself ever since she suggested to Gunn that he should punish her and her sex was saturated with her own lubricious secretions.

He gripped her with fingers and thumb as if he was holding a bowling ball while his forefinger and pinkie squeezed around her clitoris. Now when he moved his hand, all sorts of curious sensations caused her hips to twitch as she tried to follow his movements, although he was unsure whether she was trying to mitigate or amplify his movements.

It wasn’t exactly what Poppy had been hoping for, but she was in no position to negotiate and, in any case, was now devoid of all rational thought. While Gunn rolled her teat with his left hand and massaged her entire undercarriage with his right, Poppy powered through wave upon wave of orgasmic spasms that hijacked both body and mind. Her arms and legs were trembling, her nipple felt like it might explode, her pelvic muscles were rapidly clenching to grip Gunn’s fingers and thumb and pump arousal fluid into his palm, and her brain might just as well have been porridge.

It wouldn’t stop… Gunn didn’t stop and Poppy was forced to weather the climatic storm until her cries became so pitiful that he relented.

✽    ✽    ✽

For fifteen minutes, Poppy lay quietly in the frame staring at the wall and feeling her fluids cool her vulva and thighs as they slowly evaporated. Gunn was in the kitchen. She heard the coffee machine hissing as it filled a cup and Gunn’s footsteps as he walked behind her to settle in an armchair. The television clicked on and a newscaster began talking about wildfires in Spain.

Poppy grunted a protest, but Gunn ignored her. He was making some sort of point; perhaps emphasising her place as a submissive. She was more than conscious that at that moment, whilst Gunn drunk his coffee and watched the news, her place was to lie trapped in the frame with her raised hips and labial detail presented towards him in case he wished to avail himself of her again. She closed her eyes and wished he would, but he didn’t.

Once he’d finished his drink and the news program had concluded, she heard him stir, her hopes soaring when she felt him touch her to spread her labia, but then the very worst outcome shattered her dream when she felt the small magnetic cap snap over her clitoral band. Shortly after that, she was aware that he was squatting beside her and jumped when the other caps snapped into place against her nipple discs. Her adventures for the evening were evidently at an end.

They watched the television together, Gunn still dressed in his business suit and Poppy in one of her own camisoles, and then he left her to make her own way to bed some hours later. She seriously considered asking if she could sleep with him, but if he’d wanted that, he would have said, so she lay in her own bed apathetically flicking at the magnetic caps and feeling very alone.


Chapter 14

The British Museum and Babysitting

She was up and showered before Gunn that Friday morning and waited in the kitchen with coffee ready brewed for him. She needed him to specify how she should dress and expected him to remove the clit cap before fitting her locking pants, but when he appeared, he had a surprise for her.

“You get to choose your own clothes today,” he announced. “Anything you want.”

Poppy’s arrival at the office that Friday caused just as much interest among her work colleagues as her first day. Instead of the expected explicit outfits exposing decolletage and legs, Poppy wore a light woollen sweater, grey slacks, and canvas shoes, her revised look further embellished by her own Fendi sunglasses. The shock wave that permeated the staff was almost palpable as astonished eyes followed her progress through the corridors.

The general response of the staff could best be demonstrated by Henry who just stood and stared when he first saw her sorting through volumes on the library shelves.

He moved closer and murmured, “A new style today.”

Poppy just smiled.

“I was hoping you might assist me with a little project in my office later.”

“I’m sorry,” she said adopting a sad expression. “I’m too busy today; you’ll have to do it all yourself.”

“No GCU today, then?” he whispered recovering his earlier brash confidence, but Poppy just smiled again and returned to her books.

“Well, er… Let me know when you're next free.”

“I'm afraid that’s not likely to be for several months; I'm going operational next week and will be abroad indefinitely.”

She lifted a volume from a shelf and turned her back to sit at a reading table, soon to be engrossed and paying Henry no further attention. He hesitated, unsure whether to approach her again or cut his losses. People were watching him and he opted for the latter.

She saw Mary Caine, the provisions director, later that day too. They passed in a corridor with Poppy acknowledging her presence with a discreet nod and Caine smiling knowingly.

The working week ended with Poppy feeling good about herself and hoped the change in her circumstances would be reflected in her private life with Gunn removing her caps and finally making love. It was all she was thinking about all the time they prepared supper together and ate it with trays on their laps while watching the television. It felt like they were a married couple right up until it was time for bed and Gunn wished her goodnight before retiring to his own room.

She slunk reluctantly into her own bed clutching a curiously shaped aerosol can that she hoped would provide sufficient stimulation, but with her clitoris still capped, it was not to be and after a frustrating hour, she drifted off to sleep.

✽    ✽    ✽

Saturday morning and Gunn was up and about before her.

“We’re going to London today,” he announced. “Not to the Leobird office, but to the British Museum. You should be familiar with the Middle Eastern artifacts they hold and we have a special viewing arranged.”

This was, indeed, good news from Poppy’s point of view: real objects to look at instead of just reading about them. The train journey took less than an hour and they emerged from Victoria station at ten into unseasonally warm sunshine and the smell of hot combustion fumes. They could easily have taken a cab, but instead opted to walk the two miles to the museum, a walk which took them past Buckingham Palace and through Green Park, and left Poppy in high spirits. Gunn had allowed her once more to choose her own clothes for the day and she’d dressed in a purple sweater over a dark mini-skirt with black tights and flats, and she felt like a schoolgirl on a holiday treat, a feeling encouraged by coffees and ice creams in the park.

They were met in the museum’s lobby by one of the conservators, a young man in jeans and a sweater called Donovan who seemed shy when Poppy smiled and shook his hand. It’s astonishing what a difference people’s expectations can make. At Leobird’s Brighton office, everyone seemed to assume that she was a brainless, sex-obsessed bimbo, although, to be fair, her GCU required her to support that impression. Now, in the British Museum, their guide knew that Poppy worked for a government-backed organisation and was to be given special access to particular Middle-East exhibits; therefore, she must be important and, it followed, intelligent. Her young age and youthful style of dress suggested that she might be a post-graduate student and the fact that she was diligently taking notes in a small, hard-backed book all but confirmed it. The conservator treated her accordingly, taking particular care as they moved slowly through the public halls looking at art works, ceramics, textiles, and various domestic artifacts to ensure she understood the differences between geographical areas and time-frames.

They’d completed the tour of the public halls by lunchtime and Gunn treated both Poppy and Donovan to a meal at a local bar. By this time Donovan had overcome his timidity in Poppy’s presence and, while Gunn was placing their order, asked her whether she’d like to go out with him one evening. She glanced across at Gunn and then regretfully declined. It would have been good to spend time with an ordinary person and Donovan was cute, but she hadn’t the time or the freedom to accept his offer.

He asked at what university she was studying and she said she wasn’t at any. “Then what do you do?” was his next obvious question, but she shook her head sadly and said she wasn’t allowed to tell him. Her mystique soared exponentially and Donovan became even more enamoured.

The afternoon was spent in the museum’s storerooms where Donovan opened drawers and boxes to display a breathtaking array of exhibits not usually shown to the public and she gazed at fine silks, clay pots that were thousands of years old, and ancient weapons.

Lebanon was, for a long time, part of the Ottoman Empire and inevitably became enmeshed in the Barbary slave trade, but the written history of slavery in the area goes back to the Old Testament and beyond. The earliest slavery related relics at the museum were chains and iron collars that dated back to the seventh century, but most of the items were from the time of the Barbary pirates in the fifteenth to eighteenth centuries.

This was a period when pirate vessels operated initially in the Mediterranean, but later ventured into the Atlantic to harass coastal districts from South Africa to Britain and even Iceland. Their main source of revenue were slaves, with white, female slaves from Northern Europe fetching the highest prices in the slave markets of the East, and providing salacious subject matter for the Gothic Horror novels of the period.

Poppy gazed at heavy wooden yokes that would be locked around a slave’s neck, shackles for their ankles, and iron cages for their heads; objects that were used in earnest to subjugate men and women, and she felt a sense of guilt that she was actually deriving pleasure from similar, modern-day equivalents used solely for entertainment.

Donovan was becoming increasingly uncomfortable as they inspected the exhibits and tried to steer Poppy rapidly past many of the torture devices, but she wouldn’t budge past a thick iron bar with a hole bored centrally across its width large enough to take the accompanying chain. He looked distraught as he explained that young, European women were most valuable if they were virgins or, if that wasn’t possible, at least unsullied by an amorous crew, and that it was in the pirates’ financial interest to discourage sexual advances; what she was looking at was a chastity device, although certainly one ill-suited to virgins.

“A chastity device…” she exclaimed with wide, innocent eyes.

Donovan took a deep breath… “The chain would be locked to an iron belt about her waist and go between her legs to lock the bar.”

“But why?”

“It’s to prevent her from being penetrated.”

“I don’t understand,” said Poppy mischievously.

He looked at her like a frightened rabbit… “The chain would hold the bar inside her.”

“But you said she’s not penetrated.”

At that point, Donovan realised he was being played and pushed her on to the next exhibit.

✽    ✽    ✽

They said goodbye to Donovan at five that afternoon, Poppy giving him a quick kiss on his cheek while Gunn’s back was turned. He smiled shyly and she whispered, “Perhaps another time,” in his ear. Out on the street, it was the evening rush and rather than join the crowds, Gunn and Poppy elected instead to dine in London and catch a later train. They wandered back through the park, sat and watched the ducks for a bit, and then had a leisurely meal at an inn that must have been centuries old, this time Gunn allowing her a white wine instead of lemonade.

They arrived back in Brighton at ten in time to catch the evening news, watched a documentary on Charles I, and then retired, Gunn to his bed and Poppy frustratingly to hers.

✽    ✽    ✽

Sunday began with a cooked breakfast before they both ventured out into the warm weather, a promenade just like the Victorians used to do a hundred and fifty years before along the same stretch of coast as they’d walked the previous Saturday. The main difference a week made was that this time Poppy was wearing clothes of her own choosing and the wind wasn’t so strong. They paused for ice creams, played the penny slots in the amusement arcade for half-an-hour, and then walked down the beach to throw pebbles into the surf before returning to the apartment in the late morning. An hour spent reading the newspapers and then Gunn cooked a light lunch. All-in-all, a pleasant morning and then Gunn broke the spell with an unexpected announcement.

“I shall be away from three this afternoon until late this evening.”

“Oh… You're leaving me here?”

He nodded. Poppy thought for a few moments before coming out with a bright, “Ok… Where are you going?”

“That’s actually none of your business. Anyway, you won't be alone; Fiona will be with you.”

“I don’t need a baby sitter.”

“I'm just following orders.”

“She’ll be here to ensure that I don’t wander off?”

“Something like that. She probably won't be here until about four and has requested you comply with certain conditions. It should be good training for you.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Poppy heard the key turn in the lock about four-fifteen and then Fiona’s voice from the hall.

“Hello…”

“I'm in the sitting room,” called back Poppy.

“Oh Good,” exclaimed Fiona entering the room.

“Nice of you to come and babysit me.” Poppy’s words would have sounded sarcastic if uttered with a less childlike voice. As it was, she sounded as if she really did need a babysitter.

“It’s my pleasure. Been waiting for me long?”

“Since three, but that’s ok. I had nothing much else to do.”

“I'm sorry. I got distracted by the shops. There was one in the lanes with a beautiful summer dress. It was sort of moss green with short, puffy sleeves and a floaty skirt. I tried it on, but it was a bit tight and the skirt was really too short.”

“I could do with a new dress,” murmured Poppy and Fiona grinned.

“I hear the clothes David got for you are pretty.”

“That depends upon the sort of people you're trying to attract. He makes me look like an over-sexed juvenile with very little brains, someone who is easily led, but I suppose that is the style he was trying for.”

“Have you been easily led today?”

Poppy smiled. “Very easily today.”

Poppy was actually blushing by this stage, a situation that Fiona found amusing under the circumstances. “I really have to go and make a cup of tea. It’s so hot outside I feel like I'm wilting,” she said placing her bag on a nearby chair. “Do you want one?”

“Umm… Ok. Thank you.”

It took her a few minutes to brew the tea and she re-entered the sitting room holding two mugs that she put on the coffee table.

“It’ll be a bit hot to drink for a while. I hope you like sausages; I brought some over that I cooked last night for our supper. I just love cold sausages, don’t you? Cold sausages with mayonnaise… one of my favourites.”

“I can't say they're something I have often, but they're ok, I suppose.”

“You know, I do love your tits. I loved them the first time I saw them in Grace’s office and they're even nicer now, so plump and squeezable, and your nipples are something else. I don’t think I've ever seen any like that before.”

“Mr Gunn says it’s because the magnetic flux from the discs encourages them to grow.”

“It certainly does that and, of course, the bigger they are, the more sensitive they become. Your lactation is due to start soon, isn't it? Your tits do look a little larger; do they feel comfortable?”

Poppy grinned. “They feel heavy and they wobble when I walk.”

“I'm sure you'll soon get used to them. They're not really that big and they're hardly saggy at all. I think they're lovely.”

“Thank you,” she muttered gazing down at her projectile nipples now unprotected by their caps. Fiona lifted a hand to gently stroke the tip of one and she shrieked and spun away.

“Oh girl, you're gonna love suckling someone with tits like that. You must be really looking forward to it.”

Poppy was breathing hard, but when Fiona stopped tormenting her, she recovered rapidly. “I expect I’ll get used to it soon enough; people do… And yes, I am looking forward to it. It’s what this operation is all about and I want to play my part.”

“Do you want a sausage now?” asked Fiona suddenly, but Poppy shook her head.

“No thank you, I'm not really hungry.”

“Your tea then… I’ll hold it for you.”

“You could release my arms so I could hold the mug myself. It’s not as if I could do much else,” but Fiona just grinned and lifted the mug to Poppy’s lips.

With the mug empty, Fiona moved her bag and sat in the chair facing Poppy to drink her own tea and gaze unashamedly at Poppy’s nakedness. Poppy watched her warily. If she could, she would have turned away, but as it was, she had no option but to display herself with her arms trapped behind her shoulders. The garment she was wearing was little more than a leather pouch for her folded arms that covered her shoulders and upper arms, and buckled closed above her chest, its carefully profiled front crafted in a graceful arc above her bare breasts to display them to best effect.

“When you said you were easily led today,” remarked Fiona, harking back to their earlier discussion, “How did he induce you to get into this predicament for a second time?”

“He said it’s what you requested.”

“And that was enough?”

Poppy hesitated. “Not exactly… He explained the different steps in my training program and today is the first time he’s promised a proper union.”

“Ah… You're hoping for a real fuck later; something more than just sucking on his cock?”

“You know about that…”

“Of course. He’s required to report everything and he got a rebuke for the first tme too.”

“Did he get a rebuke for fucking you?”

“I'm not part of the program so he didn’t need to report that. I'm just a supplementary benefit. Well, I hope you enjoy him, he’s very good; much better than those probes, I'm sure.”

Poppy looked away suddenly feeling shy, but she couldn’t turn her body owing to the twin probes on top of the post and knew that Fiona would now be studying the way the front probe fitted her so intimately and with such tenacity. She lifted a knee the 30 cm allowed by the ankle chain to draw it across in front of her cleft, but its coverage was minimal and temporary at best and she soon dropped it again.

“I think you like this,” said Fiona. “You like being submissive… Gunn’s programming has got to you.”

“It has its attractions as well as some obvious drawbacks,” said Poppy. “Do you know where Mr Gunn has gone? He wouldn’t tell me.”

“There’s no secret. He’s gone to his uncle’s wake. He didn’t want to attend the funeral, but he wouldn’t miss the party. Tell me, don’t your legs get tired after a while?”

Poppy, realising that her attempt at deflection had failed, told Fiona that there was little she could do about it. “It does get very tiring after a while. I really do think you ought to release me now. Anyway, why did you ask Mr Gunn to leave me like this? There are easier ways to stop me leaving the apartment?”

Fiona laughed. “No silly. It’s not that; it’s so I can play with you,” and she stood to move close enough to crush both pairs of breasts. Then she put her left hand behind Poppy’s head to guide her in for a kiss while her right hand slipped between her legs to touch the thick phallus that was pinning her so securely in place. Poppy stirred, rising up on tiptoes in response to Fiona’s touch so that both phalli partially slipped from her body. Fiona searched deeper into Poppy’s mouth with her tongue at the same time as her fingers sought Poppy’s undefended clitoris, and while her mouth stifled Poppy’s cries, her fingers caused Poppy to pump herself on the twin probes of her metal lover and her new tits to nod energetically on her chest.

✽    ✽    ✽

It was ten before Gunn returned and the apartment was quiet; Fiona had already left, but she’d left a note on the kitchen table.

Dear David,

I hope you're not too tired after your long day because you’ve led your pet to expect some intimate attention upon your return.

We’ve had a stimulating afternoon and evening. I've fed her (cold sausages with mayonnaise), watered her, and put her to bed ready for you.

Enjoy,

Love and kisses,

Fiona

Gunn poured himself a scotch and gazed once more at the addendum she’d added to the bottom of the note…

Ps. I shall call first thing in the morning to unlock her.

He drained his glass and looked in her bedroom. The light was out, but the hall light illuminated an empty bed through the open door. Then he opened his own bedroom door. This room, too, was in darkness but when he turned on the light, he saw Poppy lying naked on his bed.

Fiona had fitted her head harness and she made a weak mewing sound in lieu of a greeting. Fiona had also used chains and locks to secure her ankles to the base rail of the bed and her wrists to the bed’s side rails similar to how Gunn had left her the week before. He moved closer to inspect Fiona’s work. She’d mounted Poppy on her favourite dildo-on-a-stick to keep her legs straight and had used extra locks to fix it to the base rail of the bed, thus ensuring she couldn’t be dismounted without the keys.

“Strange sense of humour, our Fiona,” murmured Gunn as he gazed down at Poppy. She’d been laid out prone on her stomach and was finding it difficult to look over her shoulder at Gunn. Then he pulled the yellow post-it note from the small of her back. It read: “Please spank my arse before fucking it.”


Chapter 15

Lactation Begins

Fiona was as good as her word and rang the doorbell at seven-thirty the next morning. Gunn opened the door in his dressing gown and she grinned as she pushed past him to the kitchen and turned on the coffee machine.

“Good night?” she inquired.

“Yes, thank you,” grumbled Gunn.

Fiona grinned and dropped a small bunch of padlock keys onto the table.

“You wouldn’t have liked her on her back. It was the mayonnaise. I tried to wash her, really I did, but in the end, I thought you probably wouldn’t mind too much using a Plan B.”

“Very thoughtful of you,” murmured Gunn sardonically as he picked up the keys. He was back for his coffee within a few minutes; Poppy appeared some thirty minutes later wrapped in a bath towel with wet hair and a silly grin.

“Big day today,” said Fiona and Poppy’s smile broadened further.

“Mr Gunn says it’s the last day I’ll have nipple caps because he’ll be removing the magnetic discs this evening.”

“Of course, he will. You can't expect to suckle with metal discs stuck on your areolae. And the clit cap?”

“That will be going this evening too,” said Gunn, “But we’ll leave the band in place for Poppy’s benefit.”

“Won't I become desensitised if my clit is always so prominent?” asked Poppy.

“It’s only prominent when you're excited. The rest of the time it’s partially withdrawn within the band and completely friction-proofed. Anyway, the band’s neodymium and likely to make it more sensitive, not less. And don’t forget that you won't be left totally unprotected once you get to Beirut.”

A shadow crossed Poppy’s face with this news, but before she could ask for clarification, Fiona asked, “And how are the tits this morning? Ready for their adventure?”

“They feel fine.”

“Then drop the towel from a shoulder and I’ll give you the prolactin injection,” said Gunn. “It’s not totally necessary because once I stop the oestrogen and progesterone jabs, you should begin to lactate naturally. That’s what happens when you give birth - your body makes its own prolactin – but this is just to make sure.”

Poppy slipped the towel down her arm while Gunn prepared the injection and Fiona stared at her exposed breast now with its nipple cap reinstalled.

“You should be ready for your first milking this evening,” said Gunn and Fiona smiled at his turn of phrase.

By nine that morning, Gunn and Poppy were back at Gunn’s office and there they stayed all day apart from a break for lunch. Gunn had presented Poppy with a volume of Lebanese-Russian interactions of the last two decades, but she was finding reading hard going. After spending most of the morning imagining unusual sensations within her breasts and examining them for signs of incipient lactation, she spent the afternoon complaining of pains that only grew worse as the afternoon wore on. They felt different on the outside too. Instead of their usual soft, malleable consistency, they were increasing in size and becoming harder.

“They're beginning to hurt and I feel like I should start to expel milk,” she complained. “Can you take these caps off so I can relieve them a little.”

“No… I don’t want you to begin leaking before we’re ready to start you proper.” He consulted the clock. “It’s four now. We’ll leave at five and then we can see about milking you.”

Poppy resigned herself to the discomfort and leaned forward over the desk so that she could support herself better with her hands. Five o'clock couldn’t come soon enough and she followed Gunn eagerly from the building to sit silently through the homeward journey with her arms crossed under her burgeoning breasts. Once inside the apartment, Gunn told her to remove her clothes, but then turned on the coffee machine and showed no signs of urgency while she waited, silent and naked beside him.

“We need to remove the nipple discs before I can start your lactation and for that, you need to soak them in a solution of alcohol and a surfactant to break down the bond, and the easiest way to do that is in the shower cubicle. I’ll place a metal baking tray of the solution in the bottom of the cubicle and then you position yourself so that your nipples are submerged. It'll take about half-an-hour before I can peel the discs away and then you can have a quick shower to dispel the chemicals before we start lactation. We’ll leave the caps in place until we’re ready to remove the discs and they’ll give your teats temporary protection from the surfactant.”

It worked how Gunn described. Poppy knelt in the bottom of the cubicle and leaned forwards onto her elbows so that her teats dipped into the alcohol solution, and stayed that way for thirty minutes grinning up at Gunn who was sitting on the edge of the bath. After the allotted interval, she stood and pushed out her chest in Gunn’s direction so that he could carefully ease the skin of her areolae away from the metal discs. The task was easier than Gunn feared and both discs gave up their grip on her flesh with the minimum of drama to leave dark brown, puffy areolae behind each teat.

“Well…” said Gunn looking particularly pleased with himself. “That worked well and now look at you. Your milk collects in your areolae which I suppose is part of the reason they look so swollen. Have yourself a quick shower, but try not to disturb your nipples too much; just dab them gently with a flannel and when you're dry, come through into the living room.

Gunn was waiting for her when she emerged, but she stopped in the doorway when she saw the spanking frame positioned in the middle of the floor.

“Don’t be alarmed. I'm not going to punish you. It’s just that for your first milking session, I want to use a mechanical breast pump so that I can be sure that you're fully drained because that’s the best way to encourage more milk. Here’s the pump,” and he showed her a small domestic pump designed specifically for lactating women. “As you can see, it has twin teat cups with plastic tubes that connect through twin collecting bottles to the pump. That way, the pump can suck on each teat independently and it says on the box that makes the pump more effective. I thought if we use the frame, you'll be in the optimum position.”

“Er… Ok,” said Poppy with obvious reluctance. “I was hoping you’d start me off by suckling yourself.”

“Perhaps later,” said Gunn, and nodded towards the frame. She stepped forward to stand with her knees against padded plates so that Gunn could fasten the straps, and then leant forward to grip the twin handles. Gunn completed her installation by connecting the straps about her wrists and neck, and then pulled her midriff down with the belt about her waist. He knelt beside her and looked under her chest at her dangling breasts. They looked larger than they'd ever been with their thick teats pointing down like faucets on the undersides of spherical liquid tanks, which was essentially exactly what they were.

He reached beneath her and lifted each tit in turn in his palm to gauge its weight and squeezed each gently to judge its readiness. Then, while Poppy sighed with her eyes closed, he explained that the cups will slide into place easier if her teats are damp and used a moist flannel to prepare them.

Then he picked up the twin funnels that were the unit’s teat cups and flicked on the pump. It hummed into life and he lifted the cups up to her breasts and asked if she was ready, but then lifted the cups so that they snatched at her teats before she could answer. She gave a short shriek when each sucked its nipple deep into its bore and there they hung like leeches, their long, tubular bodies waving below her as Poppy began moaning and rolling her chest in a feeble attempt to dislodge them.

“Hey… Calm down. They haven't even began pumping yet.”

“Oh God… I feel like they're sucking me… Christ, they are sucking me.”

“Of course, they are, and very shortly they're going to be sucking a little harder.”

“I don’t know that I’ll be able to stand that.”

Gunn didn’t say anything, but moved behind her to remove the cap that was still attached to her clitoris.

“What are you doing?”

“Well, I’ll let you into a little secret now… Do you know that women get a burst of oxytocin in their brains when they lactate?”

Poppy nodded. “I did know that.”

“And did you know that you get the same oxytocin hormone when you orgasm?”

This time Poppy just stared.

“It’s reasonable to surmise, therefore, that an orgasm during lactation might improve milk delivery.”

“Oh God…”

“I presume you'd like to try that experiment, just for the sake of science, you understand.”

She nodded, no longer feeling able to speak because her throat was dry.

“Ok then, but first you have to wear this. We don’t want to wake the neighbours,” and he held up the head harness complete with the fat, penis-shaped, oral plug. She stared at him with eyes like saucers and then opened her mouth.

“Good girl,” and having buckled up the harness, moved behind her out of her field of vision. Suddenly, she began a series of muted grunting noises and rocked her chest from side to side. “I haven't started yet… I’m just looking at your clit. It’s very engorged and poking out through its band like a little blister. Your dripping wet too, but I suppose that’s to be expected.” Another few moments of calm before she burst into life again. “There you go. Does that feel good?”

Poppy was silent and absolutely motionless to the extent that she’d stopped breathing as Gunn very slowly slid his penis into her until his pubic bone was pressing against her perineum and the root of his testes was touching the tip of her clitoris.

“The pulsator in the pump is going to start now,” said Gunn calmly and they both waited, then Poppy gave a muted shriek. The pump note had changed; its quiet hum was louder and deeper, and it had begun clicking. Gunn looked around Poppy’s hips to see that the teat cups were now jumping up and down alternately under her chest as one teat sucked with an amplified burst, and then relaxed while the other side sucked. The effect seemed to surprise her and she was rocking her chest wildly to try to throw them off, but was only succeeding in causing her tits to unnecessarily stretch even further.

Gunn took this as his cue and pulled almost all the way out of her pussy before thrusting himself back into her again at speed, hitting her cheeks with a loud clap, and causing her tits to begin rocking fore and aft as well as side to side and bouncing up and down. The hi-pitched but muted screams seeping past the rubber penis were now almost continuous, and Gunn felt a deep sense of satisfaction for a job well done. But there was always room for improvement and he started thrusting faster and harder.

He knew exactly when Poppy began orgasming. It wasn’t hard to tell. Her hips, which had been straining frantically from side to side, were suddenly still, but her thighs began trembling. Her anal muscle, almost the highest part of her anatomy, was moving too. It began pulsing like an anemone filtering food from seawater and Gunn had a strong urge to feed it something. There was nothing to hand, so he tried to quell it with his thumb, but that only seemed to energised it more.

After a couple of minutes, the pulsing waves from her pelvic muscles became too much for him and he delivered his semen, pressing as deep as he could inside her and grunting his relief as he lay over her back.

It took a minute or two for him to revive and he pulled his limp member from her and squatted unsteadily beside her. Poppy was no longer climaxing and the noises she was emitting were now driven solely by the bouncing teat cups hanging from her tits and matched the frequency of the clicking pump. He stared at the plastic tubing snaking away to the collecting bottles and the clear plastic was gratifyingly white with her secreted milk. He watched it dripping into the twin bottles, the first few centilitres of thick, creamy colostrum collecting in the base of each bottle, and then he stirred, wiped himself on a tissue, and tucked himself away inside his suit trousers. With a deep sense of accomplishment, he reached for a bottle on a side table and poured himself a drink before settling in an armchair to watch Poppy twitching.

✽    ✽    ✽

Later that evening, Poppy heard the clock in the Tower strike ten and Gunn helped her settle in the spanking frame again. The breast pump was as challenging as before, but this time she knew what to expect and she was ready for it. She was once more naked, but, much to her disappointment, Gunn didn’t take the opportunity to penetrate her. He didn’t feel the need to muzzle her either, but that wasn’t much of a consolation.

He set the pump going and then watched as her teats stretched and her tits quivered and bounced. He moved behind her and she knew her sex was angled up towards him and wet with juice, but he didn’t even touch her. She delivered her milk, a little more this time, and felt the desire build in her head as the oxytocin hit her, but she didn’t climax. She did, however, throw her arms about his neck and kiss him as soon as he released her, leaving him somewhat bewildered.

They slept together that night, Gunn with an arm about her shoulders and Poppy wrapped around his chest with her breasts pressed against his side. Four hours later, Gunn’s alarm clock sounded and he pushed her up the bed so he could reach her teats and then he suckled from her, drawing the creamy milk into his mouth as he squeezed each tit gently around its base as Poppy gasped and pulled his head tighter against her now soft flesh.

Despite his best efforts, it wasn’t enough to drain her completely and she sat up in the bed for a further ten minutes with the pump reconnected, trying to remain silent as her nipples were pulsed into the plastic cones.

It happened again at six, but this time Gunn remained steadfastly asleep and Poppy crept into the kitchen to use the pump alone, augmenting the experience with a little personal manipulation that brought her to a slow and careful climax sitting at the kitchen table. She stopped the pump when the flow trickled to nothing and examined the bottles: a few centilitres in each, but it was more than before and not as thick. By this time, it was almost six-thirty and she washed out the teat cups and bottle, made coffee, and woke Gunn.

They stayed in Gunn’s office again that day, Poppy exhausting the last of the newspaper files and watching recent news clips in between milking sessions. Gunn had told her that it was important to keep the milking intervals consistent and that meant milking at ten and two. They brought the breast pump to the office, but for both sessions, Gunn initiated the procedure himself, getting her to unbutton her shirt and lean over him so that he could sit with her teats comfortably positioned against his mouth. She smiled when he told her she tasted sweet and creamy and squealed when he reached under her skirt with the intention of aiding with her milk delivery. He had to warn her to be quiet as she fought to mute the squawks and giggles of delight that burbled from her trembling body.

Both times, she finished with the breast pump because that was the best way to ensure milk production was maximised.

They left at five and by six, Poppy was once more naked, strapped to the frame, and had the teat cups hanging from her nipples.

“Are you going to… you know… cause me to orgasm again?”

“Am I going to fuck you again?”

She nodded.

“Do you want me to?”

She swallowed and nodded again.

“Then I'm sure I can oblige.”

And at that moment, she felt the milk ‘let down’ in her breasts and her pussy flood.


Chapter 16

One Last Test

The following day, they drove to London. Their destination: Poppy’s apartment. It was just as she’d left it; unsurprising really as it was less than three weeks since they were last there.

“We should be leaving for Beirut by Friday and there’s much to do before then. First on the list is to see Greg Mason and he’s expecting us at four this afternoon.”

Poppy leant against the kitchen table with a serene smile lighting up her face. “A real agent in two days’ time,” she said wistfully.

“I think you're ready, but the final decision will be Greg’s.”

“But you’ll tell him I'm ready, right?”

“Of course. I should think he only wants to wish you luck, but there’ll be a hundred-and-one things to do in HR. Things like your new security papers and travel documents, keys to the Beirut apartment and car, a cash float, bank cards: they will have set up an account for you by now. Then there’s your new wardrobe… I don’t think it would be appropriate for you to wear your Brighton office outfits.”

“No,” she giggled. She looked down at what she was wearing: a tailored business suit; one of her own that she used to wear to the office. “This is all right, though, isn't it?”

“I would think that’s fine for the office. Let’s wait and see what they’ve put aside for you.”

Greg Mason appeared delighted to see her again and they spoke for some time about the present situation in the Middle East and how important the work she’ll be doing will be.

“Do you feel ready?” Mason asked eventually.

“Oh Yes, thur. I’m really looking forward to it.”

“I have no doubt about that, but are you ready for the role you'll play?”

“You mean, ‘Do I feel submissive enough?’” she asked giggling.

“It’s not a role that you should approach casually,” said Mason. “If you don’t come across as sincere, all this preparation will be for nought.”

“Yes, thur. I understand, thur. I didn’t mean to appear flippant.”

“How is the lactation progressing.”

“Oh, very well, thur. Mr Gunn says I’m delivering more than two-hundred-millilitres a session.”

Mason looked at Gunn who added, “That’s good, sir, and will likely increase further with time.”

“Mr Gunn told me that you will make the final decision about my operational readiness.”

“That is so,” said Mason.

Poppy looked from Mason to Gunn and back again, but neither man would answer the obvious question. Eventually, Mason stirred and picked up the papers he was reading when they entered his office, and said, “Good-bye, Miss Summers. I’ll let you know.”

Poppy looked at Gunn in confusion and he steered her silently from the office.

“What’s happening? He didn’t say I could go…”

“I'm sure everything is fine. We’ll come back tomorrow and I expect all will be ready for you. In the meantime, as it’s your last night in London, we’ll go out for the evening; we’ll have a meal and perhaps go to a club.”

Poppy was quiet and reserved until about seven when Gunn told her to dress up for a night on the town. She brightened up then and chose a black, sequined cocktail dress with a high collar and matched it with black tights. The evening was warm and they ate in the garden of an up-market restaurant, and by nine, Poppy was in high-spirits and ready to go clubbing.

Gunn hailed a cab and directed the driver to take them to Inver Street, then he sat back beside Poppy as she chatted about how different Beirut will be compared to London. The cab stopped and they alighted, Poppy looking about her for a club.

“It’s around the corner,” said Gunn and took her arm. As soon as they rounded the corner, Poppy recognised where they were and went very quiet. Gunn led her up the stone steps to the heavy oak entrance door and knocked.

“Miss Poppy Summers,” he said to the doorman, who bowed his head.

“Yes, sir,” he muttered and bid them entry. The door closed behind them with a heavy clunk and the doorman reached into a leather attaché case to withdraw a silver and black leather head harness complete with a fat, penis-shaped mouth plug. “Please be so good as to fit this to the young lady,” said the doorman to Gunn.

Poppy looked at Gunn and suddenly everything became clear. Without another word, she lifted the harness from his hands and pushed the rubber penis into her mouth before turning her back on Gunn so that he could fasten the straps and apply the lock.

“Thank you, sir,” said the man to Gunn and took Poppy by the arm to lead her along a dimly-lit corridor and into a small anteroom. It was a room she knew well and she gazed at the leather and chains hanging from hooks around the walls with new eyes. A leather riding crop caught her eye: gel handle, forty-five-centimetre flexible fibreglass shaft with a woven leather cover, and a leather tongue at its business end. She picked it up and flicked it through the air. She’d last held it four weeks before when she’d used it on both the young woman and her gentleman teaser.

A door opened and a mature woman entered dressed in a satin, knee-length dress with her waist tightly cinched by a red leather corset and her feet constricted by dangerously high strappy footwear.

“Rhona… It is you, isn't it? I wouldn’t have recognised you with that hair and all that leather over your face if they hadn’t have told me you were coming and I still can barely believe it: Lady Rhona turning to the dark side… And I've been instructed to call you Poppy; a new name for a new persona. I see you’ve chosen your favourite crop. A good choice.”

The woman took the crop from Poppy’s hand and grinned wickedly before lifting the hem of Poppy’s cocktail dress with its tip. Poppy gave a muted squeak and slapped the crop away, which only served to increase the woman’s amusement.

“Better strip off so we can get the arm binder properly fitted. You don’t want to keep your audience waiting.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Poppy looked fearfully at the exit door and then at one of several mirrors that decorated the walls. She tried to shrug her shoulders to ease the pull of the arm binder, but it was all too tight. The monoglove held her palms together and laced up her arms to pull at her elbows until they almost touched. Straps then crossed her shoulders to prevent the binder’s hold slackening. It forced Poppy’s shoulders back and obliged her to thrust out her chest to offer her magnificent tits with their fascinating nipples to all and sundry.

She looked at her reflection, turning towards the mirror to confirm that there was nothing she could do to conceal her naked vaginal cleft, and then swinging around to inspect the arm binder behind her back. Sapphira had made no mistakes and she was helpless until someone else released her.

Mistress Sapphira, the forty-four-year-old dominatrix that Poppy used to consider her equal, was behind her picking the straps she’d need from the comprehensive collections hanging from the walls.

“Time to meet your fans,” said Sapphira and clipped a leash to the metal collar she’d fitted around Poppy’s neck. “You're going to be a big hit tonight,” and she tweaked one of Poppy’s nipples. She’d already discovered that her new slave was lactating and grinned mischievously when a thin mist of milk was ejected from the tip of her teat. She turned the doorknob and the door swung open onto the brightly lit stage beyond, and then Poppy was being pulled into the limelight to the sound of cheers and applause from the club’s patrons seated in the darker recesses of the auditorium. Somewhere beyond her sight amongst the dimly lit seating was Gunn.

“Tonight…” announced Sapphira in a loud, commanding voice. “Tonight, you have the pleasure of witnessing a first. Not long ago, our beautiful slave girl, who we shall call Titty for obvious reasons, was before you as a dominatrix. She cruelly tortured young, innocent girls and gullible men for her own pleasure and amusement, but tonight we have the opportunity to even the score. Tonight, it is Titty’s turn to be tortured and I am here to ensure it is performed with ruthless and relentless efficiency. Tonight, you're all going to witness Titty squirm as never before as she fights the incessant orgasms and merciless spasms that will be forced from her.”

Another great cheer erupted from the audience as Sapphira called out, “Bring on her tormentor.”

Poppy stood motionless with her leash now looped over a hook on the frame that will shortly be hers whilst a fresh-looking, young girl wearing a party dress and pigtails led a man onto the stage. He was not at all like the men she’d teased on that same stage. His face was partially hidden by a bandit mask over his eyes, but she could see that he was young, probably her age, and he was handsome with short, spiky fair hair and a clean-shaven, chiselled chin. He silently looked at Poppy with some sort of gag in his mouth, his hands cuffed together in front of him, and his ankles linked by a short chain. Poppy stared back at his muscled arms and chest, his thick, bare thighs, and his penis curled up inside a tiny metal cage. Behind the cage, his testes were swinging gently, weighted by a thick, metal ring. Her eyes were repeatedly drawn back to his caged penis and she felt her secreted fluids moistening her thighs as she imagined him freed and impaling her.

“Meet Damian,” said Sapphira, introducing him with a wave of her arm. “Damian is a bodybuilder from Wigan and has volunteered to be Titty’s tormentor tonight; or is it the other way around… I can never remember.”

Sapphira directed a pantomime of dance as Damian was made to kneel and his ankles strapped to staples on the floor of the stage while his cuffed hands were lifted above his head and clipped to a hanging chain. And then the coup de grâce when a bungee cord was clipped to the ring around his testes and then attached to his ankles. The audience was becoming boisterous by this stage, but the man was still staring silently at Poppy with his expressive eyes wide open. She thought she detected a sense of sad longing in those eyes, which was silly really because it was he who had chosen his predicament.

Poppy jumped when Mistress Sapphira suddenly said, “Come on, Titty. Time we got you fixed,” and tugged on the leash. Poppy was pulled in front of the frame and backed up against its crossbeam. She lifted each foot in turn, spreading her legs wide apart to place her feet onto the small footplates either side of the frame to allow Sapphira’s assistants to strap her ankles in place. She was higher then, with the tops of her thighs against the beam, higher for Damian to reach.

She was scanning her audience in the gloom beyond the bright stage lights looking for Gunn when Sapphira pulled on her arms and made her squeal. The woman had hooked the ring on the end of the armbinder to the framework behind her back forcing Poppy to arch her back and to push her pubic mound to the fore between her spread thighs.

“Oh look,” cried Sapphira. “She’s got a little band around her clit... A little decorative ornament to give Damian something to aim at and to help him latch onto it effectively. That’s so thoughtful of you, Titty.”

Poppy felt the frame moving as a man in leather shorts pushed it to the edge of the stage on its caster wheels to give the audience a better view of her spread vulva.

“Isn't that lovely?” said Sapphira as Poppy was now pushed sideways across the width of the stage to ensure everyone could get a good look. Her extreme posture displayed her red, engorged labia to best effect and the white creamy secretions seeping from her gaping vagina left her audience in no doubt about her readiness for her impending encounter with Damian.

“Bet that’s going to tingle,” said Sapphira and she tapped Poppy lightly between her legs with the flap of the crop to demonstrate. Poppy squealed and squirmed, and the noise level in the auditorium rose another increment.

The frame with Poppy attached was moving again. They wheeled her up to the kneeling man and applied the brakes to the casters. She could now only see the top of his head and his raised arms, but then felt his hair tickle her inner thighs as he bent his head.

“Titty is ready… and Damian is ready… But before we begin Titty’s torture in earnest, I have another surprise for you lucky people… The reason Titty has such interesting titties is because she’s lactating and now the horny little bitch needs milking, so I'm going to ask for two volunteers to suck her dry while Damina works on her clit… So… Who wants to milk her?”

“Now the audience erupted into what sounded like a riot. Sapphira stepped off the stage out of Poppy’s sight and she heard a confusion of bargaining and negotiation happening before the dominatrix stepped back onto the stage accompanied by two members of the public: an overweight, tattooed aficionado of leather motorcycle jackets and a small girl wearing a floral summer frock who was so excited she was bouncing up and down on the stage as she grinned down at Poppy.

“And now everyone’s ready,” cried Sapphira triumphantly. “When I give the word, you will suck on this tit,” she said to the motorcyclist and smacked Poppy’s left breast with the crop. Poppy gave a muted scream and rolled her chest from side to side to defeat the second strike that she knew was coming, but the man grabbed her breast in both hands to hold her still. Sapphira grinned when she saw a plume of milk spray from the now extruded nipple and turned to the girl who was still bouncing on the spot and now giggling too.

“And you, my dear, will suck on this one,” and the second strike landed with a sharp smack as the leather tip of the crop wrapped itself around Poppy’s right breast. The girl copied her accomplice and grabbed the tit with both hands, but not with the same strength.

“And you, Damian, will suck on this clit,” and Poppy screamed anew when the crop struck her mons, but fortunately by luck or design missed her exposed clitoris. She heard a deep sigh when the plug was pulled from Damian’s mouth and then Sapphira was speaking again: “Ready, Gimp… Suck,” and Poppy heard the crop strike the man’s flesh, saw the top of his head bob above her pubic mound accompanied by a pitiful wail, and then screamed herself when he lunged at her clit to suck it between his lips. The sensation only lasted for a fraction of a second because that’s all the man could bear before he had to drop back down.

“Good,” said Sapphira. “Keep doing that and you'll earn yourself a reward. And you two tit suckers… start sucking now.”

It was apparent to Poppy that she wouldn’t be able to last more than a minute or two before she succumbed and the exquisite pain became overwhelming rapture as the orgasm hit, and then stupefying torment as her body became over sensitised to the continuing abuse. What’s more, she knew that Sapphira wouldn’t ease the torture and that the sensations would now just continue with cycles of pleasure and pain for, perhaps, the next half hour or so because that’s exactly what she used to do.

And then her first orgasm hit and she screamed inside her head as the grinning tit suckers crushed her nipples in their mouths to release the milk and her imprisoned clit sucker did his best to draw her clitoris out through its neodymium band.


Chapter 17

Arrival in Beirut

Poppy was quiet in the taxi on the way back to the apartment. She felt drained in more ways than one because Sapphira changed the tit sucking couples three times during the evening, but she wasn’t in any pain after her ordeal, at least not much. Quite the opposite, in fact… As her mind retraced the events of the evening, she felt elated and completely sated.

Would she do it again? Almost certainly, and the thought made her momentarily regret the fact that she’d probably be in Beirut for the next six months.

“Who was that man?” she suddenly asked Gunn.

“What man?”

“You know… Damian. The one who was kneeling at my feet.”

“I have no idea,” said Gunn. “Did you like him?”

She looked at the glass partition separating them from the driver and then said, “I felt sorry for him, at least until Sapphira removed his restraints so he could stand and took that cage thingy off his cock.”

“You didn’t feel sorry for him then?”

Poppy smiled. “No, not after that. He sort of came alive then.”

“He did seem to enjoy himself more after that even though your dom was still smacking him with the crop.”

“Yes…” said Poppy quietly. “I didn’t know that would hurt so much.”

“I thought it was touching when you gave him a pseudo kiss with that plug still in your mouth after your armbinder was unhooked from the frame.”

“I thought he at least deserved an attempt after trying so hard.”

“And Sapphira told me you were good and she’d be happy to see you again.”

Poppy giggled. “She told me that too.”

“You didn’t find her too much, then”

“She was very insistent, especially in the equipment room after the event.”

“While you were dressing.”

“Umm… Before I was dressing. In fact, before she’d remove the armbinder, but after removing the head harness. She, umm… She told me I should show her how thankful I was for her efforts by, umm…”

“I see,” said Gunn.

“She said I was very good, but I could be better and she’d be happy to give me private lessons any time I wanted.”

Gunn just smiled.

✽    ✽    ✽

“No complaints about last night?” ask Greg Mason.

“None at all. In fact, she seemed to very much enjoy the entire experience. I really do think she’s ready for the next stage.”

“I agree, David,” said Mason. “Take her to HR and get her sorted with all the paperwork. There’s a flight leaving for Beirut early tomorrow morning and I want you both on it. We can't afford to wait any longer. Things haven't been looking too good over the Atlantic recently and our leaders are getting twitchy.”

✽    ✽    ✽

The flight time was five hours and the time difference two, making it two in the afternoon local time when they landed in Beirut. They took a taxi to the British Consulate where Leobird had their offices and introduced themselves to their Head of Station, a formidable looking woman in her fifties called Iris Lake.

“Mr Mason warned me you were coming,” she said in a voice that sounded more irritated than welcoming. “Miss Summers, isn't it?”

She looked at Poppy starting at her smiling face with her plump red lips and mass of permed white hair and then her gaze sunk to take in her substantial bosom, her trim waist, and finally her long legs clad in white shorts and standing in summer sandals with unnecessarily tall heels. Her conclusion was that Poppy possessed skills that she herself had never needed nor was ever likely to need.

“Mr Mason told me that part of your remit is to entertain visiting dignitaries after hours, is that not so?”

“That’s correct, Miss Lake.”

“And you will be reporting directly to Mr Gunn.”

“Yes, Miss Lake.”

Poppy’s juvenile-sounding voice did little to alter Lake’s initial assessment and she made a harrumph sound before turning her attention to Gunn.

“And you, Mr Gunn… You evidently have Mr Mason’s confidence because I've been asked to supply you with all briefing papers and any requested reports, but otherwise you are to work independently.”

“Thank you,” said Gunn.

“You can both use that office,” and she pointed to a door at the far end of the corridor. “You’ll find everything you need on your desks.”

Gunn thanked her again. “We’ll try not to get under your feet.”

Lake made another harrumph noise and walked back into her office whilst Gunn and Poppy moved as quietly as they could to inspect their new territory.

“This is nice,” proclaimed Gunn gazing out of the window at the coast just visible above a row of low-rise offices.”

“There’s two envelopes here, one addressed to you and the other’s mine,” said Poppy and tore hers open. It contained car and apartment keys along with registration numbers and an address, a credit card, and a wad of money.

“Good God! There’s sixty-million Lira here.”

Gunn grinned. “Don’t get too excited; the exchange rate is about a thousand Lebanese lira to the UK penny. That makes it about six-hundred pounds. What sort of car have they given you?”

“Oh wow… It’s what you expected: an MX-5. Can we go for a drive now?”

“Why not?” said Gunn. “We’ll go and see what the accommodation’s like. Our luggage should already be there along with your new wardrobe.”

Poppy drove through the insane traffic on the poorly maintained roads like a pro and managed to avoid colliding with any of the local populace, but it was a close-run thing. London driving couldn’t hold a candle to the way the Lebanese piloted their vehicles through the mayhem. They visited Poppy’s allocated apartment first. There was underground garaging for the car and a lift up to the apartment on the sixth floor, and she was absolutely astonished at the luxury it exuded from the plush furniture and electric blinds to the space age kitchen and the huge bed in its sole bedroom.

She opened cupboards in the kitchen and they were full of provisions; a cabinet in the sitting contained red Lebanese wine and Scotch whisky; and the wardrobe in the bedroom was already full of clothes - beautiful clothes that fitted her with a precision that reminded her of the impenetrable underwear she had in Brighton.

In the bedside cabinet she found a second breast pump. A mains operated device that was larger and more powerful than the battery unit she’d brought from London in her hand luggage. And then she opened the lower drawer of the cabinet.

“What’s this?”

“You know what that is. Greg Mason told you in that very first interview that when you go out of an evening on company sponsored business, the company needs to be assured that you won't allow your natural exuberance to lead you into any imprudent relationships.”

“It’s a chastity belt…”

“Of course, it’s a chastity belt. Its purpose is to remove the risk of you being seduced during any of your company-sponsored liaisons. It’s very light-weight and minimal, more of a gesture really, and you’ll only need to wear it when you take visitors out for evening meals. I’ll be here to fit it and I’ll be waiting to take it off as soon as you return.”

She stared at the polished steel and leather device. It wasn’t quite what she imagined a medieval chastity belt would look like, for a start it was much too light-weight, but all the elements were there: the steel-reinforced waist band, steel-braided straps dropping down from the front to a metal shell that would shield her vulva, an anal ring that would allow her to use the toilet in an emergency, and a cable linking the ring to the belt’s lock on the back of the waistband. There were perforations in the crotch panel, again for emergencies, a black, silicone lining around all the steel edges, and a small padlock to secure the device.

“So, I won't need to wear it during the day or when I’m with you?”

Gunn smiled and shook his head. “No… Only during your evening assignments. Our liaisons are permissible.”

She turned away so that he wouldn’t see the broad grin spreading across her face as she turned the belt over in her hands, feeling the smooth surface of the steel cup that would soon be encasing her vulva. If Gunn had asked her, she would have told him the source of her grin was the idea that the company was taking so much trouble to keep her safe, but that would have been a lie. It was the thought that for a short time, she could be the maiden in distress locked into an impenetrable chastity belt. Helpless and frustrated, all she can do will be to wait for her white knight to release her from her purgatory and allow her to show her gratitude.

✽    ✽    ✽

It didn’t take long for Poppy to settle into an easy-going regime of reading the local and international news in the mornings followed by any preparations she needed to make to support forthcoming visits. Most of her evenings were free and she spent them dining with Gunn or going to see the local opera and theatre productions, events she attended alone because Gunn wasn’t keen.

The first visitor to the consulate that Poppy was asked to entertain was actually an American businessman who was visiting Beirut as a precursor to a visit from a trade delegation. He wasn’t interested in any cultural events, but wanted to look around the evening street market before dining at one of the big hotels in the town centre.

Before she dressed in her evening gown, Gunn helped her with the chastity belt and applied the lock to the back of the waistband. It was a tight fit and she traced the braided steel straps that dropped from the waistband to the polished cup that was covering her mons and extended back between her legs. She grinned at Gunn. “I’m not complaining, but this isn't really necessary at all, is it? I'm not a sex maniac, you know. He’ll be perfectly safe.”

“You're missing the point… Of course we don’t think you'll suddenly attack some random American; the belt is specifically intended to prevent your association with Mikhailov getting out of hand. Leobird have assessed the risks and believe that allowing him to suckle from you could induce an inconvenient relationship and their answer is to make you untouchable. Just consider your pre-Mikhailov dates to be rehearsals for the real thing.”

The evening progressed much as expected. The man was pleasant enough and Poppy did nothing to embarrass herself, but in some ways the evening was a bit of an anticlimax. The man was over-weight and middle-aged and she felt no inclination to seduce him, but the presence of the belt did spice up the occasion. It wasn’t that it was uncomfortable, although it did take some getting used to, or even that she felt particularly inconvenienced by it. She wasn’t wearing the belt long enough to become frustrated by its restrictions, but its mere presence gave her a warm fuzzy feeling when she felt its hard surface press against her more tender areas. She felt handicapped in a delicious, frustratingly arousing way, as if she was driving a fast car with a speed limiter locked at walking pace.

When she arrived back at her apartment, Gunn was waiting for her. She removed her dress and grinned while he unlocked the belt with a teasing flourish that left her gasping for more, a need he was more than happy to sate.

They had a post-coital drink while Poppy related everything the American had said throughout the evening. Her report wasn’t strictly necessary in that instance, Mikhailov was her only actual target, but Gunn told her that it was good practice. Then he left for his own apartment leaving Poppy sitting up in bed with the breast pump and reading the salacious parts of a woman’s magazine before settling down to sleep. Life had suddenly become good.

In the first two weeks of her deployment in Beirut, Poppy went out six times in the evenings to dine with five different sets of visitors. Apart from the American, she accompanied an Indian IT specialist who favoured Japanese food, a French operative from an associated intelligence gathering organisation who wanted to see an opera that neither of them could understand because it was in Italian, and a Romanian couple who stayed for two evenings and wanted the same meal twice. They were a Romanian intelligence operative and his female personal assistant who Poppy strongly suspected of being more personal than her job description implied. They spent their days with Gunn and he told Poppy they were keen to trade certain snippets of information in exchange for insights into British computer component specifications. What they really wanted were ready-made contacts who were willing to cut a deal for components that may not actually meet all the UK quality standards.

Poppy didn’t overly concern herself with the reasons for their visit and enjoyed their company during the two evenings they were together with Elena, the PA, eagerly showing off her lingerie purchases from the bazaar. Poppy was tempted to show off her own metal lingerie, but prudence prevailed.

Her sixth visitor was another American who, either inadvertently or deliberately, misinterpreted Poppy’s responsibilities for the evening. After their meal when they were both in a quiet part of the hotel’s lobby, he suggested, quite unashamedly, that they continue their evening in his hotel room. Poppy politely declined and the man became quite aggressive. He grabbed her wrist and pushed her against the wall, asking her what her problem was. She explained calmly that she was not there to prostitute herself, but could arrange for a local girl to call if he required it.

“I shall be submitting a report about you, Miss Summers, and it won't be complementary.”

It was a sobering reminder of the risks she was taking and she almost told the man that she was wearing a chastity belt in case she met someone just like him. In the event, she didn’t feel the need, but its impenetrable presence between her legs did give her the confidence to stand up to him and she ended the evening feeling pleased with herself.

Back at her apartment, Gunn was waiting to remove the belt and told her she’d done well before rewarding her in the way she most appreciated.

Poppy couldn’t believe her luck. Life in Beirut was wonderful with a fulfilling job, a luxury apartment, a sports car, and a generous salary. In addition, she had Gunn who was proving to be an attentive and gracious lover. Then, on the Monday of her third week, came the news she’d been waiting for: Gunn had made contact with Mikhailov.

“I’ve arranged to meet him at one of the hotels in town on Thusday evening,” he said. “I told him it would be in both our interests to open a communication channel between our two organisations.”

“Between Leobird and the Russian SVR?”

“He’s not actually SVR. He works for their propaganda department; the same people who are sponsoring a large part of the misleading information that’s flooding the internet. You’ll be with me and I hope we can tempt him into initiating some sort of relationship with you.”

They discussed how that evening should proceed, the topics of conversation, and the meeting’s overall aim, which was, of course, to tempt Mikhailov into losing his sense of reason when faced with Poppy’s endearing personality and lactating breasts.

“It’s imperative that we understand where he now stands in the Russian Intelligence hierarchy, what contacts he still retains, and how dogged we should be in monitoring his activities. With an ever-decreasing budget and rapidly expanding risks, we need to know whether we should concentrate on his activities or whether he has now become irrelevant.”

“This is it, then…” murmured Poppy. “This is serious.”

“This is why you were offered this role and what you’ve been training for, but remember, the relationship must remain platonic as far as real sex goes. Allowing him to suckle should be more than sufficient to retain his interest.”

She grinned with the thought, but then Gunn added another snippet of news: “I've just heard from London. They're sending a replacement belt for you that should arrive tomorrow. They say it’s an improvement on the one you're currently using, which they describe as rudimentary. Apparently, your new one will be very up-market; a prestige model intended to show our Russian friend that the British Government does not scrimp on safety equipment for its female operatives. It’ll have a more secure locking mechanism too that I've been assured will defeat even the most determined Russian locksmith. You should feel honoured… It’s been specially manufactured just for you.”

Poppy received the news with mixed emotions. She wasn’t at all sure she wanted to be more secure, but, on the other hand, it did demonstrate how much thought and effort Leobird were dedicating to her assignment.

She spent much of the day reading about Mikhailov and studying photographs of him, many of them taken when he was in the company of various young women. She’d already seen most of the photographs; she’d been studying them since they’d arrived in Lebanon and by now was almost thinking of him as an old friend. He was an attractive man to look at and she wondered about his personality. She’d been told he had a dominant character, but what did that really mean? Was he short tempered and argumentative, or was it only that he preferred to control his women rather like Gunn. She hoped it was the latter; she’d never been good when it came to real conflict, but a kind master…

“You may as well take tomorrow off,” said Gunn unexpectedly. “Nothing will happen until Thursday evening and we can use Wednesday to go over last-minute details. You’ve been in Beirut more than two weeks and you’ve yet to see any of the countryside. Why don’t you drive out to Faqra and treat yourself to some ancient culture. It’s the ruins of an ancient Phoenician city about a two-hour drive north-east and I’ll see you bright and fresh on Wednesday morning?”


Chapter 18

Dinner with Mikhailov

The ruins were everything she expected with the exception of their accessibility. The road was poor and it took her more than two hours to drive the forty miles out of Beirut, and when she eventually arrived at the site of the ancient city, the facilities there were non-existent apart from a several small caravans selling coffee and local snacks. However, she was pleased she made the effort and spent virtually all the day scrambling about the crumbling stones with her camera.

She stopped on the drive back to eat at a small village tavern, a common sight in Lebanon which is unusual among Middle Eastern nations in allowing the consumption of alcohol. It was well past nine before she was back at the apartment and she wistfully considered ringing Gunn to see if he was busy, but decided against, choosing instead to retire to bed and entertain herself with the help of a recently acquired personal vibrator and mental images of her soon-to-be Russian comrade sating his thirst at her breast.

She drove into the consulate at nine the next morning expecting to find Gunn already there, but instead, was met with a note on her desk that read: ‘See me immediately. Lake.’

“Where have you been?” asked Miss Lake in an agitated voice.

“I took a day off… Mr Gunn suggested I visit the ruins north of the city.”

“Did he indeed… I suppose that’s just like him choosing exactly the wrong time to suggest recreation.”

“May I ask where Mr Gunn is?”

“London, I believe,” said Lake.

“London? But why? We have an operation tomorrow. A very important operation.”

“Very important…” Lake laughed and it sounded callous. “Important for you, maybe. What were you supposed to do? Seduce an SVR agent?”

Poppy stood aghast at the accuracy of the woman’s random guess. “I'm… I'm not supposed to tell you.”

Lake laughed again. “Well, I can tell you that Mr Gunn does not have the same confidence in your allegiances as you seem to have. For your information, he has been urgently recalled and I know no more than that. And as for your important operation, he has told me that you should proceed without him and he will contact you in due course for a progress report, but presumably owing to your questionable virtue and dubious loyalty, he has insisted that you're first locked into a chastity belt. Furthermore, he says you possess one for just such an occasion.”

“I do, but it’s not like that… He says it’s important that I don’t become involved in sexual relationships with foreign operatives.”

“And how is that not like I described? You must have the morals of an alley cat. Well, I have to tell you that London shares Mr Gunn’s views on your morals, only even more so because they’ve sent a replacement belt for you,” and she reached down to her feet to pick up the new device and, with a flourish and an award-winning smirk, plonked it onto the desk top. “And don’t think you can just shrug it off, it’s got a high-security RFID coded lock that not even the best locksmiths will be capable of breaking.”

Gunn had told her to expect a replacement belt, but not the device that Lake was now revealing with so much glee and Poppy gazed at it in horror… To be fair, it was a beautiful piece of work in highly-polished stainless-steel – a solid, one-piece metal device looking for all the world like an art exhibit – ‘Metal Sculpture of Armoured Panties’. It was a self-supporting, rigid, cage-like structure that stood on Lake’s desk as if its previous occupant had recently vaporised to leave just the metallic skeleton of her genital prison. There were no joins anywhere on the waistband or the metal front panel that morphed into an anatomically-shaped shell destined to contain Poppy’s vulva before rising up the back as a carefully profiled narrow bar to merge seamlessly with the back of the waistband. It shone in the bright light with its hard panels edged with soft, black silicone and devoid of all extraneous external features except for the tiny perforations in the crotch panel that would allow Poppy to pee.

There didn’t seem to be any way to actually fit the device, but that wasn’t the detail that was absorbing most of Poppy’s attention. Nor was it the concealed electro-mechanical lock on the back of the waistband. She was staring with incredulity and trepidation at the twin probes that rose vertically from the inside of the crotch panel.

“No…” she murmured almost inaudibly.

“This should keep you out of mischief,” purred Lake barely able to hide her amusement. She took a key from her desk drawer and inserted it into the small slot in the back of the waistband and the belt seemed to unfold and collapse onto her desk. The rear bar detached from the waistband as the band parted and the whole device spread open onto Lake’s desk, flopping flat in the shape of a metal ‘T'. Flat except, of course, for the two phallic probes that now stood erect looking particularly daunting, if not menacing.

“Clever, isn't it?” said Lake. “It has concealed hinges that seamlessly close to make a rigid cage when it’s locked. I'm told it’s been made to your exact size and shape using the laser scans Doctor Grace took, so there’ll be no room for wriggling. And just look at that lovely fat dildo and its even fatter anal plug. I bet you can't wait to get those inside you. Apparently, it’s designed to satisfy your lustful thoughts by ensuring you're always fully plugged,” and she stressed the word ‘fully’ with glee. “I see it even satisfies any cravings you may have regarding anal sex while preventing anyone else actually fucking you in your bum, but I suppose that’s a necessary precaution with someone like you.”

“They're too big,” murmured Poppy with her eyes transfixed by the belt’s dual impedimenta.

“Nonsense. London says it’s been 3D printed using Doctor Grace’s scans and internal measurements taken during your medical examination, although I can hardly believe you're really that size inside. I can't see you displacing those any time soon.”

“But they're unnecessary; they don’t need to be there at all.”

“Of course they do. Not only do they stop you trying to slide the belt aside, but they have a psychological effect: you're hardly likely to consider seducing anyone when your play centres are already fully occupied.”

“But I won't, and even without the plugs, I still couldn’t remove the belt.”

“I'm not negotiating with you, Miss Summers. London has decreed that you should wear this in order to control your wayward inclinations and I have to say I whole-heartedly agree with them. I have the safety of my staff to consider…”

“Your staff…”

Poppy just stared at her while the significance of her words sunk in.

“But Mr Gunn said I only need to wear it when I'm out with company visitors. He’d fit the other belt just before I left and remove it as soon as I returned. I certainly don’t need to wear it in the office.”

“Put it on, take it off, put it on, take it off… Do you think I have the time or resources to pander to your excesses? In any case, I don’t care what you have to say; I can see with my own eyes the steps London thought necessary and I'm not prepared to take the risk of you wandering about my building unsecured. You’ll have this fitted now and wear it from now on.”

“But I can't. It’s not physically possible.”

Lake gave Poppy a cold stare and then pressed the intercom button on her desk. “Alice… Send Ahmad in right away.”

“Please, ma’am. What you're suggesting is cruel.”

“I'm not suggesting anything; I'm ordering it. I'm not going to take responsibility for your immoral behaviour, now stand still and be quiet.”

Lake turned her attention back to the papers on her desk while Poppy stood staring at her future prison and silently fidgeting. Five minutes passed and then there was a tentative tap on the door. Lake called enter and a small Arab boy peeped around the door jamb.

“Ahmad. Take this,” and she handed him the chastity belt, “And this,” and she gave him the key, “And lock Miss Summers into that belt. If you have any trouble fitting it, use liquid soap from the washroom.”

“Yes, Miss Lake,” said the boy in barely understandable English.

Lake gave Poppy a hard look as she spoke to the boy… “And at eight o'clock every morning, you are to go to her apartment with this key and remove the belt for exactly thirty minutes, wash it, and then refit it. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss Lake. I will lock this lady into this belt now using soap. Then, at eight o'clock tomorrow morning, I will release this lady from this belt, wash the belt with water, and then lock the lady back into this belt at thirty-minutes-past eight. I shall do this every day starting tomorrow.”

“That’s good, Ahmad, and don’t let her have the key.”

“No, Miss Lake.”

“Good. Now then, Miss Summers, go with Ahmad and I don’t want to hear any more on this matter.”

Lake turned back to her work, but Poppy had one more thing to say: “Ma’am, can you tell me when Mr Gunn will be back?”

Lake gave her a final malignant stare. “I'm not party to that information. No doubt Mr Gunn will contact you when he’s ready. Meantime, you're instructed to pass on any interesting information received from your foreign contacts to me,” and she dismissed Poppy with a final wave of her hand.

✽    ✽    ✽

Ahmad was no taller than Poppy’s shoulder and so thin he looked severely malnourished. Unusually for a Lebanese person, he had a shock of fair hair that looked like he hadn’t combed it in a week, but his clothes, although much too big for his frame, were clean and his leather sandals polished.

She found she could converse with him easier in Lebanese and he grinned when he found out. He told her he was eighteen years old, a fact she could barely believe, and had worked at the consulate for the last three years running errands and cleaning floors. Poppy asked him if that was all he did and he told her that now he had her to care for. He made it sound like she was now his little pet and assured her that he would make sure she was safely sealed every morning before she was allowed to mix with ordinary people. He was looking forward to his new job…

“Come, lady,” he said pulling on her hand.

“My name is Poppy.”

“Come, Miss Poppy.”

“Wait a minute. I need to get something from my bag,” and she coaxed him into her office. Inside her makeup bag, she had a tin of Vaseline she used to prevent her lips drying in the sun. It wasn’t the best lubricant she could use, but was infinitely better than soap. She gave it to Ahmad and told him he can fit the belt to her here in her office.

“Ok,” he said brightly and Poppy turned the key in the door to give them some privacy.

They looked at each other for long moments, Ahmad waiting patiently and Poppy trying desperately to think of a way out of her predicament. She couldn’t and finally unfastened the waistband of her skirt and allowed it to slip from her hips. Beneath it, she was wearing white lace shorts and these, too, she pushed to the floor and carefully stepped out of them. Ahmad was now staring at her semi-naked body and grinning. It was just a task that Lake had given him and all he had to do was to complete it, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t enjoy it.

Poppy took the open belt from his hands and explained to him that the twin phalli had to be properly lubricated before they could be fitted, especially the rear one, and she drew a finger through the Vaseline to collect enough of the gel. Ahmad watched with rapt attention as she run her finger up and down the side of the vaginal phallus to make sure that every ridge and fold of its anatomically correct profile was properly coated. It didn’t seem enough and she scooped out some more, this time curling her fingers around its girth and sliding her closed fist up and down its length.

“I see, Miss Poppy. Very slippery.”

“Yes… It must be very slippery. And this one too,” and she drew all four fingers through the tin before thickly coating the anal plug’s shaft and then wiping her hand slowly around the bulb several times until the layer of gel coating its fat acorn-shaped profile was thick and even.

“That’s very good, Miss Poppy. Both pegs are now very slippery.”

“Yes, pegs.” She looked at the inside shell of the belt and then, with a sigh, handed the belt to Ahmad, laid her shoulders and chest on the surface of her desk, and spread her legs.

“Ok, Ahmad. Go easy now…”

He held the belt up by its crotch strap, but as he touched the tip of the dildo against Poppy’s raised genitalia, she cried out for him to stop.

“No, wait… You have to make me slippery, Ahmad. Make me slippery enough for these pegs to slide into me easily.”

“Yes, Miss Poppy.” He seemed unfazed by her instruction and laid the belt aside to pick up the tin of Vaseline again.

“Ready, Ahmad? Use lots of Vaseline to make me as slippery as you can.”

“Yes, Miss Poppy. Very slippery,” and she jumped when she felt his thin fingers smear the thick jelly between her labia to stroke carelessly over her clitoris before coating her anus.

“More, Ahmad. See if you can push it inside me.”

Ahmad took Poppy’s request literally and she squealed when he pushed his bony hand into her up to his wrist. He snatched it away again in surprise at her reaction and she squealed again.

“Miss Poppy. Are you all right? Have I injured you?” he asked anxiously.

“Perhaps just one or two fingers would be better,” she said once she’d recovered her composure. Ahmad agreed and began delicately poking the gel into her vagina and anus using just his forefinger. After two minutes of pushing and squeezing, he announced there was no more gel left in the tin, but he thought there was plenty inside both of her holes. Poppy took a deep breath to calm herself and then slowly asked him to insert first the vaginal phallus and then the bulb of the anal plug.

“Yes, Miss Poppy,” and moments later she felt the penis-shaped dildo slid slowly but relentlessly into her. He stopped when the tip of the anal bulb touched her sphincter muscle.

“Do I push, Miss Poppy?”

“Yes, Ahmad… Push, but gently.”

“It’s very fat, Miss Poppy. Much fatter than the other peg.”

She sighed. She’d already noted that fact and weighed it against the disturbing detail that its allocated hole was much smaller, but once fitted, its shaft was slightly thinner than the vaginal phallus and hopefully wouldn’t be too uncomfortable.

Ahmad pushed and a sharp pain shot through her anal muscle as it was stretched. He pushed harder and there was so much Vaseline about that the bulb popped through her muscle to pull the crotch panel tight against her vulva and fully seat the vaginal phallus. While Ahmad gave a cry of pure joy with a job well done, Poppy steadied her breathing before feeling between her legs for the waistband, pulled in her belly, and, still leaning on the desk, pressed the two ends together behind her back. She couldn’t quite squeeze her waist enough and had to ask for Ahmad’s help to engage the lock and then her young Arab friend asked if he should now push the latch on the end of the rear bar into the underside of the lock. Weary and dispirited, Poppy rested her head on her folded arms, closed her eyes, and told him he should, and then felt Ahmad pull the crotch strap tight between her legs so that everything slipped intimately into place, including a small fin that slid between her labia and into her vaginal cleft.

✽    ✽    ✽

Ahmad left then, left Poppy staring at the bright steel decorating her waist and belly, and sealing away her pubic mound and everything behind it. The belt was once again rigid and looked like it had been moulded onto her. It fitted her perfectly everywhere, including internally where it filled her to capacity and massaged her pelvic muscles and the sensitive cells of her vaginal canal with every step she took. She looked over her shoulder and, although she couldn’t tell by looking at it, her bum felt five sizes larger.

Pulling on her skirt, she practised walking around the office until she could do so without waddling, but the cost was that while her anal muscle was tightly clenched around its plug, it was unavoidable that her pelvic muscles were squeezed by the dildo and she continuously masturbated herself with every step that she took.

She thought about calling Mason, but he’d warned her that Gunn was her only point of contact and now that Gunn was no longer available, Lake was her direct superior. She doubted that Mason would even accept her call.

Where was Gunn? Why had he suddenly left her? How was she going to cope locked into a chastity belt for twenty-three-and-a-half hours every day? Particularly this chastity belt that seemed deliberately designed to tax her with every step. And what was she going to say to Mikhailov to explain everything?

Ahmad had gone away happy, promising to visit her apartment in the morning with the key to release her so she could wash and use the bathroom facilities, and reminded her that she will have thirty minutes before he had to refit the belt again. And that brought to mind her next task, which was to visit a pharmacy and purchase some long-lasting silicone personal lubricant. Vaseline was ok for an emergency measure, but it wouldn’t do to use it regularly.

Time passed slowly with Poppy trying to sit as still as possible whilst she gazed absently at the distant sea and tried to drag her mind away from the unnaturally large phalli that were occupying her lower regions. It only took a small movement to spark her consciousness back to their presence and several times she found herself with her hands pressed to her lap trying to move the belt and jog its internal components. Of course, it couldn’t be done by external manipulation; only internal movements like walking had that effect and then it wasn’t optional.

By early afternoon after another failed call to Gunn, she’d had enough and left the offices with the eyes of her colleagues following her every step. She returned to her apartment, made herself a late lunch, used the breast pump for the third time that day, and tried to rest. The evening passed uneventfully if moving sullenly around the apartment while her internal muscles were massaged by the twin phalli could be described as uneventful. She could just feel the fin between her labia when she sat and her lower body realigned. If she sat heavily, the fin’s smooth surface touched the tip of her clitoris, but the effort involved made it not worth repeating.

She made herself supper and then retired to bed early with a detective novel, but the phalli proved to be too much of a distraction to allow her to concentrate. With a flash of inspiration and on the basis that ‘If you can't beat them, join them’, she swopped the book for an erotic bondage novel. The protagonist, a young woman of Poppy’s age, was helplessly chained in a foreign prison cell while bad men teased and tortured her with outlandish instruments. For two hours, the ploy worked like magic and her enjoyment of the book increased exponentially, even more so when she used belts from her wardrobe to bind her legs together, but all things must come to an end and she was then faced with the prospect of trying to sleep in her aroused condition.

It was an uncomfortable night spent tossing and turning, each movement startling her to full consciousness and stirring the passion she was now trying to subdue.

Ahmad arrived right on time the next morning and Poppy met him wearing a dressing gown and a t-shirt. She asked him for the key so she could remove the belt, but he reminded her that Miss Lake had said she was not allowed to have it and he had to remove the belt himself. She sighed and they both moved into the bathroom. She removed the gown, but retained the shirt while Ahmad moved behind her and unlocked the belt. Then she told him he could use the utility room to wash the belt and shooed him out the door. Thirty minutes later, he tapped on the door and reluctantly, she let him in.

✽    ✽    ✽

Miss Lake waylaid her as soon as she entered the Leobird building that morning and the first thing she asked was whether she was locked into the belt. Poppy assured her she was, but Lake still insisted that she lift the hem of her skirt to prove it and then failed to hide an ugly smirk.

“I'm sure we can all feel safer now your natural inclinations have been so comprehensively curbed,” said Lake gazing at the polished steel and then at the other office occupants for their concurrence.

“This isn't fair,” complained Poppy, but the woman was unmoved.

“I've spoken to Mr Mason and he tells me, unsurprisingly, that your chastity belt is specifically intended to prevent you copulating.”

“But… But not all the time… Only when I'm on an assignment,” but Lake only grinned.

She sat at her desk and rang Gunn’s number: no answer. In her desk draw were the photographs of Mikhailov and she stared at them for what seemed like hours before trying Gunn again without success. Sighing, she stood to fetch a coffee and immediately regretted moving so carelessly as she clutched the edge of the desk and made a little whimpering sound. How could she be expected to function when she could barely move without threatening self-induced paroxysms.

At eleven, she used the portable pump to relieve her breasts and, shortly after that, decided her day would be better spent trying to inure herself to the belt’s unsolicited interventions and left to wander aimlessly through the town for most of the day. To an extent, it worked and she was able to sit at a café for a coffee and subsequently spend forty minutes gathering groceries in a supermarket without arousing undue attention.

Minutes ticked slowly by and she returned to the apartment, firstly to use the pump again and then to prepare for her evening, resigned to the fact that she will be meeting Mikhailov alone. The evening will be the culmination of all her training: the hours spent refining her character and reactions; days spent cringing with embarrassment and nights in torment when her physical needs were denied; and then there was the necessary changes to her body: the newly sensitised organs and the lactation. It was all leading up to that evening and the meeting she was about to have with that one man: Andrey Mikhailov, Envoy to the Russian Embassy in Beirut. That night was going to see her career either flourish or crash and burn.

✽    ✽    ✽

In the dusty heat of the evening, the familiar façade of the Hadiqat Restaurant seemed much more foreboding, the entrance steps steeper, the lobby darker. The steps up to the entrance proved to be a particular trial and left Poppy breathing heavily with her mind focused on the dildo and anal plug instead of the task in hand. She removed her coat and handed it to the cloakroom attendant and then the concierge escorted her through the marble portal to her table. Mikhailov was already seated and stood when she approached.

“You must be Miss Summers,” he said and held out a hand to take hers and touch it to his lips.

“Good evening, Mr Mikhailov.” The concierge pulled out her chair and she sat, sighing quietly to herself as she felt her body adjust to the new posture and her banded clitoris tap against the belts fin.

“I was expecting to meet Mr Gunn also,” he said taking his seat, “Although please don’t assume I am complaining.”

“I very much regret that Mr Gunn is not available.”

“Oh… Is there a problem?”

Poppy was now unsure how much to tell him. It couldn’t be much because she didn’t know herself.

“Er… Mr Gunn has been unexpectedly called away. Er… To London.”

“You don’t know? Have the British Intelligence Services finally self-imploded?” he asked with a devastating smile.

Poppy smiled too. Mikhailov was much more approachable than she’d assumed. She’d been told he had a dominant disposition and was expecting him to be gruff and fierce, but here she was finding him kindly and easy-going.

“I believe Mr Gunn was making an attempt to ease communication between our two services, albeit on a rather casual basis.”

“He wanted to get to know you better,” said Poppy.

“And now, instead, he has sent you, Miss Summers.” That same smile again…

“Please call me Poppy, Mr Mikhailov.”

“And to you, I am Andrey. There… We are already on better terms.”

“Before we go any further, Andrey, I feel I should point out that I have no authority to make any promises on behalf of the British Government.”

She looked at Mikhailov amused face and realised she’d massively misread the situation. Her amateur attempt at international diplomacy had crashed and burned before it had even started.

“I have no expectations,” said Mikhailov trying to look serious. “If it makes you feel more comfortable, I am in precisely the same situation: I can’t agree any international treaties on behalf of the Russian Federation either. Perhaps we should just enjoy our meal and talk.”

Mikhailov poured the wine. “You are new to Beirut?” he asked trying to ease Poppy’s embarrassment.

“This is my third week. It certainly makes a change from Britain where summers can be notoriously wet. Here, it’s wall-to-wall sunshine.”

“And heat… You may find that exhausting after a while. Have you had the chance to visit some of the cultural sites yet?”

“I have,” she announced proudly. “I went to Faqra for the day.”

“And you found it interesting?”

They talked about the area, the Beirut night-life, the opera… and they dined on Sayadiyah, a spiced fish dish served with rice.

After the meal, Mikhailov poured more wine and, during a natural pause in the conversation, said, “A beautiful gown, Poppy.”

She glanced down at the midnight-blue silk and then smiled at him. She’d been conscious of him furtively glancing at her choice of clothing all evening and was unsurprised that he’d finally chosen to mention it; she’d worn it especially for him. The halter-top left not only her entire back, but also much of her chest exposed. Indeed, the twin silk panels of material that covered her breasts so sparingly rose from her waist to tie behind her neck and failed to completely conceal her breasts’ inner and outer contours. Neither were they effective in hiding the outlines of her generous nipples, a fact Mikhailov couldn’t possibly fail to notice.

She stared at his smiling face and her mind began to wander. In particular, she stared at his lips and thought about her evening’s assignment. She could almost feel his hands cupping her breast, his lips drawing her teat into his mouth, the fierce, insistent suction as he sought the milk, and the pressure of his tongue as he crushed her against the roof of his mouth when he swallowed. She knew now beyond a doubt that she wanted this man at her breast, but as she shifted uneasily on her chair, she knew also that it wouldn’t be enough. She wanted more. She wanted the impossible.

“Are you alright, Poppy. You look suddenly discomforted.”

“Oh no… I'm fine. Perhaps just a little full,” she replied looking at her empty plate, but that wasn’t actually what she meant as she sensed the false promise of the thick phallus filling her sex and the exasperation of the anal plug straining her arse.


Chapter 19

The Broken Lock

After his casual examination and complimentary assessment of her gown, Mikhailov was careful to ensure his smiling eyes concentrated almost exclusively on her face. His conversation, too, moved to safer ground, her childhood in the south-east of England, although she did learn that he lacked nothing growing up the son of a military family.

Mikhailov asked if she’d like a coffee or, perhaps, a brandy, but she looked apologetic.

“I'm sorry, Andrey. I really have to leave now.”

“But why? It’s so early.”

“There are personal reasons why I can't stay longer. I wouldn’t want to embarrass you.”

Mikhailov smiled sympathetically and held out his hands. “Oh, my dear comrade, how could you possibly embarrass me? Please, tell me your problem and perhaps I can help.”

“Umm… It’s not normally something a girl would discuss and certainly not with a gentleman.”

“Then consider me just a confidant with no gentlemanly attributes.”

She looked at him and had to quickly look away. It was all very well thinking of him as a mark, a target for the operation, but he was much too real for that.

“Are you feeling unwell?” he asked with concern. “Do you need medication? Is your girdle too tight and you're in danger of fainting?”

Poppy giggled. “Your last guess is surprisingly near the mark, but that’s a different problem. No, I'm not about to faint, but I may be about to dampen the top of this gown though. The truth is I am lactating and I'm afraid it’s nearing the time when I will not have the option of delaying any longer.”

“You're lactating?” repeated Mikhailov in wonder. “You have a child?”

“No,” said Poppy. “No children, but I did have one once. She’s adopted now, but I couldn’t seem to stop lactating. In the end, I accepted this was how things were going to be and began donating milk to a local milk bank for other infants.”

“You were unable to stop?” Mikhailov asked doubtfully.

Poppy smiled and looked down at her lap. The pretence was getting ever more difficult in the presence of this man. “Perhaps it would be more accurate to say I didn’t want to, but that was back in England; now I'm here in Lebanon, I’m going to make a concerted effort, but meantime, I must now excuse myself.”

“Then let me assure you that your efforts are entirely unnecessary on my account.”

“I don’t see how you can say that. What am I supposed to do here in the middle of a restaurant? It’s not as if I carry around a breast pump in my bag.”

“You didn’t stop because you didn’t want to?” he exclaimed as if that explained everything.

“Perhaps I have given away too much information.”

Now Mikhailov grinned. “You didn’t want to because you enjoy the experience? Of course, you do. I believe it can be very rewarding. Do you use a breast pump all the time or do you sometimes allow people to suckle?”

“Mr Mikhailov. I don’t think I should answer that.”

His grin broadened further. “I can see that you have answered my question. Well, my sweet young lady, you are in luck tonight because I am more than able and willing to offer that service.”

“You'd be prepared to suckle from me?” she asked, feigning surprise, but not altogether managing to conceal her pent-up excitement.

“I will be my honour to serve you. Come, let’s leave this place. My apartment is but a short drive away.” Poppy made a point of noticeably hesitating and Mikhailov added: “I can assure you of my complete discretion.”

She smiled and rose from her chair, and Mikhailov offered his arm to escort her from the restaurant.

They took a cab and it seemed like moments until they were climbing the steps to the lobby of another apartment block and then into an elevator. Mikhailov’s apartment was on the top floor of a twelve-storey building and the view through the picture windows was magnificent across a broad thoroughfare and the rocky coast beyond with the sea stretching unbroken to the horizon. She stiffened when Mikhailov approached her from behind and put his hands on her shoulders.

“It pales when compared to you,” he murmured, his deep voice reverberating softly in her ear. She knew he was hitting on her big-time, but she didn’t care. She was warming to him like a kitten before a hearth. She turned and found herself enfolded in his arms and defenceless against the kiss he pressed upon her lips. His hands were now behind her neck and, while their tongues touched, he deftly unfastened the halter of her gown and the front panels dropped to her waist.

“My God… You are an angel. Never have I seen such a perfect body.”

Poppy was beyond words and allowed him to guide her like a lamb to a settee. He sat and pulled her onto his lap so that she lay back in the crook of his arm supported by the cushions behind her back. Her breasts were now just below his face, but he didn’t touch. Instead, he told her that he thought he was dreaming and kissed her lips.

Poppy lay back further with a hand behind his head and steered him down to her left breast. He took it between his lips and she moaned when she felt him push it with his tongue, testing it, tasting it. Then he drew it in deeper and crushed it against his palate, and she felt the milk drain towards her teat and burst from its tip through a myriad of tiny ducts. She closed her eyes and pulled him to her harder, and he wrapped his arms around her like a clamp to ensure she couldn’t escape.

✽    ✽    ✽

Poppy and Mikhailov took their time and he proved himself to be more than proficient at sucking milk from women’s teats. By the time her right breast was dry, her legs felt like jelly and he lifted her in his arms to lay her gently back on the wide settee where they'd been sitting.

“Do you feel happy now you are unburdened, my angel?”

“I was happy before,” and she smiled and pulled his head down again for another kiss. Kneeling beside her, he engaged enthusiastically and laid a palm on her soft breast to cover its spectacular nipple.

“Come,” he said when they broke for air. “We will be much more comfortable in my bedroom.

“No…” she said alarmed. “I can't.”

“But my darling, we were made for each other and we have all night to fritter away.”

“No, you don’t understand. I can't. It’s one of the conditions of my employment here in Beirut.”

“But no-one will know.”

Poppy sighed and lifted his hand from her breast to place it on the metal panel dropping from her waist to her crotch. Mikhailov stared at her face as his fingers explored the profile of the belt and then, without asking permission, he pushed open her gown to her waist. The polished metal gleamed thick and unforgiving: a one-piece, T-shaped, steel panel that rose from between her legs to then spread around her waist without a break. There was no sign of a lock.

“I don’t understand,” said Mikhailov.

“It’s very simple. They’ve fitted me with a chastity belt to prevent any unauthorised relationships. They tell me it would be ‘inconvenient’ if I have a foreign agent as a boyfriend.”

Mikhailov burst out laughing and then just as suddenly stopped when he realised it was no joke. “It’s your date-night attire?”

“Oh no. That was the original intention, but circumstances have changed and now I have to wear it all the time. I'm afraid I fell afoul of our Head of Station and this is her revenge.”

“But… But this is ridiculous. You can't be expected to stand for this in this age. How do you even function?”

“Oh, my boss is very considerate; every morning, the belt is removed so I can wash and perform anything else necessary, and then it’s refitted until the next morning. I can still pee through it; it’s got lots of little holes, but it does rather preclude everything else.”

“You poor soul… You have been denied access to your own body.”

“It is very frustrating,” said Poppy with typical British understatement. “If David was here, it would be alright because he’d remove it as soon as I arrived back at the apartment.”

“David Gunn?” asked Mikhailov and she nodded.

She turned her head away and her voice became so quiet that Mikhailov had to strain to hear her. “They made me wear a chastity belt when I went out with other company visitors, but it wasn’t like this one; it didn’t have the phalli…”

Mikhailov stared down at the belt now aware that there was more to it than he could see, but he said nothing.

“And during my training with David, the CGU he used had twin probes, but they weren’t at all like this…”

Mikhailov had no idea what a GCU was, but he was reluctant to break the spell and still remained silent.

“I didn’t think it would be like this; alone in Beirut. With David, it was fun. He was like a big brother and I felt safe with him. He’d tease me, of course; tease me until I was so worked up, I'd beg him to let me sleep with him, and then he did. He made love to me when I was being milked and couldn’t avoid him, but then I didn’t want to.”

He could hear the melancholy in her voice as she sunk deeper into her reminiscences.

“He used to get me so worked up when I was in the frame and couldn’t do anything to stop him. I’d plead with him to release me. It was like a game to him…”

She was staring out the window at the sea with one hand resting on the metallic panel of the belt and Mikhailov could see she wasn’t really there with him at all.

“And here in Beirut he’d sometimes make me wear a chastity belt of an evening when we were apart even if I wasn’t working. It would just be for fun. He knew I’d be thinking of him and be unable to do anything about it, and it would spice up the times we were together. Now, of course, I get to wear this belt all the time and there’s no David and no spice.”

Mikhailov just stared at her in silence trying to order all the things she’d just told him in his mind. “And where is David now?”

She turned her face to look at him with consciousness returning her to the present. “The truth is, I don’t know. He’s just disappeared and now I'm controlled here by Miss Lake at the embassy.”

“Miss Lake sees to your ablutions every morning?”

“Oh no, not her. She’s much too senior. She sends a young boy called Ahmad to my apartment.”

“And the frame… Tell me about that.”

“The frame?”

“You mentioned it just now.”

“I… er…” she muttered flustered. Then she looked down at her naked breasts and the steel between her bare thighs, and then at Mikhailov’s concerned expression, and thought, ‘What the hell…’ “It’s just a frame that David liked to use in England. He said it supported me in the best position to use the breast pump.”

“And you liked the bondage?”

Poppy looked shocked. “Did I say that?”

“You told me David used to restrict your movements using the frame. I presume you enjoy being helpless when coupling; many girls do.”

Suddenly, she realised that she’d said much more than she intended and it was as if her nerve suddenly broke. She pushed herself up on the settee. “I'm sorry. I have to go…”

“Relax, Poppy. You have no reason to leave and plenty to stay. Would you like me to remove your belt?”

“But I haven't got a key.”

“Poppy, you know as well as I that I am an intelligence agent of the Russian Federation and I wouldn’t be much good at my job if I couldn’t even release such a device. Please allow me to relieve you of your burden so we can enjoy each other.”

“You can really unlock my chastity belt? There’s an electric element to the lock as well as a key.”

“Like all the best locks,” said Mikhailov. “Of course, I can remove it. It’ll take but a moment. Please turn over so I can inspect the back.”

Poppy rolled onto her stomach in a daze and again Mikhailov moved her skirts aside to uncover the waistband behind her back and its sophisticated lock, taking his time to examine the way the narrow rod was pressed tight between her naked cheeks and the way the crotch panel spread those cheeks under her bum. He patted her and she looked up at him.

“Probably easier if you remove your gown completely.”

Her gown was the only garment she was wearing if she discounted the chastity belt and she suddenly felt very exposed lying back on the settee, but Mikhailov just smiled reassuringly and disappeared into another room. When he returned, he was carrying an electronic instrument the size of a hardback reading book with an LED screen on its front panel. He plugged a lead trailing from a small cylinder the size of a small eggcup into the instrument and pushed the two narrow probes beneath the cylinder into the slot of the belt’s lock.

“The lock itself is simple enough, but it also uses an RFID coded signal and that’s what this analyser is for.” He flicked a switch on the analyser and the screen began flashing numbers faster than the eye could read them. After about ten seconds, a rapid vibrating sound came from the lock as a small motor shook the shear pins and it popped open.”

“Oh,” exclaimed Poppy trying to look over her shoulder at the two halves of the waistband now separated from the rear bar that still lay between her cheeks. “I’ll have to get myself one of those.”

Mikhailov grinned. “I regret that is unlikely to be possible, but you can use mine whenever you wish. Now, let’s just remove this redundant hardware.”

“Careful,” warned Poppy. “It has, er… probes to hold it in place.”

Mikhailov smiled and said, “Of course, it does,” and then gently unfolded the rear bar to free it from between her cheeks until he felt some resistance from the rear probe. Poppy made no attempt to assist and didn’t appear to be breathing when he pulled harder and the bulb suddenly popped out of her bottom. Now it was easier and Mikhailov gently pulled the thick, knobbly dildo from its housing one glistening rib at a time until all seventeen centimetres of it had been disengaged.

Once the final ball-headed tip was clear and her sex vacant, he manoeuvred the device out from under her hips and dropped it onto the floor, his eyes now transfixed by both her vulva and anus gaping open in apparent readiness.

“Oh, would that all women should show such a form,” he murmured and she wished she’d not used so much lubricant that morning. He touched his fingertips to the moist folds and she jumped with a sharp gasp when he inadvertently grazed her clitoris. Mikhailov, now intrigued, eased open her labia and gazed at the tiny organ. Trapped by its band and engorged by her heightened sense of arousal, it stood erect and proud.

“I have to say, my pretty little English rose, that you have been deceived. This chastity belt is not intended to keep you chaste any more than its integral phalli are designed solely to hold the device in place. If chastity was their aim, it could be more effectively and easily achieved using anaphrodisiac drugs that use chemicals to subdue libido. You probably wouldn’t even be aware of what was happening. No… I suspect their aim is the opposite: they want to boost your sex drive. To what end I cannot say, but I doubt that it bodes well for your future. Perhaps they are just trying to create a person they can easily manipulate. Tell me about this band around your clitoris.”

“It was fitted originally as a retention band for a magnetic cap that was used to deny me access whilst I was being trained. They told me they were preparing me for periods when I wouldn’t be allowed personal relationships. The cap is not necessary anymore because a chastity belt is more encompassing.”

“That it is,” he murmured shrewdly.

Poppy ignored his interruption and continued, “But they left the band in place as a favour to me; they told me it would enhance my experience during the times I was allowed intimate company.”

“I'm sure it will and one of those times is now. Come… Let’s go to my bedroom, but tell me, my sweet; would you prefer to be tethered to the bed?”


Chapter 20

A New Friendship

Poppy and Mikhailov made love for much of that night in Mikhailov’s giant bed. It was slow and gentle, and sometimes boisterous and exciting. Mikhailov seamlessly included Poppy’s two o'clock milking session in their activities during a period when Poppy had elected to be restrained by simple ropes, an act that amplified her responses beyond measure to both the suckling and the penetration. She found her new lover to be kind and considerate, his main aim seemingly to ensure she enjoyed herself as much, if not more, than he did.

He seemed refreshingly honest too. What he’d told her about Leobird’s intentions made sense to her and she was no longer inclined to take everything they said at face value. Had they got plans for her future of which she was unaware? Were they actually grooming her to be a honey pot girl after everything she’d been told. That’s what Mikhailov thought, but it made no sense… She was now a full Leobird operative with access to many current projects. ‘Tell us if anything Mikhailov says impacts these operations,’ they'd said. That’s not the work of a seductress.

In the end, she decided to wait and see what develops, but now the waiting will be done with her eyes wide open. She will not be misled or manipulated by the company that’s paying her; the company who’s trying to keep her so sexually inhibited. Now, she has found a white knight she feels she can trust.

Mikhailov woke her at six the following morning and she blinked in the bright sunlight.

“What time does your morning helper arrive?” he asked.

“He’s meant to be at the apartment at eight.”

“Then by eight, you should be back at your apartment to greet him and in the condition he expects to find you.”

“You mean with the chastity belt refitted?”

Mikhailov nodded. “I see no alternative. Come and see me this evening and I can remove it again. But now, it’s time we relieved your beautiful breasts of their burden once more”

She smiled weakly and pulled the bed cover down to reveal herself. Milk was already beginning to seep from her teats in anticipation.

Refitting the belt was always challenging, especially so now when this compassionate man was sealing the very area she wished to share with him. The revelation that Mikhailov had the ability to remove the hated belt wouldn’t relieve her of its burden during her working days at the office, but it meant her nights would be much more interesting. She remembered that Lake’s staff now all knew about the belt and a shadow of embarrassment crossed her face. The thought that she’d be obliged to move among them with her body unavoidably filled to capacity by the twin probes was bad enough, but now her colleagues would all be watching her closely for telltale signs – a sudden twitch or an involuntary whimper – and the thought made her cringe, but she surprised herself by not feeling despondent with the idea. Now that Mikhailov could remove the belt each evening, effectively being its prisoner during the day appealed to her submissive side more than she’d care to admit.

They had breakfast together, Poppy squirming gently on her seat and gazing at Mikhailov while he brewed the coffee; gazing at his back and broad shoulders, and at his trim waist partially concealed by his dressing gown, and she felt the thick dildo moving inside her, occupying the very place he’d so recently vacated.

The cab dropped her at her apartment with time to spare. She stripped off the evening gown and was ready for Ahmad when he arrived teasingly brandishing the precious key. He approached her from behind with Poppy leaning across the kitchen table to give him the necessary access and she squealed when he put his hand on a cheek to pull the bulb from her bottom. She grabbed a quick breath and then couldn’t avoid a low groan as he slowly withdrew the ridged dildo that Mikhailov had so recently refitted.

She used the bathroom while Ahmad washed and lubricated the belt using her recent purchase, and then refitting was the reverse of removal with Ahmad pushing the probes home while Poppy again lay prone over the edge of the table. He enjoyed his work and the apparent power it gave him, especially when he came to press each of the three metal components together with satisfying clicks to lock her away for another day.

At the office an hour later, Lake asked her how the previous night’s appointment developed. Poppy told her some of the truth, but not all of it. She said that she’d accompanied Andrey Mikhailov back to his apartment after the meal whereupon he’d become fascinated by her breasts and had suckled from her.

“Did you indulge in sexual relations with him?” asked Lake and Poppy had looked surprised and said she had still been wearing the chastity belt at the time, but that she had provided oral relief for him, which was also true.

“And the most important question: did you find out anything regarding his work at the Russian Embassy?”

“He did confirm to me that he is a Russian Intelligence Operative, but nothing else as yet.”

“I suppose that is a start. Will you be seeing him again?”

“Yes, Miss Lake. He’s expecting me to visit again this evening.”

“Good. You’ve done better than I expected. You're obviously well-suited to the role. I've put some documents on your desk that I'm told you should read. Be careful what you tell Mikhailov.”

Poppy thanked her and left, breathing a sigh of relief.

Miss Lake, on the other hand, picked up the telephone and called Greg Mason in London. “Your little bird has made her first intimate contact and all seems to be going well.”

“He’s taken the bait?” asked the tinny voice in the receiver.

“It would appear so.”

“And how do you think their evening developed?”

“She extracted an admission from him that he is a Russian Intelligence Agent.”

“I mean sexually,” said Mason.

“Oh, um… she said he suckled from her breasts and she engaged in fellatio.”

“Nothing else?”

“How could there be? I have followed your instructions to the letter and she was locked into the high-security belt, as indeed she will be from now on. And not a moment too soon, I think; the girl’s a sex maniac.”

Mason remained diplomatically silent, so Lake continued. “I have to tell you, I have little faith in her. How you can expect to train an operative in just three weeks is beyond me, and to allow her access to sensitive information that even I am not party to strikes me as particularly rash under the circumstances.”

“I am aware of your reservations and I can assure you that the information she’s getting has been carefully chosen to minimise our exposure. All you need to do is to follow the instructions you’ve been given.”

“Yes, Mr Mason. I understand…”

In London, Greg Mason broke the connection and allowed himself a self-satisfied smile. He imagined Poppy struggling through her days with the belt making each step a trial in controlled avidity, and then rushing to Mikhailov each evening to have the belt replaced by something more proactive and organic. He knew Mikhailov would have the means to defeat even the best locks and it wouldn’t be long now before she became his.

✽    ✽    ✽

Poppy didn’t even bother visiting her apartment that evening, but refreshed her makeup and applied a modest amount of French perfume to her neck and wrists before driving to his apartment. She was with him by five-thirty and it was as if she was meeting an old, long-lost friend. They embraced and kissed; Poppy removed her dark-grey business jacket and they shared a brew of coffee; they kissed again like teenagers; and then Poppy unfastened the top few buttons of her blouse.

“Is it that time already?” asked Mikhailov, but Poppy just giggled in her hi-pitched, child-like voice.

“Yes, thur.”

“In that case, perhaps you should remove more than just your shirt.”

She coyly agreed and followed the blouse with a pretty lace bra and then unfastened her skirt: a short, flared cotton style with pleated sides that matched the colour of the jacket.

She smiled at Mikhailov more than conscious of the erotic affect her costume was now having on the man. She was standing in the black, hold-up stockings she wore to work and her business shoes, and, of course, the polished steel belt.

“I want you inside me instead of this,” and she cupped its dished surface where it enclosed her mons.

“I'm sure that can be arranged,” said Mikhailov and fetched the RFID analyser.

Soon, she was standing before Mikhailov with her eyes closed and her hands tangled in his thick hair, and she was in heaven. He was seated on a dining chair with his mouth latched on to her left teat and his right hand gently teasing her between her legs. With his left, he was gripping a cheek of her bottom to stop her moving away, but there was little chance of that. His right fingers pressed deeper between sopping-wet labia just enough to contact the tip of her clit and Poppy’s only thought was how she could force his fingers deeper. He sucked fiercely and she gasped and pulled his head harder against her chest.

By nine, they’d played until they'd exhausted themselves and then, dressed in matching silk bathrobes, eaten a dinner of spicy lamb meatballs on a bed of brown rice. It had arrived at the door on a tray carried by a young girl, and Poppy looked at Mikhailov curiously, but he made no comment. She had short, dark hair and was a little younger than Poppy, a little shorter, a little lighter in weight, but her face was fresh and attractive and her breasts were larger.

Mikhailov spoke to her in Russian and the girl smiled and left.

“That was Elmira. She’s my housekeeper. She has the apartment next door.”

“Really,” said Poppy suspiciously, but with a smile and humour in her voice.

“I haven't been entirely honest with you, Poppy,” and her smile faded. “You know that I enjoy suckling at your breasts, but what you don’t know is that human milk makes up a significant part of my diet. I consume it both for its health benefits and also for its erotic appeal, and that’s where Elmira comes in. My problem is that there is never enough of it.”

“She provides you with milk?”

“She does. She’s very bountiful, but nowhere near as attractive as you.”

“You suckle direct from her breasts?”

He shrugged. “Sometimes, but usually she uses a mechanical pump. It’s far more effective and I can keep the milk in the refrigerator to use later.”

“Does she provide you with other services?” Poppy asked suspiciously.

“She cooks my meals and does the housekeeping, and, yes, sometimes I use her for sex, but those times are relatively rare.”

“Oh, right…” murmured Poppy.

“She is a servant, not a lover. You, on the other hand, are an angel and I wouldn’t want to swop you for a hundred Elmiras.” His honesty was refreshing and counted for a lot, and anyway, it wasn’t cheating if he admitted it.

The food was very good. They ate it gazing out of the picture window at the lights floating in a dark sea. Sunset had been more than an hour previous, but the fading colours were still visible in the night sky.

They moved from the dining table to the settee and Mikhailov poured rich, red Lebanese wine for them as they snuggled together.

“What sort of pump?” asked Poppy suddenly and it took Mikhailov a few moments to catch up with her chain of thought.

“It’s a small unit used primarily for the farming of pygmy goats.” He consulted his watch. “Would you like to see it? Elmira is due to use it in a few minutes.”

‘Well, that’s an offer one doesn’t get every day’ she thought to herself and then nodded avidly. Mikhailov left the room for a few minutes and when he returned, he was accompanied by Elmira pushing what amounted to a small trolley. She left it in the centre of the room for Poppy to examine and stood quietly to one side. The trolley was made of steel; a low, rectangular platform a metre long and half a metre wide supported on four castor wheels at its corners. Rising from across the centre of the platform was a vertical plate of the same width that effectively divided the platform in two, front to back. It rose to a height of about eighty centimetres and then folded forward to make another short, horizontal platform that seemed to float above the base.

In the space beneath this platform was the pump: a electric unit with a glass collecting bottle and two miniature teat cups, each with twin plastic tubes snaking to the collecting bottle and pump.

The final detail was unmissable: cut into the surface of the upper platform were two circular holes that had obviously been sized and positioned to accept the girl’s breasts. In many ways, the geometry was similar to the frame that Gunn used when he milked Poppy using the very much smaller domestic breast pump. She looked at Mikhailov for clarification.

“It’s been designed to comfortably support her during the session whilst presenting her in the optimum position for the teat cups. As the unit has been designed to milk goats, the best pose she can adopt is when her breasts are hanging directly below her.” He nodded to Elmira and she plugged the pump into an electric wall socket. She was dressed in a t-shirt and jeans, but in moments, she’d pulled the shirt over her head to leave her breasts exposed. Poppy couldn’t suppress a small gasp when she saw her and Elmira grinned at her reaction. Her breasts were, indeed, larger than Poppy’s, but her teats were much larger: as thick as a man’s forefinger and four centimetres long.

“It’s as a result of using the goat milker for an extended period. It pulls her teats into the bores and in time they become extended.” Mikhailov beckoned to the girl and she approached Poppy, thrusting out her chest to invite inspection. Poppy touched one to discover it felt hard and stiff, suggesting that the girl was already aroused. Elmira was still grinning and said something in Russian. Then she pressed both teats down with her forefingers and when she released them, they sprung back up as if they really were made of rubber.

Without further explanation, Elmira stood on the platform and leaned forward to drop her breasts through the holes and rest her chest on the steel plate. Then she reached around the platform to flick the switch that turned on the pump and lifted both teat cups from their cradles to hold them below her teats. With a final glance at Poppy to ensure she was watching, Elmira lifted the cups and her teats were snatched by the suction and pulled into the transparent plastic bores.

Elmira now rested on folded arms on the steel plate beneath her shoulders and was peering over the front edge of the platform at what was happening beneath. There was a click and the constant hum of the pump changed to a more laboured tone interspersed by a clicking sound. Poppy was used to her own domestic breast pump sucking intermittently, first on one side and then on the other, but there was a lot more going on here. The teat cups were bouncing energetically, much more than Poppy’s did, and when she looked closely, it became obvious that not only were Elmira’s nipples being sucked deep into the plastic bores, but they were then being squeezed between the sucking pulses.

“The pulsing suction draws milk into her teats and the squeezing ejects it,” said Mikhailov beside her.

It was true. Milk was squirting into the teat cups in strong jets. Elmira was being pumped and she was still smiling.

✽    ✽    ✽

She delivered over half-a-pint of fresh creamy milk into the collecting bottle for Mikhailov to use on his breakfast or coffee, and then she disconnected herself and pulled on the t-shirt before pushing the trolley out of the room.

“Oh…” exclaimed Poppy. “I thought… well, it doesn’t matter.”

“She taken it away to wash out the tubes and change the collecting bottle. Did you want to use it?”

“Umm. I thought I might try it,” she said shyly.

“You're more than welcome, but I warn you: it’s not for the faint-hearted.”

“Elmira seemed quite comfortable with it.”

“She’s been using it for a long time.”

“Well, yes... I would still like to try it, please.”

Ten minutes later, Elmira wheeled the trolley back into the room for Poppy, but there were differences. For a start, there was an open leather strap positioned where Poppy was expecting to drop her breasts through the holes. There were other straps too, for wrists on the fold between the vertical and horizontal planes, and for ankles near the base of the vertical plate.

“You're strapping me in place?” said Poppy accusingly.

“Yep,” said Mikhailov and grinned. “With your permission, of course,” he added.

Poppy was unsure. The straps held a very positive attraction, but she barely knew the man and Elmira not at all.

“What if I find the pump too fierce?”

“That’s what the straps are for, they stop you interfering. Once committed, you'll be milked dry,” and he smiled at her hesitation.

Elmira reached out and tugged the collar of Poppy’s silk robe and Mikhailov said, “She wants you to take it off.”

Poppy looked at the trolley, at the straps, at Mikhailov, and finally at the girl, and then slipped the gown from her arms. She was still wearing the holdups and shoes, but was otherwise naked. Elmira spoke and then smiled, reaching out to touch one of Poppy’s nipples and Poppy didn’t say anything; she didn’t even move.

“She says you have beautiful breasts and nipples.”

Moving slowly like in a daze, Poppy stepped up onto the plate and leaned forward, positioning herself so that her breasts hung cleanly through the plate’s apertures and settling her shoulders against the hard metal. Elmira buckled up the strap behind her back, pulling it tight to ensure she had no scope to wriggle, and then lifted a wrist to strap it beside her hip.

“You will enjoy this, my sweet lady, and so will I.”

Elmira had moved around to the far side to connect the strap about her other wrist and then she knelt and tapped Poppy’s ankle, moving it to the side to position her foot. There was a semi-circular cutout in the base of the plate and she slipped her toes through the hole and felt the leather tighten around her leg. A tap on her other ankle and she spread her legs.

Now the girl knelt in front of the trolley where Poppy could see her and opened a jar of cream. Mikhailov told her it was a tasteless moisturiser so that the teat cups could slide easily into place. She watched Elmira spread some onto her palms and couldn’t avoid soft moans as the girl meticulously massaged it into her areolae and nipples; dark features on the ends of disembodied white tits hanging like strange fruit beneath the steel plate. Elmira grinned and pulled on her teats causing Poppy to gasp and rock her shoulders. Beneath the plate, the fruit elongated and bounced when the Elmira released them, but otherwise stayed stubbornly motionless.

A click and the pump started to hum, and Elmira lifted the cups, touching her plump nipples so that they were grabbed and Poppy shrieked. Then a sharp tug on the tubes hanging below each tit to ensure they were firm; they were.

“Oh God. The suction is so strong,” murmured Poppy and Mikhailov leaned down beside her so that their heads were together.

“It gets fiercer when the pressure pulses start. Are you going to wake the neighbourhood?”

“I… I don’t know.”

He stood and walked around the front of the trolley to stand before Poppy’s head so she could see that he’d discarded his robe and was completely naked, proud, and hard. Strapped to the milking trolley, her pose was similar to when she was on Gunn’s frame and, just as before, she found herself unable to lower or withdraw her hips or bum. Her knees were against the plate and her torso fixed by the strap behind her back. This left her legs partially spread, her knees slightly bent, and her sex pushed provocatively out into space behind her. And now Mikhailov was going to fuck her while the goat milker stripped her of her milk. Could she remain quiet?

“I can't, thur,” she said with her high voice quivering as she looked up into his face and he nodded to Elmira. The girl was away only a short time and came back holding a leather gag. It was not so sophisticated as Gunn’s head harness, but no less effective. Elmira pushed the silicone plug into her mouth, buckled the strap behind her neck, and then left the room.

“So, my sweet darling. Is this what you wanted?”

Poppy’s eyes were wide and bright when she stared silently back at him. Her nipples felt like they were about to explode and the weight of the cups and tubes was pulling and stretching her. She made a strange, strangled bleating sound, but the nod that she gave Mikhailov was unambiguous. He switched on the pump’s pulsator and the world turned to mush. The sensations coming from her tits overwhelmed everything and she barely felt him when he moved behind her and nudged the tip of his penis into the mouth of her vagina. But then he drove deep into her with a single, hard thrust to slam the base of his pubic bone onto her perineum and the root of his penis between her labia just where her clitoris, trapped in its little band, was hiding.

Arousal fluid gushed from around his impaling shaft almost as fast as milk was being pumped from her distended teats.


Chapter 21

Espionage

Days passed and turned into weeks, and the affair between Miss Poppy Summers, Intelligence Operative working indirectly for His Majesty’s Government, and Mr Andrey Mikhailov, Intelligence Operative of the Russian Federation, blossomed. Poppy was able to occasionally pass moderately interesting information to her boss, Miss Lake, and Mikhailov was happy because occasionally Poppy let slip something she heard or had been reading at Leobird Security.

Mr David Gunn was still absent and now, almost forgotten. In America, Bill Apperley’s lead in the polls was slowly increasing driven, in part, by the negative media stories about his democratic opponent. Meanwhile, back in London, Greg Mason had decided it was time to act. He’d been working on the single sheet memorandum he held in his hand off and on for the past week or two and, if it was going to be any use at all, it had to be delivered soon; time was running out. It needed to be relevant enough to be of interest, plausible enough to be taken seriously, and disturbing enough to elicit a response. On top of that, it had to be delivered in such a manner that it appeared genuine.

He handed the paper to the small, dark-haired man who had been waiting patiently while Mason read it through yet again and the man grinned.

“That should do it,” the man said. “They’ll be wetting themselves.”

“You’ll need to be careful how you deliver it. Perhaps chose a time when Lake is out the office so you can chat to her staff. It may be an idea to arrive smelling of whisky and acting a lot more garrulous than an agent should. Appear disconcerted, worried by the news you have. Tell them it could start World War III and let slip the salient points in this memo. The important thing is to make sure Summers is within ear shot.

✽    ✽    ✽

It was a Tuesday and the day had been tedious in the extreme, but work was over now and she was at Mikhailov’s door. He opened it and she wrapped her arms about his neck to pull themselves together even before they’d uttered a greeting. Mikhailov disentangled himself and guided her inside to reignite her passion once the door was closed.

“You seem particularly amorous this evening.”

“It’s this fucking belt… Take it off now.”

“All in good time. Tell me about your day first.”

“I've been in the office all day listening to snide remarks about chastity belts and monster sex toys, and about what they're all going to be doing tonight. It doesn’t take a genius to guess what that’s going to be, but the jokes on them because they don’t know that you remove my belt every evening.”

“Tell me about your day and I’ll consider it.”

“Mikhailov… You don’t know what it’s like walking about with those plugs locked inside all day long.”

“No, I don’t. Stimulating, I would think.”

“You're just a big tease. If you must know, I did nothing today but think of you.”

“So, you’ve had a long day?”

“Tuesdays are my least favourite day of the week. They're not as exciting as Mondays, but it’s too early to start thinking about Friday.”

“Don’t you have some secret operation you’ve been planning?” quipped Mikhailov and she giggled.

“Oh Yes… We’re going to take over the world next week, but I'm not allowed to tell you about it.”

Mikhailov smiled. “In that case, I won't tell you that we’re planning to invade Sardinia on Thursday.”

“Sardinia?”

“What can I say? Russians just like sardines.”

They moved into the kitchen and Poppy turned on the coffee machine while Mikhailov sat at the table and watched. He’d always liked her style of dress: sexy and formal at the same time. She was wearing her dark grey business suit that day with white silk shirt. The pleated skirt showing below the hem of the jacket just seemed to elongate her bronzed legs and he allowed his imagination free rein as he planned how he was going to disrobe her. He watched as she squatted to open a low cupboard and heard her quiet sigh as her belt realigned. She looked up at him and grimaced.

“Soon, my sweet. You’ve told me nothing of your day yet.”

She rose and signed again. “Well… Michael was back from Singapore today; I can tell you that because, well… he’s no longer there. He said they were all worrying about the forthcoming election in America, as I'm sure you all are what with the threatened trade tariffs and stuff. Interesting times we live in…”

The coffee machine started to gurgle and spill its black essence into the first cup.

“Difficult times for many,” agreed Mikhailov as he made a mental note to look up any Michael who had recently left the UK’s Singapore Embassy and mark him down as a Leobird Operative.

She leaned back against the counter top to drink her coffee and decided to broach the subject she’d been specifically tasked to investigate.

“Do you like it here in Lebanon?”

Mikhailov shrugged. “It’s warmer than Moscow.”

“But don’t you feel homesick?”

“Yes and no… It feels much more relaxed here. I don’t have people continually looking over my shoulder.”

“But you must have a lot of friends back in Russia. Don’t you miss their companionship?”

“You're right, of course. I have a sister in Moscow and I miss my nephews and nieces.”

That answer wasn’t really what Poppy was angling for, but it all helped.

“Why did you leave then?”

“Ah… The innocence of the young.”

She wasn’t so much younger than he was; she just seemed it.

“Politics tends to move in circles and it will soon be my time again. Is it true your mother was Lebanese?” he suddenly asked.

“How did you know that? Have you been checking up on me again?”

Mikhailov was grinning.

“Yes, she was born in Lebanon, but she died many years ago in the UK. I'd never even been here before.”

Conversation waned as they both processed what they'd just leant and Mikhailov gazed at her nylon-clad thighs: taut, slender pillars that rose into the shadows of her short skirt. Poppy, on the other hand, was still thinking about the conversation she’d heard earlier in the office. “Do you think Mr Putin likes Bill Apperley?”

“We Russians try to remain neutral when it comes to US presidential elections.”

“I don’t think the British Government would be very happy if he won. His politics just seem so aggressive and confrontational. Americans keep saying that they need to give their government a good shake, but surely their institutions have evolved over the years because they were needed. You can't just say you don’t need them anymore.”

“As I said, we Russians try to remain neutral.”

“You won't feel so neutral if you lose Kaliningrad.”

“I don’t think that’s very likely,” said Mikhailov lightly, but Poppy didn’t respond. “Do you know something I don’t?”

“I shouldn’t have said that,” she murmured.

“Poppy…” he exclaimed, suddenly serious. “This is important. What have you heard?”

“I'm not supposed to talk about it.”

“It’s a bit late now. If the US has its sights set on Kaliningrad, then we’re all in trouble.”

“I don’t know anything.”

“Poppy. You have to tell me.”

“It’s just something I overheard today. The UK Government has got their hands on a copy of US strategic plans that have been drawn up by Apperley’s advisors and it seems like they may involve seizing the enclave. They seem to think it will increase the security of the Balkans.”

“It will start a war.”

“You really think Russia has the will and means to confront America over that?”

“These plans… Is there a copy here in Beirut?”

“I just heard them discussing it. A new guy from London was talking about it and was waving around had a letter or something, but I think he was drunk, so it’s probably nothing.”

“Can you get a copy of this document?”

“It won't be the plans... And why should it matter so much to you? It’s not as if you can do anything. You’ve just said yourself that Russia remains neutral during US elections.”

“That’s a very simplistic view. Get me a copy of the document. Do it for me…”

“Andrey, please… Someone might see me.”

He smiled and held out his arms. “Come, my darling.” Poppy grinned too and moved to stand before him as he sat. He slid his palms up the backs of her thighs to pull her closer and lay his head against her belly, and she felt his hands on her cheeks beneath her skirt. She stood there waiting patiently with shallow breaths while his hands slowly manipulated her soft flesh and gently jogged the back of the belt to send little messages to the plugs trapped inside her, but he was making no attempt to actually remove the belt.

“I’ll do what I can,” she murmured eventually.

✽    ✽    ✽

Poppy was feeling like she was floating on a cloud. It was Friday evening and, except for her morning ablutions at her apartment with Ahmad, she would be spending all weekend with Mikhailov and wouldn’t need to spend the days locked into the belt at the office. She drove her little red car through the arch and into the car park at the rear of the block, picked up her overnight bag, and skipped to the elevator. It felt like she was coming home.

“Poppy, my sweet darling, please…” and he welcomed her into the apartment with an expansive arm gesture. She paused on the threshold to kiss him and her face lit up with pleasure.

“I have it,” she whispered. He stared at her for several heartbeats and then pulled her inside to close the door.

“You have the US plan?”

“No, not that, but I have the memo that talks about it.” She fumbled in her bag before triumphantly pulling out a sheet of paper. It was a letter from someone in the UK Foreign Office, a name she’d never heard of, to the UK Ambassador’s Office in Beirut. Along the top of the page it said, ‘Secret – UK eyes only’ in grey instead of red because it was a photocopy. Mikhailov scanned through it excitedly while Poppy waited patiently beside him.

The letter referenced a US document noting that it referred to enhancing US security by expanding its sphere of influence in new directions. It mentioned Greenland, somewhere certain US politicians have been discussing for some time, then it also mentions several other locations the US is considering annexing such as some of the Polynesian Island towards China and, of course, the enclave of Kaliningrad.

Mikhailov read the letter through twice and then turned to Poppy as if he was going to say something, but then read the letter a third time instead.

“Is that what you wanted?” she asked, eager to please, and he smiled at her.

“It is interesting, isn’t it? Russia has been criticised in the past for its expansionist policies, but now here we have America considering doing the same. Well, we’ll just have to wait and see how this develops,” and he casually folded the paper and tucked it in his pocket. “Come, comrade. Let’s have some fun,” and he put his arm about her shoulder and led her towards the sitting room.

✽    ✽    ✽

The episode marked a subtle change in Mikhailov’s attitude towards Poppy because now, in many ways, he became more insistent, more dominant. Previously, for much of the time when she’d been with him, she’d been restricted in some way and not only when she was strapped to the milking trolley. He liked to think of her as his willing partner in their own fetish world and Poppy had revelled in the constricting sensations and the teasing limitations on her mobility bestowed by the leather and chains, and an exquisite feeling of subjugation when all she could do was to wriggle like an agitated worm when he was penetrating or just stimulating her. They’d lie in bed together with her hands made useless either by cuffs or tied to the bed, and her legs spread wide by ropes or bars, and then he’d tease her mercilessly. Her emotions would swing wildly as her body moved from squirming giggles to shrieking orgasms and her roles changed from adoring lover, to sex slave, to punished prisoner, and then back to lover again. Now that she’d nailed her colours to the mast, so to speak, by giving him that memo, she was truly his to do with what he liked.

It started that Friday evening after her first milking session at six when Mikhailov had insisted that instead of redressing in her own clothes, she should put on the leather he’d just acquired for her. It was a thick, under-bust corset that laced and buckled up the back and had several ‘D’ rings attached to its sides. He augmented this with leather straps for wrists, ankles, knees, and a pair that went around the tops of her thighs. She groaned when Mikhailov locked a short chain between the ankle cuffs, more so when he clipped her elbows to her waist and her wrists to the tops of her thighs. When he’d finished, she moved like a duck and told him he was cruel, but she was still smiling.

She was happy waddling around after him and snuggling up to his side on the settee, but less so when Elmira laid the dining table for three. She’d made her face up with what could only have been professional cosmetics and was dressed in a tight, knee-length, black skirt, a matching silk blouse, and black nylons. Mikhailov then changed into a formal dinner jacket and white shirt, but Poppy couldn’t understand why; it was just their private evening meal.

She watched the girl bring in the dinner and chat with Mikhailov in words she didn’t understand while he poured the wine. He seemed to ignore Poppy and was oblivious to the fact that she was seriously under-dressed compared to them and still had her hands and arms restrained.

“Andrey…” She whispered while Elmira was out of the room. “Does she have to eat with us?”

“Sweet Poppy,” he said with what could have been a condescending smile. “I am delighted that you're one of us now.”

“What do you mean?”

“You have demonstrated the depth of your love by obtaining that letter for me and at so much personal risk.”

“I just photocopied it while people were at lunch.”

“But you’ve risked so much for me. I think that to calmly steal a secret government document for me just because we share the same ideological views was a very brave thing to do. If you’d have been caught, you would almost certainly be facing many years of imprisonment. You could even have been extradited to America for sharing their secrets and then you would be an old woman before they freed you again.”

Poppy stood dumb-struck. She thought she was only passing on a warning to a friend about someone she thought to be very dangerous. The idea that what she was doing could be considered traitorous hadn’t even occurred to her. But she was a traitor… She’d given a Russian agent a UK Government secret.

“Oh God…” she murmured and gazed at him with wild, frightened eyes.

“Oh, my pet, do not be alarmed. I shall protect you.”

“How can you do that?” she said with a trembling voice.

“Well, for a start, I will protect your identity with my life. If you can risk so much for me, it’s the least I can do for you. And then, if your crime looks likely to be discovered, I can smuggle you away to live a pleasant and carefree life with me in Russia.”

“You'd do that for me?”

“How could I refuse when we have such a shared interest? We fit together so closely like coffee and cream, salt and pepper…”

“A sub and her master,” suggested Poppy.

“Exactly.”

“But how does Elmira fit in?”

“Elmira is indispensable. She provides me with human milk and physical comfort, just like you will. Please, do not be afraid of her; she is completely faithful and will protect you as surely as I.” At this point, she thought Mikhailov almost gave her a wink when he added, “And I think you'll find that she can be very adaptable and generous with her comforts.”

✽    ✽    ✽

They did eat together, Mikhailov and Elmira looking elegant and dignified, and Poppy still partially restrained and bare-breasted. The conversation was dominated by the two Russians, but Poppy didn’t feel much like talking anyway. She had a lot to think about, not least being that she was now totally dependent on a Russian Agent for her future freedom.

After the meal, Mikhailov left Poppy with Elmira; he had an errand to complete and he didn’t think it could wait. He drove to the Russian Embassy and sent a scan of the document to Moscow using an encrypted connection. Ten minutes later, he was contacted over a secure video link.

“Are you sure this is genuine?” asked a particularly haggard looking man in a crumpled grey suit. His voice sounded strangely high-pitched and his stare through thick spectacles was unnerving.

“As sure as I can be. She believed she was just showing me how dangerous Bill Apperley could be.”

“He’s a fool. If he’s elected, he will run the United States into the ground.”

“I don’t doubt that, but can we risk it?” asked Mikhailov. “It’s all well and good having a fool for an enemy, but when that fool has dangerous foreign policies, perhaps we’d be better off with a sane opponent. At least then we can reason with him.”

The grey man suddenly stood behind his desk and Mikhailov jumped back a pace. “That’s not for you to determine,” but then the sudden burst of energy was dissipated equally rapidly and he slumped back in his seat. “This changes everything: all the subversive media groups, the disinformation campaigns, the targeted hacking, cyber-attacks, the stolen emails... We may have been targeting the wrong side.”

“What is it you want me to do?”

“This girl. Keep a tight rein on her and do not allow her to attract the attention of her employers. She must not be lost. Further instructions will follow shortly.”

“I understand, general.”

The monitor went black and Mikhailov relaxed. From now on, Poppy must only be used for pleasure.


Chapter 22

Flight

Poppy spent the night sandwiched between Mikhailov and Elmira in Mikhailov’s big bed with her arms and wrists clipped back to her sides and her knees and ankles clipped together. She didn’t mind despite the fact that she could do little more than flap like a stranded fish between their writhing bodies.

On the plus side, she got attention from both sides that resulted in much of the wriggling and several orgasms, and meant that she didn’t need to use the milking machine all night.

To be fair, the night didn’t start well for her. She was put to bed by eight with her legs initially spread towards the lower corners of the bed and a gag in her mouth, and spent the first hour silently waiting for someone to join her. This they did at nine, but then Poppy had to witness Mikhailov slowly stripping Elmira of her classical outer wear and exotic lingerie while she helped him out of his dinner suit. Then Mikhailov lifted her off her feet to deposit her back on the bed between Poppy’s legs with her head resting on Poppy’s belly and her legs as wide apart as Poppy’s own.

To say Poppy was conflicted would be an outrageous understatement, but while her lover fucked his mistress between her legs, Mikhailov’s enthusiastic attentions resulted in said mistress effectively masturbating Poppy with her neck and shoulders, and so energetic were Mikhailov’s movements that he got both pairs of tits rolling up and down on their owner’s chests in unison. Both women climaxed almost simultaneously and a clear minute before Mikhailov himself.

At half-past-nine, Mikhailov and Elmira left Poppy alone and she soon heard the goat milker pulsing in the living room. It continued for fifteen minutes and the apartment then went quiet until ten when they re-entered the bedroom. Mikhailov reconfigured Poppy’s legs so they all had space to lie and then they relieved her of her excess milk. Thereafter, Poppy became the centre of attention for the rest of the night and the earlier slights to her ego were forgotten.

The next day was Saturday and Poppy was at her own apartment in time to meet Ahmad and to shower. Ahmad left her at eight-thirty, but there was no hurry to return to Mikhailov. He’d received a call early that morning and had told her he was needed at the embassy, so she took her time and at ten, sat in her own bedroom to use her domestic pump.

After her night with Mikhailov and Elmira, all she could think about was their shared nocturnal adventures and she’d pushed the previous day’s concerns about the photocopied letter and its possible consequences to the back of her mind. Sitting on the bed wearing nothing but the steel chastity belt and feeling nothing but the belt’s twin plugs reminded her of Gunn’s ‘Genital Correction Unit’ and her time in Brighton. She recalled her initial embarrassment with having to cope with the demands of the GCU whilst dressed like a fetish Barbie doll and, on impulse, jumped up and began sorting through the suitcase in the bottom of her wardrobe. And there it was: the pink Barbie dress.

Elmira opened the door to her and it was apparent that Mikhailov still hadn’t returned. Poppy removed her jacket and, in response to Elmira’s grin, gave her a twirl. Her pink, floaty skirts and white lace petticoats lifted to show her long legs decorated by the lace-top holdups and her high-heeled Mary Janes. Elmira glimpsed the polished panel of her belt too, and patted herself to tell Poppy she’d seen it, which only left Poppy wondering how much longer Mikhailov was going to be.

✽    ✽    ✽

Back at the embassy, Mikhailov was staring at the grey man on the video monitor and feeling distinctly uncomfortable.

“So, you have no collaborating evidence at all?”

“No, general. Nothing.”

“But still you thought that single slip of paper would be enough to change our entire foreign policy?”

“I thought nothing, general, other than to bring the document to your attention.”

The grey man opened his mouth to say more, but closed it again to glare at Mikhailov with ill-concealed malice. Several seconds passed and then he let forth with a new barrage of what amounted to nothing more than rhetorical questions: “Do you know the ire I have faced from the President? He is insisting on confirmatory evidence and where do you think I can get that? Nowhere, that’s where. No-one else has ever heard of these plans of Apperley’s. No-one… How likely is that, do you think?”

“I am sorry, general. I can only report to you the information I was given. It is not for me to make a judgement based on that information,” he said remembering the criticism he faced when he last made that mistake.

“It is entirely your responsibility to ensure that the information you pass on is accurate and, as you seem incapable of doing that, then bring the girl here to Moscow and I shall do it.”

“If we kidnap her, there will be consequences.”

“Then you must arrange for her to transit some other way. Do it, or there will be other consequences you will not like. And do it quickly; we will need to act fast if this information is confirmed.”

Mikhailov was about to say more, but the connection had already been cut and the monitor was dark. This required a plan. It was going to be a busy day.

✽    ✽    ✽

Two o'clock; time for Poppy’s next milking session. She was still wearing the Barbie dress, but had slipped her arms out of its sleeves before lying over the milking station to allow her bare breasts to drop through its apertures and Elmira had just finished tightening the straps, the pump was running with a low, continuous hum, and the teat cups were now hanging from her breasts. Poppy closed her eyes to better sense their erotic pull when the relative tranquillity was broken by a knock on the apartment’s entrance door. Elmira ignored it. Their visitors knocked again, more insistently this time. When they knocked a third time, she walked through the hall to open the door and was met by a cultured English accent.

“Good evening, miss. Is Mr Mikhailov at home?”

Emira answered in Russian that no-one could understand.

“Do you speak English?”

More Russian and then a second voice said, “Miss Summers… We’d like to speak to Miss Summers. Is she here?”

Again, Elmira spoke, shook her head, and lifted hands in a gesture that solved nothing.

“This is hopeless,” said the first voice. “Let’s search the apartment.”

“We can't do that. He’s a Russian Diplomat.”

“If she’s here, that’s all the authority I need to find a traitor. She’s a British citizen; what can they say? They can't admit she was hiding in his apartment. Now then, stand aside, miss,” and Poppy heard Emira begin to shout at the men in Russian.

“Can I help you gentlemen?” It was Mikhailov’s voice rising above those gathered around his front door.

“Andrey Mikhailov?”

“I am he,” said Mikhailov.

“We are looking for a British girl by the name of Miss Poppy Summers.”

Mikhailov spoke to Elmira in Russian and she answered…

“I am sorry. Miss Summers is not here,” reported Mikhailov, his face the picture of innocence.

“You are quite sure, sir? Her car is parked in the quad. Would you mind if we just checked. Perhaps your friend here is confused.”

“I am sure my friend is quite clear minded and, yes, I would mind if you searched my house. Firstly, as British officers, you have no authority here in Lebanon; and secondly, this apartment is a diplomatic residence and, as such, is immune from civil, criminal, and administrative jurisdiction.”

“Sorry to bother you, sir,” said one of the strangers abruptly while the other seemed to start urgently whispering. Then Poppy heard the front door close. Mikhailov entered the sitting room, looked at Poppy’s terrified face, but said nothing. Instead, he poured himself a glass of Vodka.

“They were British agents?” asked Poppy.

“It would appear so.”

“They know I copied that memo…”

“How could they know that?”

“I don’t know. Perhaps someone saw me. I heard them say they were looking for a traitor. What should I do?”

“It’s entirely up to you. You could give yourself up and face prosecution, or I can arrange for you to enter Russia.”

“I know no Russian. Where will I live? How can I survive there?”

“You don’t need to worry about any of that. In Russia, I have money and authority. I can provide for everything.”

“My passport and all my clothes are in my apartment.”

Mikhailov shook his head. “I am afraid that will no longer be the case. Your apartment will have been searched by now, but it is of little concern. I can arrange temporary Russian papers for you. Our first priority is to get you to the Russian Consulate where you’ll be safe and we’d best do that immediately before your colleagues can properly isolate this building. There is a trade entrance to the side, but we must hurry,” and he began unfastening her restraining straps.

✽    ✽    ✽

They abandoned Poppy’s car and left the building on foot, hailing a cab a couple of blocks away. Once in the embassy building, Mikhailov left Poppy in a private office and she was able to finish relieving the pressure in her breasts with the small maternity pump she carried in her bag. He was away for two hours, returning with a temporary Russian passport in a name she could barely pronounce, some emergency funds, and a warm coat.

“Andrey, I’m still wearing the belt,” she told him in a weak voice,

He cursed in Russian and then told her he couldn’t risk returning to the apartment for the RFID decoder. “You’ll have to wait until we're in Russia and I can use a different one. We’ll be there by tomorrow morning.” He enfolded her in his arms and kissed her lips. “Don’t worry, my little English Rose. Everything is going to be well,” and she hugged him tighter, intensely conscious of the steel that was keeping them apart at the same time as it stirred her need.

By ten that evening, she was en-route to Turkey in a Russian freight aircraft to board an early morning Aeroflot flight to Moscow. Mikhailov had flown direct and was waiting for her at Sheremetyevo International Airport when she arrived at seven-thirty that morning.

Poppy was trembling when Mikhailov met her; she’d never been so frightened. It had all happened so fast she wasn’t even sure it was what she wanted. At least if she’d offered herself to the UK authorities, she would know what was in store and be in familiar, if not comfortable, surroundings. Now, here she was with no money or accommodation and no source of income in a place where she couldn’t even understand the language. She was in Russia; RUSSIA…

“Come,” said Mikhailov taking her hand and guiding her across the vast Arrivals Hall to a cafe, and once settled at a table with a hot drink in front of her, she finally lifted her eyes from the floor and looked around her. The hall was bright and light, spotlessly clean, and bursting with life even at that early hour. Hot food arrived along with a second coffee and her spirits began to lift. She looked at Mikhailov and he was smiling at her.

“Where am I going to stay?”

“At my house, of course. It’s near the city centre, about thirty kilometres from here.”

At that, she grinned. “Thank you, Andrey. This is very kind of you. I don’t know what’s going to happen to me, but with you near me, I feel much better.”

“It’s all going to be fine. First thing is perhaps to fix you up with a language teacher and then, when you have enough vocabulary to understand people, we’ll look for some way you can support yourself. You're going to love it here.”

“They took another cab for the forty-five-minute ride into the town centre, but stopped outside an office block rather than Mikhailov’s house.

“I’ll just be a few minutes. I need to collect an RFID decoder to get you out of that belt.”

“Yes, please. That will be nice,” she said with a grin and watched him enter the anonymous looking building through a tall, oak door. Ten minutes later, he was back with a small case in his hand and a new address for the cab driver, one only a few minutes away.

Mikhailov’s house was surprisingly large in a city composed mainly of tall apartment blocks: a brick-built, double-fronted property within a walled garden. The driver pressed the intercom and black, wrought iron gates opened to admit them onto a brick-paved courtyard large enough to accommodate several cars.

A maid welcomed them at the door and led the way into a large sitting room. She smiled at Poppy, flashing heavily made-up eyelids with long, curling false lashes. She had auburn hair that she’d pinned into a plait, dark-pink lips that had been augmented with filler, although nowhere near as much as Poppy’s, and an elfin-like face with a pointed chin. She was slim, as all Russian girls were, and had a bosom that could well have been augmented too because it presented a deep cleavage when nestled in the little black dress that seemed to be her maid’s uniform.

“The girls here are all so pretty,” murmured Poppy once the maid had left the room.

“Of course. Russian girls are renowned for their beauty. The truth is they put a lot of effort into achieving that effect because there are a lot more girls than there are eligible bachelors.”

“Oh…” murmured Poppy. “The war…”

“Afghanistan and then Ukraine. We lost a lot of young men.”

“Do you just have the one maid?”

“One maid keeps the house when I'm away. I have three regular ones when I'm here.”

“All like her?”

Mikhailov just smiled.

“And now, my sweet little bird, your belt.”

“Oh God, yes… I've had it on for over twenty-four-hours. Lake wanted to keep me locked up like that every day. She thought it was funny that I had a monster cock inside me all the time. She knew I couldn’t avoid fucking myself whenever I moved, but that it would never allow me to climax. And then there’s the plug in my arse… I don’t even know why it’s there. The woman was a nightmare. If it wasn’t for you, I think I’d go insane.”

Poppy grinned and removed the coat that Mikhailov had lent her. “Now, I’ll never have to wear it again because I’ll always have you instead.” She turned her back to lean on a side table and Mikhailov lifted the short, pink outer layer of her Barbi dress along with multiple layers of lacy, white underskirts to fold them neatly over her waist in order to access the belt’s lock. The stiff material stuck out around her like the petals of a giant flower to conceal her upper body and leave the bare cheeks of her bottom at its centre.

Mikhailov looked at her sadly and then, just as with the Beirut device, plugged the probes of the sensor unit into the lock and activated it. Within seconds, the belt popped open and he gently tugged on the crotch panel to coax the bulb of the anal plug from Poppy’s body. It left her as it always did, bursting from her in a sudden rush followed by the ridged shaft of the phallus slowly sliding from her sex.

Poppy stood erect and turned, throwing her arms around him even as he dropped the belt to the floor.

“I'm not wearing any underwear now,” she whispered. “Nothing at all… If someone were to throw me onto that settee to have their evil way with me, I wouldn’t have the strength to stop them,” and she pressed her hand against the front of his trousers as encouragement.

It was at that moment that there was a heavy knocking on the front door that brought both of them to high alert. They were both peering at the door to the hall when it burst open and five soldiers in green uniforms suddenly filled the room. Their leader, distinguished by red and gold epilates on his shoulders, spoke to Mikhailov with a voice reserved for those in authority throughout the world. Poppy listened with trembling legs and a wildly beating heart and was able to discern both Mikhailov’s and her own name in the soldier’s speech.

Mikhailov turned to Poppy. “He says he has arrest warrants for us both.”

“No… Why? We haven't done anything.”

Mikhailov didn’t say another word as two of the soldiers stepped forward and grabbed Poppy’s arms. She screamed.

Outside, they pushed her inelegantly into the back seat of a large saloon and climbed in after her, one to each side. She looked forlornly over her shoulder for her lover and protector as the car slipped into the stream of traffic, but Mikhailov was still in the house. It was like a surreal dream. It felt as if her life was dropping down a rabbit hole away from reality while all around her, people were walking casually along the sidewalks as if there was nothing wrong; ordinary people with children going about their daily business blissfully unaware of her plight.

The car drove through a stone gateway in a high, grey wall and across a small quadrangle entirely enclosed by grey stone buildings with small, mean windows. It stopped outside a heavy door studded with iron rivets. Poppy was pushed out and frog-marched along dark corridors and up curling spiral staircases until her escorts stopped outside a door not dissimilar to dozens of others they'd passed. One of her escorts knocked and a voice called them in.

“Miss Summers…” said a small man sitting behind a desk. He spoke in heavily accented English and was perspiring copiously with the heat, but was still wearing his suit jacket. There was nowhere for her to sit, so she just stood before the desk.

“Why am I here? I'm a guest of Andrey Mikhailov.”

“You will do well, Miss Summers, to remain quiet unless answering a direct question.”

His eyes looked huge through the thick lenses and she shivered under his icy stare despite the heat in the room.

“You are an English Intelligence Officer, yes?”

“I work for Leobird Security Services in Beirut. I work in the offices; I'm not a spy.”

“And what is your roll in that company?”

“I…er, I look at things and file documents.”

“What sort of things?”

“I file letters and documents, and I'm paid to read the local newspapers.”

“Letters and documents,” repeated the man. “And do you read those documents before you file them?”

“No, of course not. That’s not my job.”

“But you gave Mikhailov a copy of a letter that you’d read.”

“I didn’t read it; not at first. I heard people talking about it and when I told Mr Mikhailov, he wanted me to get a copy.”

“And you did.”

“I did. I found it in someone’s brief case and photocopied it at lunchtime.”

“It was just laying around for you to pick up?”

“The case had been put into a desk drawer if you must know.”

“And who was this person who left such a document so unguarded?”

“I don’t know him. He came from London.”

“Name?”

“I don’t know. We were never introduced. He’d come from the London office to speak to Mrs Lake.”

“But you knew he had the letter?”

“It was him I heard talking, so I looked in his desk first.”

“And there it was…”

Again, she shivered. Somehow, his voice seemed otherworldly, high-pitched, and artificial as if it was emanating from a computer.

“Yes,” she said.

“Miss Summers. I don’t believe you. I think you have much more to tell me before you leave this place.”

“But I've answered all your questions.”

“Silence,” he screamed, and she stood shaking as his myopic eyes regarded her coldly. She was still wearing her Barbie dress that had been specifically design to make her feel vulnerable; it barely covered her breasts and was so short it only just covered her stocking tops when she was standing erect. Now, it was much worse; now, she wasn’t even wearing underwear and thought ruefully that she shouldn’t have been so keen for Mikhailov to remove the chastity belt. She saw his eyes slid up her legs and then they jumped to where her breasts strained the neckline.

“You are producing milk.” It was more of a statement than a question.

Poppy nodded, although she wasn’t sure how he knew. “I need to use the breast pump that’s in my bag.”

He made a strange crowing sound that she realised was actually laughing and then the sound stopped suddenly.

“Take her away and strip her of that ridiculous dress,” he said and she screamed.


Chapter 23

Torture

The walls in the little room were grey just like the rest of the building and the only light to enter the room came from a tiny barred window high up on one wall. Poppy lay naked on the bare mattress except for her white stockings and shoes. They'd left no bedcovers for her and even in the heat of a Russian summer, the room felt cold and damp. They’d pulled the dress from her, ripping and tearing the material, and then they locked her in the chains: heavy iron chains joining wrists and ankles, with a linking chain between the two. As if that wasn’t enough, they then locked an iron collar around her neck with another two-metre length of chain fastening her to a wall staple. She’d screamed at the injustice of it all and that was a mistake because then they fitted her with a gag.

The guards had laughed at her teats as she stood trembling before them unable to lift her wrists higher than her waist, and they'd pulled and squeezed until she ejected milk in thin misty sprays. Then they’d left her alone so that she could watch her breasts grow in the dim light without the relief of her small breast pump.

It must have been early evening and her breasts were aching. They'd engorged and felt hard to the touch as if they were made of wood with her areolae swelling from their surfaces as thick, dark brown discs and her teats larger than ever. If she squeezed them, she could encourage a thin mist of milk to spray from the ducts, but it was insubstantial and, although she tried continuously to relieve them, her efforts weren’t enough. And then an electric bulb illuminated on the ceiling, a key turned in the door, and a woman entered carrying a bowl of food followed by two male guards. The woman was huge, an Amazon in green overalls with an equally huge bosom.

“Stand,” barked the woman. Poppy stood and her chains dragged her hands low down away from her chest. The woman grabbed a tit and squeezed, crushing it between sausage-like fingers to eject a thin stream of milk. Poppy crumpled in pain, but the woman grabbed her collar chain and heaved her erect, snagging a link to a hook in the wall just above Poppy’s head to stop her sagging.

Poppy stared down with horror at her breasts, unprotected now she couldn’t lift her hands higher than her waist. Her areolae and nipples, extruded from her breasts by the pressure within, projected menacingly from their tips; touch-sensitive proximity sensors designed to warn against incoming hazards, but their warnings were useless against the woman who slowly placed a huge palm over Poppy’s left breast. Poppy gave a muted scream as the woman squeezed her areola to eject a thin jet of milk that wetted the floor and he nodded to the guards. The men grinned and advanced, each seizing a tit to suck the long teats into their mouths and draw off the warm milk. Poppy couldn’t move, but in actual fact, didn’t really want to; they were doing exactly what she needed and, anyway, there was nowhere she could go.

The men suckled until she was soft and they could draw no more from her, and then, in response to some secret signal from the Amazon, they left.

The woman spun Poppy around so she could access the lock on her gag and dragged the hated device from her mouth. Then she unhooked her collar chain from the wall, pointed to the bowl on the floor, and demanded that Poppy eat. Poppy didn’t need telling twice and dropped to her knees to begin spooning the thin, porridge-like gruel into her mouth, looking up when she heard the lock turn to find that she was alone again.

Two hours later, one of the men entered, pushed her flat on the mattress, and sucked at her teats until she was dry again. With him pinning her to the bunk with his weight, she fully expected that he would take the opportunity to use her body to satisfy his own needs, but he didn’t. He did finger her until she was bouncing uncontrollably on the bunk, but then he just grinned and left, left her moaning with her almost-orgasm hanging.

The same thing happened two hours after that, and every two hours until the early morning, sometimes the guards bringing her food and at other times, just a bottle of water that they insisted she should finish. After the first few visits, Poppy finished herself off, but by the early hours, she was just too tired to think about masturbation. Then the woman entered again with another bowl of porridge. Poppy sat up and the woman grabbed a tit and squeezed. It was soft, but not so soft that it wasn’t obvious she was ripe for milking again. She called in the guards and they drained her dry, frigged her to the point of orgasm, and then left again.

Poppy ate the food and then thanked the woman who made a ‘harrumph’ sound and held out the gag. Reasoning didn’t help; either the woman didn’t understand or just wasn’t interested. She just stared stern-faced and shook the leather gag in her hand. Poppy reluctantly pushed the hard rubber plug into her mouth and turned away so Mrs Amazon could pull the strap tight and apply the lock. This time, though, the woman wanted more. She barked ‘Stand’ and then ‘Hands’, and Poppy watched her strap thick, round mittens over her curled fists to render her hands useless.

She groaned and sunk back on the bunk, but the woman yanked at the chain from her collar to pull her back on her feet and hooked the chain back onto the wall. Then she did something unexpected. She pulled two thick nylon zip ties from her pocket and used them to encircle each of Poppy’s breasts around its base. With horror, her intent became clear. Poppy had been milked frequently during the night to ensure that her milk production was maximised and it wouldn’t be long before she was engorged again, but this time, with the tourniquet around each breast, it would feel far worse. The woman grinned at her handiwork, made some comment in Russian, and knocked a tit so that it bounced.

Released from the wall and alone again, she stared forlornly at her breasts already darkening with engorged blood and sank back onto the mattress to watch her tits grow hard.

✽    ✽    ✽

“So, Miss Summers,” said the grey man from the doorway. “Very soon, you will want to tell me everything.”

Poppy was staring up at him from her bunk. She wanted to tell him everything now, but couldn’t with the gag locked into her mouth. She was cradling her breasts which were now purple, spherical, and as hard as wood again. Each time they were disturbed, they ejected thin jets of milk, but without the use of her fingers, Poppy had little hope of relieving their internal pressure.

“Come,” said the man. “We have everything ready for you,” and a guard pulled her to her feet by her neck chain. He unlocked the chain from the wall and used it as a leash to pull her from the cell and along the dark corridor, and she shuffled along in his wake with her tits bobbing painfully. They entered another room through a metal doorway, a room larger than her cell and illuminated by dazzlingly bright fluorescent lights, and there stood Mrs Amazon in all her glory wearing green cargos and heavy black boots, and nothing else.

Her body was already sweating with the heat in the room, the perspiration dripping from the teats of her massive, naked bosom as she leered at Poppy.

“Come, girl,” the woman said and the guard pulled her further into the room and closer to the torture device set up in its centre. It was a large copper dildo on a post made from twin steel water pipes. The woman had already smeared the dildo with thick grease and when Poppy refused to move closer, she lifted her up as if she weighed nothing and dropped her wriggling and screaming down onto the post’s beckoning tip.

Standing on tiptoe, she squirmed and shrieked as she tried to free herself from the intimate hold, but it was hopeless. There was no way she could push herself high enough and every time she tried, hopping up on one leg as if that would raise her body, her tits rocked alarmingly and milk jetted from their tips.

“I shall leave you in Olga’s capable hands, and later, I shall hear what you have to say.” The grey man smiled at Poppy’s predicament and left while Mrs Amazon, Olga as she now was, slapped Poppy’s tit with a flat strip of wood to make her shriek with a strange, muted, strangled sound while tears streamed from her eyes and mucus dripped from her nose. Poppy spun away, but Olga merely changed position and slapped the other tit.

Olga was enjoying herself and her body rocked when she chuckled to cause her own breasts to bounce like twin basket balls. Then Poppy watched in horror as the woman bent to the floor to turn a valve on the water pipes, presenting a view of enormous buttocks concealed beneath green canvas and her gigantic tits swinging freely beneath her chest. She stood upright and smiled as the dildo suddenly began to cool with chilled water. Olga let the water run for several minutes while she amused herself by slapping Poppy’s bottom to make her jump on the dildo and her tits to make her scream and spray the room. Then she bent forward again to turn off the cold valve and turn on the hot.

“You told me you wouldn’t hurt her,” said Mikhailov as he stared through the observation window at Poppy struggling frantically on her impaling phallus, pawing at her mons with balled hands but unable to ease the scolding heat inside her sex.

“I said I wouldn’t damage her. It’s not the same thing. The water is barely forty-five degrees. It won't permanent harm her, but will feel especially painful after the cold.”

“And her breasts,” he asked gazing at the dark red globes that bobbed on her chest.”

“They will ease when she’s milked, but we may keep the bands on her so she remembers.”

The men watched through the glass as hot water turned to cold and Poppy’s frantic motion eased until the valves were switched again.

✽    ✽    ✽

“And so, Miss Summers…”

Poppy stood in the grey man’s office facing his desk. Her makeup, applied when she was last at her apartment, now left black streaks down her face and there was mucus smeared across her cheek. Her gag had been removed but her breasts were still banded and were painful each time she moved.

“Please… My breasts hurt.”

She tried to lift her hands to support them, but was defeated by her chains.

“Are you ready to talk to me now?”

“I told you everything before.”

“Oh, right… Well, you can go then.”

Poppy stared motionless and open-mouthed, and then the grey man smiled for the first time.

“Just my little joke,” he said. “So, you told me you are a clerk who overheard people discussing a letter describing American plans should Mr Apperley be elected US president.”

Poppy nodded.

“And you found this letter just lying unsecured in a drawer one lunchtime.”

“Yes. In a case inside the drawer.”

“A clerk… sent from England to file papers.”

Poppy nodded again and the man slammed his fist down on the desk.

“I don’t believe you. Take her away,” he said to the guard.

“No, wait… They told me I’m an intelligence officer, but I'm not really. I only had two weeks training and that only involved reading up about Lebanon.”

“So, what was your remit? What is it that they trained you to do.”

“The trained me to be submissive and they gave me hormones so I started to lactate.”

“That’s ridiculous. Why would they do that?”

“It was to make me attractive. I was to make friends with foreign associates and report on anything they say.”

“You want me to believe you're nothing but a common prostitute?”

“No… I'm not a prostitute. I wasn’t supposed to sleep with anyone.”

The grey man studied her for several seconds and then his patience lapsed.

“Take her away. I’ve had enough of her lies.”

“No, wait… I can prove it. I was locked in a chastity belt,” but the man wasn’t listening as a guard stuffed the gag back into her mouth and dragged her through the door.

She was soon back in her small cell and the cycle repeated with a few small differences. Firstly, they didn’t remove her mittens so everything had to be done for her. Secondly, they didn’t remove the nylon tie-wraps from around her breasts, so as her milk came in, so her breasts became fashioned into painful, engorged spheres. And thirdly, they only removed the gag for a short time when someone fed or watered her, so she had to endure the pain in silence.

The guards did milk her, suckling from her while she lay pinned beneath them with their fingers diddling and their mouths stripping her of her milk. As before, they always left her on the verge of a climax, but now a climax she had no way to complete.

Lying on the bare mattress, awoken every two hours, and nothing but a pail with which she could ease her discomfort, she cried all through the night. Olga entered in the early morning to feed and water her, insisting that she drank the whole of the water bottle to ensure she had enough liquids to lactate, and then left her until midday to repeat the whole sorry episode.

Mikhailov again watched through the glass, but he was not happy.

They almost had to carry her to the interrogation office and, once again, the grey man bombarded her with questions that Poppy did her best to answer, but her answers failed to satisfy. She screamed when the guard forced the gag back into her mouth and they had to support her as her interrogator stood and scowled.

“Next time, turn up the heat,” he bellowed as the guards dragged her back to her cell.

Mikhailov entered the office through an interconnecting door. “I don’t think you are going to get the answers you want using this method.”

“Do you think not? Your head has been turned by this girl. She’s a plant trained to feed you misleading information and I intend to prove that.”

“But what if she’s not. You’ll make her tell you the memo was fake just so that you stop the torture, but then what if it’s not. This could lead to a world war.”

“And if the memo is fake…”

“I believe what she says about being trained to be submissive and even her description of the lactation hormones rings true. It’s not what she told me, so in that respect, she lied to me, but I think it was done to her to make her appear more submissive and vulnerable. It’s true what she said about being locked into a chastity belt and I'm prepared to believe it was to prevent inconvenient relationships developing. Perhaps her assignment in Beirut wasn’t intended to be the ultimate aim of the exercise; it may have just been more training and they were saving her for a more important prize.”

The general sat back in his chair and regarded Mikhailov coldly. “What would you have me do?”

“Try a different interrogation method. Intentional or not, she is a sexual submissive who has been conditioned to respond to carnal stimuli. Use that to torment her to the extent it renders her confounded with her mind a fog, and then I’ll talk to her.”

“Torment her sexually… Yes, we can do that,” said the general.

✽    ✽    ✽

The next morning, Olga entered Poppy’s cell and hung her back up on the wall. Then she supervised a guard relieving her of her milk. It eased the pain she was in and, when her breasts were soft, Olga cut away the nylon bands. Her breasts were still discoloured and she thanked the woman for her kindness, but all was not as it seemed and her thanks were premature because Olga then replaced the nylon with metal bands that she tightened using their screw adjusters until they were at least as constricting as the nylon tie-wraps, and by Midday, her breasts were once more a dark purple colour and engorged.

That’s when they fetched her again, but instead of finding herself facing the hot dildo, Poppy was led to a different room to face a different torture device in the form of a wide, wooden saddle supported on a trestle. Olga reconfigured her chains, locking her wrists together behind her so that they hung in the small of her back from her collar and removing her hobble chain completely so that she’d be able to mount the saddle, and then she invited Poppy to climb aboard.

Poppy looked wretchedly at the saddle, her heart sinking with the thought of settling herself onto its twin probes, but with extra guards backing Olga, delay could only mean more pain.

A guard supported her as she climbed onto the access stool and stepped over the device. Then, with a foot either side and a long groan, she slowly settled herself. The metal vaginal probe was much longer than the anal, easily as long and thick as her last chastity belt. Its convoluted profile was heavily ridged and topped by an acorn-shaped head reminiscent of the male glans. By contrast, the shorter anal probe was smooth and conical, and supported on a narrower short stem, but at its widest, the cone was much broader than she’d ever housed before.

Both probes had been liberally lubricated with the same thick, brown, unctuous grease they’d used on the heat post and there was little resistance as she lowered herself until the blunt tip of the shorter anal probe touched. She sunk lower, but the probes bulbous head was much too wide for her and she gave Olga a pitiful look. Olga nodded to the guards who whisked away the mounting stools and it was then that she discovered that not only were the probes liberally greased, but the sides of the saddle too. Her legs flailed for purchase in its slippery surface, but her own weight was more than sufficient to force the wide, thickly greased, bulbous head through her anal muscle and she dropped heavily onto the saddle’s rounded surface.

Discomfort didn’t adequately describe what she was feeling. The vaginal phallus was long in length and broad in thickness, but not to the extent that it was discomforting to accommodate. The anal plug was something else… Quite apart from the sharp pain as the broad bulb passed into her, she was now left with its thick shaft, almost as wide as the bulb, lodged within her anal muscle and the conical bulb now pulling against her from the inside.

Unable to rise, she watched with trepidation while her guards wrapped metal bands around her legs just above her knees before lifting her ankles and strapping them to her thighs to further inhibit her movements. Olga inspected their work, peering closely at Poppy’s crotch spread wide over the wooden surface and at her purple, spherical breasts with their elongated nipples bobbing on her chest and looking more like some form of decoration rather than part of her anatomy. Then, the grey man entered the room.

“So, here we are again, Miss Summers; me with my questions and you severely inconvenienced and prepared to answer them.”

Poppy made a muted mewing sound to demonstrate that she couldn’t answer anything with the gag in her mouth. The man seemed unconcerned. He nodded and two guards began connecting electrical wires to the bands about her thighs and those around the base of each breast. Then they wrapped bare wires around her teats, twisting them so that they wouldn’t fall off, but not so tight that they sealed the ducts.

“Today, we are going to investigate the effect of electricity on the human body, but first, I think we should, how should I put this… load you.” He looked at the guard standing beside Poppy and he turned a valve on pipes that descended the wall.

The flow was slow; so slow that she could barely feel her insides moving to accommodate the cold water as it discharged from the top of the anal probe and began to fill her rectum before gurgling up into her colon, but as its volume grew, so her dismay increased.

After five minutes, she could look down and see how her belly was expanding, but all her efforts to eject the water were defeated by the anal plug’s thickness. The guard said something to the grey man and he nodded. The flow continued. After ten minutes, she looked and felt like she was six months pregnant and her belly rolled when she moved.

“Four litres, Miss Summers. Shall we see how much more you can accommodate?”

Poppy shook her head frantically, but he smiled; his question was purely rhetorical.

After another five minutes, the guard spoke again and then turned off the valve. Poppy felt a little faint. There were six litres of water now inside her abdomen, more than one-and-a-half-gallons, and the weight of it was distending her belly so that it sagged between her spread thighs. More than that, she could actually feel its pressure around the dildo trapped in her pussy. She tried to move, but her legs just slipped on the surface of the saddle so she couldn’t lift herself and when she wriggled, the water sloshed from side to side.

“Electricity does strange things to a person’s body,” said the grey man conversationally. “For a start, it operates muscles by causing the cells in them to contract. Allow me to demonstrate,” and he nodded to Olga who flicked a switch on a panel. A small electrical pulse flowed from the metal dildo to the metal bands around her legs to energise her thigh muscles and, with no conscious input from Poppy, her muscles spasmed at the same time as her pelvic muscles gripped the fixed dildo and tightened around the shaft of the anal plug. She squealed as her legs tried to close and her electrically activated body rose on the dildo’s convoluted profile further exciting the sensory cells in the wall of her vagina. Behind her, the anal probe rose with her until, at eight centimetres, it suddenly hit a stop and jerked on her anal muscle to prevent her rising higher.

The pulse stopped and Poppy relaxed to slip rapidly back down the dildo and slap against the saddle’s surface like a pancake hitting a rock, with the water in her belly causing waves that rippled over her skin and added to the pressure suddenly striking her clit.

Poppy sat over the saddle with an astonished rather than a pained expression on her face. As a torture, she thought it was particularly ineffective because, despite her worse fears, the effect wasn’t actually painful. The electric pulse wasn’t burning and her bloated abdomen merely enhanced the effect of her movement with the only real discomfort coming from her breasts that bobbed alarmingly on her chest. Olga flicked the switch twice more and the same thing happened: she jumped as her legs tried to close on the greased surface and then flopped back down when the electricity was turned off to refill herself, leaving her staring at the grey man in muted surprise.

“You like that, don’t you?” But she was barely listening. The eroticism of her predicament had lit up the frontal cortex in her brain to tell her a sexual encounter was in progress and she was watching Olga’s finger on the switch, waiting expectantly for another burst.

“All women are sluts and it’s amusing to watch them torment themselves until they're unable to even think, but for you, we have something special. This is the effect electricity can have on muscle cells, but what is not generally appreciated is that it can cause small contractions in nearly all human cells. Its effect on, say, fat cells can be tiny and would normally pass unnoticed, dwarfed by the effect on the underlying muscles, but I think today we will be able to demonstrate the phenomena.”

He nodded again to Olga and as she momentarily operated a second switch, Poppy felt a tingling in her breasts.

“You have no muscle cells in your breasts, but with the current flowing through your fat cells and your tits already compressed with engorged milk and squeezed by the metal bands, even a small effect can be noticeable.”

He nodded again to Olga and she flicked the switch again, this time leaving it on to pulse the current in short bursts. The current flowing through the layers of fatty tissue inside each breast caused the cells to constrict and, although the effect couldn’t be seen on the surface of her breasts, the constrictions applied additional pressure to her already stressed milk glands. The pulsing compressions initiated her milk ‘let-down’ so that it began to drip from the tips of her nipples and before long the regular drips turned to thin, pulsing sprays as her milk glands also began to react to the current.

Soon, Poppy was involuntarily jumping up and down on the dildo as her bobbing tits began ejecting ever more milk that sprayed in fan-like jets either side of the saddle to wet the floor. Her motion was guided by the slicked dildo, limited only by the locking action of the anal plug, and synchronised with her muted cries and the loud claps of her wet vulva and sagging belly striking the greased surface of the saddle. And then Mikhailov entered. He was handcuffed.

“Poppy… I'm so sorry. They think we are trying to deceive them.”

She stared at him, at her lover, and memories came flooding back.

“I love you, Poppy. You must believe that.”

She nodded; a movement almost lost in the noise as much of her body was also nodding.

“Take her gag off,” ordered the grey man and Olga stepped behind Poppy to unlock it without interfering with the pulses.

“Andrey,” she cried. “Oh, Andrey… I love you too.” And then, “Oh fuck, I think I'm going to come… Andrey, they're making me climax. I can't stop myself. Oh God…”

Olga turned the knob on the control panel and Poppy’s movements quickened on the phalli and the milky sprays increased.

“Poppy. You have to tell them. Tell them the truth about your mission in Beirut. It’s the only way you'll get them to stop.”

“You were my mission, Andrey. I was turned into a submissive and made to lactate just to please you. Oh God, please stop the pulses; I can't take anymore.”

“Me! Why did you want to please me?”

“Oh fuck, fuck, fuck… Please, no more…”

“Why me, Poppy?”

“I was supposed to find out why you were in Beirut. I wasn’t supposed to fall in love with you. Oh, God. I'm still coming. I can't stop,” and she closed her eyes as her tits and belly bounced and the jets of milk were flung high and wide.

“And the memo… Tell them about the memo.”

“Oh, fuck, please stop this thing. I can't think straight. Oh God…”

“Poppy, the memo…”

“The memo… I've told you. I heard them talking and then you asked me for a copy. Fuck, fuck, fuckity, fuck,” she exclaimed in time with the wet, slapping sound of her sex smacking against the greased surface of the saddle.

“And you didn’t know about it before?”

“I didn’t even know the man. I’d never seen him before. Oh Christ… I think I'm going to burst. Please help me… Arrgh…”

Grey man told Olga to turn her off before she fainted and he and Mikhailov left while she had her eyes tightly closed. A guard stood at her side holding her arm until her composure returned and she looked about the room. “Andrey… Where’s Andrey?”


Chapter 24

Convicted

Mikhailov sat in the general’s office and smiled at his superior. He was no longer wearing the handcuffs; in any case, they hadn’t even been locked.

“Are you satisfied now?”

“Her performance was quite convincing.”

“So, you'll let her go now?”

“Oh no… She’s still a foreign agent sent to spy on you and I do not want her on our streets. She’ll be sentenced and imprisoned.”

“But she tried to help us with that memo.”

“She was trying to ingratiate herself with you; nothing to do with Russia.”

“And me? What’s going to happen to me?”

“Nothing, I expect… You have acted correctly for the most part, although you did initially fail to suspect a honey trap. It’ll all be in my report to the Secretariat. I dare say you will go on to have a moderately successful career as a minor diplomat. And now, I have work to do.”

Mikhailov stared at the top of the man’s head. It was obvious he’d get no more concessions. “Thank you, general,” and he pushed himself from the chair and left the room.

Three days later, on a particularly warm and sunny day, he arranged to meet Poppy in Moscow’s Lefortovo Prison. She shuffled into the interview room with her feet manacled and a steel chain linked to her wrists, escorted by a female prison guard, a young girl with curly blonde hair who grinned at Mikhailov in a way that couldn’t be misinterpreted. Beside her, Poppy was dressed in a grey, two-piece cotton suit – a grey shirt and skirt – and she too smiled at Mikhailov when she saw him, but her expression, instead of portraying happiness, looked immeasurably sad. They sat, one each side of a table. The guard locked Poppy’s hand cuff chain to a ring on the table’s surface and then withdrew.

“Hi. Are they treating you well?” he asked.

She shrugged. “It’s better than being tortured.”

“I'm so sorry it’s turned out like this.”

“You told me I'd be welcomed here and instead they're prosecuting me as a foreign agent. I’m told I’ll be in prison for decades.” Tears gathered in her eyes again, “And I’ll never be with you.” Her hi-pitched little-girl voice sounded particularly heart-rending.

“Don’t say that. We mustn’t give up hope. At least Mr Apperley is not doing so well in the polls now and we can tell ourselves that we might have prevented a world war.”

She gave him another weak smile; it suddenly didn’t seem such a good bargain.

“You know I would have done anything to stay with you.”

“I know that, my sweet. You have torn a hole in my heart and I will miss you too.” A pale smile now crossed his face. “You are, without doubt, the sexiest creature I have ever met.”

“Thank you… You really know how to lift a girl’s spirits,” she said and despite the tears in her eyes, her smile showed a glimmer of humour. “It’s all been your doing, you know. When I'm with you, all I want to do is to please you.” She tried to lift her hands, but the links clicked taut. “They're allowing me to use my breast pump,” she suddenly added. “I don’t know how long that’s going to last, but I like it; it reminds me of you.”

They were quiet for a long period, each looking at the other. Poppy was imagining being with him in his big bed, their bodies carnally coupled, hers perhaps bound and wriggling in leather straps. Mikhailov was looking at her face; a pretty face with swathes of white hair like a halo, bright eyes, and pink lips that were so plumped with hyaluronic acid filler that they left a little hole between them in the middle.

“What will you be doing now? Will you come and see me?” she asked.

“They've put me back onto active service, but they're sending me away. They're sending me to London,” and he thought about the irony.

“Oh. That may be where David is. Perhaps you’ll meet him.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Three weeks later, Mikhailov was sitting at a table outside a café in Covent Garden listening to a trio of girls subsidising their college fees by playing Vivaldi on violins and a cello. They were good and he was tempted to contribute a small amount towards what was likely to be a considerable college invoice. He sipped his coffee and gazed at the girl with the shortest skirt and a cello between her knees.

“Andrey Mikhailov?”

The voice came from a young man wearing a sharp suit and sporting a rough beard and ponytail.

“David Gunn,” said the man. Mikhailov stood and held out his hand. “How is she?”

“She was well last time I saw her three weeks ago. Not happy, of course.”

“No, I should think not. Were they very rough with her?”

“It would not have been pleasant.”

“You know we never intended that it would go this far.”

“You sent her with the aim of deceiving me with a fake memo.”

“How did you know it was fake?”

“I realised as soon as I'd sent it to Moscow, but by then it was too late. In any case, I didn’t like Apperley either. He is still a dangerous man whether or not he has designs on Kaliningrad. At least, he looks set to lose the election now.”

“Thanks to Moscow’s interference.”

Mikhailov shrugged. “Clever of you to prepare her like that. You did present me with a delicacy that I couldn’t resist.”

Gunn sighed. “She was quite a stunner.”

“And the chastity belt. That was genius, a curved ball that completely threw me off course. What would have happened if I had failed to unlock it.”

“We had no doubts that you could and it primed you to associate her with bondage, a fetish that I know you enjoy.”

“Quite,” said Mikhailov. “I grew very fond of her.”

“Me too. A pity she’s in Lefortovo Prison for the next thirty years. She’ll be fifty-four when she gets out and have saggy tits.”

“A pity,” echoed Mikhailov. “Could you not seek to swop her. I don’t think the Russian authorities particularly want to keep her. They're only doing it to demonstrate that the west is still sending them their spies.”

“As I understand it, she actually opted to run to Moscow.”

“She was encouraged by a couple of fake British security agents. I was told to get her to Moscow for interrogation and it was the easiest way.”

“I presume she doesn’t know that.”

“It doesn’t really matter now,” murmured Mikhailov sadly.

“I don’t think we have anyone to bargain with,” said Gunn.

“A deal, then. Perhaps a minor trade agreement.”

“It won't be easy and I’d need to wave some sort of inducement to the British Government to encourage them to make the effort. Just winning the freedom of a girl who will no longer be useful to them is hardly going to cut it when there’s so many other things that need their attention.”

Silence prevailed while both men sipped their coffees and then Mikhailov exclaimed: “The set-up we had going in Beirut might work. Not that business with the fake memo… I mean the preceding period where she and I traded inconsequential titbits of information with each other to retain the other side’s interest.”

“You mean that I should convince my bosses that Russia thinks she’s still their girl and still has confidence in her?”

“Your company doesn’t even need to believe she’s loyal to the UK; you could just present her as a useful way of delivering misinformation. Conversely, I’ll tell my superiors that the British Government believes her to be loyal and that they believe they owe her some sort of debt for the trouble they landed her in. As a result, she may still gain access to sensitive UK information that she will happily pass to me because she loves me so much.”

Gunn’s face broke into a smile. “Devious or what… We could both feed her the odd trivial detail just to keep things going and everyone will be happy.”

Mikhailov looked pensive. “We mustn’t overplay this or else one or other side may expect too much. I’ll tell my boss that I think I can manipulate Poppy because she’s so in love with me and you tell Leobird they should set her up as if she’s a proper agent so they can play the SVR. In the grand scheme of things, neither side is wagering much; they could both go for it.”

They agreed and, with a nod and a handshake, sought to give Poppy back thirty years of her life.

✽    ✽    ✽

Her trial in Moscow had been quick. Within two weeks, she’d been convicted of spying for a foreign agency and sentenced to thirty years in a Russian prison. Two weeks after that, they took her from the prison to a hotel, where a younger, more personable man from the SVR told her that her situation had been reconsidered and her sentence commuted to deportation. Then, while she was still in shock, she’d been supplied with new clothes, toiletries, cosmetics, everything she could possibly need, and put on a flight to London.

David Gunn had met her at Heathrow and took her back to his apartment where he tried to explain what was happening, starting with telling her that it was all smoke and mirrors dreamed up by Mikhailov and himself over a coffee in Covent Garden.

“The Russians have released you because Andrey has convinced them of two things: firstly, that the UK agencies do not know you betrayed their secret and that they still have confidence in you.”

Poppy looked perplexed as Gunn continued: “And secondly, that you love Andrey so much, you’ll do anything for him. I, on the other hand, have convinced Leobird and, by association, MI6, that despite having the hots for Andrey, you’re substantially loyal to your country and that they could still use you to feed misleading information to Mikhailov and SVR.”

“I am loyal. I gave Andrey that memo because it just seemed the right thing to do.”

“Well, yes, but that’s not the way things are done in the world of spies. Anyway, Leobird have agreed that you could possibly be useful to them in the future.”

“But MI6 does know I stole that document. British agents came to arrest me in Beirut and they were going to prosecute me as a traitor. The Russians must know that. How can they believe I’ll be trusted with UK secrets in the future?”

“No, not true. Those agents were Russians. The SVR sent them because they wanted to frighten you so you’d run to Russia where they could interrogate you. The British had no idea what was going on.”

That last statement wasn’t totally true, but her flight to Russia did come as a surprise to the men at Leobird.

“Does this mean that I'm going to be a Leobird operative again? That they're still going to employ me?”

“Nominally… It may be a while before they trust you with their more important secrets, but they’ll make a play of employing you just to deceive the Russians. They’ll set you up in a London apartment, pay you a decent salary, and perhaps give you something to keep you busy, but what they hope to gain is a hotline into Russian Intelligence through your relationship with Andrey and the possibility of passing on misinformation directly into the SVR.”

“I have to deceive Andrey now? I don’t like that idea.”

“You’ll not be deceiving him. While you're passing the Russians British trivia, Andrey will be passing you similar useless Russian gems for British Intelligence consumption, and both sides will keep up the pretence just in case they receive truly useful information from the other side. That way, everyone’s happy and you're not in a Russian prison.”

✽    ✽    ✽

Four weeks later and Poppy was humming to herself as she placed the shopping on the kitchen table. The temperature outside was beginning to cool as winter neared, but the apartment was warm and, in any case, what did it matter if it was cold or raining? She was free and back in London, and against that, everything else was inconsequential.

The dining room door opened and a girl walked in. She was frowning.

“You late,” she said in broken English with a strong Russian accent.

“Plenty of time. Andrey won't be here for at least another fifteen minutes. You look nice.”

Elmira smiled and twirled around so that her black satin skirt lifted to show white thighs. The bodice she wore above the skirt was in the style of a sleeveless, tailored waistcoat with a high round-neck. The waistcoat was also in black which, together with her jet-black hair and dark eyes, created a striking monochromatic tableau broken only by blood-red lips.

Now she was in London, Elmira’s English was beginning to improve and from an almost non-existent standard, she had now achieved ‘barely understandable’. It consisted of a few important nouns and vowels with no discernible grammar, but no-doubt that would come in time. She was glaring at Poppy again whilst Poppy took off her coat and poured herself a glass of water, and the meaning behind her stare transcended the spoken word.

“Alright… I'm coming now,” and she moved towards the double bedroom that she shared with Mikhailov with Elmira following close behind.

The new apartment that Leobird had supplied in Camden was more central than her old one and larger, large enough to accommodate both Mikhailov and Elmira when they chose to visit. She’d wondered if Leobird management knew they were staying with her; presumably they did and it suited them – something about keeping one’s enemies closer.

The bedroom they entered, like the rest of the apartment, was ultra-modern and sleek with monochromatic décor highlighted by bright, primary-coloured furnishings. Light grey walls and a darker grey carpet provided the backdrop for light-oak furniture, concealed ceiling lights, and chrome accessories, with large, modern paintings adding colour to the walls. A two-metre-square bed took pride of place centrally against the longest wall with its luxury bedding and intricately carved oak head and foot boards distracting attention from the chromed ‘D’ rings fixed along its sides.

Poppy moved to stand by the foot board and smiled as her fingers traced along the delicately carved geometric designs, paying particular attention to the row of circular holes piercing the heavy wood: two sixteen-centimetre circular holes flanked by smaller six-centimetre holes equispaced across the width of the bed. She glanced at Elmira standing by the door and grinned. Words still weren’t necessary and she began unbuttoning her blouse.

✽    ✽    ✽

Mikhailov arrived as expected and was met in the hall by Elmira who greeted him with a kiss even before he’d removed his overcoat.

“Is Poppy here yet?” he asked in Russian.

“She’s waiting for you,” she answered and nodded to the bedroom.

He entered the room and the first thing to greet him when he opened the door was Poppy’s raised hindquarters as she stood in Gunn’s milking frame. She turned her head to see who had entered, but was restricted by the frame’s collar and had to wait until Mikhailov had moved into her line of sight.

“Good evening, my sweet English rose. All ready for your six o'clock…” he remarked looking at the teat cups hanging from her breasts. It was a similar milking machine to the one he’d acquired for her in Beirut. Elmira had energised it and it hummed quietly from beneath the frame as the cups clung tenaciously to her nipples, dragging them deep into the transparent plastic bores, but not yet assaulting them with the powerful pulses. Poppy tried to return the greeting, but was defeated by the plug held in her mouth by a simple leather strap, so rolled her chest from side to side instead to inspire his attention.

“Oh, my love. Soon, all your fantasies will be fulfilled. You just need to be a little more patient.”

He gave the nearest teat cup a gentle tug to test its adherence and it pulled her tit into a long cone shape before he released it to bounce and send its suction tube flailing like a writhing snake. He paused at her hips and Elmira handed him Gunn’s cap removal tool. He tapped it against the magnetic cap that was concealing her clit and Poppy made a muted sound that was meant as encouragement. Mikhailov closed the clamp around the cap, twisted the knob to align the magnetic flux, and lifted the cap away to expose her clitoris engorged and peeping from the top of its enclosing band. He touched it gently with his fingertip and Poppy squealed and tried ineffectually to rock her hips.

“Patience…” he murmured again and left the room.

In the sitting room, Elmira was waiting for him. She’d removed her waistcoat and grinned as she wrapped her arms around his neck to kiss him again, pressing her now naked breasts with their unusual teats against his shirt.

“And you, my little Russian fox, will have to be patient too before you discover your fate…”

He spoke in Russian again and she grinned, stepping back and picking up the same type of gag that she’d so recently fitted to Poppy. She pushed the fat silicone plug into her mouth and buckled it behind her neck to leave herself mute with her painted lips stretched around its girth. The gag compromised her mouth, but her eyes still showed a smile as she unfastened the waistband of her skirt and it dropped to the floor about her feet like a parachute to leave her body naked. Mikhailov indicated the narrow cage standing upright on the floor behind her and she moved back, stepping carefully through the open portal in her heels and squeezing her body around the thick metal pegs protruding horizontally from the back of the cage.

“Comfortable?” he asked and she nodded, so he closed the doors to press her between the bars like a waffle in a toaster.

Ten minutes later, the doorbell rang.


Chapter 25

A Reprieval of Sorts

With the chiming of the doorbell, Mikhailov put his glass on a side table to answer the door and found, as expected, Gunn grinning at him. What was not expected was a second man standing behind Gunn.

“I've brought a friend with me. I hope that’s alright,” said Gunn.

Before Mikhailov had the chance to answer, the man held out his hand. “Greg Mason,” he said and after a short hesitation, Mikhailov smiled and grasped the proffered hand warmly. “I hope you don’t mind the intrusion, but I felt we should meet.”

“Of course. Please come in. Can I offer you a whisky.

The men divested themselves of their coats and followed Mikhailov into the sitting room, Mason stopping abruptly when he saw Elmira.

“She is our housemaid,” explained Mikhailov which, in truth, explained nothing.

“She is naturally excitable and has a tendency to interfere when her intervention is not needed; I am teaching her forbearance.”

She was standing pressed between the bars that were confining her so tightly that it was virtually impossible for her to move at all. When the doors on the front of the cage were closed, it trapped her head through a hole in the cage’s top surface, and her body in a pose defined by the pegs positioned against her arms, waist, and legs.

“As you can see, the cage has been fabricated to fit her body with some precision, but it also works for Poppy if she wears lower heels than Elmira.”

The cage was constructed from black, steel bars, not in a simple format, but with the bars forming the doors only crossing her body where necessary. They pressed her shoulders, arms, and legs between the back and front bars, with the pegs keeping her arms at her sides but away from her body, and her thighs parted. Bars across her waist and the top of her pelvis restricted the movement of her hips and bars at chest height held her torso tightly with integral hoops allowing her breasts to protrude beyond the cage’s confines.

“You have a curious way of retaining your staff,” murmured Mason.

“It’s a little game we play. She’s waiting to find out whether she’ll be rewarded for her cooperation and stoicism or whether she’ll be castigated for some minor transgression.”

All the while, Elmira was gripping the corner bars with her fingers and looking blindly about her with a mask over her eyes, trying to determine where people were by the sounds of their voices and movements.

The men moved closer, Gunn peering intently at her plump breasts defying gravity by being forced through the hoops. He touched each spectacular teat in turn with a light stroke and they immediately responded by hardening and projecting erect from the tips of her breasts. He touched her again, this time flicking her with his fingertip and she made a muted whimpering sound and tried to wriggle between the bars, but her movements failed to jog her tits which remained perfectly static within the hoops while her nipples vibrated like springs.

His attention drifted lower to where her mons and her denuded labial detail below it were completely unobstructed by the bars and her thighs were held apart by the pegs. He looked enquiringly at Mikhailov.

“I wouldn’t if I were you,” he said. “She is a Russian and you are a British agent. I think her cunny might bite.”

Gunn grinned and patted her mons, but resisted the temptation to delve deeper. Then he looked behind her and saw that the cage was tight against the small of her back and the tops of her thighs, but that her cheeks protruded invitingly through an unobstructed area.

“Gentlemen,” murmured Mikhailov and handed his guests glasses of Scottish malt whisky.

“Are we good?” asked Mason and Mikhailov gazed at him passively to determine his meaning.

“Bill Apperley was never going to be a good choice for either of our two nations,” said Mikhailov.

Mason shrugged judiciously. “You do realise that the girl was nothing more than an innocent pawn?”

“A very beautiful pawn. You prepared her well; perhaps even a little too well,” and he glanced at Elmira: a similar pawn with similar needs and aspirations. Then he looked about the expensively furnished room. “I am glad to see you treat your agents so well, but may I ask what you hope to gain from your investment?”

“I understand from David that the two of you have reached an agreement which is primarily in the girl’s best interest. I only ask that Poppy is able to supply enough relevant data to justify our periodic invoices to His Majesty’s Government.”

“As I've already indicated to Mr Gunn, I'm sure that could be arranged if Miss Summers could be equally accommodating with her bedroom talk trivia.”

Mason smiled. “This is excellent whisky.”

Mikhailov returned the smile and reminded Mason that it was he who had bought it.

“Is Miss Summers here?”

“In the bedroom…”

“In that case I’d like a brief word.”

“Of course. After all, she is your agent,” and Mikhailov led them from the room.

Neither guest showed any surprise when confronted by Poppy’s raised genitalia upon entering the bedroom, but Mason noted in passing that her clitoris was still banded; her heightened arousal was causing it to engorge and he could see it peeping from between the folds of her labia. Poppy, on the other hand, was visibly shocked when the three men lined up before her head. Mason squatted so he was on the same level and asked if Mikhailov would be good enough to remove her gag so they could talk.

“Ank koo,” she responded once the rubber penis had been withdrawn to leave just a metal clamp inside her mouth holding her jaws apart. Drool began to drop from her filler-enhanced lower lip almost immediately to form a long tendril slowly extending towards the floor.

“Good evening, Rhona. Sorry… Poppy. Are you well?”

“Yes, thur,” came her strained reply.

Mason nodded slowly as if he was thinking about her health instead of the compromising position she’d been forced to adopt. He pretended to be unfazed by her situation and asked if she was satisfied with her revised working conditions now that she was back from Beirut.

“Yes, thur…”

“Nothing you need?”

“Oh, thur…”

It was proving to be a difficult conversation; not your usual employer/employee interchange. She moved, presumably to ease the pressure on her neck, but the movement disturbed the tubes dangling from her breasts and attracted Mason’s attention. He looked below her chest to where the teat cups were hanging. Their weight was elongating the soft flesh which was already distorted by black webbing bands around the base of each breast and he looked enquiringly at Mikhailov.

“It was her own idea,” he explained. “Something she picked up from her stay in Russia.”

The bands together with the suction of the teat cups were causing her nipples to lengthen like Elmira’s and the milk to slowly trickle through the plastic tubes.

“Gentlemen,” said Mason. “Do you think we may have a little privacy?”

“Of course,” said Mikhailov and left with Gunn.

Mason waited until they'd closed the door and then turned his attention back to Poppy. “Er…” he began, a little unsure of his ground. “Er… Mr Mikhailov… Are you still happy to associate with him? You're not finding your obligations in that respect too onerous?”

“Oh, thur…”

“This milking…  er… lactation… You can stop that now if you want.”

She shook her head. “Oh ank koo, thur.”

“And the clitoral band. Doctor Grace could remove that.”

“Oh ank koo, thur.” Her response even more definite.

“And how are you getting on with David. Is his assistance still beneficial?”

“Oh eth, thur. Ee ells ee ot to ooo.”

“He tells you what to do,” repeated Mason in more recognisable English and Poppy nodded. “Right. Er… I can see how that might be useful to you. Well, we have various tasks I’d like to allocate to you, not least some Lebanese documents I'd like you to peruse. With your language skills, you may be able to identify insights others have missed.”

“E ee orice, thur.”

Mason was momentarily at a loss, but then: “You want to know if you should come into headquarters to work,” and Poppy nodded.

“Oh no, I don’t think that will be necessary. David can collect the work for you. Probably best if you work from home.”

“Ank koo, thur.”

“Well, er… I think that’s all I wanted to say. I just wanted you to know that your efforts are appreciated. If you're sure there’s nothing else I can do for you, I’ll be off. Keep up the good work.”

Mason stood, but before he left, he reached out and stroked her cheek next to her open mouth, a curiously affectionate gesture that a father might give to a child.

“Ank koo, thur,” and he was gone.

In the hall, Mikhailov went to collect Mason’s coat and Mason took the opportunity to whisper to Gunn. “That bed… The footboard has holes cut into it…”

“The top half is removable. It’s clipped in place and can be lifted away along the centreline of the holes.”

Mason nodded knowingly. “I, er… I just wondered.”

“As Andrey said, it’s possible we overdid the sub training,” said Gunn and they both looked through the open door to the living room where Elmira was still pressed into the cage and looking blindly ahead, her tits projecting to the front to point the way and her bum to the rear. “And he should know.”

“Well, thank you for that David… Mr Mikhailov…” said Mason taking his coat from Mikhailov. “I shall be in touch,”

“A pleasure to meet you, Mr Mason,” and he opened the door.

“You should have warned me,” said Mikhailov once Mason had left. I could have arranged a more conventional reception for him.”

“This was good. At least now he knows exactly what’s going on, which, incidentally, is no more than he intended, and it left him flustered to the extent that he didn’t ask any difficult questions.”

“But he didn’t know about Elmira.”

“And now he does,” countered Gunn.

They ambled into the bedroom and Gunn squatted where Mason was moments before.

“You did well, sweetie. I think we can all look forward to a long and rewarding future,” but Poppy had other things on her mind.

“I apps… I’ten I apps.”

Gunn smiled and moved to her side to tighten the web strap around her right breast. She gasped and he moved to her left to do the same with the other strap and then closed his hand around her elongated tit to feel the tautness and heat in her skin. She gave another moan and closed her eyes.

“Ok?” he asked.

“Ess… Ok,” came the reply. He thought she was smiling, although it was a little difficult to tell. “Anyway, it’s time you were milked; you're overdue.”

He stood to join Mikhailov behind her and gazed down at her anus prominent between soft cheeks and now the highest point of her body. It looked dark and crinkled against the pale skin around it, a stark rose between soft, white globes that contracted into a tight knot when it was touched. Below it and just as conspicuous were the twin rolls of blush-red labia, with the thin frills of her minora decorating the moist slot between them; a portal through which all human life emerged and into which all men yearned to return. Gunn drew a line through it with his finger and Poppy jumped with a loud gasp when he brushed her distended clitoris.

“Which end do you want?” asked Gunn and Mikhailov grinned.

“Your turn for the back, I think,” and he walked around to stand in front of her and unzipped his trousers. Poppy stuck out her tongue through her open mouth and pressed forward against the collar in an impatient attempt to consume him, but he was waiting for Gunn.

He didn’t need to wait long before Gunn unfastened the waistband of his suit and pushed both trousers and boxers to his knees so that the material didn’t get stained, and then he lightly touched the tip of his erect penis against the sopping mouth of her vaginal tunnel.

“Ready for a spit roast?” asked Gunn and Mikhailov nodded and clicked on the pump with his foot. The pump began squeezing and sucking in earnest and Poppy squealed, but her cry was cut short when Mikhailov pressed his cock deep into her open mouth and Gunn thrust his into her cunt, filling her with a single lunge that lifted her heels from the floor and crushed her banded clit between their bodies.

Poppy’s teats began expressing milk in strong jets as her body trembled and shook and arousal fluid seeped from around Gunn’s cock to threaten ruin upon his suit.

Meanwhile, in the sitting room, Elmira heard her cry and a zing of excitement nudged her dark, blindfolded world; whatever fate held in store for her wouldn't now be long in coming.

✽    ✽    ✽  The End   ✽    ✽    ✽
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The Sultan’s Dancer

The year was 1914, a momentous year for Kate, a twenty-year-old medical student from New York, who was accompanying her parents and siblings on a holiday to Egypt, but for her father and brother, there was a business element to the occasion. While America was still a neutral country in the burgeoning hostilities, they were planning on selling arms to an Arabian sheikh living in Cairo.

The visit didn’t quite go as planned. The sheikh thought he was being cheated and Kate’s brother managed to upset the sheikh’s adult son. The result was that Kate, whilst trying to help her father, belatedly found herself included in the Bill of Sale for the weapons and the legal property of the sheikh.

This is the story of how the unfortunate girl subsequently found the role of an Arabian slave to be increasingly restrictive, frustratingly burdensome, endlessly humiliating, and sometimes terrifying, especially for a fair-haired American virgin.
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Streamer Girl

It wasn’t her fault… It was a mistake, a mix-up, a simple misunderstanding, but somehow Eve Mason became responsible for Tracy’s casino debt and it was huge. To make things infinitely worse, written into the contract she’d signed, the penalties for defaulting on the debt involved working in the casino until the money was repaid; in the basement; in the special entertainment suite.

Fortunately, a friend suggested an idea that could see the debt properly financed. It involved creating a website with a live videocast that followed Evie around all day. Subscribers from all over the world would pay to see what she got up to.

Unfortunately, but unsurprisingly, Evie’s boyfriend Adrian discovered that erotic content attracted more subscribers and, thereby, more income, and if there was a bondage element to accompany the bare skin…

I expect you can see where this story is going…




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 one’s status in the world is defined by one’s 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 of a new drug called Prolibinol, a hormonal drug designed to boost a woman’s flagging libido.




A Victorian Cure for the Disease of Love

It’s 1881 and twenty-year-old Hannah, ward of her uncle Maurice Greenford, falls for a young doctor recently demobilized from the army. This match is, however, unfortunate for her cousin Cecelia who has designs on the doctor herself and in order to appease his daughter, Greenford makes other arrangements for Hannah that are much less to her liking. Understandably, Hannah rebels and leaves herself open to the suggestion that she’s suffering from hysteria, a sexually driven mental disorder common in the latter half of the nineteenth century. The accepted origin of Hannah's defiance was thought to be an imbalance of sexual secretions, a condition that was often considered to be so serious as to warrant committing the unfortunate girl to incarceration and treatment in an asylum for the insane.

This story is a work of fiction, but the attitudes of Victorian men towards their downtrodden women, the history and symptoms of hysteria, the chains and restraints employed, and the nonsensical, sexually invasive, and often erotic treatments prescribed by the psychiatrists of the time are all factual.

This is a love story with a difference.




A God-Given Wife

Jenny, a young, high-functioning IT specialist, was perplexed: her breasts were changing and she didn’t know why. The mystery was solved when, in the bedside cabinet of her veterinary boyfriend, she found bottles of bovine medication used by farmers to start lactation in cattle. He thought it was funny; Jenny less so. In fact, she left that very evening, setting off across the wild mountains of central Wales.

Then a minor road incident was all it took to change her from a young professional to an enslaved chattel enmeshed in two-hundred-year-old traditions of feminine servitude, sexual obligations, and archaic restraints, and whose lactation was considered a God-sent benefit for her new family.







The Re-education of Mrs Annabelle McBride

Poor Annie… One moment she’s idyllically happy as Simon’s new bride, then she’s bullied into doing something silly by an ex. But Simon’s a reasonable man; despite losing all confidence in Annie’s ability to resist sexual pressure he’s prepared to offer her an alternative to divorce: a course of re-education intended to condition her to seek sexual gratification only from him. Of course, by definition he must ensure that she can’t get her relief any other way, including by self-stimulation, and he also realizes that her re-education will be a lot more effective if her passion is maximised. People always want what they can’t have, Annie more so because she’s subjected to a continuous and unavoidable reminder of what she’s missing.

For Annie, the course poses substantial physical challenges, but it’s not easy for Simon either. Unless he can find a way to banish his visions of Annie and her friend partying in the marriage bed, the whole exercise could be for nought.
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