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Prologue

My name is Aline Laurent. I’m 55 years old now, but back in 2055 when I was younger, much younger and a lot more naïve than I am now, I was a convicted criminal. I was twenty-six and had just been elected to Community Status Level 12. Things have changed a lot since then and not only in my personal life; the whole system of judicial punishment has been revised. Nowadays, we have a rehabilitation system that works with those convicted of crimes to integrate them back into society, but then, the priority was to control the transgressor the cheapest way possible and in such a manner that they were persuaded that obeying the law would be much the better option. Punishment in the Community sounded like a compassionate aspiration; an attempt to maintain societal links whilst delivering an appropriate degree of chastisement, but in practice, the community itself was used as an economical means of dispensing punishment and that punishment often tended to isolate rather than integrate.

In that year, the penal system determined that non-violent convicts were no longer kept in large prison complexes, but were housed under strict conditions within the community in which they lived. In fact, each convict had their own small ‘pod’ within the township and their living conditions and conduct were policed using an automated, computer controlled system.

It was a new policy and had many flaws, but I have to concede that there was also much to commend it, not least because the cost saving to the state was enormous and the community benefited to some extent from not losing that person’s work effort. Whether the individual benefited from the scheme would depend on the conditions under which they lived, but in most cases there was an element of freedom involved and many prisoners, if given the choice, would prefer it. Of course, it only applied to non-violent prisoners who posed no threat to their communities, but nevertheless marked a significant departure from previous policies.

For those who don’t remember 2055, let me remind you of a time when modern holistic drugs and DNA editors first came to the fore and most ailments from cancers and autoimmune diseases to viral and bacterial infections faded into the history books. Even the scourge of the 20’s, obesity, was beaten by metabolism regulators and by the 50’s, being overweight was viewed as more of a fetish than a bodily malfunction.

It was also the first time that it could be truly said that almost everyone was beautiful. Cosmetic procedures had matured and simplified with the use of robotic micro-surgery, hormonal discriminators, or DNA editors to the extent that, assuming they could afford it, everyone could achieve the body they craved. I, personally, didn’t feel the need to alter what God had granted me, but most women did along with almost half the male population. I considered myself blessed with average height, 172 cm, and an attractive appearance with tan coloured skin – a result of a Caribbean mother and Scottish father – large green eyes, and full lips that needed no enhancement. My hair I bleached and wore long with a low fringe over my eyes.

Ethnicities and parentage ceased to matter in the 30’s and 40’s, and perhaps for the first time in human history, people’s status in life was earned through honest work and experience. Everyone from senior politicians and generals, to doctors, engineers and scientists attained their level in society through their own efforts and it was only right that those efforts were recognised, but therein lies the idiosyncratic characteristic that defined that period. Societal levels of attainment became enshrined in law and were determined in the main by graduation panels who would, when asked, consider if a recent academic qualification or a particular personal achievement warranted the regrading of an individual. I say ‘in the main’ because someone’s level in society could also be determined, or even enforced, by a court; a factor that would have a consequence for my own career.

So what advantages did one’s level in the community bestow? Basically everything from borrowing money for a mortgage or obtaining permission to live in a particular residential area, to becoming eligible for a professional position or being accepted as a suitable marriage partner.

The system developed its own rules that, in hindsight, were almost indistinguishable from the old-fashioned class system of the early years of the century and, with so much at stake, it was only right that individuals had a means to communicate their status in a subtle but unmistakeable manner. The manner chosen, again in common with the earlier class system, was through the clothes we wore.

Fashion for women had evolved with shorter and ever more indiscreet skirts and dresses designed to draw attention to the legs and, in particular, the upper thighs and, although such clothing wasn’t supposed to actually reveal the genital area, it left little scope for imposing diversified standards of dress. Fortunately, the United States’ fixation with women’s breasts coupled with a moral zeal that discouraged their overt display provided the ideal solution.

Infants and prepubescent children were assumed to be level 2 or 3 and no-one much bothered if they revealed their upper bodies, but once puberty struck and their bodies began to develop, so the status system began to kick in. College students, for instance, were generally on level 5 or 6 and were expected to cover their torsos, but it was accepted that this covering could be if not diaphanous, at least insubstantial. Higher status levels demanded that the women take more care to conceal their most prominent female attributes, until those at the highest levels would disclose no more than an indistinct swelling, the mysterious origins of which provided much scope for erotic speculation.

It seems silly to think of it nowadays, but back then it was seen as quite normal and the women were more than happy to comply because it advertised the status level they'd attained. By 2055, the time of my story, the resultant dress code was actually enshrined by law in some states, notably in the one where I was living at the time, laws that weren’t repealed until twenty years later. Of course, it must be remembered that this status-inspired dress code only applied indoors; outside weather conditions imposed their own requirements.

So this, then, was the state of play when my story begins. I was living with Clark, my boyfriend, in a high-rise apartment in the exclusive east side of the city and had recently passed a professional qualification that raised my status level and qualified me to apply for a new executive job.

This is my story…


Chapter 1     
Aline Laurent, General Manager

Ipeered through the window wall of our apartment on the hundred and forty-eighth floor and grinned. Below me was an estate of low-rise buildings with a rectangular street plan so that they looked more like a board game than reality. Just a few kilometres distant across the city, the river formed a great arc that encircled the western side and delineated it from the bordering forest beyond. Behind me to the east, but not visible from the apartment, was a great flat plain of farmland.

I was wearing very little, just a lace camisole, and the early morning sun was warming on my bare skin. 2055 was going to be a good year because today, March 1st, was going to be the first day in my new job.

“Coffee?”

It was Clark’s voice coming from the kitchen.

“Please,” I answered and he appeared carrying two mugs.

“You’ll get arrested standing there like that. Go and put some clothes on; the whole of the county can see you.”

I giggled. “We’re nearly half a kilometre up in the sky.”

He placed the mugs on the sideboard and smoothly turned me around until we were face-to-face and close enough that my nipples just brushed his bare chest through the thin material. I stretched up on tiptoe and folded my arms behind his neck to ensure he couldn’t escape without a kiss and he put his hands on my hips. I closed my eyes and claimed my reward.

“Now what are you showing them?” he taunted and slid his hands down until he was cupping my naked cheeks.

“I… Don’t… Care.” I slowly enunciated each word and kissed him again, squirming gently against his harder body.

“Well, you certainly won’t be needing any drug-induced assistance.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“That is what the company makes, isn’t it? A female libido booster… Heeps?”

“You shouldn’t call it that. It’s Prolibinol. Heeps is what they call it on the streets before it’s fully refined and made into pills.”

“So it is meant to boost a girl’s libido then?”

“It’s supposed to establish an acceptable level and stabilize it over a long period, although I suppose if you took handfuls of pills, it might have that effect. What you call Heeps is the unrefined powder. It can be really strong and it’s very illegal.”

“And really expensive. Someone was trying to sell some down at the club the other night.”

“Oh, that’s not good. Did you tell the police?”

“No… It was only crushed-up pills and, anyway, it was none of my business.”

“But it can be really dangerous. Your heart starts racing if you have too much of it.”

“And your pussy starts throbbing, your tits tingle, and your brain thinks you might die if you don’t find a cock quickly.”

“It’s not funny, Clark. Pimps use it to turn girls into prossies. It’s like a strong aphrodisiac and the girls can't help themselves. It can be really bad.”

“Aline, please chill… I’m not proposing you start dealing.”

“Sorry. I got carried away I guess, but Prolibinol is a really good product that helps loads of women; we’ve just got to be careful with its constituents and that’s going to be a big part of my new job. And talking of that, I'm supposed to be there by nine.”

I gave Clark a final hurried kiss, gulped down the coffee, and disappeared into the bathroom.

With the warm water from the shower prickling my back, I thought back to my recent job interview. The company’s CEO, Mr Granger or Joe as he told me to call him, is twice as old as my twenty-six years and I liked him immediately. He’s tall, one-eight-eight at least, clean shaven, with long, wavy brown hair and a kindly smile. He also has a body that looks well-toned and told me he plays Competition Frisbee at every opportunity, although I also suspected that he benefited from medicinal assistance.

We sat in his office with no desk between us and the first thing he did was to congratulate me on my uplift to Level 12 status. I found the county’s twenty-four month qualification course difficult and its final examination was far from a forgone conclusion, so I was more than a little relieved when I got the results and General Manager at Lexicon Pharmaceuticals was the first job I’d applied for.

Prolibinol, explained Joe, is a stimulant chemically related to amphetamines and dextroamphetamines. It works on the Hypothalamic-pituitary-adrenal axis, commonly referred to as the HPA axis. It’s the central pathway for messages passing between the body’s main hormonal glands that control levels of prolactin, oxytocin, and dopamine, and thereby affects not only the strength of sexual responses and the level of the hormonal reward a person receives, but more importantly, it also enhances the level of desire preceding any sexual experience. In this way, the drug could be useful in rekindling tired relationships when libido is lost after, for instance, childbirth.

Joe also touched on the subject of Heeps, a corruption of the term HPA axis stimulant. Joe just called the compound HPAS, and explained that part of my job would involve the security aspects associated with handling such a dangerous drug.

Having described the job, we talked about my previous posts, initially as a Project Engineer in the cosmetics industry and then latterly as a Project Manager, and he took me through all the usual questions, but the connection we made right from the start convinced me that the post was as good as mine. And so it proved. Within four days, the offer was made and accepted, and now, four weeks later, I was starting my new role as Lexicon General Manager. I was almost dancing in the shower.

Level 12 status not only qualifies me for upper management positions and, if I could afford the rent, to move into a new premium apartment in an East Side complex, but it also entitled me to call up my own street cab, a small, electrically powered vehicle for one or two persons, when everyone else had to use the mass-transit trams. It must sound terribly shallow of me, but I have to admit that the thought of my own cab was as exciting to me as the idea of having my own personal assistant. I’d yet to meet her, but Joe told me she’d just turned eighteen and this was her first job, and I wondered if she was as excited as I.

✽ ✽ ✽

I dressed in my best business suit: a skirt and jacket in dark jade made from real sheep’s wool that had been tailored to fit. The jacket had a high neck, wizard cuffs, and a corseted bodice, and the skirt was calf-length with a slim, body-hugging, profile and an open slit up the front to mid-thigh height. I liked to match the outfit with my black, thigh-high leather boots with the heels that make me look unnaturally tall and leave glimpses of pale skin of my thighs when I walk. Beneath the jacket was a white, faux-silk blouse with a high, clerical-type collar. The blouse was thick enough to hide any details of my upper anatomy because, well, only the lower status levels ever display that; my nipples are strictly reserved only for Clark.

I finished my hair and make-up and admired myself in the mirror. I favoured a simple cut and, today, a ponytail. My dark suit and matching dark green eye shadow contrasted with my bleached white hair and I felt confident. It's not easy making a statement in this age when almost anyone with money and status can transform themselves into perfect specimens over a weekend with the minimum of invasive surgery. I have been lucky enough not to need any remodelling so far, but perhaps later in life…

“Bye, honey. I’m off.”

Clark walked into the hall to appraise me, my most critical assessor, but he smiled. We kissed and my work day begun.

The elevator stopped twice, once at floor one-four-five and again at one-forty to admit serious-looking business men, before motoring all the way down to ground level. I stepped out into the sunshine amongst a moving tide of humanity to see Cab 211 waiting for me at the kerbside and touched its door. My print was recognised and the door slid open to admit me into the cosseted interior.

“Good morning, Miss Laurent,” said an overly smooth female voice.

“Lexicon Pharmaceuticals,” I murmured and the cab moved silently away.

It took just twenty minutes to glide up to the entrance and Joe Granger was waiting with a hand shake and a smile at the door to escort me the few paces to the security console.

“Place your palm on the reader and look at the camera,” he said and then announced for the benefit of the robotics: “Miss Aline Laurent, Factory Manager. Access all areas.”

“Thank you, Mr Granger. Miss Laurent has been identified. Welcome Miss Laurent.” It’s another female voice and I’m thinking that this computer must be the sister of the cab driver.

“Thank you,” I answer and then feel silly thanking a computer for correct programming.

“Come. I’ll introduce you to some of the staff and show you to your office,” and we pass through security doors into the hallowed interior. It isn’t a large facility. The first room on the ground floor of the admin building is a conference room able to seat a dozen persons around a large, rectangular table in lavish comfort; it was empty. Next to it is the Accounts Office occupied by two young men and a woman, all in their late twenties. They were seated at terminals and Joe told me their names; I almost immediately forgot and had to ask again.

“Welcome to Lexicon, Miss Laurent,” says the taller man who’s called Abram and I tell him I would prefer to be called Aline. He nods and smiles and I see his eyes momentarily flick down to my chest.

“Abram is the guy who actually despatches the product when the carriers call because he’s the one who deals with the orders. I’ll show you the despatch area later.”

The next door off the corridor leads to the Research Director’s Office through an anteroom occupied by his assistant, another tall, handsome young man with a winning smile and wandering eyes. The Research Director turns out to be a middle-aged woman called Peggy White who was friendly, but busy. We moved on…

Another pair of offices similar in every way to Peggy’s except that the sexes of their occupants are reversed. The strikingly beautiful Claudette occupied the outer office and was the personal assistant of the Marketing Director, one Michael Dunn, a small, forty-something man with thick hair that was already greying and a neatly-trimmed beard. I’m five centimetres taller than him when he stands to shake hands and I notice that he, too, couldn’t avoid looking at the swelling in the front of my jacket; what is it with these men?

The final offices on that floor were occupied by the Production Manager, Abigail LeClair, and her PA, Edward, a large man with a grin I thought looked creepy, but I was probably doing him an injustice. Abigail herself is an attractive-looking woman of about forty who wears her long, brown hair loose over her shoulders and highlighted by streaks of yellow and red. She had a lithe figure covered from neck to thighs by a simple black elasticated dress that disclosed nothing above her waist, but clung tightly to her curves below. The material had a silver sheen and a large silver ring hung from the tag of a zip just below her chin. The same material was used for the socks that clad her legs up to mid-thigh height.

“Aline,” she gushes as she stands and holds out a hand. “I'm so pleased to meet you. I expect we’ll be working very closely together…”

I smile and murmur, “Abigail,” and her hand closes around mine like a trap.

Joe guides me up a flight of stairs and onto a plush carpeted corridor that I knew led to his office and that of his PA, a mature man called Arnold with a serious demeanour and a liking for bow ties, but before we get there, he taps on another door and pushes it open. A very young-looking girl with a face that looked a little like an elf smiled up at him from behind her terminal.

“Good morning, Mr Granger,” she says.

“Good morning, Poppy. This is Aline Laurent, you’re new boss.”

“Oh,” and she stands seeing me for the first time and looking more than a little flustered. “Good morning miss… I mean Miss Laurent.” She’s the same height as me and I notice that we’re both wearing tall heels.

“Good morning, Poppy,” I said and returned the smile as warmly. “Please call me Aline.”

“Yes, miss,” and then giggles because she realises she’s already disobeyed my first instruction.

“And this is your office,” says Joe opening the inner door. I walked through the doorway and breathed deeply, smelling the scent of the lilies that someone had placed on the windowsill beside my desk. On the desktop, the glass screen of the monitor had yet to be activated and was still transparent. It was accompanied by a notebook and a couple of pens, and, pushed up against the monitor, an old-fashioned keyboard for the times when I didn’t want to use voice controls. Behind the desk was a low shelving unit that was empty apart from a coffee machine, and beside the shelves was a small water cooler, a waste disposal unit, and a shredder.

“Shred everything,” said Joe. “Security here is paramount. Now, make yourself a coffee and try out the chair for size, and when you’re ready, come and find me and I’ll show you the labs and production area.”

I nodded at Joe and Poppy standing side-by-side in the doorway and they backed away and closed the door. With a deep sigh, I sank into the soft leather swivel chair and turned it to face the window and the parkland beyond.


Chapter 2     
Factory Tour

Iswitched on the computer, realised I had no idea what my username or password was, and switched it off again, turning instead to the coffee machine. It made a very passable orange flavoured Americano using a pod and I was amused to see that the used pod was ejected directly into the waste disposal chute as soon as I picked up the mug.

I took my coffee and walked through into Poppy’s office. She was talking to someone, but because she had an earbud in one ear, I only heard her side of the conversation: “Yes… Okay… Yes. I have to go now; I’ll update you as soon as I have a schedule… Yes… Goodbye.”

She looked up at me and smiled and I thought again how young she appeared with wide eyes heavily made-up, high-cheek bones and a narrow mouth and chin. Her limbs were thin and delicate and her dark hair was styled in a short bob and only added to the overall impression of a fragile doll.

“Sorry about that. Everyone wants a slice of your time straight away and it’s not fair until you’ve properly settled in. Abigail LeClair, the Production Manager, asked first and would like to talk as soon as you have a spare moment.”

“I’d like to see the facility first. Perhaps I can see her straight after lunch. Where do we eat, by the way?”

“We don’t have a refectory and most people just bring their own food, but there is a good restaurant just down the road.”

“Oh, I don’t think I could afford the time for a restaurant meal on my first day; that wouldn’t look good.”

“I could send out for some sandwiches if you'd like,” Poppy suggested hopefully.

I nodded, agreeing that would be the best and that I’d bring my own food in future.

I look at her seriously: “There’s one other thing and I don’t want you to take this the wrong way, but…” I hesitated wondering how I could best make my point. “It’s your dress… It may have been alright for college, but in business you should try to look a little more professional.”

“You don’t like it?” she asked jumping to her feet.

Her dress was a fashion item I’d seen in the on-line shops and was obviously not cheap to buy because it was made from the usual seylon fabric mixed with natural fibres. It had a calf-length, full skirt that was cut up one side to the waist and flared pleasingly from the bodice, but the problem was the neckline.

“What status level are you?” I asked.

“Eight…”

“Then why are you wearing a dress that’s more suited to a Level 5 or 6?”

Not only could I see the swell of her breasts above the neckline, but I even thought I could make out the outlines of her nipples.

“Oh, I’m so sorry, Miss Laurent. All my usual clothes were in the laundry and I used to like wearing this one.”

“You're not at college anymore and I'm afraid that garment is just not appropriate for a Level 8. It’s silly, I know, but that’s just not the sort of style a professional business woman should wear to the office. It would be alright if you wore something beneath it; a thin blouse perhaps. Something that didn’t show quite so much décolletage. Level 8,” I repeated thoughtfully. “Do you have ambitions to rise higher?”

“Oh yes, Miss Laurent.”

“Good. In that case I’ll help you as much as I can and your first lesson should be ‘always look the part’. You never have a second opportunity to make a good first impression; at least, that’s what I was always told,” I added with a smile and a good dose of self-depreciation.

“Thank you, Miss Laurent.”

“Aline…” I said and smiled again.

I was aware that the whole class system that had evolved in the last thirty years was ridiculous. Why shouldn’t citizens of higher status be permitted to show more skin, but that’s just the way it was. You wouldn’t expect a professional like myself to wear anything that might attract attention or to see a student indoors wearing any style other than a low-cut neckline. I may as well not have breasts…

✽ ✽ ✽

Joe, with supernatural patience, led me through a security door with a modest air curtain to prevent dust particles entering the administration block, and into the laboratory. There, he introduced me to each of the three researchers, explained the purpose of the trials that were in progress, and gave me a brief idea of the company’s future goals. Then we walked back into the main corridor and through a second security door to enter the production facility.

This was a part of the factory that had been omitted from my job interview tour. I don’t know whether that was because of the value of the materials, the secrecy of the process, or the security aspects of the building itself, but the fact was that the sight that greeted me was totally new to me and, I’m ashamed to say, unexpected. For a start, there was no-one around; not a soul.

What there were was a series of glass cabinets behind whose doors could be seen steel pipes, flexible tubes, and electrical cables all linking together strangely shaped stainless-steel vessels in a bewildering three-dimensional jigsaw puzzle. The whole process was completely automated.

I’d seen process facilities many times before, but they were always modular in design with human operatives overseeing each distinct phase. This was totally new. Some of the mysterious vessels were equipped with indicator lights and even digital temperature, pressure, and humidity gauges, suggesting that humans could interact if required, but other sections seemed to have no physical access that might allow human intervention. The most I could surmise was that some of the vessels were heated and then rapidly cooled in what appeared to be some sort of sequential distillation separator.

Joe led me past the mysterious glass cabinets without saying a word until he suddenly stopped and opened one of the doors.

“This is what it’s all about,” he said and pointed to a window in the top of a tall steel drum. I peered inside and saw that the base of the drum was slowly rotating, turning over a fine powder with a slight pinkish tinge so that it rolled over itself in a circular wave.

“This is pure HPAS before it’s mixed with fillers and other inactive ingredients that control the drug’s solubility and release characteristics. It moves from here into a dispenser that decants it into small plastic canisters and those are stored in a high-security locked room until they're needed for the final process where it’s mixed and pressed to form the little pills we call Prolibinol that you see coming out of the next line already packaged and ready for dispatch.”

“And all of this is done without human intervention?” I asked and Joe pointed to a glass window at the end of the room. There, smiling and waving to us, were two technicians, each holding a cup of tea.

“They’re there in case something goes wrong with the line. They're also responsible for ensuring the hoppers are kept topped up and, of course, handling the powder canisters that are over there in the secure room.”

One of the technicians held up an empty mug and wiggled it enticingly. Joe nodded and waved back.

After inspecting the pill line, we entered their lair and it became apparent that the technicians had much more to do than drink tea and keep the hoppers full. The small room included a bank of computer screens that showed a detailed analysis of every stage of production. If any parameter deviated beyond acceptable limits, a warning was sounded and the parameters automatically adjusted. That was all well and good, but then the technicians’ job was to identify why the parameter had deviated and to ensure it didn’t happen again.

William, the elder of the two men, handed us each a mug of strong tea and the four of us chatted amiably for some time about the process and the sorts of difficulties they sometimes encountered. Finally, feeling that I couldn’t absorb any more facts, I attempted to lighten the conversation by noting that they had a comfortable little hideout there at the end of the line. “You must like your job very much.”

“Of course. If we do the job well, we get to listen to the day’s news undisturbed.”

“And,” said Andy, the other technician holding up a finger to emphasise his point, “We can bask in the knowledge that we’re making a lot of women very happy.”

Joe laughed and clapped him on the shoulder. “So can we all…”

We left the two contented technicians at that point, but rather than head back into the administration block, Joe led the way through a door at the end of the pill line and into what was effectively a small warehouse.

“It’s where the boxes of pills are packaged in response to orders received by the accounts department. There’s no-one here because there’s only about four or five despatches a day and the boxing is handled by Abram who just slaps a label onto each box.”

“So who delivers the boxes?” I asked.

“Oh, various carriers collect them. We don’t use the public postal service because the risks are too great, so wholesalers supplying retail pharmacies arrange their own collection.”

“Carriers just turn up outside the main entrance for their goods?”

Joe laughed and laid his palm over another identification pad and an exterior security door slid open. Outside, sitting in a sun lounger under the canopy was an elderly man.

“Good morning, Mr Granger.”

“Morning Elio. How are you today?”

“Three so far, Mr Granger. That’s two more than Friday morning and one more than Thursday.”

“You must be busy then.”

“I am, Mr Granger. They’ll be another along in a minute, just you wait and see…”

“Elio, this is Aline Laurent. She’s going to be our new General Manager and I want you to help her as much as you can.”

“Of course, Mr Granger. She can count on me.”

“Elio is our despatcher,” said Joe turning to me. “When carriers turn up for their goods, Elio notifies the accounts office using that keypad and someone brings out the boxed-up orders. A very important person, is Elio.”

“I am,” said Elio proudly. No-one would ever receive anything if it wasn’t for me.”

“Well, I’m very pleased to meet you, Elio,” I said and the old man beamed. Joe winked at me and we made our way back through the warehouse door.

“Elio has been with us a long time. He used to man the warehouse, but that’s really beyond him now so we ‘invented’ this role. He’s happy and having a familiar human face greet carriers when they arrive is good for business, so we’re happy too.”

We went and sat in Joe’s office and Arnold supplied more coffees while Joe and I recapped on the most important aspects of my job.

“Basically, you're here to ensure that everything runs smoothly and to deputise for me in my absence. You’ll need to familiarise yourself with the production process to incorporate downtime maintenance without compromising production schedules and that will involve you working closely with Abigail and the maintenance contractors. You’ll also need to spend some time with the suppliers. We've been having problems with supplies of the anti-caking agent. It’s not a critical component and there are alternative suppliers you might consider. A more serious problem is with PVP. It’s a common excipient binder used in pill production, but it seems to be effecting the efficacy of the HPAS. Talk to Peggy and get some thoughts from her researchers, and then you should source some alternatives for them to test. Remember that Drug Administration need to be kept informed and they’ll want to see extensive tests before they’ll approve any new formulation.”

He paused to drain his coffee cup before continuing. “The last item for you to think about this morning is security. Prolibinol is a prescription only drug that’s traded on the black market and I cannot deny that it poses the authorities a problem, but you’d need to take a couple of dozen or more tablets to achieve effects that would be immediately noticeable. At the recommended dose, the pills act slowly on a person’s system to adjust their responses. Not so HPAS. This is the drug in its pure form and its effect even in small doses can be spectacular.”

“Can you be more specific,” I asked.

“Each tablet contains 20 mg of HPAS. 300 mg as a single dose and the woman begins to feel an overwhelming need for sexual fulfilment which is both psychological and physiological. She has difficulty thinking about anything else and in the absence of any suitable male companions, may be surprised to find herself resorting to self-manipulation or even the use of dildos or vibrators to sate her passion. Physically, vaginal secretions tend to become prolific, the vulval lips and clitoris swell with blood, as do the nipples and areolae, and even the tongue and anal sphincter may become sensitised. The woman will experience a strong need to touch the affected areas, including the inner surfaces of the vagina and this is where the use of dildos can be indicative.”

Joe paused to stare at my expression; it must have been very eloquent, but, nevertheless, he decided to plough on now he’d got this far.

“600 mg would make the woman frantic and she would require physical restraints to prevent self-injury or, indeed, injury to others. Her heart would be racing, her tongue may be swollen, and her nipples and vulva would feel like they were burning. To put it bluntly, she would be acting more like an out-of-control predatory zombie rather than a prospective sexual partner. The effects of a 300 mg dose may take four or five hours to wear off; higher doses would take significantly longer. I cannot stress enough that HPAS is a very dangerous drug in the wrong hands. Up to now, there have only been reports of Prolibinol in pill or powdered form being abused, but I dread the thought of HPAS in its purest form finding its way onto the black market.”

He paused again before adding: “Part of your job will be to ensure that never happens.”

I still had a lot to learn, but at least now I understood the scale of work ahead.

✽ ✽ ✽

Back in my office, if I had but known it at the time, Poppy was watering the lilies on the windowsill. It had been her that had placed them there, a welcoming gesture for her new boss. She carefully rearranged the stems and lower leaves for best effect, adjusting the position of the one against the side of the window reveal so that its attached camera was partially obscured by the vegetation but had an unobstructed view of my desk. The camera was tiny, no more than mm across, and attached using a thin metal thread that wrapped around the stem and doubled as an aerial. Its battery life was probably less than five hours and the range of its signal less than ten metres, but that should be sufficient for her purposes.


Chapter 3     
Arrested

My first four months at Lexicon was exciting and uneventful in equal measure. Each morning, I would arrive in my cab to find Poppy smiling a greeting and a cup of coffee waiting for me on my desk. I would touch the monitor and my diary would open, updated with my appointments and links to any files I would need during the day. I’d soon given up on bringing my own food to the office because the sandwiches she arranged far exceeded my own simple offerings and, I had to admit, that her dress sense had improved considerably and her workwear was always sober and discrete. All-in-all, I was rapidly coming to the opinion that Poppy was invaluable.

From my own point of view, the PVP problem had been solved with an alternative binder and the new formula approved by the Drug Agency with no hiccups. I’d also worked up the scheduled maintenance programmed for the rest of the year and spare components ordered to cover any minor breakdowns.

My attempts to improving the security of the plant brought both positive and negative results. Positive because I determined that the security was already high and couldn’t be realistically improved and negative because I couldn’t find any way to improve it. The burglar alarm was the most sophisticated available and everywhere in the offices, labs, the production facility, and the warehouse was covered by security cameras. Once the alarm was set, an intrusion in any of these areas sent a silent alert directly to the local police.

My home life with Clark seemed to be rolling along happily too and even gathering speed. He was content in his job as a lecturer in the local college, teaching sixteen-year-olds the value of moral standards, and our private life was going great guns. Clark would occasionally even complain that he couldn’t keep up with me and I’d tease him mercilessly about getting old.

Our leisure time was mainly spent hiking in the forests that bordered the city or, my favourite, talking about our future together and planning our family.

Life was certainly good which made the crash, when it came, all the more shocking.

✽ ✽ ✽

Poppy and Abigail watched my departure from the upper floor window. The sun was still high in the sky and the evening bright as I climbed into my cab and it glided away to join the stream of traffic on the main thoroughfare.

“Are you sure she doesn’t suspect anything?”

Poppy grinned. “She’s as naïve as a child.”

“It’s coming to the end, you know. Up to now, we’ve been lucky, but I think Granger has started to suspect. The last audit detected a shortfall, but they don’t know how much yet. We’ve always known this was only a short-term project, but at three-hundred thousand euros a kilo, it’s been good for us.”

“Ten kilos so far,” said Poppy with a grin.

“And we can lift another two this week before things come to a head, but it’ll have to be our last because Granger informed me that he’s having the facility recalibrated next week. That’s a sure sign that he suspects a problem. Before we go any further, we should initiate our escape plan. It’s going to be mainly up to you. You need to plant that account code in her computer and wipe a HPAS trace over the inside of her bag.”

“Are you sure that the original passcode will still work on her computer, after all, she only ever uses biometric ID these days.”

“Joe Granger gave her the code supplied by the security company that installed the computer. It was only ever meant to be used once for her to gain the initial access and set-up the biometrics, but I very much doubt it was ever removed from the BIOS. Why would it be? You got a clear video of her typing it in on that first day…”

“Oh, yes. I know the keystrokes, I just don’t know if they’ll still work.”

“Well, she has an appointment in my office at eleven in the morning. That would be a good time to access her drive because, being in the middle of the working day, the log won’t stand out. Just leave the code in some obscure Word file as if she wanted to remember it, but didn’t want anyone else to notice it.”

“I’ll create a new folder called ‘magic number’ tucked away amongst her correspondence. The police will think she was trying to be cute.”

“And she’s not noticed the fact that her sex life has taken an up-turn?”

“She’s not mentioned it, but she does always seem to be happy nowadays.”

“I bet she does… The low level dose will leave a trace indicating long-term addiction, but you need to time the final dose with some precision…”

✽ ✽ ✽

The next night in the early hours, a shadowy figure approached the main door and let itself in using a complex key rather than the biometric ID pad. It was impossible to identify the individual apart from surmising that it was probably a woman about 173 cm tall. She moved directly to the control panel and cancelled the alarm within the delay period before making her way through the security doors to the production facility. There, she accessed the dry-powder vat in the production line and decanted a couple of kilograms of HPAS into a thick polythene bag and hence into a shoulder bag. Then she made her way back through the premises, reset the alarm, and left via the main door.

All of this was recorded by the security cameras, but because the alarm was not active, no notifications were sent and the theft was not noticed until Abigail notified Joe Granger three days later.

✽ ✽ ✽

“I'm afraid there’s little doubt,” said Abigail earnestly. “I've checked the readouts three times and by my reckoning, we’re between 1600 gms and 2200 gms light. I suspect it was taken directly from the production line.”

“My God,” muttered Joe. “I have to say, Abigail, this is not a total surprise to me. The audits seem to have been deliberately corrupted, but taken together over the last few months, suggest a considerable shortfall. I’ve had the engineers in recalibrating the equipment, but so far they report that the readouts are accurate. I’ll notify the authorities immediately, so expect your staff to be somewhat inconvenienced this afternoon.”

Abigail left Joe in a sombre mood and immediately rang Poppy. “It’s done. Expect an early afternoon interview.”

The police were soon on the scene and quietly reviewed the camera recording of the last few nights taken from the security contractor’s on-line storage facility. It took them less than an hour to locate the recording of the break-in and soon they had a list of all staff who had access to the external door keys, the alarm code, the internal door codes, and a degree of knowledge that would allow them to penetrate the complexities of the process production line. The list wasn’t a long one and Aline was the first person they interviewed at two o'clock that afternoon.

Detective Inspector Ian Warner walked into Poppy’s office with Constables Julia Everend and Jamie Kent.

“Is Miss Aline Laurent available?” he asked sliding his warrant card across her desk.

“I’ll tell her you're here.”

“Has she been out this lunchtime?”

“No. She has her lunch in her office. I send out for sandwiches for her and took them in at about eleven-thirty. She returned shortly after that and hasn’t been out of her office since.”

Poppy buzzed the intercom, but there was no response from Aline. After three buzzes, the policemen entered her office.

✽ ✽ ✽

I heard about the burglary from Joe that morning, but once the police arrived, I thought it best to leave them alone to conduct the investigation in their own way and went back to my office. Poppy had already brought my lunch in and I busied myself with other matters until midday, when I ate my sandwiches and drank a coffee. Things began to be a little hazy after that.

It was hot and I had loosened some of my clothing, but it didn’t seem to help much. I know I’d taken my jacket off because I saw it lying on the floor, but I felt unable to pick it up. Then Inspector Warner entered my office accompanied by a woman constable in uniform and a young man wearing a checked shirt and blue jeans. He looked so handsome I found it difficult to take my eyes off him.

“Miss Laurent,” said the detective slowly. “You seem to be in a state of some undress.”

I looked down at my blouse. The zip was undone all the way down to my waist and I could see my left breast. It had been aching and now was red and puffy where I’d been squeezing my nipple. I looked up at the policeman in confusion and struggled to pull the sides of my blouse back together again.

“I… I don’t know what’s happening,” I remember saying and it was true. How did I get like this and why couldn’t I stop staring at the young officer’s groin?

“She’s high on…” said the woman constable, but Warner shushed her. He moved around my desk to stand in front of me and I looked up at him with an idiot grin on my face.

“Are those your panties on the floor?” he asked and a peered down at the black lace shorts beside my chair. I’d chosen to wear a dark, short skirt that day despite its old-fashioned connotations and had matched it with over-the-knee Lycra socks held up by long, elasticated suspender straps because Clark had said he liked to see the bands of pale thigh between socks and skirt. Now I could see that my skirt had risen up around my hips and my legs, spread out in a wide ‘V’, were displaying my crotch with its thick crop of pubic hair.

“Feeling a little needy, are we?” asked Warning with a humorous tinge to his voice. I didn’t answer him and when he asked his next question, his tone had completely changed.

“Miss Laurent… Did you, three nights ago, enter these premises and remove a kilogram of HPAS from the production facility?”

I stared up at him for a long time not quite understanding what he wanted from me and then realisation dawned. He was asking me if I had stolen the chemical. I shook my head. He appeared unsurprised and asked me if I was under the influence of the drug at that moment. I told him I didn’t think so, but couldn’t be sure. The woman constable burst out laughing at that and I saw the detective give her another warning look.

He told me that he suspected I had taken a dose of HPAS and asked me where I got it from. I looked again at my disarrayed clothing and winced at the ache in my nipples and crotch. My mouth felt dry, but my thighs felt wet and slippery and I realised that my hand was there, slowly rubbing myself and spreading my own personal lubricant across my legs and the front of the leather chair. He was right. There was no other explanation and slowly nodded.

“You admit that you have taken HPAS?”

He sounded surprised and then sighed when I added, “I haven’t taken it. I've been drugged.”

“And how do you suppose that’s happened?” he asked and then, when I was obviously unable to answer him, “I think we’d best finish this interview now. Can you stand?”

I struggled to my feet and my clothing dropped down to cover my naked groin. Warner moved closer to support me and I fell against him, wrapping my arms around his neck and trying to kiss his mouth.

“Kent, help me out here. Everend, you call the ambulance. I think we’d best get her checked out before we go much further.”

They lowered me back into my chair and I grinned at the young policeman who was holding my right arm.

Other policemen entered the office and I saw them collect what was left of my sandwiches and my empty coffee cup, and then one of the drew a water sample from the reservoir of the coffee machine, before another shone a blue light over the machine and recorded images of several fingerprints.

Then paramedics entered with a stretcher and, like a good girl, I lay down with both hands grasped between my thighs. They covered me with a blanket and wrapped straps around me until I resembled an overblown sausage. Then they injected something into my arm and I don’t remember anything more until I woke up in a hospital bed some hours later.

“How do you feel?” asked Inspector Warner from the chair beside the bed.

“Muzzy,” I said and tried to raise my right arm to rub my face only to find it was handcuffed to the side of the bed. I looked at him accusingly, but he just shrugged.

“We didn’t want you wandering off.” He watched while I processed this information in my head and then asked, “Where did you get the HPAS that you ingested?”

“I didn’t,” I said.

“Then could you explain how you came to be drugged. The water reservoir and your sandwiches were clear, but there were traces in your coffee cup. We even found all the used coffee pods in the trash, but they all tested clear too. Unless you can think of some other method of administrating the drugs, I'm forced to conclude that you must have drugged yourself and ingested too much by accident.”

“I didn’t,” I said again, but the inspector looked unimpressed.

“Where is the rest, Miss Laurent? Who did you give it to?”

“I didn’t…”

He made a ‘harrumph’ sort of sound and stood. “You know that if there’s anything to find, we’ll find it.” I made no comment. “Well, sleep well, Miss Laurent. We’ll speak again in the morning.”

✽ ✽ ✽

I didn’t sleep much that night. I thought about Clark and about how and why I was drugged like that, and I thought about the robbery. The two incidents must have been related; it was too much to suppose it was just coincidence. It’s therefore reasonable to assume that someone was trying to implicate me in the robbery, presumably to divert suspicion from themselves.

And that’s about as far as I could go. I couldn’t suggest who or explain how it was done. But I could see that I was left in a very dangerous position.

Inspector Warner and Constable Everend arrived at my bedside early the next morning.

“Have you reconsidered your attitude of last night?” he asked as if I was being deliberately evasive. I shook my head. “Still can’t explain how you came to ingest those drugs?”

I shook again.

“Well, we've been busy overnight. There are only five people with the necessary access to the door and the alarm system; three if you discounting the CEO, Joe Granger, who called us in and Abigail LeClair, the Production Manager, who alerted Joe Granger in the first place. That’s Peggy White, the Research Director, Michael Dunn, the Marketing Director, and you. It’s also worth noting that none of them except Joe Granger had any access to your office. In fact, the only persons who could access your office apart from you were Joe Granger and your own PA, Poppy, and Poppy had no access to production. So… Where does that leave us? It doesn’t take a genius to work that one out. I have one other nugget of news you may find interesting: we ran tests overnight and traces of HPAS were found on the inside lining of you handbag.”

“No,” I cried. “I’m being set up,” but Warner merely held up his hand for silence.

“Miss Aline Laurent, I am arresting you for the theft of material from Lexicon Pharmaceuticals on the night of Tuesday, 6th June. You don’t have to say anything, but anything you do say…”

My mind ceased to work at that point and I closed my eyes to try to sink so far into the abyss that no-one could find me. They unfastened the handcuff from the bed frame and Constable Everend helped me to dress in the same clothes I’d worn the day before, my cuffs were refitted, and I was led from the room en route to the police station.


Chapter 4     
Sentenced

Ididn’t have long to wait for my trial; three weeks, in fact. I spent those three weeks in the police station cells and saw no-one other than the defence lawyer the police had chosen for me. She was a young woman called Amy and was fresh out of college, a level 6 judging by her clothing. She made careful notes of everything I said, but offered no advice other than to say no more to the police.

It wasn’t like the early days of the century when it was not uncommon to wait years before your case was considered by a judge. This massive reduction in time was achieved by streamlining the process to reduce bureaucracy to the extent that straightforward cases like mine were handled by a single judge considering evidence posed by defence and prosecution lawyers. The evidence that Amy put forward was light to say the least; I didn’t have any.

One the other hand, the prosecution had uncovered one other damning gem in the form of a sequence of numbers found on my work computer. The numbers proved to be the access code for an on-line cyber account and when police were able to view the account, they discovered large sums of money being deposited at regular intervals over the months since I joined Lexicon and then immediately withdrawn. The nature of the account meant that there was no way to ascertain from whence the money came, nor where it subsequently went. The last transaction was after the last theft, but before I was arrested.

“Miss Laurent. Can you explain the source of this money and why the account details were lodged on your computer?”

I shook my head.

“You’ll need to speak up for the record.”

“No, your honour. I know nothing about this account.”

“And who else has access to your work computer?”

“Only Mr Granger,” I answered.

“No-one else? Think very carefully, Miss Laurent.”

“No. No-one else. Mr Granger gave me the access code that I used once when I first joined the company and then I immediately destroyed it. No-one but Mr Granger could possibly know that code.”

“And do you suspect Mr Granger of ‘setting you up’ and robbing his own company.”

I shook my head. “No. He wouldn’t need to do that. He could just take the stuff.”

“Then I'm afraid, Miss Laurent, you have hammered in the final nail by your own hand. I have little option but to find you guilty as charged. Sentencing will be tomorrow after I have considered all aspects of this affair.”

I was stunned. I suspected it might happen, the evidence was stacked against me, but when he actually put it into words, I could hardly believe it. I looked around stupefied and the only other two people in the court room apart from a guard and the court’s clerk were Clark and Joe Granger; both were regarding me with tired expressions drawn long by disappointment. A hand touched my arm and I stood.

✽ ✽ ✽

The next afternoon, I was taken from the holding cell and led back into the same courtroom. Once again, Joe and Clark sat apart at the back of the room whilst at the front, the Clerk of the Court and the two lawyers awaited the arrival of the judge. He walked solemnly into the room and we all took our seats.

“Miss Laurent. As I’m sure you're aware, only prisoners who pose a risk to society are incarcerated. All others serve out their sentence within the community so that they may, to a greater or lesser extent, bring benefits to the community instead of becoming a drain on state resources. I have decided that your sentence should be four years for the theft and a further four years for obstruction because you refuse to disclose either the location of the illicit funds you have squirreled away, or the persons to whom you sold the drugs. These sentences are required to run consecutively and, unless you feel inclined to disclose the missing information, will run without the possibility of parole.”

I slumped in my seat and, for the first time, felt tears gather in my eyes. Of course, I couldn’t possibly disclose the information he wanted because I didn’t know it, but it was pointless to say that again.

“For the duration of your sentence,” continued the judge, “You will be housed during the nighttime hours in a correctional sleeping pod within the city and during the daytime, continue to work at Lexicon Pharmaceuticals at Status Level 3.”

The judge nodded to Joe at the back of the room and added, “Mr Granger has been kind enough to agree to this arrangement. You will receive no salary, of course. Your living expenses will be covered by the state and everything you need will be provided. I should point out to you that you will be subject to automated security arrangements both in the sleeping pod and at work. Furthermore, because the substance that you stole, HPAS, is a sexually related substance and any misuse of the drug is associated with sexual abuse, I consider your offence to be equivalent to a sex crime. I have been advised of the horrifying consequences to women as a result of uncontrolled use of this drug within the community. Your thoughtless actions have placed all women at risk of being plagued by appalling and unrelenting sexual encounters that they are powerless to resist and, as a result, I consider it most appropriate that I am able to punish you in a manner that will always remind you of their suffering. For the period of your sentence, just like the women you have put at risk, you will be denied the good fortune of being able to choose when and how you might engage in sexual activity and, instead, that decision will be made on your behalf. Your sexual organs will be medically sealed after a dilplex has been inserted. Thereafter, any excitation and the degree to which that excitation is allowed to progress, will be beyond your control.”

I sat rooted to my seat. I’d heard his words and was aware that it was current judicial policy to fit the punishment to the crime whenever possible, but his words made no sense in my head. I looked behind me and the same two faces stared blankly back. What was in their minds? Did they understand what the judgement was saying?

A court official put his hand on my arm and I stood. He reapplied handcuffs with my hands behind me and I was led away, but we didn’t go back to the cell block; we went to a small medical facility in a non-descript looking building with a tin roof and few windows. Inside, I was taken into a white tiled room and a nurse gave me an injection into my shoulder.

“Have they told you what’s going to happen?” she asked.

“I didn’t understand.”

“We’re going to seal you up by sewing a patch over your genitals.”

I sat bolt upright with shock.

“It’s what the court has decided is appropriate punishment for your offence. It’s sometimes applied to prostitutes when they're serving their sentences in the community to prevent them continuing their business, but in those cases, the sentences are much shorter. I understand you're not a prostitute, Miss Laurent. You're something far worse and I have no sympathy for you.”

“But I'm innocent. I haven’t done anything.”

The nurse gave a short chuckle and looked at me as if I was mad. “It’s quite painless once fitted and the thread that we use to sew it to your skin is so fine, you won’t feel it. It’s made of the same proteins as spider silk and, if you're interested, is twenty times thinner than a human hair. The operation is substantially reversible too; all but the irradiated hair removal and, in your case, the loss of some muscle tone owing to the extensive period involved. In, what is it, eight years’ time, the patch can be removed and you may continue with an almost normal sex life, but until then, you're going to subject to the whims of this thing,” and she held up a strange metallic device. It looked just like a ten centimetre long, partially-erect penis right down to the glans at its tip, but then I noticed that there was more of it in the palm of her hand and that part reminded me of a chicken wishbone. The wishbone, in actuality a fold of silver banding intended to ease open my clitoral hood, was joined at an acute angle to the end of the dildo section, and between the sides of the band were delicate wires and levers, one with a tiny plastic ball at its tip.

“This is a dilplex, a device colloquially known as a frustrator, and while I understand that your actions will result in many women being forced to endure incessant orgasms, your frustrator will usually do the opposite. It’s designed to take you to the edge, but it monitors your heartbeat and electrical neural activity and will stop once it detects an approaching orgasm.”

She turned it over to display the strange wishbone structure.

“It’s a probe that rests against your clit. You won’t be able to dislodge it because the metal band is sewn in place between your labia just like the patch and when the dildo section starts pumping, it imparts just enough movement to this little tip to push you to the edge,” and she held up a wiggling finger to demonstrate the motion of the clit stimulator. “And the best bit is that there will be absolutely nothing you can do about it.”

I lay on the bunk staring at her and thinking how anyone could be this callous and this devious. My head was starting to feel muzzy and my eyelids were drooping, so I barely caught her final words…

“And this part here between the sides of the metal hoop next to your clitoral excitor accommodates your new catheter. I hope you like it because you’ll have that for life.”

✽ ✽ ✽

“Welcome back,” said the same nurse. “The doctor says you have a very pretty pussy, but, of course, that will be irrelevant for the next eight years. How do you feel?”

I didn’t answer her and instead propped myself up on one elbow. I was naked below the waist and could see straight away that my thick pubic hair was gone.

“We had to irradiate your pubes so they didn’t start growing inside the patch,” she said and I knew then that they will never grow back.

The patch…

I stared at my groin and my vaginal cleft was gone too. I moved my cuffed hands down between my legs and it was as if my vulva never was; I had no feeling there, none at all.

“Here,” she said and handed me a small mirror. With shaking hands, I looked between my legs and I’m perfectly smooth apart from two small holes, one behind the other below where my urethra would emerge between my labia.

“That’s the outlet of your catheter,” said the nurse touching the front hole. “It has a valve in it which is opened by pressing either side of the hole with two fingers,” and she touched me to demonstrate; I couldn’t feel her touch…

“The other hole is just a drain for menstrual blood. There’s a small reservoir inside and you open the valve in the same way with two fingers to drain it.”

“What have you done?” I wailed. “I’m sexless and I can’t feel anything.”

She laughed. “Idiot. That’s the patch you're feeling. It’s been sewn onto you to cover the area from the front of your pubic bone to your perineum. It just looks like skin. If you look really closely, you might just be able to make out the seams, but the stitches are so small you’d need a microscope. It’s a brilliant sewing machine, robotically controlled of course; almost makes me wish I was a seamstress. And don’t think you can just unpick the stitches; that would be an extremely foolish thing to do. You’d cause yourself considerable injury and, in any case, the thread used is electrically monitored. If you were to succeed in damaging it, the monitoring circuit would trigger and we’d have to move to a second stage installation, and you wouldn’t like that.”

“That… That thing… It’s inside me?”

“Of course it’s inside you, but it’s inert at present. You won’t feel anything until at least tomorrow. It’s inductively charged overnight whilst you're in the sleeping pod.”

I tried to sit up, but the nurse pushed me back.

“Wait a minute. I'm supposed to lock these on you,” and she produced a pair of ankle cuffs linked by a short chain.

“But the judge said nothing about this.”

“You're a convicted prisoner, Miss Laurent. Do you think the authorities are just going to let you wander about like any normal folk?” and she closed a cuff around my right ankle. It was tight, but was lined with some sort of rubber, so it didn’t exactly feel uncomfortable. She closed the second cuff and I saw that there was no key hole that would permit their release.

“There… Now you can stand. The custody officer will be here shortly to take you to your new home and get you settled in. Try walking round for a bit; the frustrator might take some getting used to.”

I still felt a little dizzy and was unsteady when I stood, but as soon as I was upright, I could feel the rubber dildo that had been sealed inside me. I took a short step and stopped in shock with the expression on my face telling my callous nurse everything she needed to know. She burst out laughing.

“You’ll soon become accustomed to it. At least the feeling of its mass inside you. Can't say the same about the orgasmic denial; I don’t think you could ever get used to that. And you’ve still got the security fitting to come; you'll love that.”

“What do you mean? What security fitting?”

“She means the chain that’s going to keep you in the sleeping pod at night and the second one that secures you at work all day.”

The new arrival was a large, middle-aged man wearing the uniform of a Custody Officer.

“You are Aline Laurent, yes?”

“Yes,” I agreed.

“Well, from now on, you're SC0606155; a nice easy number to remember. And just so we’re on equal terms, my name’s Officer Cline. Now, bend your head forward…”

I realised that this was definitely one battle I’d lose and hesitated for no more than an instant before bowing my head. He snapped the collar around my neck just as easily as the nurse had applied the ankle cuffs and I immediately raised my hands to feel it. This one, too, was tight. So tight it wouldn’t rotate nor drop lower than the centre of my throat.

“You can hold your hands out now. You won’t be needing your handcuffs anymore.”

That, at least, was some small relief and I stretched my arms out to the side to relish my new freedom.

“I have some clothes for you here,” he said and pulled out a skirt, blouse, shoes, and a long, hooded trench coat from a bag to lay them on the bunk. There was no underwear. “There’s more clothes in the pod, but they’ll all be the same, so don’t get too excited.”

I’d half expected an orange uniform with arrows up the back, so these clothes came as a welcome surprise despite the fact that the skirt was unfashionably short and the blouse had a low-cut front that would show much too much cleavage. The predominant colour was black, but it could have been worse.

I wrapped the skirt about my waist and engaged the zip at my navel before pulling it down to the hem and the elasticated material squeezed onto my hips. It was so short it barely fulfilled the purpose for which it was designed, but I had no immediate alternative other than to meekly comply with what was asked of me. I was, however, confident that this situation couldn’t go on for much longer. Within a month, my fortunes had been completely reversed, but surely the authorities must soon realise their mistake and right all these wrongs.

“Take off that top you're wearing and put on the blouse,” said the man and I looked down at the scandalous garment. “Level 3, that’s what you are now, so don’t give me that look. You have no right to feel possessive about your titties.”

Level 3… They’d dropped my status from Level 12 to Level 3. Of course, as a Level 3, I couldn’t object to the blouse. Registered sex workers were Level 3. That didn’t stop me turning away while I slipped my more conservative top from my shoulders and reached for the looser blouse. I zipped it up from the waist and was horrified to discover that it was even more revealing that I thought. It covered my nipples, but only just and the thin material did little to conceal their presence.

“Nice tits,” said the guard. “Nice and shapely with big nips. Any man would be pleased to have a wife with tits like that, but I’m afraid you come with other disadvantages that might render an early marriage unlikely,” and then he laughed at his own joke. “Now put your coat on; we need to go.”

I slipped my arms into the long coat, but despite its cut, there was no way to button the sides together at the front.

“It’s styled for Level 3,” he said in a tired sounding voice. “Get used to it…”


Chapter 5     
Chained to my Pod

We travelled in his vehicle to where the sleeping pods were situated on the seedier western edge of the city, him in the front gazing out at the hordes of humanity filling the pathways and me in the cage at the back looking out through the bars. The car stopped at the kerbside some five-hundred metres short of the pods and he pulled himself lazily from his seat, picked up a holdall that was on the floor beside him, and sauntered round to the back to release the cage door. The chain between my ankles wasn’t long enough to allow me to step from the vehicle, so I sat on the floor and put both feet together onto the ground. When I stood, the rubber dildo they’d sewn into my crotch was squeezed between muscles unused to its presence.

“Walk and keep up or I’ll put a leash on you,” said my tactless carer and I dutifully put one foot as far as it would go in front of the other in an effort to stay next to him. The unfamiliar massaging effect of my internal tormentor was causing me to breath hard by the time we reached the pods and I was conscious that everyone we’d approached looked first at the chain linking my ankles, then at my long thighs exposed by my inadequate skirt and the flapping sides of the long coat, and finally at my breasts barely concealed by the thin blouse.

The pods were small, single rooms built in a block twenty pods wide and in three levels with a staircase at one end; sixty pods in all. We entered the last one on the ground floor and he closed the door.

“This is it. This is going to be your home for the next eight years. It’s the best one; it’s nearest the park and is the quietest on the block.”

“It’s lovely,” I murmured sarcastically, but he only smiled.

The door opened into a narrow hallway caused by the presence of a floor to ceiling cabinet on one side and a service cupboard on the other with a low hum from the service cupboard suggesting it housed an ancient heat pump. The hall was restricted in width for about a metre and then the pod opened out into a small room that was perhaps 2 metres wide and less than 3 metres deep. Within that space had been fitted a bunk bed, a toilet, a washbasin and tiny shower cubicle, a small closet, and a bank of lockers that I was told held sufficient provisions to last an entire week. Below the lockers was a narrow worktop with small cupboards beneath, and fixed to a steel staple set into the back wall was a 2 metre long chain. The predominant colour within the pod was olive green; walls, floor, bedcovers, even the toilet and shower cubicle were green, a mossy green faded on the bedding and cracked and discoloured on the walls. There was no window.

Cline began reciting instructions as if he was reading from a crib sheet. “You'll attach the chain to your person upon entering the pod of an evening and it won’t release until you have completed your morning ablutions and are ready to leave for work. Upon arriving at work, you will attach the similar chain that restricts you in your workplace and that will stay locked until it is time for you to return home. Each day, food lockers will be automatically released to provide you with breakfast, lunch and supper and you have authorised travel between here and work on the mass transit system. I shall visit you periodically to ensure you are compliant with the regulations and have no cause for complaint, and a provisioning officer will call sometime while you're at work to replenish the food containers, replace your soiled laundry, and, once a month, change bedding.”

“It sounds very professional,” I murmured acerbically.

“Oh, it is. Your service computer will spell out what you need to do. She’s called Lulu. Just do what she says in a timely fashion and you should have no problems.”

“I suppose this locks to my new collar,” I said holding up the heavy chain, “But I don’t see how Lulu can tell whether it’s locked on or not.” Then I saw the strange connector on the end of the chain; it was pointed with sprung detents.

“Oh no. Oh no no no… Your collar is just for identification if you get lost. Your personal anchor is much more sophisticated. Here… Let me show you,” and he delved into his bag and pulled out a metal cylinder, 15 cm long and 3 cm wide with a wider flange at one end and a rounded tip at the other. I knew immediately what it was and failed to stifle an alarmed cry.

“This is the brains of the computer system, this is where Lulu lives and she travels around with you wherever you go. The voice that comes out of that speaker on the wall is merely a wireless extension for the small speaker built into the anchor’s base.”

“It’s an anal plug,” I murmured weakly.

“It’s an anal anchor, and a very clever one it is too. The retention chain locks into here in its base,” and he touched a dust cover that popped open to reveal a lockable socket. “That way, the computer processor in the anchor can monitor when it’s connected and release it at the appropriate times in the morning and after work, but the morning release won’t happen until after Lulu has determined that your morning ablution cycle has been completed. For that, you'll need to use this pipe,” and he pulled up a retractable flexible hose from its stowed location next to the toilet, “It plugs into this other socket. Every morning, it will go through a colonic cycle to wash you out using a mild soap solution to liquefy any solids it encounters.” He touched the base of the anchor in another place and the second socket opened. “Like everything else, it’s fully automatic; it locks itself into place and won’t release until the cycle is compete.”

He showed me the strange-looking metal connector on the end of the hose. It fitted into the larger second socket in the base of the anal anchor he was holding and, when fully engaged, opened a petal valve at the anchor’s inner tip. I was shaking at this point. I couldn’t believe what he was telling me. This plug, this anal anchor, was somehow going to be locked into me and will be the anchorage for the chains that keep me locked into the pod at night and to wherever Joe Granger is going to make me work during the day. I’m going to be forced to work at Lexicon with a chain locked into my bum. I am going to die…

“I ca… can't… I can't do this,” I stammered.

“And how do you propose to avoid it. You are a convicted criminal, Aline Laurent. Your sentence is a punishment designed to encourage you to behave in the future. It’s not meant to be a walk in the park. We don’t confine non-violent prisoners in the same way that we used to, so we need some other way to convince them that obeisance within the law is always the best policy and it’s been proven that humiliation techniques produce the most compliant prisoners.”

I didn’t doubt his words for an instant. I would do anything to avoid this, but the officer just carried on talking as if his words meant nothing to me.

“From the security point of view, an anal anchor is the ideal solution even if we put aside the docile and submissive attitude it encourages. For a start, you're hardly going to run off even when a chain isn't attached because the only way you can function as a human being is to allow the ablution cycle to run every day. Without the ablution hose, the anchor is sealed and you'd soon bung up. Other useful features include, as I've already mentioned, the ability to monitor when your chain is connected and, thereby, schedule and control your daily movements with precision, and a GPS sensor that can report on your exact location at the touch of a button. Also, although it doesn’t bother us so much, being chained by your arse actually interferes less with your ability to work than if it was connected to, say, your collar or your ankle.”

“How is the anchor retained?” I asked in a weak voice. I didn’t really want to know…

“It’s inflated with foam once it’s inside you. See this flexible membrane around the side of the anchor… When I inject the foam through a port in the base, it expands behind this membrane and sets to create a rigid toroidal ring about 120 mm in diameter that’s perfectly matched to the inner profile of your rectum. It even accommodates the shaft of the frustrator inside your vaginal canal so the two don’t interfere with each other. The expanded device is never going to fit back through your anal sphincter muscle, but to be extra secure, it has another trick: pulling at the chain causes a small current to pass through your sphincter and the more you pull, the tighter you’ll find yourself gripping the anchor. The only way this is ever going to be removed is following the injection of a releasing catalyst to turn the foam back into a liquid again so it can be drained.”

“Is there nothing I can do to stop this?” My voice was so quiet, I had to repeat the question louder before he could hear.

“Nothing… It’s just the way things are. If you didn’t want this, you shouldn’t have done the crime.”

“I didn’t.”

“Yeah…” he said with a droll tone. “Now, there’s one thing we must do before this is installed and I bet you can guess what it is… Bend over…”

He turned me around and pushed me against the bunk when I was slow to comply and I felt him push the thin nozzle of an enema dispenser into me before I felt him squirt something from an aerosol.

“It takes about five minutes to work. Sit there and don’t make a mess on the bunk.”

Those five minutes seemed like twenty and by the time he nodded and said, “Time’s up,” I was desperate to move to the toilet bowl despite the fact that he was standing there watching me.

“There… nice and clean and ready for the plug. Crawl up onto the bunk and draw your knees up under you.”

I gazed at him with tear-stained eyes, but he’d heard it all before and just looked at me whilst tapping his finger on the end of the bunk’s frame. Slowly, I climbed up onto the bed, first in a kneeling position and then folding forward to lay my head and hands on the mattress. I didn’t even bother pulling up my skirt; it was so short it wouldn’t interfere with what he wanted to do.

I watched him pull on a pair of latex gloves and then take a canister of foam from his bag to join it to the base of the anchor using a short tube. He looked at my anxious face peering back at him over my shoulder and I saw the corners of his mouth turn up as he slowly shook his head. Then he touched me with a fingertip and I jumped and screwed my anal muscle up tight.

“You won't be able to do that again in a minute,” he said and I tried to rise, but he slapped me back down with a hand on my back. “Stay still,” he barked and I watched in horror as he took a tin of lubricating gel to liberally coat the tip and sides of the anchor. Then he dipped his fingers back in the gel and touched me again. I gasped and held my breath to feel him slide first one finger into me, then two, and finally three, twirling them around to dilate my sphincter.

“Relax,” he said. “It’ll be much easier if you relax.”

That was impossible, but I didn’t bother telling him so.

I closed my eyes, he touched me with the rounded tip of the anchor, and I screamed, but he was unmoved and said nothing, just pressed the torpedo-shaped plug against me again and held it there, wiggling it gently. I felt it slowly sliding deeper into me and squeezed my muscle tighter, but its presence prevented me from closing entirely and he just waited and wiggled. After half a minute or so, I tired and my muscle relaxed enough for him to push it deeper still, and then the whole pantomime repeated. Finally, I could fight him no more and with another shriek, I felt the full mass of the anchor sliding through my muscle and into my rectum until its base flange was against my skin.

“Good girl. That wasn’t so bad, was it?”

I was crying… It was easily so bad.

He held the anchor in place with his finger while squeezing the trigger of the foam canister with his other hand and I sensed the annular ring expanding inside me. It felt so strange to feel myself filling up inside whilst, at the same time, the pressure between the internal bladder and the flange on the outside of the anchor increased to squeeze my anal sphincter muscle. I could feel Cline wiggling the anchor’s shaft as the foam expanded in the ring, feel the foam pressing against the frustrator in my sex, and then the small movements were getting less and less as the pressure increased and the bladder inflated. He was making sure that the anchor optimised its position, that it was adjusting itself to perfectly fit my anatomy until it was firm and could move no more.

“There, all done. Just stay there for a couple of minutes to give the foam a chance to set…”

Two minutes later, he allowed me to kneel upright and I became more than conscious that my sphincter muscle was now dilated around the base of the anchor. I felt beneath me, my hand sliding over the smooth area that used to be my vulva until I touched the flat base of the anal anchor, its surface now flush with my skin. I tried to squeeze the anchor out, but didn’t feel it budge at all and I gave another pitiful moan. He watched as I climbed awkwardly from the bunk and stood staring up at his face, feeling very full and totally defeated now that both orifices were packed and sealed.

“Turn around and lean forward,” he instructed and I turned to face the bunk. He picked up the chain and then reached down between my legs to thrust the end of it so hard into the underside of my new anchor that my feet nearly left the floor. I grunted as the wind was knocked from my lungs and then squealed like a piglet when he yanked hard on the chain. My sphincter muscle suddenly clenched tightly around the shaft of the anchor, energised by an electrical EMS pulse to fight its pull, and my knees buckled so I had to drop my hands onto the bunk to stop myself falling, but the anal anchor remained firm and unmoved inside me and the chain remained locked to the its base.

As soon as the pull eased, the EMS signal ceased and my muscle relaxed. EMS or Electrical Muscle Stimulation, was an old technology originally used to aid recovery after an injury. There was no pain involved, but the resulting actuation of my muscle was not something I could avoid.

“Good,” he muttered and moved to a small panel in the wall of the pod that he opened with a key. Inside was a keypad and he spent some time tapping on keys. “Good,” he said again and closed the panel. “I think you're all set. I've initialised Lulu. It’s four o'clock now,” and he indicated the flickering digits of a clock on the opposite wall to the bunk. “The chain won’t release until seven thirty tomorrow morning and that’ll be after you’ve gone through the ablution cycle. Just follow the instructions precisely as you're told and you'll be alright. The first food cabinet will open later this evening to allow you to eat and another will open early in the morning to provide you with breakfast and a packed lunch. Make sure you eat before you're due to leave or else you'll either miss your breakfast or your ride to work. The latter would be worse because then you'd be late and that will always have consequences. Mr Granger is expecting you at eight-thirty and will take you to your work station and teach you your duties. Lulu is expecting your retention chain to be connected a little late tomorrow, but that will be the exception. On all other days, you must be connected by eight-thirty. Is all that clear?”

I nodded slowly.

“What happens if I don’t plug in the retention chain?” I asked tentatively, fearing that I didn’t really want to know the answer.

“What happens? The same as when if you don’t follow instructions or you're late to comply… You lose benefits. That may just be loss of visiting rights or a simpler food menu, or it could be much more serious: your status could be reduced further with consequential effects on your restraints and working conditions, or ultimately, you could be assessed as unsuitable for community punishment and be sent for behavioural modification, and you wouldn’t like that. Far better you just do as you're told.”

He examined me closely, peering unashamedly at the heavy chain now hanging down between my thighs from beneath the hem of my skirt.

“Right,” he said as if deep in thought. “I’m supposed to make a judgement call at this point as to your flight risk. It’s stupid really because only an idiot would try to run when they’ve got a GPS tracker locked in their bum, but that’s the way it is… I’m supposed to assess whether or not it’s necessary to keep the irons on your ankles. What do you think? Are you likely to cause me any trouble?”

He was offering to remove the ankle cuffs if I promised to be good and I wasn’t going to give him any reason to suppose I had other plans. “No, sir,” I said meekly.

Another pause before he knelt and unlocked each cuff by holding a magnetic key against its side and I breathed a sigh of relief as I felt the steel dropping away.

“Ok… Couple more points: your dilplex, that’s the frustrator inside you… No doubt the judge was amused when he realised he could specify that after what you did. All those women drugged by the heeps that you have supplied who will now find themselves helpless to control their sexual yearnings while here you are, just as helpless to control yours. Sexual arousal will be imposed on you just as you have imposed it on others, but the difference is whilst those unfortunates will be unable to resist their orgasms, your resistance will be enforced… The frustrator will see to that. It’s not called that for nothing, you know. I imagine you believe you’ll be able to weather it, just ignore it until it stops. Well, good luck with that because it doesn’t stop until you reach the edge of a climax.

“But don’t despair. Every so often, maybe once a week, it will allow you to complete just to keep your hopes alive. You'll have your eureka moment and I hope you enjoy it… As for all the failed attempts, they’ll be monitored and randomly controlled by Lulu, but if you feel so inclined, you can induce a session just by slapping the underside of the patch. You never know, you might be lucky and hit on a fully orgasmic one.”

He glanced at the wall clock and took a deep breath. “Weekends… You can’t work weekends because the factory’s closed, so what do you do? Well, if you’ve been a good girl and stuck to the timetable, Lulu may allow you some free time out of the pod. If you’ve been late or non-compliant, then that won’t happen. Just follow any instruction you're given.”

He peered in his bag again and I winced as he withdrew something, but it was only a few old paperback novels. “This is your evening entertainment,” and he tossed them on the counter. “If there’s no more questions, I’ll be off,” and he picked up his bag, but then hesitated in the doorway. “You belong to the Justice System now. Your body’s no longer your own. By stealing and selling Heeps to persons wanting to control other women’s sexual responses, you’ve earned yourself a dilplex that will have complete control over yours, but not, I think, in a way you're going to like. And as for your anal anchor, you’ve now lost control of your body’s natural method of expelling waste. Even without the retention chain, you're inextricably bound to this pod because it’s the only way you can survive. Your anchor will restrict, direct, and punish you. It will be humiliating, cumbersome, inconvenient, and uncomfortable, but most of all, it makes you ours. You cannot function unless it’s with our authorisation and consent, so do exactly what’s demanded of you and no more and you’ll be fine.”

He looked one last time at the heavy chain hanging between my legs and gave me a broad grin. “Enjoy your stay…” he said and left, closing the door behind him.

I gave my retention chain an exploratory pull, both from the staple in the wall and from the anchor stuck in my bottom, the latter sending another spasming electric pulse through my sphincter muscle, and then turned towards the door, my exit to a real world now beyond my reach. My chain was too short to reach the handle even if I stretched.

To my surprise, there was full length mirror on the back of the door, a cruel reminder of the depths to which I had now sunk perhaps. I stared at myself. My hair was loose and hung over my shoulders like a white shawl, its fringe shading my eyes from the overhead light. I wore no make-up, of course, and my face looked pale with freckles peppering my nose and cheeks.

The steel collar he’d locked about my neck was 4 cm deep and shiny, like an expensive piece of jewellery. At its front hung a steel ring and etched on either side I could just make out my ID number: SC0606155 – Sex Crime; Reference; Year I reasoned. I must be the 6061st individual convicted of a sex crime this year. It didn’t make me feel any better.

Cline had removed my long coat when we first entered the pod and hung it in the closet next to the door, so now when I looked at my reflection, I saw the dark day wear I’d been given: the short skirt and obscenely revealing blouse. The shoes fitted me, but weren’t comfortable because the heels were too high and between those shoes and the hem of my short skirt, my bare legs appeared unfeasibly long. But there was no getting away from the elephant in the room… There, hanging down between my legs from the anchor in my bum, was the heavy retention chain.

I started to cry.


Chapter 6     
Return to Work

That first evening, the first food cabinet popped open at six o'clock to reveal a cardboard carton of soup, a waxed package containing four slices of white processed bread, and a paper cup of cold tea. I placed the soup in the small oven above the lockers and pressed the button. Two minutes later, the oven pinged and I extracted the hot soup. I could find no cutlery, so drank the soup from the carton, dipping pieces of bread into it to make the bread more palatable. The soup was filling and no doubt nourishing, but bland. I put the cold tea aside to warm later and sat back down on my bunk.

Just before eight o'clock, a smooth female voice emanated from the speaker in the wall and announced that the door was about to be locked. It was followed a minute or two later by a click from the lock and I felt even more alone.

At ten o'clock, the light in the centre of the pod went out and I was left in total darkness. I kicked off my shoes, unzipped both the skirt and the blouse, and slipped under the blanket to watch the red numbers of the clock flickering on the wall.

✽ ✽ ✽

“Six-thirty,” my helpful friend Lulu announced and the centre light switched on. “Time for your shower.”

The heat in the small room had been oppressive overnight and I had thrown off the bed covers. Now I struggled to my feet, I never was much of an early morning person, and stood unsteadily looking at my naked reflection in the mirror. The smooth, hairless contours between my thighs brought reality back with a jolt and I cupped my hand over my pubis to touch the seamless detail. I could sense my touch along the outer extremities of my labial, but all tactile feeling from my vulva was lost beneath the sealing patch.

I turned and looked at my back. I didn’t really need the mirror to tell me that my anchor plug was distorting the undersides of my cheeks. I could feel its flange pulled tight against my skin, a flat disc where my sphincter muscle should have been, and sense the gentle tugs as the heavy chain swung freely down between my legs.

I carefully pulled the chain up between my cheeks and sat on the toilet to feel for the small hole that was the outlet of my catheter. Then I pressed either side as I’d been shown. The surface depressed with two tiny ‘pops’ and I sensed myself draining urine into the pan. There was no effort involved on my part, no straining of muscles, just a slow collapse of my bladder as I emptied.

I half expected cold water in the shower, but it was warm although the flow was weak and I imagined the showers in all sixty pods starting at once. I washed my hair with white gel from a nameless bottle in the cubicle and dried it using a green towel, and no sooner had I finished than the next food locker door sprung open. There were more slices of white bread, a cardboard bowl of breakfast cereal with a small carton of heat-treated milk, and another cold cup of tea. This time, there was a plastic spoon for the cereal. A cardboard box contained bread and cheese sandwiches for my lunch and, to my astonishment, an apple. I ate the cereal feeling I might just as well have eaten the cardboard bowl.

Shortly after seven, Lulu’s sweet voice told me it was time to connect the ablution hose and I closed my eyes in silent prayer. I knew it was coming, it was as inevitable as it was unavoidable, but it didn’t stop me dreading it. I really had very little idea what to expect and not knowing made it ten times worse.

I pulled the hose from its housing and turned it over in my hands, realising that it was actually two hoses bonded together: a thin, high-pressure supply and a much wider drain hose. The metal connector at its end looked complex incorporating as it did an irrigation pipe with a valve and a locking mechanism.

“Connect the ablution hose,” Lulu prompted, evidently dissatisfied with my procrastination and I took a deep breath and pushed the end of the hose up inside the socket in my anal plug. There was a slight resistance and I pushed harder to feel it click into place. Instinctively, I tried to pull it out again, but I was too late.

“Two litre fill,” announced the wall speaker and almost at once I was conscious of a cold fluid filling my rectum and bubbling up into my colon. My belly grew and began to feel heavy, and I held my palms on my abdomen for support, feeling myself swelling. Dropping forward with my hands on the bunk and my belly noticeably sagging below me, I wished with all my heart that the flow would stop. And then it did. I felt faint and didn’t want to move, so just waited and listened to my body gurgling. Nothing else happened for a couple of minutes until, without warning, a valve inside me clicked and the fluid drained away. Then I tried to pull the hose from my plug, but it was still locked and only resulted in an electrical shock and my anal muscle gripping the anchor tighter.

“Two litre second fill,” said my wall and, stupidly, I cried out no, but the wall paid no attention and I felt myself refilling. It all happened exactly as before and I resumed my previous stance leaning on the bunk, and there I remained for the next five minutes unable to move while the fluid inside me cleansed and liquefied.

Another click and, with immense gratitude, I emptied. This time, after sufficient time had elapsed to allow me to completely drain, the hose disconnected itself and retracted back into its stowed position.

The wall clock now told me it was twenty past seven and I wasn’t even dressed. Dressing didn’t take long: a thin blouse (zip) and a short skirt (zip). On the shelf with these clothes were a pair of long, black socks which I pulled on along with my shoes. Then I waited watching the digits of the clock count down the minutes.

“Seven thirty. Retention chain disconnected. Door unlocked.”

The chain dropped at my feet and I heard the door click. This was it: my first day at work as a Level 3 and I wasn’t looking forward to it, but I had no other option. I retrieved my coat from the closet and shrugged my arms into the sleeves, opened the door to the outside world, and walked out into dazzling sunshine.

✽ ✽ ✽

The working masses filled that sunlit boulevard and, to my surprise, I felt relatively happy. It wasn’t an affluent area and many of the girls were wearing similar garments to me in the warm weather, some of them emerging from other pods, some from the tall apartment blocks that lined the far side of the busy street. I was still far from comfortable showing so much of my chest, but I was not alone. The crucial thing was that I was no longer locked into that tiny cell with only artificial light and, of course, I was no longer tethered by my anal anchor.

I stopped and looked up into the branches of the trees along the edge of the park. A colony of rooks had claimed the area and the sky was full of their black shapes wheeling in the clear air like shadowy, wind-blown handkerchiefs and calling to each other with their distinctive coarse cries. And then I saw the tram broach the crest of the hill and had to run to the stop, grinning to the waiting queue as I arrived just in time.

I stepped onto the footplate and touched the ID pad. A green light illuminated and I moved through the barrier and sat in a window seat. A girl sat beside me, a girl wearing a silver collar.

“Marie-Anne,” she said and held out her hand. “You must be the new girl next to Josie.”

I didn’t know Josie, but I smiled and nodded. “Aline.”

“How long have you got?”

“Until they realise I'm innocent,” I said and she giggled.

“Well, don’t hold your breath. I tried that one, but they didn’t believe me either because I tried to proposition a policemen.”

I smiled. “That was unfortunate.”

“Yep. Six months with my cunny sewn up. What about you?”

“They’ve sewn me up too.”

“Oh, bad luck. For how long? Always assuming they're negligent and don’t discover their error, of course.”

“Eight years,” I said and the smile dropped from her face.

“Oh my God… Eight years! You’ll have forgotten what it’s all about before they get to opening you up again.”

“Have you heard of a dilplex?” I asked and she looked blank. “A frustrator…” and her eyes opened wide.

Marie-Anne left when the tram passed the central station and I continued the rest of the journey alone. Alighting outside Lexicon, I found myself behind Abram, the tall accounts clerk, William from production and Michael Dunn’s assistant, the stunning Claudette, looking like she’d just returned from a Paris fashion show. At first, none of them noticed me, but then William must have seen my reflection in the window and spun round to confront me.

“Aline… You’ve got a nerve coming round here.”

“She’s got no choice; it’s part of her sentence, isn’t it?” asked Claudette.

“I thought you were one of the good guys, but you fooled us all. Do you realise the harm you’ve caused? That stuff’s really dangerous.” William was on a roll… “You betrayed us all. How could you have done it? I hope you rot.”

“She’s paying for it now,” said Claudette. “What is it? Eight years at Level 3 and some rather interesting restraints and conditions, I hear.”

“I can see her tits,” said Abram staring at my low-cut shirt. “I always knew you were concealing beauties.”

“That’s not all she’s concealing,” cooed Claudette standing on the top step with a hand on the door. “I hear they’ve sewn a frustrator into your love tunnel and locked an anchor in your bum.”

I had nothing to say, no answer was possible except a weak denial that was patiently untrue as far as my new accessories were concerned and unbelievable in relation to my conviction. I couldn’t look Claudette in the face and just stared at her long legs clad in black nylon stockings, their lace tops and ribbon suspenders visible below the hem of her skirt.

“Go on… Show us,” said Abram with undisguised enthusiasm.

“Leave her alone,” called a voice from behind me and I turned to see Joe Granger arriving. “She’s here to serve out her sentence and will work just like any other employee. The conditions of that sentence are between her and the judge and nothing to do with any of you.”

“She doesn’t deserve your consideration, Joe. She’s evil.”

“She has already been judged and it’s not for you to increase her suffering.”

William turned, pushed passed Claudette and disappeared into the interior of the building muttering to himself. Claudette and Abram both smiled, whether at me or Joe I wasn’t sure, and followed him inside.

“Come with me,” said Joe and set off along the outside wall of the building. He let us through a pedestrian security gate and into the yard behind the production area where Elio usually sat awaiting the arrival of the carriers.

“Elio has been redeployed inside; you'll take his place.”

“But it’s not a real job…”

“You're Level 3, Aline. What did you expect?”

I stared at Elio’s small table with its keypad that I was to use to notify accounts that a carrier had arrived to collect their order. The only other items on the table were a 2 litre plastic bottle of water and a paper cup. Nothing else; not even an intercom to allow voice calls, but evidence that it had been fully prepared for my arrival lay beneath the table in the form of another coiled up retention chain locked to a steel staple that had been sunk into the concrete surface of the yard.

In addition, Elio’s chair was gone and someone had replaced his sun-lounger with a wooden, hard-backed chair adapted for my use: it had a shaped seat squab like a commode to accommodate the chain.

“Hang your coat up on that hook by the door,” said Joe, “And then stand next to the table.”

I did as he asked and then winced when he knelt behind me, lifted the hem of my skirt at the back, and pushed the connector on the end of the chain up into the base of my anal anchor. It connected with a loud click and I gave a short cry when he tested it with a sharp tug.

“Retention chain connected,” said the speaker in my plug and he stood; I turned to face him.

“There…” he said. “I've been told it will disconnect automatically at five this evening. Until then, this is where you work. We put a clock outside for you,” and he pointed to a large digit display above the despatch door.

“Thank you for this,” I said, aware that in many ways I was getting off lightly with Lexicon. “You didn’t have to do this.”

“You have to serve out your sentence somewhere; it may as well be here.”

“I didn’t do it, you know,” I said quietly.

“Then how did you come to be intoxicated that morning?”

“I can’t explain that.”

“Traces of the drug were in your coffee cup, but nowhere else. The obvious conclusion was that you added it to your coffee yourself, but got the quantity wrong and ended up giving yourself away. Your blood tests show you’d been ingesting the drug over several weeks, months even…”

“I can't explain that either. I didn’t drug myself.”

“And that account code? You know nothing about that either I suppose?”

“Those numbers mean nothing to me.”

“But they were in your computer and only you and I have the ability to access your files. Are you suggesting I planted them there?”

“No, of course not. Why would you?”

“And that last piece of damning evidence: the trace on the inside of your bag.”

“That could have been left by anyone.”

“Hardly. When do you ever leave your bag unattended? Your office, maybe a thoughtless moment in a restaurant, but nowhere else other than home, and very few people have access to your office.”

“I'm sorry, Mr Granger. I can't explain any of these things.”

“Well, I’m not usually a bad judge of character. I thought you were an exceptional woman when I interviewed you and I certainly can’t complain about your work here whilst you’ve been General Manager…”

I thought he was going to say what a terrible mistake it was to hire me, but he surprised me…

“I have to admit to being in somewhat of a quandary. The evidence against you is strong, strong enough to convince the judge, but I can’t shake the feeling that it seems so out of character. Of course, I can’t discount the possibility that you’re a consummate actress… I liked you, Aline. Either you’re the poor innocent you profess to be or else you’re the most evil trickster I have ever encountered and deserve every second of the torments that the judge has seen fit to serve.”

“Thank you,” I whispered.

“Don’t thank me. I haven’t made up my mind, but in any event, I'm afraid it doesn’t help you much. There’s little I can do to ease your predicament even if I wanted to, but I’ll do what I can to stall the lynch mob. Meanwhile, you're stuck here for the foreseeable future and I'm sorry for that.”

I didn’t say anymore, just looked at him with wide eyes: the only person in the whole world who still seemed to have doubts, however tenuous, about my guilt. I felt tears gathering in my eyes and he stood watching me for several minutes while I regained my composure and then handed me an empty water bottle.

“Here… You’ll be needing this; your chain won’t stretch to the nearest toilet, but be careful not to get the bottles muddled up,” and I burst out laughing through my tears.


Chapter 7     
Frustrated

Ifolded my arms on the table top and laid my head on them. The day was going to be hot and I was glad of the shade afforded by the canopy above my head and the soft breeze emanating from the river was welcome too. I could feel it rippling the thin material of my blouse that was gaping open below my prone torso so that it tickled the sides of my breasts and my nipples. It was not a sensation I was used to and I liked it.

The sound of the main gate sliding open woke me and I peered at a small, red van as it slipped through the entranceway and parked before me. A young woman wearing a blue uniform and a cap climbed out and stood before me.

“Well, you're different from that old guy that used to sit there.”

“They’ve moved him inside,” I said. “Can I have your order number?”

She showed me her phone and I tapped the number into the keypad.

“Someone will be out with it shortly,” I said.

She opened the rear door of the van and swore. “They should have removed this before they gave me the keys this morning. Can you help me just to bump it along apiece so there’s more room?”

She had her hand on something I couldn’t see, something that was in the wrong place.

“I'm sorry, I can't. I'm not allowed to leave this desk.”

She thought I was joking and laughed, but then stopped when she noticed the chain hanging beneath me.

“What the fuck…”

At that moment, the dispatch door slid open and Abram emerged pulling a hand cart with two cardboard boxes loaded onto its bed.

“Is that how you retain all your employees?” called out the woman. “She’s got her arse chained to the yard.”

Abram stopped and saw me chained for the first time. Then he burst out laughing and called William.

“Well, you have earned yourself a pretty reward,” scowled William. “Chained to the yard by your bum. Stand up so we can see you properly.”

Now I was frightened. He was being aggressive and I felt vulnerable.

“Stand up, I say,” and he pulled the chair away so that I tumbled onto the ground in a jumble of limbs that tangled the chain about my ankle and brought me up short with a jolt.

“Look… Look there,” cried Abram. “Did you see it? She’s got a plug locked into her arse for that chain and they’ve sewn up her cunny; she’s got no sex gear at all.”

William pulled me roughly to my feet and I staggered back towards the table for support. At the same time, I was trying to roll my skirt back in place to cover my featureless pubis and was pulling at my blouse to restore some decorum in that area. Abram jumped forward and stood on the chain before I could reach the table.

“Look, if you guys are going to fight, first give me my boxes; I want no part of this.” The woman was still by the back of her van and was reluctant to move closer.

Abram gave a short chuckle and lifted his foot so I could fall forward against the table and then picked up the handle of the handcart and trundled it up to the van.

“She’s a convicted criminal; a thief that stole drugs from us after we trusted her,” said Abram.

“Well, she’s certainly paying for it now. Help me push these two boxes up and you can slide those in behind.”

I saw the red van leave and the gate slide shut, then watched warily as a leering Abram walked past me and returned through the despatch door with the handcart. William continued to just stand looking at me, a menacing presence who now hated me. I couldn’t blame him. We’d developed quite a rapport over the months and it must feel like I played him for a fool all that time. I wanted to talk to him, to try and convince him of my innocence, but knew it would be a hopeless task and might even agitate him more, so I stayed silent.

“You fooled me good,” he said at last. “I took you for a friend, but you betrayed us all…”

I was still undecided when I sensed myself tingling between my legs and something began gently nudging the side of my clit. The movement was subtle but unmistakeable and I was momentarily confused before remembering I was housing a dilplex.

“I… I’m…” I mumbled. My mind was being hijacked by the tingling sensation in my clit that was causing it to swell rapidly and, as it swelled, I became conscious that it was being constricted in some way. The nudges were becoming more pronounced, too, and they were causing me to catch my breath. I’d never felt so sensitive in that area before, but it wasn’t just that; it felt so strange: only my clitoris was affected with no tactile signals from its surrounding labia.

“You do realise you’ve sentenced dozens of innocent women to sexual abuse?”

I just stared at William with my mouth open, all awareness lost as my libido began to soar and my hands moved unconsciously to my lap. Then the dildo activated and I felt its bulbous head slowly burrowing into me at the same time as my pelvic muscles were contracted by an EMS pulse and gripped both the moving shaft of the dildo and my chain’s anchor. I gave a low, involuntary moan and rolled my hips on my seat, but there was no way I could affect what was happening below.

“You're not even listening to me,” said William and I tried to respond, but now the dildo was settling into a regular, incessant rhythm that coincided with the nudges against my clit and the contractions of my muscles and all I could manage was an “Oh, God!” William stopped talking and just stood there watching me as my body and will became obsessed and my breathing became fast and light.

Suddenly, there was a step change in the speed of the dildo as its bulbous head thrust deep into my pocket at the same time as the stimulator, instead of just nudging me, rolled clean over my clit to make me scream with tactile overload. My precious little organ was now swollen and pulsing, trapped in the vice-like grip of some unknown contrivance as the stimulator swept over its surface. The dildo contracted just as fast and the clit excitor rolled back, crushing and deforming the little bud in the opposite direction with a sensation that was as intoxicating as it was excruciating.

I screamed again and pressed my hands between my legs while William physically jumped with my sudden movement, unsure what was happening. Moments later, it happened again: the rapid telescoping of the dildo’s shaft deep into my vagina and its base pressing on the underside of my vulval patch as its tip was propelled inwards followed by a contraction that I felt at the mouth of my vagina, the whole motion mimicked by the clitoral excitor moving back and forth over its target and all of my pelvic muscles pulsing.

Things began happening fast after that. The pulsing of the dildo created a rhythm that set my whole vulva throbbing at 120 strokes per minute and the accompanying unremitting movements of the clitoral excitor proved impossible to ignore.

“What’s happening?” demanded William. “What are you doing?”

By this time I’d sunk to the ground and had rolled up into a ball to try to quell the movement, but because everything was happening inside me, I had no chance. I turned onto my back, still with my knees pulled up tight, thinking if I squeezed hard, I could control the activity within, but soon it became apparent to me that I didn’t want to. I opened my knees and pressed hard against the patch over my vulva to feel the mass of the dildo bouncing enthusiastically within and then, on a whim, turned onto my hands and knees.

By this time, I’d completely forgotten about William and with my eyes squeezed tightly shut, I laid my head on the ground and rocked my hips as if inviting further attention. Each thrust of the dildo was driving me nearer and I was lost. In my last moments before ecstasy, I lunged forward as if to push the dildo deeper and the chain snapped taut, stopping me dead with a jarring tug and a shriek.

My clit felt like it was still tingling, but the motions had stopped and I’d get no more. I didn’t care that my skirt was around my waist or that the wide neck of my blouse had slipped from my shoulder to leave me exposed. I’d been cheated of an orgasm that was about to shatter the earth and all I could do was to cry out like a wounded deer before dissolving into tears.

“Guess that didn’t work out for you, then,” muttered William and he went back inside, leaving me alone and lying on the ground.

✽ ✽ ✽

Two hours later, Joe came down to see how I was fairing and the truth was not very well. My chair was tipped over and out or reach and I was thirsty; my water had rolled away in the other direction.

“What happened?”

“A small altercation. It’s alright now.”

“What do you mean ‘It’s alright’? It evidently isn’t or else you wouldn’t be thirsty or standing. It was Will, wasn’t it?”

“He’s upset and that’s understandable. Please don’t cause a fuss.”

“Where’s your lunch?”

“Over there,” I said indicating the cardboard box thrown up against a canopy support column and split open. The sandwiches had already been raided by hungry gulls, but the apple would be alright if it wasn’t too bruised.

“I’ll get Poppy to bring you some more,” he said and retrieved my chair and the two water bottles.

He couldn’t stay, but now I was reseated with a drink and feeling much better.

Poppy was the next to arrive carrying a pack of ham sandwiches with cranberry and raisin chutney and a bottle of fruit juice.

“Aline,” she said approaching me with a smile. “Joe asked me to bring you these,” and she placed the food on my table. “I know that they're your favourite.”

“Thank you.”

I could see her looking underneath me at the chain. Well, let them; they’ll all want to see eventually…

“I see you're wearing level-appropriate clothing,” she said with the humour obvious in her voice. “Nice nips by the way.”

“Seems I can't avoid it nowadays,” and I tugged at the blouse to tighten the neckline.

“No… And I see they have a novel way of making sure you don’t wander.”

I didn’t rise to her bait, so she tried again.

“Abram says they’ve sewn up your pussy and now you're completely flat underneath. Can I see?”

“No.”

“You know, I think a level 3 ought to show more respect to her betters. She’ll never know when she might need a little extra help in the future and it might be better if she kept her friends.”

She was right, of course: she had all the power now and I had none. I pushed my chair round until I was sideways on to the table and facing her, and then I slowly opened my knees. I didn’t even have to hike-up my skirt to display what she wished to see because it was so short.

“Good God! They’ve really done it. You're totally sexless. I just couldn’t bear that, not being able to be with boys. It must be torture.”

“It is,” I whispered.

“And they’ve done a good job of bunging up your, umm, bottom, I hear. I don’t suppose that’s easily removable. Must be difficult when nature calls.”

I closed my legs.

“No, don’t do that. I want to touch.”

“There are limits to our friendship,” I said caustically.

She smiled. “Yes, I suppose so. Abigail’s doing your old job, by the way. Doing two jobs actually until Joe can find a new production manager. It was her birthday last week, too. We all went out to the new Korean restaurant after work and Joe treated us. Really nice food. I had some sort of sea food curry and then a frozen dessert. It was lemony and really sweet. Too sweet actually. I felt quite sick afterwards, although that may have been all the schnapps I’d been drinking. Do you like my new top? It’s got padded cups so no-one can make out my nips. That’s going to be important because Abigail says she going to put me in for regrading to Level 9.”

“Congratulations,” I said rather begrudgingly. I knew she didn’t yet have the necessary qualification for an upgrade and she was still very young. She claimed to be eighteen, but I would have said fifteen or sixteen just by looking at her.

“Well, have to go. As it’s Friday, Abigail’s taking me to that restaurant on River Street for lunch. We’d invite you to join us, but...” and she held up her hands in a universal gesture of helplessness before giggling at her own joke.

I had three collections that day: one in the morning and the other two late in the afternoon. I also had another hit from my frustrator. It happened about three when there was no-one else about, but I’d learnt from my morning session and didn’t try to fight it; I was able to ride out the stimuli until I became so excited it stopped.

At five o'clock, Lulu announced my chain was disconnecting and it dropped from me to lie in a heap under the chair. I rose, stretched, collected my coat from the where I’d hung it that morning, and left through the pedestrian gate.

The journey back to the pods was uneventful and I arrived back with twenty minutes to spare, so was in no hurry as I walked from the tram stop along the side of the park. There were few rooks in the trees above me and I supposed they must all be off foraging somewhere. I stepped onto the path that led past the row of pods and there was a woman sitting in a chair next to my door. She was smoking a cigar and there was a paper cup beside her.

“Good day to you,” she said cheerily. “You must be the new girl. I’m Josie.”

“Aline,” I said.

The woman must have been in her mid-thirties and had a pretty face with dark, twinkling eyes, but she was thin; so thin I thought she must be ill. She held up her cup. “It’s beer. Would you like a sip?”

There wasn’t much in the cup, so I thanked her but declined. I noticed the chain behind her that trailed back through her open door.

“I met one of the other girls this morning: Marie-Anne. We were on the tram together.”

“Oh yeah. She lives in the next level up. Nice girl… She had a successful, well-established career until they sewed her up.”

“She was a prostitute.”

“Yep… As I said. Is that what you are?”

Her forthright attitude took me by surprise and I shook my head.

“Ah, so you’ve still got all your bits too.”

I shook my head again. “They say I stole HPAS. It’s a drug that can be used to seduce women, so it was classified as a sex crime.”

“Oh, bad luck. I was done for beating up my boyfriend when I discovered he’d been cheating on me, so I’m still what you might call entire. Just as well really, because we’ve made up again now and he’s often round here.”

“They allow you to have him in the pod?” I asked surprised.

“Well yeah… The chain’s to stop me leaving, not him coming. Have you got a boyfriend?”

“I did have; I'm not so sure now. They’ve given me eight years without parole and that’s a long time to expect him to remain chaste.”

She gave me a sad smile. “Yeah... Good luck with that one. The girls tell me that if you're sealed up for more than about six months, you lose the urge.”

“I've got a frustrator.”

“What?”

“They’ve sewn a frustrator inside me to keep me hopeful. It stops before I can climax.”

“Oh. Er… I don’t know what to say to that. I’ve heard of those things, but I don’t think anyone else around here has one. Does it work?”

I sighed. “Yep. Works fine, unfortunately. It’s charged inductively overnight just like the anal plug.”

There was a lull in our conversation which I broke by exclaiming: “Your tether’s much longer than mine. I can't reach the door to open it.”

“Ah… It’s all earned, dearie. If you're good and behave, you get benefits. Me, I’ve earned a longer chain so I can sit out of an evening and at weekends, and I've earned actual money. It’s not much, but enough to buy a couple of bottles of beer and a pack of cigars a week. Helps to pass the time between conjugal visits.”

Just then, there was a short beep and I looked quizzically at Josie. “It’s your plug telling you it’s time to plug yourself in. You have two minutes.”

“Oh my God. I forgot. Got to go…” and I hurried to my door beyond where she was sitting. There was another beep as I shrugged out of my coat and picked up the end of the chain. Without hesitation, I pushed it hard into my anchor and it clicked.

“Retention chain connected,” said my wall and I slumped down on the edge of the bunk.


Chapter 8     
A Visit to Sis

Ididn’t go out again that night; I couldn’t go out. Instead, I ate an egg and rice dish and read a book until the light went off at ten and then crawled under my blanket.

Looking back, in some ways the day had been better than expected and in other ways, worse. Walking through the neighbourhood in the sunshine was a high spot after spending the night inside the pod. So was talking to Marie-Anne and Josie, and finding out that Joe was at least ambivalent about my guilt. On the other hand, being trapped at Lexicon whilst my erstwhile colleagues either raged at me or made fun at my expense was not a pleasant experience.

Another plus, I suppose, was that I was no longer walking like a duck with the considerable bulk of my anal anchor lodged in my bottom and the thick shaft of the frustrator occupying my vaginal vault. That’s not to say I was becoming inured to their presence, they still worked on the sensitive nerves within my sex when I walked, but I thought I could now manage a reasonable gait without attracting too much attention.

And the frustrator per se? The first time it operated was devastating and left me broken and shaking with its internalised antics. The second time, I felt more prepared, but still the build-up once more hit me as an enormous surprise. My initial reaction was that I should feel indignation that someone might think it’s acceptable to assault me in that way and I was determined to ignore it, but it was an attitude I couldn’t maintain and I was soon lost again and pleading for more. The motion was incessant and, along with the electrical stimulation that caused my clitoris to tingle and swell, soon absorbed all of my attention until all I wanted to do was to encourage it. I needed it and squeezed as tightly as I could to feel the pistoning head of the dildo reaming into me, alternately filling and evacuating while its base bounced in the entrance of my vagina and its tormenting probe tapped and rolled over my clit.

Once tranquillity had been restored and I lay panting on the ground, I realised I had learnt something valuable: I had learned that it was pointless to fight it; that only prolonged the session and made no difference to its inevitable conclusion. I had felt my orgasm bubbling up inside me like a great tide that was about to overwhelm me, I closed my eyes, and I let my mind soar through endless images of love and lust… And then, once more, it had just stopped; the most amazing sensation in the world suddenly vaporized into nothingness. Reality slowly returned and my immediate surroundings coalesced about me. I gathered together my shredded wits, and then tears came and I was left, well… frustrated.

It happened again last night after the light went out and I was lying on my bunk. It didn’t last long; I didn’t last long and, just as before, it left me sobbing, but wiser.

Now it was Saturday and Lexicon didn’t work at weekends. No alarm woke me up and no prompts told me to shower, but the light illuminated at seven. I sat on the edge of the bunk looking first at the locked food lockers and then at my tether still connected, wondering what I should do. First things first, I thought and sat on the toilet. I felt my bladder draining when I pressed the buttons and then I stood in the tiny shower cubicle to rinse through my hair. I’d still not been given any instructions and looked at the ablution hose.

There wasn’t really an option; I pulled it from its stowed position and, in the absence of any word from Lulu and after more consideration and procrastination, pressed its tip into the underside of my anal anchor. It locked.

“Two litre fill,” she said and the valve opened almost immediately.

It took almost exactly twelve minutes to complete its cycle before the hose released and I was left breathing heavily and wondering whether I’d done the right thing. Evidently, I had because the next food locker suddenly sprung open and an announcement informed me that the door was now unlocked. I ate the cold buttered toast and warmed the cup of tea in the oven, but the fact that my door was unlocked seemed less useful because my tether hadn’t disconnected. I made another stretch for the handle, but even straining my anal muscle to its limit, I was still a long way short of the handle and the resulting electrical pulse to my anal muscle soon made me reconsider the exercise. I wondered if it was another bright sunny day, but had no way of knowing.

So there I was, still trapped in the pod watching the minutes tick by on the wall clock. Then, at ten o'clock the wall speaker announced: “Exercise authorised, duration three hours. Retention chain disconnected,” and my tether released. I sprung up and opened the door wide to let light and air flood the small room and took a deep breath. Three hours… What could I do? Would three hours be long enough to reach the apartment I shared with Clark and then return? I knew it was about seven kilometres away and I had no pass for those trams nor money to buy one. I’d have to walk and there was no guarantee that he’d be in when I arrived. On the other hand, he didn’t know where I was housed, so unless I made the effort, I’d never see him.

But there was another possibility. My sister also lived seven kilometres away in the opposite direction with her husband. It would take me about an hour and a quarter to walk there if I hurried, which left a little time to spare before I needed to start back. There was also more chance that Emily or Boris or both would be in when I arrived. I grabbed my coat and set off east at a fast pace.

The weather was warm and the initial couple of kilometres took me through Westside towards the city centre. Each step took its toll in its own way, but I felt comfortable in the neighbourhood. Not so in the city centre where I was mingling with the only people able to afford to buy from physical shops. Their expensive garments put my Level 3 detention wear to shame and I tried to keep off the main thoroughfares whenever I could. I used to go there when I needed tailored clothes, but usually just shopped on-line along with most others. Then I was out amongst the apartments again and, although the area was still affluent, there were parks and gardens where my presence was less conspicuous.

One hour twenty minutes later by the clock in the entrance hall and I was at the apartment tower. I stepped into the elevator and pressed the button for the fiftieth floor, but before the door closed, I was joined by an older man and his wife. They looked at my clothes with contempt and asked if I was sure I had the right address. I told them I was sure and turned my back, thankful when the doors opened on my floor and I could leave them.

With relief, I touched the bell push, but found my optimism premature when there was no answer. I tried again, leaning on the button so that the noise inside the apartment would sound like a fire alarm, but there was still no answer. Despondently, I leaned against the wall and waited.

I calculated I could afford to wait twenty minutes before I had to start back, but I had one little problem: I didn’t have a clock and instead started counting, tapping out the rhythm with my toe. Fifteen minutes gone and no sign of anyone; not even the neighbours. I was just on the point of giving up when a security guard appeared at the end of the corridor and walked purposely towards me. He looked pleased with himself.

“Good morning, miss.”

“Good morning,” I answered.

“You’ve been here fifteen minutes,” he said as if I didn’t know. We were alerted to your presence and have been watching you on the camera. May I ask what you think you're doing?”

“I know exactly what I'm doing. I've been waiting for my sister, but it seems they're not home so I’ll be going.”

“Not so fast, young lady. What’s your sister’s name?”

“Emily… Emily Grant.”

At this, his grin broadened considerably as he stared down at my open-necked blouse and instinctively I crossed an arm over my chest. “I happen to know Emily Grant and I know her sister is a big shot in a pharmaceutical factory. I’m afraid that you don’t look like her. Not at all.”

“I assure you I am.”

“Well, it’s easily proved: show me some ID.”

At this, my heart sank. I didn’t even have any pockets, let alone any ID in them.

“No. I thought not. I can tell you’ve been convicted by your collar. You come with me and we’ll soon find out who you are.”

“What time is it?” I asked, my voice now breaking with stress.

“Fifteen minutes to twelve Why? Do you have to be somewhere?”

“I do. I must leave now.” I was late…

“Oh no you don’t. We need a few words in my office.”

“No, I can't. Really, I must go.”

He grabbed my arm in a vice-like grip and I shrieked when I saw him pull a pair of handcuffs from his belt. He’d already fitted them when I heard Boris’s voice from the direction of the elevators.

“What the hell are you doing here?”

“Do you know this woman, sir?” asked the guard. “She’s been hanging around here bothering people.”

“I have not. I haven’t even seen anyone.”

“As far as I'm concerned, you can lock her up,” said Boris.

Fortunately, that was the moment when Emily appeared from the other elevator with a grocery bag.

“Aline,” she cried and then saw the handcuffs. “What’s going on?”

“This woman claims to be your sister.”

“She is my sister. Why is she handcuffed?”

“Leave them be,” said Boris to Emily, but she was having none of it. Reluctantly, the guard removed the handcuffs and Emily gave me a quick hug, more to convince the man that she was telling the truth rather than a show of affection. The guard stalked off, Boris unlocked the apartment door, and Emily pushed me inside.

“No, I can't. I’m late now. I’m walking and I need to be back by one.”

“How far?” she asked.

“Seven K.”

“Well, you're not going to do that before one. Can't you take the tram?”

I shook my head. “No money.”

“I don’t want her here,” butted in Boris.

“Well, that’s just too bad. She’s still my sister whatever she’s done. Why are you here, anyway?” she asked me.

“I came to tell you where I live in case you ever wanted to visit.”

“Well, that’s never going to happen,” said Boris, but Emily pretended to kick his shin.

“Come on,” said Emily to me. “We’ll go back to yours now on the tram and you can tell me everything that’s been going on.”

Boris protested, but Emily ignored him. I, of course, readily agreed.

The tram journey took forty-five minutes, time during which I attempted to convince my sceptical sister that, despite the irrefutable evidence against me, I was innocent of the theft. I thought I’d been making progress, but as we walked from the last tram stop down past the rookery to my door, she said that she didn’t know whether I was innocent or not, but had to believe that the judge knew what he was doing. Then she added, just to cheer me up, that whatever I’d done, she was still my sister and she would stand by me for the next eight years. I didn’t feel at all cheered.

We arrived at my door and she looked at it: a green door at the end of a row of tightly packed green doors. I pushed it open and we both stepped inside.

“It’s not very big…”

That was an outrageous understatement and I told her so.

“I didn’t get a choice.”

I glanced at the clock on the wall: ten minutes to one.

“What do you know about the conditions the judge has imposed on me?” I asked.

“Only that you have to serve your sentence in the community and will continue to work at Lexicon rather than being locked up; you must be pleased about that. Oh, and I know that you’ve been graded down to level 3, but I can tell that just by looking at you. We were both children when I last saw so much of you.”

I winced. “I'm not allowed to wear clothes above my station.”

“Do you have to stay here? Can't you come and stay with us.”

“It’s not what you think. I'm either locked in this pod when I'm not working or locked down at Lexicon when I'm there. The only reason I could see you this morning was because I was told I had three hours of freedom to exercise.” I glanced at the clock; four minutes to one.

“Does someone come around to lock the door then?”

“The door’s locked at eight every evening, but I have to lock myself to the wall,” and I kicked the chain lying on the floor with my foot.

“But how would anyone know?”

There was a beep from my anchor.

“It’s all computerised. If I don’t lock the chain before one, I could face punishment.”

“So you have to lock yourself up. It sounds ridiculous to me. What do you expect them to do if you don’t comply?”

“Well, for a start I wouldn’t be allowed any free exercise time, the door might be kept locked, and I would have to just sit in here all weekend. They might take my reading books away too.”

My anchor beeped again.

“I have to do it,” and I picked up the end of the chain. We looked at each other, Emily wondering what I was going to do with the chain and me hoping she won't be too shocked. Then I passed the connector behind my back and pressed it up into my anal plug.

“Retention chain connected,” said my wall speaker and then the clock flickered and read 1.00 PM. Emily gave a little gasp and sat down on the bunk.

It took a long time to explain to my sister what exactly had been fitted in my anal sphincter muscle to provide an anchorage for the restraint chain and why I couldn’t remove it, why that particular method of restraint had been chosen, how it was monitored and controlled, how it worked when I was at Lexicon, and how I coped with the natural functioning of my body. She listened to it all without interruption and then looked at the open food locker with Saturday’s lunch sandwiches wrapped up in a waxed-paper package.

“Do you want to share a cold cup of tea?” she asked. I grinned and pointed to the oven above the lockers. I still had perhaps the hardest part to explain to her and I wasn’t looking forward to it.

We did share the tea and then I said: “Because the HPAS that was stolen would be used to abuse women, the theft was classified as a sex-crime.” She looked at me, all ears.

We talked until five when she noted that neither of us had eaten lunch and asked if I was hungry. I told her I was, but reminded her that I was now unable to leave the pod. She was gone for an hour and returned with hot meals from the take-away, a bag of fruit and biscuits, a bottle of wine, two glasses, and something more to read: a couple of magazines and another novel.

Over supper, I asked her to get a message to Clark for me. “Tell him I'm missing him and let him know where I’m living and at what times he might find me in.” She dutifully wrote it all down in her phone and then asked me if I wanted to borrow a phone and some money. She left me a hundred euros and said she’d revive one of her old phones for my use.

All-in-all, it was not an unpleasant evening and with the time approaching eight, I told Emily that the door was about to lock. She jumped up so fast, I had to laugh, but in fact there was about ten minutes still to go. She gave me a hug, kissed my cheek, and told me how sorry she was to leave me like this. I told her I would see her to the door, but I'm a little inconvenienced. She smiled, hugged again, and then was gone, letting the door close on the still bright sunlight outside.

A few minutes later, my wall gave me a warning and the door lock clicked. It was only later when I was lying in bed reading that I realised that my frustrator hadn't operated all day and it gave me an undisturbed night too.


Chapter 9     
Contraband, Orgasm and Understanding

The ceiling light came on at eight Sunday morning and I went through the same routine that I followed the day before, half expecting another three hour exercise period. It didn’t happen. I was sitting on the bunk reading one of the novels and picking at a packet of biscuits when the door suddenly opened and a man walked in. He startled me. I'd never seen him before and was more than a little frightened until I realised he was wearing the same uniform as Cline, the custody guard who’d installed me in the pod a few days previous.

“Good God,” he uttered standing in the doorway and letting his eyes roam about the pod. “I'm here to investigate a possible infringement of the rules, but you’ve certainly pushed the boat out on this one. What the devil’s been going on here? Where did all this contraband come from?”

“What contraband? My sister stayed for supper last night and bought me this food.”

“All this is all contraband: the food, the wine, the glasses, those books, the newspaper… And what’s this?”

“She left me some money in case I needed anything.”

“You need nothing, girl. None of this is allowed; it’s outrageous… You’ve broken at least a dozen rules here. I came because your GPS registered an unauthorised tram journey yesterday, but I didn’t expect all this.”

I was astonished. Apparently, what I’d done was totally against the rules.

“But no-one told me. I didn’t know I wasn’t supposed to bring things into the pod.”

“You were told. You were told that everything would be supplied and here you are supplementing your rations as if this is a holiday camp. This is all going… All of it,” and he produced a collapsible holdall and began dropping everything that Emily had bought into it, finishing by pocketing the hundred euros she’d left on the side.

With the worktop clear, he scowled at me and unlocked the computer panel by the door, touching keys between glowering at me from beneath the peak of his cap.

Eventually, he sighed, closed the panel, and announced: “Fourteen days loss of privileges,” before scooping up the three novels that had previously been left for me. He gave me a last glowering look and left, and as the door closed, the lock clicked and the interior light went out.

I gave a pitiful wail when I realised what he’d done and that I’d have to spend the rest of the day with nothing but the dim red clock characters to illuminate the room. I sat back on the bunk contemplating hours of boredom when my frustrator gave a little kick as it burst into life. It happened again another eight times in the next twenty hours before the light finally illuminated for my Monday morning shower.

✽ ✽ ✽

Despite my worst fears, the journey to work was uneventful and I arrived in time to connect the company’s chain. Joe was waiting for me in the yard and asked if I’d had any trouble over the weekend. I lied and told him I hadn’t. He told me he didn’t believe me.

“I had a message to say you'd contravened rules and as a result, will be subjected to more stimulatory episodes than usual.”

“It was a misunderstanding. I didn’t knowingly break rules.”

“Well, you seem to have upset someone. I've been asked to be extra vigilant where you're concerned,” and he picked up the chain, evidently intent on connecting it himself again. I stood waiting for him to kneel as before, but he just nodded to the table. I sighed and leaned forward, laying my head on my crossed arms and my torso flat on its wooden surface. Joe moved behind me and I waited expectantly.

“That looks tiresome,” he said eventually.

“It is exasperating,” I muttered, wishing he’d get on with the task in hand.

“And they expect you to cope with both the anal plug and that patch for eight years and be the same afterwards.”

“Please Joe, don’t make it worse than it already is.”

He put a hand on the small of my back and pushed the chain’s connector firmly into its socket, giving it a sharp yank to test its effectiveness as before. It must have been what Lulu had been waiting for, because the frustrator started up while I was still prone on the table.

“Oh God,” I muttered. “No… not now.”

“What’s happening?” asked Joe with some alarm when he saw my vulval patch begin to throb.

“It’s… the… frustrator,” I murmured between breaths. “I can't… stop it.”

For the next twenty seconds, Joe was just watching me with his hand still on my back, but then he must have realised his assistance was no longer required and stepped back. By that time, I didn’t care what I was exposing. I’d learnt that the only way to deal with the devilish device was allow my body to react naturally and to accept the fact that I was going to be disappointed.

And so it ensued. The thrusts continued until I was gripping the edge the table and crying out for more, and then they abruptly stopped leaving me sweating and quietly sobbing. Joe helped me up and sat me in the chair without further comment. I watched him leave, but he was soon back with a mug of tea for me and I grinned sheepishly at him as I accepted his offering and placed it on the table.

“That’s the tenth time in the last twenty-four hours. I think this might be a busy day.”

“I'm sorry for you. It must be difficult for you.”

“As someone told me: it’s not called a frustrator for nothing.”

✽ ✽ ✽

It was a busy day, but I thought I weathered it well. I didn’t get into any more fights and none of my ‘episodes’ were witnessed by others. At five, the chain disconnected and I made my way back to the tram stop amongst dozens of others and caught the tram back to the pod. By six, I’d plugged myself back in and Lulu noted the fact, locked the door, and turned out the light. I gave a deep sigh and waited for my eyes to adjust to the dim red glow from the clock and for my supper locker to spring open.

At seven, there was a knock on my door.

“Aline… Are you in there?” It was Clark.

“Clark. Oh Clark… I’m here but I can’t answer the door.”

“Aline, is that you. Open the door.”

“I can't,” I shouted louder. “It’s locked.”

“Is it locked?”

This was ridiculous. I was as close as I could get with the chain taut behind me, but still he couldn’t hear me.

“It’s locked,” I shouted. “Come back another time.”

“Did you say ‘Come back another time’?”

“Yes.”

“Ok.”

“Clark… I love you,” I shouted, but he didn’t respond.

I ate my supper, cheesy mashed vegetables, and had undressed and climbed into bed when I heard the door lock click. The clock was registering eight-fifteen.

The door opened and bright sunlight from the setting sun flooded the small space and dazzled me. Then the internal light came on as well. I sat bolt upright in bed with the blanket pulled up to my neck. It was my original custody officer.

“Good evening. In bed already?”

I didn’t answer him; he could see plain enough.

“I hear your sister paid for a tram ride and provided some contraband provisions.”

“I didn’t know that was not allowed.”

“Well, it’s not. No-one is supposed to provide you with goods or monetary assistance; only what’s been provided by the state is allowed.”

“I know that now.”

“I’m going to reset your computer and yesterday’s contraventions will be expunged from your record, but if it happens again, the consequences will be serious.”

It took me a while to appreciate what he was saying and when I did, I thanked him profusely. I was to get light back and maybe the reading books too. He opened the computer panel and spent five minutes reprogramming, then he closed and locked the access door and smiled at me.

“The light will stay on until ten as before and here are your books back. If you're good, you may even get more exercise time next weekend.”

I was grinning too now. This was very unexpected, but excellent news. Then he handed me a small booklet to read entitled: ‘Statutory Regulations for the governance of convicts lodged in State Community Housing’, wished me goodnight, and left. My smile slowly faded when it dawned on me that he’d forgotten to give me the booklet before.

I don’t know whether he’d programmed Lulu to offer a consolation present through some sort of guilt complex or whether it was just a coincidence, but shortly after he’d left, the nudges began and the frustrator started slowly pistoning inside me. I cried out to no-one in particular asking whether they thought that this was right. Hadn’t I had enough already? No-one didn’t take any notice and the pistoning gradually increased in speed. Now resigned to the reality of the situation and knowing that I couldn’t avoid reacting to the insistent torments of the frustrator, I rolled over onto my stomach and pushed my hands under my breasts. If I couldn’t avoid being teased, at least I could hurry things along to allow to incident to pass as quickly as possible.

I could sense my heartrate increasing, feel my bottom clenching around the anchor’s shaft, the heat developing inside my sealed-up sex, and my clit, swollen and hard and somehow trapped by the device, respond to the incessant taps and pushes. I egged myself along by squeezing my tits and rolling my nipples until they, too, felt hard like little bullets and I began making little involuntary mewing sounds and rocking my hips as if I had a boy beneath me; it did little to add to what was happening between my labia, but the pull of the heavy chain hanging from my anal anchor added an extra element of eroticism.

I could feel my orgasm building and I gripped myself tighter in a determined attempt to beat the frustrator before it stopped, but it didn’t stop. I teetered on the edge and then dropped screaming into the abyss with the device still pistoning inside my vaginal tunnel and the stimulator still rolling over my clit. In an instant, I’d curled into a foetal ball and thrust my hands between my thighs, but it made little difference to the spasms that were wracking my body. My chain jerked with my frantic movements to supply extra electrical pulses that added to the stimulation and I could feel the pumping of the motorised shaft beneath my hands, but I couldn’t stop it. If anything, it was actually moving faster. I tensed my limbs, screwed up my eyes, and shrieked…

✽ ✽ ✽

After my ‘treat’, I had a quiet night and an uneventful morning journey to Lexicon. Joe met me in the yard and he was smiling.

“I had another message this morning to say that your punishment period had been curtailed and that you would resume normal activities.”

I confirmed that was indeed the case. I placed my sandwich box on the work table, hung my coat on the hook by the door, and picked up the chain. Joe made no move to take it from me, so I plugged myself in and took my seat. Joe gave me a bottle of water and dropped a daily newspaper onto the table, and left me leaning back in the chair to watch the small birds sitting on the perimeter fence.

There was one collection at nine-thirty that morning, a dour, older man in a transporter that looked like it was his own family vehicle. He looked at me sitting with the tiny numerical keyboard before of me and the chain hanging below me, but made no comment at all. Abram wheeled out his order and told him I was a community prisoner and he grunted, but still seemed disinterested.

Abram came out again about an hour later and this time he had Abigail with him.

“Here she is; our new dispatch clerk,” he said and I turned to see them approach.

“Aline. Here you are. I’m sorry, I should have been down before now, but you know how it is; so much to do. Abram tells me you're now responsible for notifying accounts when a carrier arrives.”

“You don’t need to be so condescending, Abigail. You know as well as I that this is a made-up job.”

Abigail’s tone changed in an instant. “It’s Miss LeClair to you. I don’t expect to be addressed so casually by a level 3.”

“Look,” said Abram. “You can almost see her nipples and she’s not allowed to cover herself.”

“Of course not. Aren’t level 3’s supposed to be prepubescent children.”

“You obviously haven’t been to West Side recently. I'm just one of many,” I said.

“I hadn’t realised you were so bountiful in that area; that blouse barely fits you at all.”

I had to admit she had a point. Although not large, my breasts projected as twin cones with a void visible between them where the low neck of the blouse was stretched open. My nipples, too, were conspicuous at their tips through the thin material. I looked at Abigail and her breasts were concealed beneath a thick, white top and appeared as no more than an indistinct swelling on her chest.

“Get her to show you her cunny. They’ve turned her into a female eunuch and locked a plug in her bum.”

“So I hear,” murmured Abigail. “And how does that feel? Quite curious, I should imagine.”

“You, of all people, should know I'm innocent,” I said and then carefully watched her reaction.

I’d had a lot of time to think and, although there was still much I didn’t understand, I’d been drawn inextricably towards certain conclusions. They'd told me after a blood analysis that I’d been using HPAS for several weeks. Of course, I’d been unaware of the fact so it had to have been a low dose, although it did explain why Clark was having trouble keeping up with me in the bedroom. So the first of my conclusions was that only Poppy had the opportunity to dose my coffee on a regular basis. It could have been easily done just by adding the medication to the water dispenser in my office. She could also have smeared the trace onto the lining of my bag while I was out of the office, but it doesn’t explain how I was drugged on that final day.

My other major conclusion was that she couldn’t have worked alone because she had no access to the production area. It was obvious really: if no other single person had access to both my office and production, then there had to be more than one person involved and the identity of that second person was plain to see. It had to have been Poppy’s friend and mentor, Abigail.

The more I thought about it, the more convinced I became, but I had one big problem: I had precisely zero evidence.

“What do you mean by that?” asked Abigail in a haughty tone. “What are you implying?”

I realised then that I’d given away more than I intended and wished I hadn’t spoken so rashly. If she knew what I suspected, she’d be on her guard and less likely to let anything slip.

“We’ve known each other for months now, Abigail… Miss LeClair… Do you really think I'm capable of committing this crime?”

I saw her visibly relax and then she smiled. “I confess I don’t know what you're capable of, dear.”

“Sitting there, she’s not capable of doing very much,” contributed Abram with a sneer.

Abigail was still grinning, now with an unpleasant leer. “No… Not much at all. How’s the boyfriend nowadays. You do see him now, don’t you?”

She was guessing; she couldn’t possibly know anything. Truth is, I hadn’t seen Clark since that day in court, but he had at least tried to visit… I remained stoically silent and Abigail’s interest waned.

“Perhaps we should leave her to her busy work schedule, Abram,” and the pair wandered back into the despatch building whilst I shifted uncomfortably on my chair, and my chain clicked on the concrete beneath me.


Chapter 10    
Clark at Last

That Tuesday evening, there was a knock on my door at seven. The door opened a crack and Emily’s voice asked if she could come in. Of course she could and we sat side by side on my bunk.

“I've bought you those things you wanted.”

Then I had to tell her the sad tale of her previous gifts.

“He even knew you’d paid for a tram ride for me,” I said.

“So what did he do?”

“Well, for a start he confiscated everything, even the money you left for me. Then he reprogrammed my computer to keep the door locked and the light in here turned off so I had to sit in the dark all day.”

“That’s why Clark couldn’t get in. He rang me to tell me he’d tried.”

I nodded. “I could hear him knocking, but we could barely hear each other speak.”

“But you're alright now?”

“Back to normal now,” I agreed. “The penance was programmed to last fourteen days, but then I think my custody officer realised he’d forgotten to give me a copy of the regulations, so I didn’t know what we did was not allowed. He came last night after Clark and cancelled the punishment. That’s the regs over there,” and I pointed to a small booklet on the counter.

“Oh,” she said. “I better not leave you anything else then.”

“What did you bring?”

“The phone, of course.”

“I don’t think that would be well received…”

“Then there’s some proper food, chocolate, and some more books. I did think about one of those old-fashioned radios.”

“We could eat the chocolate if you take the empty wrapper away with you…”

Emily promised to tell Clark what the problem was Monday and said confidently that he’d come again tomorrow. Then I told her of my suspicions about Penny and Abigail. She seemed unconvinced and warned me against making any unsupported allegations. I was only too well aware that the upper levels had an inherent advantage over lower classes when it came to who should be believed and promised her I’d be careful.

All too soon, my door lock warning sounded and Emily had to go. She kissed my cheek and we hugged, and then I was alone again.

✽ ✽ ✽

Clark didn’t call on me Wednesday or Thursday and each day at eight when my door locked I sagged despondently[pw1] back on the bunk. Friday too, dragged by with no carriers calling at Lexicon to break the tedium, but at least Joe had supplied another daily paper for me.

I arrived back at the pod Friday evening at five-forty-five, plugged myself in and waited expectantly. Clark arrived at seven.

“Aline, are you there,” he called after tapping on the door.

“Come in,” I shouted as loudly as I could and he cracked the door open.

“Is it alright to come inside?” he asked seeing me standing back waiting for him.

“Of course, but you’ll have to come to me; I can't come any closer.”

He stepped towards me, my beautiful man, allowing the door to close behind him, and we hugged and kissed. Then he eased me back so he could look at me.

“I like the blouse,” he said and I thumped him on the arm. “Do you have to wear that all the time?”

“I have no choice in the matter; it’s all I’ve been provided with, but even if I was free to choose, I’d still need to wear something like this. I'm level 3 now and it’s what is expected of me.”

“Well, I think it suits you.”

“You think I should be dressed like this?”

“If it’s up to me, then yes. You have such beautiful tits it would be wrong to deprive humanity of the spectacle.”

I thumped him again and he responded by closing his hand over my left breast. I felt myself harden at once and kissed him again, long and deep until we were forced to break for air. For the first time since my vulva had been sealed, I felt a deep yearning coupled with a sense of loss and the true realisation that I was now only partly a woman. The memory of our love-making was still fresh in my mind and I was overcome with an almost overwhelming longing to feel him moving inside me again. At that moment, it felt as if my world was crashing down around me and I had to pull myself together fast.

“Do you know what they’ve done to me?” I asked quietly.

He nodded. “Emily told me and I saw the chain behind you when I entered. I'm so sorry for you.”

“I'm sorry for you too. It affects you as well as me.”

“I’ll survive,” he said.

I felt his hand slide from my breast and tickle slowly over my belly, his eyes never leaving mine. Then his hand was below the hem of my short skirt. Moments later, I felt his fingers grazing the outer edges of my labia, but everything else was covered by the patch and had no tactile sense. His fingertips pressed against me and his eyes opened wide.

“That’s astonishing. You're completely smooth with no sex organs at all; not even the little crease at the front.”

“It a patch,” I said. “They’ve sewn a patch onto me. Everything’s still there, it’s just that you can't get to it anymore.”

“I've got to see this,” he said and pushed me down onto the bunk. I didn’t really resist. As my partner, he had a right to know everything. I lay on my back and 4pulled my knees up while he stared between my open legs.

“That’s astonishing,” he said again. “I can’t see the join. It all just looks like, well, you… But not you, of course, because all the detail’s missing. And you say you can't feel anything?” and he touched the covered part again with his fingers. “And your bum’s plugged too.”

“I know,” I said sarcastically. He took hold of the chain and gave it a pull to discover it was as firm as if it had been glued into me. I bucked with the electrical pulse and murmured, “I can feel that. It electrifies my muscles so I grip the plug tighter each time the chain is pulled.” Through sheer devilment, he tugged the chain again to watch my muscles clench. I smiled at his childishness and he grinned back. “Also,” I added slowly, “To say that I can’t feel anything in my pussy is a bit misleading because they’ve sewn what amounts to a toy inside me. The judge said that as I've caused possibly hundreds of women to lose control of their sexual motivation, it’s only fair that he removes control of mine.”

“And what’s that mean?”

“It means that my built-in computer choses when to bring me to the brink of orgasm and then stops to leave me hanging. It’s just designed to tease me. If you really want to know about it, it’s all in that rule book on the counter.”

I immediately regretted telling him that because he then read it through cover to cover when we could have been cuddling.

“Clark,” I murmured when he’d finished. “Come and lay with me.”

We kissed again and then he caught hold of the hem of my blouse. I grinned and lifted my arms so that he could pull the thin garment over my head.

“Oh God, I love your tits,” he whispered. “They're so perfect,” and he held me again, each soft cone enclosed in one of his big palms with its puffy areola and nipple peeping out between forefinger and thumb.

I eased him over to the bunk and we settled side-by-side, him on his back and me leaning over him so that my teats tickled against his shirt. I smiled down at his laughing eyes and slipped my hand down his body and into the front of his jeans. The criminal justice system may have successfully thwarted our attempts at coital and even anal intercourse, but that still left me with one important option.

I dexterously unfastened his jeans and, with a grin and a departing kiss, slid down the bed until my face was level with his groin. Clark didn’t say anything, but he did raise his hips to allow me to slide his jeans and shorts down his thighs.

He was ready for me and I touched the familiar organ with the tip of my tongue.  His reaction was as expected: he groaned and I felt his hands on my head and his fingers entwining themselves in my hair. I licked him all the way around and then, holding firmly onto his testes I took him in my mouth only to withdraw rapidly whilst sucking hard. He jumped and gasped as he always did and I did it again and again until he was twitching. That’s when I dropped down on him and felt his glans press into the back of my throat.

“God, Aline,” he murmured and I began stroking him in earnest, withdrawing while sucking hard and then pressing him back as deep as before. He could feel my hard teats tapping and trickling across his bare thighs as I moved and I could feel his fingers tightening in my hair. I knew exactly what was coming and I didn’t have long to wait. His penis began pulsing in my mouth, his hands clamped down hard to still my head, and he ejaculated enough salty semen into my mouth to coat my tongue and fill my cheeks like a chipmunk.

He wouldn’t let me up… His hands were gripping my head tightly and the glans of his cock filled my mouth and sealed my lips. There was only one thing I could do and that was to swallow. With Clark groaning beneath me, I curled my tongue about him and gulped down his slippery, viscous seed as fast as I could. Eventually, his spasms abated and he relaxed his grip so that I could rise and grin at him with white dribbles of semen in the corners of my mouth.

“Here,” he said and passed me a tissue. “Wipe yourself before you kiss me again.”

“Why have I got to swallow all your jism and you won’t even taste it?”

“Girls are the only ones biologically adapted to consume it. If I were to try, I would immediately start to grow tits.”

Why didn’t I believe him? I slipped up the bed into the crook of his arm and his left hand dropped back on my right teat. I just grinned and planted a wet kiss on his cheek.

The door lock warning sounded shortly after that and he jumped up.

“Will I see you later this weekend?” I asked. “The door’s unlocked all weekend and I may even be allowed out for a few hours.”

“I can't. Sorry… I’ve arranged to be away this weekend at the lake. Perhaps next weekend.”

Next weekend… That’s eight days times, but before I could complain, he’d picked up his jacket and was gone without even leaving me a goodbye kiss. I supposed he must have been worried about being locked in.

✽ ✽ ✽

Emily knocked on my door Saturday morning at ten just before my digital carer announced I could have three hours exercise and my chain detached. It couldn’t have been better timed. She’d brought with her a packed picnic lunch and we wandered out into the park and sat down on the banks of the river.

“Clark called then?” she asked.

“Oh yes. Yesterday.”

“And was it a happy occasion?”

“Whatever do you mean? Of course, it was. We only actually had less than an hour together, but he was very affectionate.”

She looked at me to decipher my hidden meaning and then grinned. “Yeah, I bet he was. Did he bring you chocolate?”

“No, actually not. Look… back-track a bit. Why did you ask if it was a happy occasion? What do you know that I don’t?”

“Nothing… There was no reason. I just thought that, well, he’s a man and you know how needy they can be. I thought, perhaps… well, that he might need more than you can now offer him.”

“I don’t much like your thinking.”

“No, of course you don’t, but it’s got to be faced. You could be stuck here for the next eight years. Do you expect him to wait that long for a proper fuck?”

“I won’t be here for eight years because I'm innocent and someone will soon realise that.”

“Is that what Clark said?”

“No… He didn’t mention it, but it was probably what he was thinking.”

“Oh, Aline. I admire your optimism, but you have to face reality. You could well be chained to the scenery by your bum for the next eight years. I won’t ever leave you; you can depend on me whatever you’ve done, but Clark may well have different priorities.”

“You think Clark might find someone new.”

“It’s not beyond the realms of possibility.”

She was right, of course. Even my sister didn’t believe I was innocent, so I shouldn’t expect Clark to. He may even think that I deserve everything that’s happened. On the other hand, he did come to visit me and his kisses were genuine enough.

“Cheer up… I may be completely wrong about him.”

I looked at her. Everything she was saying now was only making the situation worse.

“Have a beer,” and she passed me a can.

At twenty minutes to one, we both stood. We’d walked over a kilometre from the pod and it was time to return. That’s when I felt the first nudge from my frustrator.

“No,” I cried. “Not now…”

Emily looked at me as I sunk back down to the grass. “What’s wrong?”

“I'm being fucking frigged,” I mumbled. “It’s not going to stop until I succumb.”

“Well, now’s a fine time to choose.”

“It’s not my fault. I didn’t ask for this.” And then: “Argh…” as everything increased in intensity and frequency.

“Can you walk? You need to get back.”

“Oh God… No I can't… fucking walk… and it’s not… going to stop… until I’m on the point… of orgasm.”

“Well, is there anything I can do to help?”

“I… don’t… fucking know,” I cried almost incoherent.

Suddenly, Emily pushed me hard so that I rolled onto my back and then she sat on me, on my hips so that her knees straddled my waist and pinned my arms to my sides. I stared up her with wide eyes and open mouth, now unable to speak, and she pinched both my nipples through the material of my blouse and pulled. I screamed.

Everything stopped. I blinked up at her and she grinned. “Come on then; we can go now,” and she dismounted and pulled me to my feet.

“Thank you,” I murmured, still a little disorientated.


Chapter 11   
Provoked

Iwas without visitors for the Sunday despite winning myself another three hour exercise period; Emily couldn’t come because Boris didn’t like it and Clark was staying at the lake house all weekend. Instead, I went for a long walk along the river path, watched the children feeding the swans, and dozed for a while under the warm rays of the sun, but I had no way to accurately tell the time and when I got back to the pod it was barely midday. I still had almost hour before I had to plug myself in. Josie, my next door neighbour, was sitting outside her door smoking her daily cigar and indicated the step beside her. I sat.

“How long did it take you to earn the long chain?” I asked.

“Two years… Two years sitting in that claustrophobic little room with no way to reach the door and let in the light. I’m free of it altogether next year and can move back in with Ben. How’s your boyfriend doing? I saw him the other evening knocking at your door, but you didn’t let him in.”

“I couldn’t. I was being punished for a transgression, but he called again Friday, so that was alright.”

“He looked a nice lad.”

I smiled. “He is.”

“How long did you say you were here for? Eight years?”

I nodded. Josie made no comment, but sighed deeper.

“I’ll be out long before then, though. Someone’s going to find out I didn’t do it.”

Josie was unimpressed. “The world’s full of innocent convicts; I wouldn’t hold my breath if I was you.”

“Why does everyone keep saying that and it’s nonsense. It can’t be true.”

“My advice to you, girl, is to tell them what they want to hear and then say I’m sorry.”

“But I can’t. They want me to tell them the name of the drug dealer and to hand back the money they think I have. I can do neither because I don’t know any drug dealers and I have no money.”

“Then I'm afraid you're fucked…”

✽ ✽ ✽

I spent the latter part of Sunday reading inside the pod and went to bed early, and by the time the light came on Monday morning, I’d been awake an hour. I showered, ate a breakfast of cold toast and hot tea and then picked up the ablution hose when prompted by the wall speaker. I took a deep breath and plugged it in.

“Two litre fill,” said the woman’s sweet voice and I sensed the cold water flowing into me. This was my third week and the odd sensation of slowly filling up no longer surprised me. It took two minutes for the hose to load me with two litres, and then it stopped and waited another two minutes while the soap-laced charge inside me began breaking down whatever it found into a liquid it could flush away.

I looked at the clock. Surely it had been longer than two minutes since it had filled me, but I had not yet drained. What happens if I never drain? Am I destined to wait on the end of the hose for rescue with two litres inside me?

“Two litre second fill,” announced the voice with a calmness that was at odds with my scream. The valve had clicked open again to deliver me the second charge without first draining the first and there was absolutely nothing I could do about it. My belly swelled more and more as the seconds ticked away and its weight began to cause it to droop. I was shrieking, telling Lulu she was making a terrible mistake by filling me with four litres instead of two, but she just wasn’t listening.

Two minutes later and the flow stopped leaving me leaning on my bunk with one arm while my other was trying to support my swollen belly. My intestines were now four kilograms heavier and sagged beneath me, flowing from side to side as I tried to hold their fluid mass. I looked like I was seven months pregnant.

I watched the clock. The dwell time for the second fill was five minutes and I became increasingly alarmed as the sixth and then the seventh minute flickered by. Then the ablution hose disconnected and retracted into its holder.

I felt faint and gently lowered myself to the ground. A few seconds passed and Lulu announced: “Seven thirty. Retention chain disconnected. Door unlocked.”

The chain dropped from my anchor. I groaned, felt very light-headed, crawled a metre towards the door, but I couldn’t make it. I lowered my belly to the synthetic flooring and felt it spread on the cold surface with its weight now supported, and I closed my eyes, unable to move further.

At ten o'clock, the door opened and Mr Cline, my custody officer, stepped inside, stopping to gaze down at me without a trace of compassion.

“What’s the problem?” he asked.

“I can't move; I've got four litres of soapy water inside me.”

“Oh, sod it. Not again…”

He stepped over my prone body to reach the hatch to the control panel and started tapping keys.

“Go back to the hose and plug yourself in again.”

“I don’t think I can move.”

“You’ll have to if you ever want to empty.”

I groaned and crawled backwards towards where the hose was stowed. “Would you plug it in, please?”

He thought for a couple of heartbeats and then pulled the hose from its holder to stuff it none too gently into the base of my anchor. Then he went back to the panel and touched more keys. Nothing happened.

He swore a bit and then I saw him take a large screwdriver from his shoulder bag. He moved behind me, reversed the screwdriver so that he was holding the blade, and then used it like a hammer and wrapped sharply on the base of my anal anchor. A shock wave travelled through the fluid inside me to all parts of my abdomen, but then there was a click and I closed my eyes as I felt myself shrinking back to my normal proportions. The fluid charge was draining away and I struggled to my feet to help it along.

“It’s just a sticking drain valve,” he announced. “I’ll get a new one fitted today.”

Just a sticking drain valve. It didn’t feel like a minor problem to me.

“Thank you,” I murmured and then realised he was staring at my naked breasts. I turned away and picked up a blouse. I was naked below the waist too, but that wasn’t so important.

“I’ll update your log; you won’t be penalised for being late to work today. By the way, it was your boss, Mr Granger, who alerted us to the fact that you hadn’t turned up. You may want to thank him.”

I nodded… At least someone’s looking out for me.

✽ ✽ ✽

The days crawled by largely without incident. The exception was a minor delay on my way into work on Wednesday morning. It had been caused when a malfunction in one of the taxis caused it to stop across a tram line and hold up the tram for fifteen minutes. I’d run from the stop in the yard behind Lexicon, but I missed the eight-thirty deadline by three minutes. Joe said he’d contact my custody officer to explain the circumstances to him and was confident that I wouldn’t get penalised because it wasn’t my fault.

My relationship with my erstwhile colleagues was subtly changing too. William, instead of being aggressive, now just ignored me and Abram seemed to have tired of tormenting me. Poppy, too was different. She seemed friendlier and on Friday, gave me a small bar of chocolate in the afternoon as a treat. She said she’d been out with Abigail for lunch and had felt sorry for me. I accepted it gratefully and nibbled on it for nearly two hours before finally engulfing the last piece in a wanton display of voracity.

Friday evening, Emily called in, but couldn’t stay long; she had to meet Boris in town, but at least I did get given more chocolate. I unwrapped it and gave her back its incriminating wrapper to dispose of and, instead, folded the bar in tissue paper and squirrelled it away in the bottom of the closet for later. She was surprised I hadn’t seen Clark all week and I told her he’d said he call this coming weekend.

And what of the frustrator lodged deep inside my sex. It had certainly not been idle. Each night, it would recharge while I slept and greet me several times a day with renewed vigour, usually while I was inside the pod or sitting at my table at Lexicon, but once en route home in the tram. I tried to react quietly to the stimuli, but that wasn’t entirely successful and, in any case, only seemed to prolong the torment. My fellow passengers gathered around my hunched up body, not knowing whether I was having some sort of fit or seizure and unsure what to do about it. In the end, they all just watched until Lulu decided I’d been stressed enough and abruptly stopped the movements. I looked up at the concerned faces around me and smiled, assuring them that I’d be alright now and they'd no need to worry. I didn’t feel alright; I felt shredded and the loneliest person in the world.

If Clark had called that weekend, it wouldn’t have been any good because my tether didn’t disconnect and the door didn’t unlock all weekend. But he hadn’t… I spent the entire two days inside the pod reading books, but at least the light stayed on and I had the bar of chocolate for consolation. I had no doubt that Joe had contacted my Mr Cline, but my excuse evidently wasn’t strong enough to avoid a penalty.

When I opened my door on Monday morning to catch the tram I was dazzled by the brilliant sunlight after two days and three nights inside. My spirits soared and I found myself smiling at the multitudes that crammed the walkways. I let myself into the yard in good time through the pedestrian gate, the only security feature that would now respond to my touch, and plugged myself onto the chain at my table.

Joe appeared at eight-thirty with a bottle of water and a daily paper and asked about my weekend. I told him it was quiet. My first customer arrived at ten in a small, peachy-coloured van and Abram loaded three cartons of medication through its rear door and then we both watched it glide away.

“Poppy says you have boyfriend trouble.”

I stared at him mouth agape. How on earth did Poppy know anything about my boyfriend? “She guessing. Take no notice of her.”

“I don’t think so,” he said with a curious smile crinkling his eyes and I watched him re-enter with a sinking heart. I counted the days since I’d seen him and my despondency deepened.

At midday, Poppy herself appeared with a new bottle of water. “Joe thought you might want this as it’s so hot today.”

“Please thank Joe,” I said looking at her closely; her fashion sense had improved since she was my PA. There was something else different about her, too: her figure looked fuller and more mature, and her face appeared less angular. That day she was wearing a faux leather, black micro-dress with a corset bodice and shoulder straps the rose up either side of her chest. Under it she wore a dark shirt that had a clerical neck and gold contrasting embroidery, short black socks, and heavy, black shoes with block soles and high, chunky heels. She sat on the edge of my table so that the hem of her dress rode high and I saw that she was wearing matching leather panties in a ‘narrow cut’ style.

“You're looking smart today,” I said. “I'm glad to see you’ve taken to heart what I said about blouses and shirts and chosen a style that doesn’t give too much away.”

“What… Not like yours, you mean?”

“I have no choice,” I said and adjusted my own blouse to recover the parts of my puffy areolae that were peeking above its loose neck.

“You don’t recognise it, do you?”

For a moment, I didn’t understand what she meant, but then it dawned on me: “That shirt is just like the one I used to wear.”

She giggled. “Closer,” she said. “Try again.”

“Where did you get it,” I murmured, the menace in my voice lost amongst her inane laughter.

Well, you won’t be needing it, so Clark gave it to me.”

“Clark…” I repeated.

“You left a photo of him on your desk when you were arrested and I thought, well, why not? I knew where you lived, of course, and I just ‘popped in’ one evening to update him on your location and circumstances.”

“He knew where I was all the time?”

“Of course he knew, but he seemed pleased I took the trouble to visit him and, as it turned out, he prefers a girl with a pussy,” and she emphasised the fact by almost imperceptibly opening her knees. “Didn’t you think to ask him who he was taking to the Lake House or wonder what he’s been doing these last few weeks? Oh, wait a minute… I forgot: you’ve not seen him.”

She started laughing again, but she’d misjudged me. I lunged for her and caught her off guard. She toppled off the table, but I had hold of my old shirt and the front ripped wide open as she fell and tore it from my grasp. She rolled across the concrete and I flew after her only to find she was beyond my reach; my retention chain snagged on a table leg to send the whole table flying and then brought me up sharp when it snapped taut.

Polly clambered to her feet with half the shirt hanging from her shoulder completely exposing her left breast. She pulled the two halves of the shirt together at her neck and gave me a sneer that made my blood run cold.

“You’ve done it now, haven’t you? And it’s all on camera,” and she pointed to the camera above the despatch door. “I think you'll find that an unprovoked attack by a Level 3 on a Level 8 is generally frowned upon.”

I watched silently as she hobbled towards the door. I didn’t know whether her staggering gait was genuine or feigned, but it didn’t really matter. It would be believed and I was in trouble.


Chapter 12    
Back to Court

Ipulled my table upright, sat back in my chair, and waited; I couldn’t do otherwise. Joe was the first person I saw about an hour later. He said he’d seen the camera footage and that he'd sent for the custody officer.

“I had no choice. Poppy insisted,” he said. “She said the attack was unprovoked.”

“She’d told me she’s been dating Clark and that was my own shirt I tore; she’d been given it by Clark.”

“Clark was your boyfriend?”

I nodded.

“Aline, you have to see this from his point of view… Did you really expect him to wait eight years for your release? She told me she been seeing the boy you used to live with and that they’d met when she tried to help you both by letting him know where you were living. That doesn’t sound like a duplicitous scheme to break you two up. The fact that they both found solace in each other is understandable considering the way they'd both lost your company and companionship.”

“It wasn’t like that.”

“What was it like then, Aline? I’ve just watched the recording and you suddenly lunged for her.”

An hour after that and Mr Cline appeared in the yard. He’d watched the recording too and he’d brought with him security chains. Nobody spoke as he applied cuffs to my wrists, a heavy leather belt around my waist, and ankle cuffs linked by a short chain to my feet, and then he used another length of chain to lock the ankle cuffs to my wrists and my wrists to a ring on the front of the belt.

We left through the main building and most of the staff lined the corridor to watch me shuffle past. I clambered into the cage at the back of his vehicle and he took me straight to a police cell.

Over the subsequent days, I told my story several times to various officers and some were more understanding than others, but the crux of the affair boiled down thus: Firstly, I had forfeited my boyfriend by my own actions and I was told I should have been prepared for the breakup considering my circumstance. Secondly, Poppy was in no way to blame because she became involved through an altruistic attempt to reconnect me with Clark. These first two points were useful in setting the scene, but were not really pertinent to the crime I’d just committed, which brings me to my third point: in an apparent fit of jealousy, I had attacked Poppy by pushing her backwards off a table in a clearly unprovoked assault that resulted in ‘actual bodily harm’. This attack was made worse by the fact that I had torn away her clothing and exposed her breast. Finally, it was made clear to me in no uncertain terms that I had attacked a reputable person five levels above my station and that, apparently, was just not good.

When my case was presented to the judge, the same judge that had previously found me guilty of theft, these points were repeated by the prosecution whereas Amy, my defence lawyer, asked the judge to show leniency because I had just learnt that I’d lost my boyfriend. My guilt was never in doubt, of course; there was clear photographic evidence showing the event. The judgement that I was concerned about was only what additional sentence he would apply. After the conditions he set the last time I was in court, I had presumed him to be an ogre, but in the event, he surprised me. He did not increase my term, nor substantially change my living conditions inside the pod, but he did do something that would affect my working conditions: he reduced my status to Level 2.

I met with Amy immediately after the sentencing.

“Well,” she said. “You must be pleased with that. Steal a few kilograms of some chemical and get eight years control and demoted from 12 to 3; then assault someone causing ABH and the only penalty you get is to go from 3 to 2.”

“Could he have made me a Level 1 then?” I asked.

“Actually, that would have been unlikely. Level 1 is reserved for special cases, but I was expecting at least another two years on your sentence.”

“So what will it mean being a Level 2?” I asked nervously.

“Well, as I understand it, it makes no difference at all to the way you live and work except, of course, that you will need to dress appropriately.”

“And what will that mean?” I asked wondering how much more appropriate could my dress get.

“Only that Level 2 women are not permitted to cover their breasts except as protection from the elements.”

I must have looked shocked with my eyes flitting between my own blouse and her modest shirt and jacket because she smiled indulgently. “Miss Laurent, it has ever been thus for the feminine lower classes. Discounting cultures where nakedness was the norm, one only has to consider slaves and serfs of past ages to remember that they were invariably kept bare-breasted. And it wasn’t so long ago, mid-nineteenth century I believe, that all lower caste women in Southern India were prohibited by law from covering their breasts. It’s all to do with reinforcing differences of status between the classes. You are by law designated as a status level 2 and it’s important for those with higher status levels to know that.”

“I know all about the lower caste Kerala women of India; they fought for decades for the right to cover themselves, but the men wouldn’t let them,” I said. “It’s just because the men liked looking at the women’s bare breasts.”

“Are you surprised? From a male perspective, it’s the ideal way of determining status. Whatever the reason, the fact remains that mature women designated as Level 2 are legally obliged to advertise the fact by following the prescribed dress code. I regret as much as anyone that this is now your fate and, as a woman, I deplore this method of class distinction, but you must appreciate, Miss Laurent, that it does only apply to Status Level 2 and that you have been classified as such as a judicial penalty.”

The meeting ended when the girl stood and nodded through the glass window in the door to Cline that he could collect me now. She left and he entered.

“Well, you got off light there.”

I wasn’t sure I agreed.

“Stand up and take that blouse off, you won’t be needing it now.”

I don’t remember even making a sound. I just stood, pulled the thin garment over my head, and handed it to him. He rolled it up and stuffed it in a holdall he was carrying.

Clark always used to say that my breasts were my best features whereas I was actually quite embarrassed about them; they weren’t normal. For a start, they were not small; not neat little mounds with cute, bud-like nipples. Mine had bulk, but not in the same way as most generously endowed women. They didn’t sag or form rounded globes, but instead projected proudly as self-supporting cones from an otherwise slender frame, their profiles drooping only slightly to tilt my nipples upwards and their mass causing them to adopt the five and seven o'clock directions on my chest and not point straight ahead.

Then there were my areolae. To say they were puffy didn’t really do them justice; they were abnormally large, dark brown in colour, and swelled at the points of my breast like separate, cone-shaped entities; a biological afterthought added to what would otherwise have been fully-formed breasts.

And finally, of course, there were my nipples: thick, dark teats that, together with my areolae, contrasted starkly with my bleached hair and looked like they could double-up as assault weapons. Is it any wonder that my breasts caused me so much unease and Clark so much entertainment?

“Christ… I’ve never seen tits like that before,” said Cline, not easing my discomfiture at all. He gazed at me for a long time until I swear I could feel his eyes stroking over my bare skin. Eventually, he seemed to metaphorically shake himself and adopting a serious tone, ordered: “Hands.” He refitted my handcuffs, but thankfully didn’t feel the need to refit chains to my ankles. He picked up my trench coat and I followed him out outside feeling more self-conscious than I’d ever felt before and, steeling myself against the curious looks of those out in the street, climbed into the cage at the back of his van for the ride back to the pod. Even Josie appeared shocked when she saw me, but didn’t say anything with Cline there.

We entered the same pod as before and in response to his stare, I plugged myself in and sat dejectedly on the bunk while he opened my closet and removed all the spare shirts and blouses from the shelf.

“The judge has not made any new arrangements, so you will continue exactly as before. Your service computer will expect you to be ready to start your day at Lexicon at eight-thirty and you will stay there until five. The only difference will be your dress and you must not, I repeat ‘you must not’ attempt to cover yourself. That would be viewed as attempted fraud in that you’d be attempting to pass yourself off as something you're not and would be considered a serious breach of regulations. Such an act would warrant more than just loss of privileges and would need to be referred back to the court for judgement. I hope I make myself clear.”

“Perfectly,” I told him and he made his customary ‘harrumph’ sound as if he didn’t believe me.

“Good… Now then, as I have received no instructions to the contrary, I shall leave you more paperbacks to read.”

He placed three new books on the counter and then opened the access panel to reset the computer before gathering up his work bag. He opened the door, but before he left, he gave me a serious look and said, a little sheepishly, “Good luck.”

This time, there was no sarcasm in his voice. His sentiment was genuine and I thanked him.

✽ ✽ ✽

My evening, night, and the next morning’s preparations were no different to how I’d spent the last few weeks and at seven thirty I was ready for my journey to work with my lunch packed in a small cardboard box. Even that journey wasn’t too stressful because I was wearing my long coat despite the warm August sunshine. I don’t know what my fellow passengers thought seeing me bundled up in a winter coat, but I felt relatively relaxed. Even so, in the absence of fastenings, I had to clutch the sides tightly together at my waist and those with keen eyes may have seen glimpses of my bare skin where they would have expected to see a shirt or blouse. I had convinced myself that I could preserve my modesty whilst travelling owing to my rather pedantic interpretation of the regulations: I was allowed to wear extra clothes outsides to protect myself from the elements; I just took that to apply equally to bright sunshine as well as wind and rain. Unfortunately, such free interpretations wouldn’t work at Lexicon.

I entered through the side security gate and there was my table ready for me complete with a bottle of water. No-one else was around and I stood clutching my coat tightly and watching the digits of the wall clock flicker away the minutes. At eight-twenty-eight, I could delay no longer and shrugged the coat from my arms to hang it by the door before moving over to my table and picking up the end of the retention chain. I was now completely naked above the waist, but there was nothing I could do about it and with a last look around and a deep sigh, I pushed the chain’s connector into the base of my anal anchor.

Joe was the first person to appear at ten minutes to nine with a copy of that day’s paper. I was immensely grateful to him for showing no surprise at all when he placed the paper beside me on the table top.

“I am uncomfortable,” I murmured and he nodded.

“It could have been worse. Poppy was surprised it wasn’t.”

“I think she deliberately provoked me. She wants me away from here.”

Joe looked surprised and I told him about my suspicions about Poppy and Abigail.

“I’m the only person other that the real instigators who knows for sure I didn’t commit that crime. Poppy had to have been involved because she was the only one with access to my office, but then she would have needed an accomplice who knew the production process and could enter the area. Abigail is her obvious accomplice; they seem particularly close nowadays. I see Poppy has even just had body enhancing treatment: her face is different, her breasts are larger, and her hips are wider. That sort of treatment isn’t cheap; where did she get the money?”

“Of course, I’d noticed the changes, everyone has, but that doesn’t mean she’s guilty of the theft.”

“And there you’ve put your finger on my problem: I have absolutely no proof against either of them, although I’m sure they know I suspect them.”

“So you think Poppy was trying to get you removed from Lexicon in case you stumbled onto something.”

I nodded. “Instead, all she’s succeeded in doing is depriving me of a shirt.”

At that, I saw Joe’s eyes flicker to my chest and just as quickly back to my face.

“You're sure you're not just upset with her for being with Clark?”

“If Clark is so easily led, then I'm well rid of him.”

“It’s a trait that affects most men,” said Joe. “A pretty woman turns up at his flat unannounced at a time when he was feeling sore about losing you… You shouldn’t blame him; she has abilities you now lack.”

“You don’t have to remind me… You know she did it deliberately, don’t you? All that rubbish about telling him where I was staying was just nonsense. She told me as much herself.”

“Aline, you have to stop this… Look at the trouble it’s got you in. I don’t know the truth of all this, but that’s not really the point. We can't change what’s happened without new evidence. You can’t do anything because, well, you're severely handicapped; there’s nothing I can do; and the police have their conviction and are just not interested. All you can do is just to continue as best you can within the confines that they’ve now imposed and hope that something turns up. I’ll do what I can to make life as bearable as possible here and I can start by asking Claudette to look after you instead of Poppy if it will make you feel happier.”


Chapter 13   
Status Level 2

Iheard the door click behind me and turned to see Claudette emerge from the dispatch door into the sunlight. She had on a short-sleeved, red tunic top that buttoned up to a high collar. A wide leather belt was pulled tight to give her a narrow waist and a short, black kilt along with high strap sandals seemed to elongate her legs. She put on a pair of sunglasses and approached.

“Oh my…” she said as she rounded the table. “Joe said you’ve been made Level 2 now, but he didn’t prepare me for tits like that. If there was a Greek goddess of interesting tits, she’d look like you.”

“Thank you,” I whispered.

“I wasn’t being complimentary. If I had tits like that I’d die before I flashed everyone.”

“I’m not given a choice.”

“They're all puffy at the tips,” she said and before I could stop her, she’d reached out a hand and pinched an areola.

“Claudette…” I cried and slapped her hand away, but she only grinned.

“When you’ve served out your sentence, you could get a job on one of those porn channels with tits like those.”

“Thanks for the suggestion, but I think probably not.”

“Oh sweetie, that may be your best option because you’ll not have any other career.”

That brought me up sharp and my despondent mood deepened.

“Is that your lunch?” she asked pointing at my box.

I nodded and lifted the lid to show her the day’s sandwich.

“You’ll not be needing anything from the café then.”

It was a statement rather than a question and my day dropped another peg.

“You're beginning to look a bit sun-bronzed sitting out here all the time. You should get some sun-block; it’s not a good look.”

I looked down at myself. She was right. Whereas my hair had whitened, my face and shoulders had darkened considerably since I’d been obliged to sit outside and now I expect my chest and back to do the same. I imaged my areolae and nipples darkening further to a deep burnt umber colour and acting like beacons to attract roving eyes. When I looked up, Claudette was taking pictures of me with her phone.

“Claudette, please don’t,” I cried and slapped my hands over my breasts.

“This could be the making of you,” she was saying. “By the time you get released, you're going to be famous and the porn companies will be clambering over each other to sign you up. I’ll post this up this evening and I bet that by tomorrow evening, you’ll have thousands of followers.”

I groaned and, careful to keep myself covered with my forearms, buried my head in my hands. “Please go away,” I muttered.

“As you wish,” and she sashayed back into the building.

She was just the first of many to visit me that morning, some with various unlikely pretexts, some just to blatantly ogle. Even William made an appearance, but his reason was more prosaic: he wanted to see how my suffering had intensified.

✽ ✽ ✽

That evening, Emily was waiting for me to return at ten minutes to six, standing outside the pod chatting to Josie.

“Here she is,” announced Josie as I approached. “All wrapped up for winter. Better not let your custody officer see you like that. The courts don’t like it when their sentencing conditions get circumvented.”

I pulled the coat around me a little tighter and greeted the two women.

“It’s true then?” asked Emily.

“Of course it’s true: Level 2, tits displayed to all. Everyone keeps telling me that it could have been much worse; that the judge could have added years to my sentence, but it doesn’t feel that way to me.”

“He could have done several things without resorting to lengthening your sentence,” said Josie. “There’s always level 1.”

“My solicitor said level 1 was reserved for special cases.”

“Aren’t you special? I’ve been hearing all about Heeps. The police are going frantic. Up to now, there’s just been the pharmacy stuff about, but it seems now that the good stuff’s arrived. My boy says there’s been four cases already; women found wandering the streets totally naked and out of their heads. Begging anyone for attention, they were. And they weren’t prossies either; posh folk from the east side with hundred-thousand euro bodies. If the police think you know who the dealer is, I’d say you were very special.”

“Oh Aline… Can't you just tell them what they want to know?”

“Emily… I didn’t do it. I didn’t take this stuff and I have no idea who the dealer is.”

Emily sighed. “Pity,” she murmured.

“What, pity I’m not a thief?”

“Pity you can't tell them who is,” she said thinking rapidly…

“I have to go inside and plug in,” I said and Emily followed me into the pod. I hung my coat up by the door, glanced at the clock to assure myself I wasn’t late, and pushed the connector up inside my anal anchor. It clicked and Lulu confirmed a successful connection. Then I looked at Emily as if to say, ‘That’s it now until tomorrow.’

“Is that how you are all day at Lexicon?” she asked looking at my bare breasts.

“When the weather gets colder, I’ll be able to keep my coat on.”

“And everyone sees you like that? Aren’t you embarrassed?”

“Of course I'm fucking embarrassed; that’s the whole point of my punishment… To cause me to wilt with shame and tell them everything.”

“Your tits are something else. Did you choose that shape?”

“I did not. They're entirely natural.”

“What… Even your areolae and nipples? Mine aren’t that puffy or that dark.”

“Can we talk about something else?”

Just then, my evening food locker popped open and presented me with an insipid-looking macaroni-cheese concoction in a cardboard dish.

“Do you want me to buy you something else?” asked Emily.

“I do… very much, but you have to promise me to remove all traces of it when you leave.”

✽ ✽ ✽

Emily wasn’t my only evening visitor that week. Wednesday evening at seven o'clock, the pod door suddenly opened and Clark entered. I was astonished; I hadn’t expected to ever see him again.

“Hi ya, sweetie. How yer doing?”

“What are you doing here?” I mumbled.

“I've come to see you. I worry about you.”

“When you're not preoccupied with Poppy, you mean?”

He smiled. “Yeah. She told me what happened and I can see the result for myself. I always did say they were your best feature.”

“I think you’d better go,” I said.

“I thought you might want a kiss.”

“Then you were wrong. Go and kiss Poppy.”

He walked right up to me and I could smell the familiar body spray he uses. My breath caught in my throat and I closed my eyes. Clark, though, mistook my reaction for ardour and pressed his lips against mine at the same time his right hand closed over my naked left breast.

“No…” I cried and pushed him away, but he came again.

“Come on, Aline. You enjoyed it last time.”

He wanted me to suck on him again, but I made quite sure he understood that was now a forlorn hope and emphasised my message by swearing and trying to hit him.

“You'll be sorry about this in years to come and will wish you’d stayed friends with me, ‘cos you're damn well not get anyone else with those plugs in you.”

“Don’t come back; I don’t ever want to see you again.”

He just smiled. “Your loss,” he said and then caught me by surprise by suddenly slapping me hard between my legs. I didn’t really feel it, but he must have remembered what he’d read in the regulations about the frustrator because it activated.

I shrieked and pressed my hands between my thighs, but he just laughed and said: “Enjoy,” before walking out the door. I just lay down on my bunk as the dildo pumped inside me and the clit stim rolled back and forth, and, in a confused daze, I thought of him.

That was the start of the most depressing and loneliest time of my life so far, but not because I didn’t see anyone. I met lots of people, people I’d never seen before came into the yard to meet me, but they didn’t want to talk, just look. They didn’t even want to come too close in case my criminal tendencies somehow rubbed off, or possibly because they were worried that I might assault them. In any event, most visitors stayed well outside the radius defined by my anal chain and stared. Most of them were accompanied by Abram, Claudette, or Poppy who would supply an embellished history of my sin and subsequent conviction and penalty while I sat sulkily with my arms crossed over my chest.

Once, Claudette even brought a newspaper reporter to the yard who wanted to make a video recording. She said the publicity would do me good once my sentence had been served. I was not cooperative, but while I suspiciously watched the reporter, Claudette moved round behind me with a cup of cold water and threw it unexpectedly across my back. I screamed and jumped up and the reporter got a clip of it all complete with bouncing tits and my retention chain snapping taut. The ten second clip was included in the next day’s edition.

I was just grateful that he’d not recorded a clip of me being tormented by my frustrator, or even worse, the device taking me all the way to orgasm and beyond.

Joe told me he’d tried to stop the constant stream of visitors, but, with the exception of the reporter, it appears that all were bona fide potential customers and he was loath to upset them. I could only think that sales must have taken and upturn at my expense.

July rolled into August and the summer heat wave showed no sign of abating. Mr Cline, my custody officer, was waiting for me at the pod one evening during the second week of August and my heart sunk when I saw him. He watched me approach wrapped tightly in my trench coat and followed me inside the pod without saying a word. I took off the coat and hung it up, glanced at the clock – it said 5.47 - and plugged in the retention chain. Then I sat on the bed and looked at him. He was looking at my coat.

“You know, you won’t feel the benefit when it gets really cold,” he said and I burst out laughing as the induced stress evaporated.

“I thought you were going to tell me it wasn’t allowed and I’d be in trouble again.”

“Ah… The regulations are a bit ambiguous in that regard,” he said and I thanked him.

“I’ve come to tell you that your restrictions are being relaxed a little. It’s not much, about a metre actually, but in future you'll be able to sit in the doorway and look at the park.”

“You're giving me a longer chain?” I asked in astonishment.

“Precisely. It’ll only affect this one in the pod and not the one at work, but, well, you’ve earned it. You’ve been consistently prompt and, according to Mr Granger, have worked diligently, calmly and with great tolerance in difficult conditions.” And he completed his homily by gazing unabashed at my naked breasts.

I was grinning fit to burst. The extra metre would mean I could reach the door to open it and sit in the sunshine talking to Josie instead of trapped by myself in artificial light.

“It’ll be fitted during the day tomorrow and be waiting for you when you get home.”

It seems silly looking back, but it meant so much to me then that I felt like hugging him.

The next evening, I almost ran past Josie sitting on her bench between our two doors and disappeared inside. What awaited me was even better than I’d hoped because in addition to the longer chain, he’d left me a three-legged stool. Moments later, I was back in the doorway. I’d removed my coat, plugged in my new chain even though I had sixteen minutes to spare, and positioned the stool so that the chain was taut when I sat on it. If I leaned forward, I could peer around the jamb and see Josie. She grinned back at me and offered me a sip of her beer, which I accepted.


Chapter 14    
Provoked Again    
 

It was early-September when Joe approached me late one afternoon with a proposition for me…

“I keep looking at that video of the intruder entering the main door and turning off the alarm. It’s the only recording we have of the person and I can't help feeling that we’re missing something. It certainly looks like a woman, but there’s nothing to suggest it’s you except possibly build and height.”

Joe was leaning against my table and looking down at me looking up.

“What I’d like is for you to go through the same actions. We might be able to identify a significant difference, perhaps in a mannerism or the way you walk. It could form the basis of an appeal or, of course, it could merely add to the evidence piled against you. What do you say?”

“Of course I’ll do it – as many times as you want.”

“Well, to make it more authentic, we’ll have to wait for dark which means you’ll have to stay late one night. I’ll see what I can arrange with your custody officer.”

This was really exciting news. It may have been clutching at straws, but it was infinitely better than doing nothing. I didn’t hear anything more until the next Monday, but then it was the news I’d been hoping for.

“We have permission to reconstruct the crime scene next Friday evening. Mr Cline, your custody officer, will be in attendance and we’ll aim to start about eight; it’ll be properly dark by then. You'll be wearing the same clothes as the intruder and we’ll capture the images of you opening the main door and then going over to the console to disable the alarm. The whole episode only lasts seventeen seconds, but we’ll repeat it a few times.”

It was the best news for weeks and I felt excited and upbeat all week even to the extent of smiling at my voyeuristic visitors. Joe was with me when my chain disconnected as per normal at five and I looked at him in some confusion, not knowing now what was expected of me. He just smiled.

“Mr Cline says you can sit inside where it’s warmer until he arrives at about seven-thirty.” The days were still warm, but the evenings were becoming cooler and I was grateful for that kindness. I followed Joe back past the production line and into an administration area that was all so familiar, but which I hadn’t seen for nearly six months. Most people had already left, but as we climbed the stairs, Poppy emerged from her office, my old outer office.

“Good night, Mr Granger, Aline…”

“Good night Poppy. Have a good weekend,” said Joe.

She grinned at my partial nudity and then walked on down the stairs with her bag slung casually over one shoulder and an exaggerated coquettish wiggle. I knew she was on her way to spend the weekend with Clark.

We walked on into his office and were met by Arnold, his assistant, looking as dapper as ever in his dark suit and bow tie.

“Make us some coffees, please Arnold,” said Joe and Arnold moved over to the machine, but looked far from happy.

I sat in one of the visitor’s chairs, Joe in his leather swivel chair on the other side of his desk.

“Are you cold?” he asked.

“No.” His office was warm with the rays of the setting sun illuminating all with a blush-red tone. Arnold set coffees in front of us and then announced if there was nothing else, he’d be away.

Joe watched him leave and then said, “I hope this works; I like to think that you're innocent.”

“Thank you,” I murmured.

“I have some work to do here,” he said. “Amuse yourself with this,” and he slid his Tech Pad across the desk. I touched the screen and the whole world opened up before my eyes; a world I’d not had the opportunity to access since I was arrested. I typed in ‘heeps’ and the latest news flashed onto the screen. It was not good: another five women recently found under the influence of full-strength HPAS in the city with several more reported cases in Newton, twenty-five kilometres to the west.

All the affected women were showing the same symptoms: an uncontrollable passion that was driving them to discard their clothing and accost any and all persons they came across. It seems whoever was doing this had a warped sense of propriety because, apart from a couple of young students, all the women were from the higher levels of society. What the news service didn’t say because no-one knew, was how many women had been doped, but were not walking the streets. Instead, they were now kept as amusing distractions in backrooms or used commercially as unpaid sex-workers. I suddenly had visions of young executives torn from their families and installed in seedy, back-street apartments where they'd wait hopefully for their next client. They probably wouldn’t need threats or chains to keep them there; they be more than happy to open themselves to the promise of sating their exploding libidos.

“Depressing reading, isn’t it?” asked Joe looking around his monitor. I nodded. “You know, I’ve seriously considered closing the plant. I’m not convinced that the good Prolibinol does is not outweighed by the risks of abuse.”

“I presume you’ve not lost any more stock since I was arrested?”

He smiled and shook his head.

“No, I thought not. But would you even know?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “Abigail alerted me last time, but she’s one of the people you suspect… I suppose she does have the means to remove a small amount of product surreptitiously without it showing up on the new monitoring systems, but we’ve not had the huge loses of before.”

Joe went back to his work and I continued quietly reading the news until Cline arrived promptly at seven-thirty. He handed me a pair of dark jeans, a long hooded coat, and a pair of flat shoes and, buttoning the coat up to my neck, I felt properly dressed for the first time in ages. Joe over-rode the cameras so that they recorded even though the alarm was not fully armed and we all went outside.

“Now, you’ve seen the video. Here’s the door key. Let yourself in and pretend to punch in the key code to disarm the alarm. We’ll stay out here and watch.” I pulled my hood up and Joe gave me a metallic card with an embedded RF chip. I approached the door, held the card against the reader, and the door slid open. Then, careful to keep my face covered, I walked across the reception area to the alarm’s control panel and touched a few keys.

Back outside, Joe was replaying the recorded images on his computer with Cline peering over his shoulder.

“Do it again, but this time move a little faster.”

In all, I repeated the move eight more times with slightly different variations, a longer step length or holding my hands differently, and after reviewing the final recording, Joe pronounced himself satisfied, although he said nothing about any similarities or otherwise with the original video.

“Where’s your coat?” asked Cline.

“Hanging by the dispatch door,” I said.

“Well, go and get it and then change and I’ll run you back to the pod in the back of the van.”

I nodded and walked along the outside wall to the pedestrian gate. There was a vehicle in the yard backed up to the dispatch building and I looked at it with some confusion; it wasn’t there when the company closed at five. I moved closer to look inside. The rear door was raised and a small interior light illuminated an open box in the back, and inside the box was a sealed, black polythene bag. I was about to investigate further when the dispatch door slid open and Abigail walked from a shadows carrying a second box.

“Abigail,” I cried. “What are you doing?”

We both momentarily froze staring at each other, and then she did the most unexpected thing imaginable: she pulled a small gun from the back of her waistband. As soon as I saw it, I lunged towards her, but I was too far away. She fired and I felt a jolt against my right shoulder, but my impetus drove me on into her body and we both hit the ground hard. I rolled onto my left side and the pain in my right shoulder was so intense I screamed. Abigail wasn’t so afflicted and struggled to her feet, the gun still in her hand and pointing directly at me.

“Abigail, stop…”

It was Joe’s voice and I looked round to see both him and Cline running around the side of the building.

“The witch attacked me,” cried Abigail.

“Put the gun down,” ordered Cline.

“The boxes…” I suddenly felt very dizzy and it was an effort to remain focused. “The boxes. Look inside the boxes.”

It was the last thing I said before I flopped back onto the concrete and felt myself slipping away.

✽ ✽ ✽

I woke up in a hospital bed and, not for the first time, saw that I was handcuffed to the side rail.

“How do you feel?” asked Joe and I turned to see him sitting in an easy chair beside me.

“Sore,” I said and closed my eyes again.

“You’ve been shot, but the bullet lodged in your shoulder muscle. It’ll hurt, but there’s no long term damage.”

“Abigail was stealing bags of HPAS. I saw one in the trunk and then she appeared carrying a second.”

“How did you know it was HPAS?”

“Small boxes with sealed black plastic bags inside; what else could it be? It was dark, too. She had no light on in case anyone saw her. And then she tried to shoot me…”

“She says she was just closing up when you attacked her.”

“But the bags…”

“Valves. The bags contained process valves.”

“Valves. But that’s not possible.”

Joe smiled a pallid sort of smile. “Valves. She said that she’d promised to take them for servicing, but then forgot. She remembered that we were working late on the alarm system and thought she’d just pop in to collect them. Then you turned up and lunged at her.”

“But I thought she was stealing HPAS and I only went for her because she pulled out the gun.”

“I’m sorry to say we can't verify that. All the other cameras were off because we had the system in a maintenance mode.”

“She knew we were there with the system disarmed,” I said incredulously.

“Everyone knew,” said Joe. “I had no reason to keep it a secret.

Suddenly the mist cleared and the awful truth hit me. “She tricked me. She knew what I would think as soon as I saw her with those boxes and she baited me… She was intending to kill me.”

Joe looked unconvinced.

“First they use me as a Patsy, someone they can set up and blame for the thefts, but their scheme is complicated when you arrange for me to remain on-site at Lexicon. Then Poppy has another go after I begin to work things out and they start to get worried. She provokes me into attacking her by stealing Clark and parading before me wearing my own clothes. I suppose she hoped that would result in me being relocated, but all that achieved was to cause me to lose my shirt. Now this is their latest attempt. Abigail knew I’d be late at Lexicon and staged that scenario in the hope that it would give her an excuse to get rid of me for good. I suppose it worked even better than she hoped, but then you and Cline appeared before she could enact the coup de grâce.”

“And we have no evidence at all to support those claims. From what Cline and I saw, it played out exactly as she describes: you attacked her and she had to defend herself.”

“But she tried to kill me,” I protested.

“That may or may not have been the case, but look at it from her point of view: it was dark and you were wearing unfamiliar clothing. She says she didn’t recognise you and it was an instinctive reaction to defend herself.”

“So we still have nothing against her?”

“It’s much worse than that… The prosecutor will say that you carried out another unprovoked attack. It’s possible that if Abigail’s motive was to remove the threat you posed, then she may well have succeeded.”

I suddenly felt very cold as the full implications of what I’d done hit me. I was going to court again to answer for this latest incident and the prognosis wasn’t looking good.

“What will the court do?” I asked in a weak voice.

“That’s not for me to say, but the judge doesn’t have many options left.”


Chapter 15    
Banded

Isat in the small courtroom next to Amy. I’d already given my account of events and heard Abigail, Joe Granger and Cline make their statements, and now an ‘expert’ psychologist was giving the judge her opinion on my state of mind and whether she considered that my violent episodes would reoccur in the future. She did…

“Miss Aline Laurent,” said the judge. “Please stand.”

Amy and I both stood, and as I stood, the chain linking my wrist cuffs to my ankles snapped taut and pulled my hands down to my waist to expose my naked breasts. I glanced at the young woman beside me, at her dark business suit with its high-collared blouse and black string tie, and felt shamed and belittled, as indeed my imposed dress was designed to achieve.

“Miss Laurent. There is little doubt that you instigated this latest violent and unprovoked attack on an erstwhile colleague in what I presume to be a fit of jealous rage occasioned by seeing someone enjoying the sort of freedom you are now denied. You have repeated demonstrated a violent trait and I have no hesitation in imposing…”

“Your Honour,” cried Joe from the stalls. “Please forgive this interruption, but I have something to tell you that may have a bearing on your judgement.”

“Mr Granger, this is most irregular.”

“It is, but I believe it to be vitally important.”

The judge stared at Joe for what seemed an age before speaking again. “Very well, say what you must.”

“I regret that what I have to tell you must be expressed in private.”

Another long pause and then the judge suddenly stood and pronounced, “Court is in recess; five minutes.” He strode from the room with Joe hard on his heels.

Of course, I don’t know exactly what passed between Joe and the judge in his chambers that day, only what Joe subsequently told me, but the gist of it went thus:

Joe: “I presume you were about to stipulate behavioural modification.”

“You should not presume any of my edicts. However, the girl has proven herself to be irrationally violent and it is the obvious course of action.”

“She has always claimed to be innocent. In fact, I’ll go further and say that she strongly suspects that Poppy, the first person she assaulted, and Abigail acted together to implicate her in the original theft.”

“And do you have any hard evidence to support this theory?”

“No, not really, although it’s not unreasonable to speculate that events could be interpreted in the way Aline claims. Also, it was claimed that some of the events described in the original trial could only be explained if Aline was guilty. Well, she has subsequently suggested ways that could implicate a third party.”

The judge sat behind his desk and indicated that Joe should be seated. “Please continue…”

“You will no doubt remember that Aline was found to be intoxicated with HPAS when the police called to interview her.”

“I do indeed,” said the judge. “I saw the video.”

“Well, as I understand it, forensic tests failed to find traces of the drug anywhere but in her coffee cup and the implication was that she administered the drug herself and accidentally took too much. But what if the drug was injected into the coffee pod and left for her to use.”

“Those pods were recovered from the trash and tested; none were found to be either tampered with of contaminated.”

“The amount of HPAS involved would be tiny and if it was injected directly into the exit port of the pod, it would leave no evidence of tampering and virtually all trace would be washed into the cup when the coffee was brewed. Now couple that with the fact that there were perhaps two or three dozen pods to test in the trash and that the samples were probably taken from the centre of each pod, it’s unsurprising that such a trace would not be detected.”

“Her long term addiction?”

“The doses detected were tiny; I doubt that she’d even notice their effect."

“And there was that account number in her computer. I seem to remember that you were the only person able to access that computer other than Aline herself. Are you now confessing to planting it in her files?”

Joe smiled. “No, sir, and I admit we can't explain its presence, but it’s not inconceivable that a key logger or a hidden camera was used to spy on her. I'm not saying that we have a case for an appeal, but there is the possibility that Aline is, indeed, innocent and to subject her to behavioural modification that would be irreversible could destroy her life.”

“Do you believe in her innocence?”

Joe wished the judge hadn’t asked that question because it put him in a very difficult position and the two men looked at each other for a long time before Joe responded. If he answered no, he could be putting Aline in unnecessary jeopardy, but if he answered yes, he’d be admitting to himself that he’d watched the daily trials and tribulations of an innocent girl while he himself was in denial.

“Yes, I do… I don’t believe Aline is a thief and I do believe that these violent episodes have been stage managed in order to deflect attention and reduce the risk to the real culprits.”

“I can't just ignore this, you know. This whole business is very sensitive. Women are being abused using drugs stolen from your company and Aline has been convicted of that theft. There will be an outcry if I'm not seen to act in accordance with state sentencing guidelines.” The judge rose, prompting Joe to stand too. “Thank you for your insights, Mr Granger. It has been most interesting,” and the judge indicated with a wave of his hand that the consultation was over. Joe left the room.

✽ ✽ ✽

“Aline Laurent. In addition to your previous crimes, you have now been found guilty of a second violent assault. My instinct is to submit you to a course of behavioural modification, but I have been advised that that may be premature. I will, therefore, allow you to continue to reside in the containment pod that you currently occupy during the nighttime hours, but you will do so as a Level 1 citizen. I’m sure your solicitor will advise you of the detailed consequences of this, but to summarise, it is not deemed appropriate that Level 1 citizens be permitted to undertake any form of constructive work and your role from now on will be merely to serve as a cautionary example and deterrent to others considering similar crimes. Furthermore, I am reminded that because the original crime you committed was sexual in nature, a sexual penalty was imposed, namely that you are subjected to the ministrations of a dilplex unit that has been sealed within your vaginal vault by a vulval patch. This penalty doesn’t seem to have had the desired effect on your behaviour, so I am augmenting this with an authorisation to have you banded, effective immediately.”

With that, the judge left the court and I stared blankly at Amy and then at Joe in the stalls behind me. I was led from the court and left in a small room for about an hour before both my solicitor and Joe walked in. Joe was trying to smile; Amy was looking more serious.

“It could have been a lot worse,” said Joe. “He was about to send you for behavioural modification.”

“I don’t know what that is?” I said.

Amy answered and she didn’t try to sugar-coat her reply. “It’s a medical procedure that alters parts of your brain using focused microwaves. It’s supposed to make you less violent and more compliant, but it’s difficult to control and sometimes results in the subject being rendered passive or overly submissive. Other less beneficial effects such as a marked reduction in intelligence and imagination, and loss of memory recall are also very common, if not unavoidable. It was introduced about ten years ago as an alternative to incarcerating convicts and has the advantage that they can usually be allowed back into society in a limited way, but people who know them say they're not the same afterwards, which I suppose is the point.”

I was shaking at this point. I had no idea that I was so close to what amounts to a modern-day lobotomy. Joe saw my reaction and put a hand on my arm. “It’s alright. It’s not going to happen.”

“Your friend has been working wonders,” said the young woman. “Not only did he change the judge’s mind on the behavioural modification, but he’s also just got the judge to agree that most of your time can continue to be spent at Lexicon.”

“But he said I wasn’t allowed to work.”

“Aline,” said Joe in a very quiet voice and I knew he was about to spring bad news. “It’s true you can't work. In fact, your role as a Level 1, as the judge indicated, can be crudely described decorative in nature and the purpose is to act as a sort of warning to the community.”

“As in ‘this is what will happen if you don’t behave’ type of warning,” said Amy and Joe gave her a black look.

“So I'm going to be a ‘decoration’ at Lexicon,” I said.

“You should feel very grateful to Joe. Normally, you'd be displayed at the mall all the time because it’s very public and more people would see you, but Joe argued that the reception area at Lexicon is also a public place and said that the state guidelines only specify a ‘public area’ and not the main shopping centre. Unfortunately, Lexicon is only open five days a week; the judge has, therefore, agreed to Lexicon during the week and the mall on Saturdays. Sundays you can rest.” Amy finished her explanation with a big smile; I was still thinking about the words ‘decoration’ and ‘display’.

“I'm sorry, Aline, but we could do no more. Your restraints are to be increased, you won’t be allowed to talk to anyone, and you will be allocated a sort of chaperone to take care of you between your sleeping pod and the display area because you won’t be able to manage by yourself. I thought Claudette could do it during the week and a custody officer will be assigned on Saturdays.”

“There’s one other thing,” said Amy. “And that’s the banding. The judge said it’s to happen immediately, so you’ll be taken to the medical centre as soon as we’ve finished here.”

“I don’t know what banding is,” I said.

“They're small metal bands that are fitted around your nipples. They're polished like silver and look very nice.”

“It’s a tungsten alloy,” said Joe tiredly. “And I’m afraid their main purpose is not decorative; it’s to increase your punishment by giving it an alternative focus. Each band is in two parts: an inner band of titanium and an outer of tungsten. Your nipple is pulled through the inner band and then a robotic machine threads several strands of fine silver wire through the sides of the band so that it passes through your flesh. It effectively sews the band in place. Finally, the titanium outer band is pressed and glued around the inner using a high-strength industrial adhesive to seal the wire and to prevent the ring being removed. I believe the installation is quite painless.”

“It’s to draw attention to my nipples, then?” I asked.

“Err, no… Not really,” said Joe. “Your flesh acts as an electrolyte and the different metals create a slow electrolytic reaction where the silver wire is continuously eroded and a miniscule electric current is produced. Eventually, the silver will completely disappear and that effect will stop, but it’ll take about three years and meantime it’ll be like having an itch that’s impossible to scratch.”

“I’ll have to have them for three years!” I exclaimed.

“No,” said Joe. “The small electric current actually induces the cells within your nipples to multiply more than is natural and the result is that your nipples will grow and swell beyond the bands. Couple that with the fact that titanium is known to be medically compatible with human flesh, after three years your nipples would have biologically bonded with the bands and they’ll be impossible to remove without medical intervention.”

“It’s said that the electric currents make them super-sensitive, too,” added Amy and again Joe gave her a withering look. Undeterred, she went on, “Did you know that tungsten is one of the heaviest metals, almost exactly the same weight as gold, and is the world’s strongest metal?”

“The bands aren’t very thick, so they don’t weigh a lot, but they are very strong. It’s why they're used for the outer band,” said Joe quickly, but I’d heard enough.

“I don’t want this,” I cried. “Can't you do anything to stop this?”

“We can't,” said Joe regretfully. “It’s part of your sentence imposed by the judge.”

“You should be pleased that Joe got the judge to reconsider the behavioural operation. What you get now at least leaves your brain intact.”

“Oh Joe, I am grateful, really I am, but I don’t know whether I can cope with any more…”

At that moment, Cline, my custody officer, poked his head around the door and asked, “Are we done here?” Joe nodded and Cline stepped into the room and put a hand on my arm. “This way, miss.”

He wrapped my trench coat over my shoulders and led me out into the autumn sunshine and round the back of the court building to the same non-descript medical facility that I visited before. It was like déjà vu all over again… I was led into the same white tiled room to be confronted by the same callous nurse.

“Good morning,” she said sweetly. “Remember me?”

I nodded.

“Good. Evidently your frustrator isn’t enough, so now I’m going to band your teats. Over here, please.”

She was indicating a vertical concave board on a stand with two holes in its vertical panel that were obviously designed to accommodate my breasts.

“I can call the custody officer in with his electric prod if it’ll help you decide,” she suggested and I stepped up to the board. She buckled together straps that went behind my back and pulled me tight against the board with my cuffed wrists now trapped below my waist and my breasts protruding through the holes. Then she walked around the front of the board and grinned at my breasts, now looking as if they'd grown on the surface of the board like some strange type of fungi.

“My, you have got impressive teats. We’re going to need a #10 for those.”

I watched as she selected a thin silvery band from a drawer and showed it to me. It was about 8 mm long and the hole through its centre was 10 mm in diameter.

“Pretty, isn’t it? This one’s titanium, you know.” She turned it over in her hand and I saw there was a shallow channel around its outer surface with multiple equi-spaced holes that were so tiny they wouldn’t fit the smallest sewing needle. “The wires are inserted so they don’t go through the centre of your nipple, but form two square matrixes. It makes for a much stronger array.”

I watched as she inserted the band into a small nozzle on the end of an articulated arm that looked like the head of an x-ray machine a dentist might have. Then she picked up a hypodermic needle from a tray.

“Ready?” she asked and flicked the end of my left nipple. I jumped, but my breast and, in particular, my nipple remained motionless. “Just a small prick,” and she injected my areola. I barely felt the injection and she did the same for my right before leaving the room.

When she returned a few minutes later, the first thing she did was to stand before me and pinch both my nipples. I could see she was squeezing them hard, but I couldn’t feel them at all.

“Good,” she said and spread a white cream over my nipples. “It’s antiseptic, electrically conducting, and also encourages the metal and your nipple to bond together.” Then she moved the articulated arm until its nozzle was against the end of my left teat and flicked a switch. I saw my nipple being sucked into the nozzle through the band until the device was hard against my areola, there was a short mechanical ‘zip’ type sound, and then the suction stopped.

“There. That’s one…”

It took her no more time to load the second band and apply the arm to my right nipple. The suction pulled my teat into the nozzle and the robotic head pierced my flesh with the wires. I peered over the top of the board to see my teats squeezed through the inner bands and wires thinner than a human hair wrapped around their outer surfaces.

“Not quite done yet,” she said and carefully dabbed a ring of adhesive around the groove before loading an outer band into a hand tool. She clipped the tool over one of my new bands and squeezed the handles, and the tool pressed inner and outer bands together. When she took the tool away, my nipple was locked through a shiny silver coloured ring so that it projected proudly from my areola, its tip protruding some 5 mm beyond the band.

✽ ✽ ✽

I was waiting… I’d been waiting for about thirty minutes, standing behind the board with nothing to do but peer over its top edge at my breasts swelling through the apertures and their nipples confined by their new ornamentation and looking super-perky.

I could feel no pain, but they were beginning to tingle.

“How are we doing?” asked the nurse returning with a mug of tea; it wasn’t for me. She placed the mug on her desk and stood before me. “Feeling returning yet?” she asked and stroked my left nipple where it projected from the band. I shrieked. It was like being tickled with a hot knife. She touched my right side and the same thing happened.

“What’s happened?” I cried.

“What do you mean ‘What’s happened?’ You know perfectly well. You’ve been banded.”

“But I don’t like it; take them off.”

At this, the nurse burst out laughing. “I couldn’t take them off even if I wanted to. They're there for good now, so best get used to them.”

“But what’s happened to my nipples to make them react like that?”

“You mean like this?” and she stroked them again, this time both at once. I shrieked again. “I thought it had all been explained to you. The tiny electric current created inside each teat has the effect of amplifying any electrical nerve signals. It also encourages the teats to grow, both in size and in terms of the number of nerve receptors, so they're going to get even more sensitive, but that will take a few weeks before you see a real difference.”

“I don’t like it,” I wailed, but I got no sympathy.

“You're not meant to like it. It’s a punishment. Deal with it. Now then, as you seem to have recovered your sense of touch and are now unlikely to try and pull them off, I’ll release you and Mr Cline will transport you back home.


Chapter 16    
Static Installation

Cline took me back to the pod in the cage on the back of his van and then followed me along the path to my room. Josie watched our approach and nodded to me as I passed, but didn’t speak. She didn’t need to; I was sure she knew everything there was to know and the bands on my nipples were plain to see. Once inside, Cline watched while I connected the chain, now the original short one again.

“Retention chain connected,” said my anchor and I sat dejectedly on my bunk.

“So Mr Granger has talked the judge into letting you stay at Lexicon during the week; that was good of him.”

“I think he believes I'm innocent.”

“Well, that’s all very well, but it won’t affect the way you're treated. The regulations regarding the display of Level 1 persons are very specific and I know that the display stand is being delivered this afternoon. He told me that one of the PA’s, a woman called Claudette, will call for you at seven-thirty to escort you to Lexicon and will bring you home again each night.”

“Why do I need that? I know the way perfectly well and have been managing by myself so far. I get myself ready in the mornings and properly housed each night.”

“Not as a Level 1 you don’t. I don’t think you fully appreciate the consequences. For a start, you're not going to be allowed off your retention chains unless you're controlled.”

“You mean like I am now?” and I lifted my cuffed wrists to raise the chain to my ankles.

“A bit like that. Here… let me take those off you,” and he unlocked my wrist cuffs and the chain to my ankle hobble. “Are the ankle cuffs comfortable?”

“You're not leaving them on?” I gasped.

“No, not while you're in the pod, but Claudette will need to refit them tomorrow morning before your retention chain is released. You might take the opportunity to put some socks on before that happens so the cuffs don’t chaff your ankles.”

“So I have to wear them all the time when I'm not actually attached to the wall of this pod?”

“’Fraid so. It’s the same for all Level 1’s. Each one is assumed to be a flight risk. There’s a little waistcoat thing you'll wear too so your wrists can be attached to your body when you're not on your chain and it will keep you hydrated too.”

“What?” I gasped. “That makes no sense at all.”

Cline smiled. “Claudette will bring you one in the morning and then all will become clear. What I will say, though, is that you should eat all of the breakfast provided because you’ll not eat again until the evening. And that brings me on to the next point: talking is not permitted during the display periods and this is enforced by a gel-ball pacifier. It fits in your mouth just behind your teeth and is retained in place by straps. It’s very soft and you’ll find you can actually open and close your mouth quite normally, but when it’s open, the pacifier expands sideways, and when you close your mouth, it expands backwards towards your throat. It has a safety vent through its centre so you can always breathe and it will allow some sound, but not intelligible speech, of course. Claudette will supply that, too.”

‘No intelligible speech! Of course not,’ I thought to myself. I’m going to be made into some sort of static window display with no way to communicate.

“Saturdays…” Cline suddenly announced. “You’ll spend Saturdays in the main mall and you'll be escorted to and from the venue not by Claudette, but by a custody officer – not me I might add; Saturday is one of my days off. It won’t be much different to being at Lexicon, so shouldn’t present any difficulties.”

He let out a long sigh.

“I think that’s about it. You're back under computer control now and your life here should be similar to before. You’ll be woken at six-thirty and by seven-thirty, you should have showered, eaten, and used the ablution system. As I have already said, Claudette will then arrive to complete the preparations for your day and then there will be a significant difference: your retention chain won’t release until she is satisfied you're ready to leave, at which point, she’ll announce the fact and the computer will respond accordingly. Her voice has already been programmed into the system. The food locker will open at six in the evening if you're properly connected and the door will lock at eight just as before. If you have any questions, tell Claudette and she’ll pass them on to me.”

“No questions,” I said very quietly.

“Good. Well, I hope this works out for you because there’s nowhere to go from here except to the brain doctor.”

I shivered, although the room was far from cold. Cline took my trench coat from the hook by the door and replaced it with a different garment. “You coat is never going to work when you have your arms pinned to your waist,” he said and smiled again, but his eyes looked sad.

✽ ✽ ✽

My frustrator hadn’t operated since I’d had that fight with Abigail. That was all the time I was in the hospital and then there was the police investigation and the court case, but now I was back in my old sleeping pod, things were back to normal and I was disturbed three times; once soon after Cline had left, once in the early evening, and again late at night. Each time, the music stopped before the final operatic climax.

I had a restless night worrying what was in store for me the next day and I was wide awake long before Lulu decided it was time for my shower and turned on the ceiling light. Soon after seven, I was ready and Claudette tapped on the door at seven-twenty.

She called my name and I told her to enter as loudly as I could. She cracked the door open and peeped around the jamb.

“Morning… Alright to come in?” she asked.

“Of course. You have to let yourself in because I can't reach the door.”

She stepped into the pod and looked about. There wasn’t a lot to see: a bunk, toilet, shower and breakfast counter.

“It’s warm in here, isn’t it? Quite cosy.”

I nodded.

“Ready for a new day?” she asked looking at me wearing nothing but a pair of thigh-high black socks and shoes, everything else had been taken away. She looked at my breasts now adorned with the bright metal bands that caused my nipples to project so unnaturally and then at my featureless pubis.

I didn’t much feel like pandering to her need for trivial conversation and said, “Can we get on…”

“Of course…” she said and reached into her bag. “I've had instruction about how this is going to work and the first thing is to fit this,” and she held up what appeared to be some sort of bright red corset with a zip at the back and extra straps at its sides. “It wraps around your body with the fastenings at the back, so hold up your arms.”

I stood there feeling like a fool with her behind me. She passed the garment around my waist and zipped it up at the back, and I noticed that the fastening was not positioned centrally.

“Are you sure it’s straight?” I asked.

“Oh yes. The zip’s offset because there’s a thin water pouch all the way down behind your spine. The custody man said that that’s to keep you hydrated. Now, breathe in…” and I watched her in the door mirror pull on two toggles, one going up and the other down. The corset tightened about my waist until it felt like my breasts were bulging above it and my bum, already filled with the anal anchor, bulged below.

Claudette let go of the toggles and they retracted into the back of the garment.

“There,” she said. “Looking good.”

It didn’t feel good. I could hardly breathe and was more than conscious that the posture I was now forced to adopt thrust my breasts forward wantonly.

“Put your hands through these loops,” and she indicated straps either side of my waist and, once I’d complied, pulled the loops tight and plugged the free end of the straps onto locking studs. My wrists were now what my old mother would have called ‘snug’. They were pinned to my waist in such a way that I could neither reach up to touch my breasts or down towards my crotch, but if I pushed my hands together, I could touch the tips of my index fingers.

“You said that there’s a water reservoir down the centre of my back?”

“Oh yes… I have a connecting pipe for that,” and she crouched down behind me holding a metal pipe connector and a very thin feed pipe. “I was told it uses the same access port as the ablution system, whatever that is.

I could feel her push the connector up inside my anal anchor and then pull the feed pipe up between my cheeks and pushed it into the base of the corset.

“That’s clever,” I heard her say. “It fits so close to your body you can hardly see it.” And then as an afterthought: “Lulu, lock hydration pipe.”

“Hydration pipe locked, Miss Claudette,” said my syrupy-tongued controller.

Well, that at least answered the question I was about to ask.

“There’s no water in it at the moment; that’s added once we get to Lexicon.” She moved back to look at me and my new helplessness had obviously emboldened her. “This corset suits you. It gives you a sort of presence.”

“You mean it makes my tits stick out?”

She smiled. “I do love these little bands. They certainly make your nips look perky,” and she reached out a hand to touch one.

“No, don’t… Please don’t touch.”

Her smile broadened and she touched the tip of my left nipple with her fingertip. I screamed and spun away.

“Wow…” she exclaimed.

“It’s the bands,” I said breathlessly. “They make me super-sensitive.”

“Wow…” she said again. “Some people have all the luck.” Then she noticed the wall clock. “We have to hurry or else we’re going to miss the tram. Here… open wide,” and she offered a black gel ball up to my mouth. “It fits behind your teeth,” and she pressed it into place. “Oh… I thought it was going to be too big, but it fits in there nicely.”

“Mmfff,” I said and closed my mouth. The ball surprised me by changing shape and plunging back into my throat in a manner not dissimilar to Clark. I opened again and the ball resumed its original fat profile to maintain the seal. The straps to hold it in place proved a little more complex than either of us was expecting. They went around the back of my neck, of course, but then there were more that went round under my chin before rising either side of my nose and crossing my crown to the neck strap. Yet more, linked the topmost point with the neck strap to the sides behind my ears and, once fitted, Claudette spent valuable minutes adjusting them until they were all tight.

Satisfied, she picked up my ankle cuffs and locked them in place before taking my coat from the hook, draping it over my shoulders, and fastening it at the waist. It was calf-length with a high collar, but had no sleeves because my hands were strapped to my sides.

“It’s warm and sunny outside today, so you won’t need it done up,” and she folded the collar open.

Finally, she reached into her bag again for a leash and for an awful moment, I thought she was going to connect it to my anal anchor, but instead she clipped it to the ring on the front of my collar.

“Lulu, release retention chain.”

“Retention chain released, Miss Claudette,” and, like a diabolical trick, the chain joining me to the wall dropped from between my legs.

“Now we really must rush,” and she pulled open the door and tugged my leash to send me stumbling forwards.

✽ ✽ ✽

We made it to the tram in time and the throng of passengers magically parted before us to let us through. I could only see surprised faces staring at me; staring at my partly revealed breasts with their spectacular nipples invigorated by the shiny bands, my head encased in what amounted to a bridle, and the hobble chain linking my ankles. Claudette seemed not at all fazed by the attention. And me? I didn’t have a choice and was in no position to complain.

We walked into the reception area through the main door at eight-forty-five and there was no-one there to greet us. What was there, however, was a new fixture looking like a piece of misplaced modern art. It was a free-standing metal arch 2.5 metres high and about a metre wide with straight, vertical sides and a rounded top. It stood self-supporting on a large, circular baseplate and I knew it was to do with me because at the back of the baseplate was bolted some sort of spool with a length of chain attached, a chain with a familiar locking connector on its end.

There were other features that I couldn’t quite work out: on the inside edge of each stanchion near the floor was welded a small platform like a step, and further up each side, a second platform, but instead of having flat plates, this pair were in the form of short, horizontal channels, like short lengths of guttering. A further clue to their purpose was suggested by the rubber matting that lined the channels and the fact that they were equipped with Velcro straps.

Claudette removed my coat along with all my modesty and then announced: “I have to go and find someone. You wait here,” and she pushed the end of the chain up into the underside of my anal anchor. Seems I didn’t have much choice.

Five minutes later, she was back and she had Joe with her.

“Thanks, Claudette. I’ll take it from here.”

We watched Claudette re-enter the security area and then Joe turned to me. “How are you? Coping?”

I nodded and made a muffled grunting noise.

“Look, I'm sorry about all of this, but it’s out of my hands.”

I nodded again. I knew he was on my side and that meant a lot. As for the rest of the stuff, I’d just got to work through it. It was all so unfair and humiliating, but humiliating was what it was meant to be.

“I'm afraid you're here until five when the computer will release the chain from your plug, but not until Claudette tells it that you're ready to leave. You won’t be able to eat anything until you get back home, but you'll be kept hydrated via the reservoir on your back. As I'm sure you know, the initial charge of water, about 300 ml, will fill the volume of rectum that’s not already occupied by your anal plug and then the rest will be slowly absorbed by your colon. We’re to top it up during the day at the rate of one litre every couple of hours. There’s a catheter too, but I’ll see to all that in a minute. First, if you're ready, stand under the display stand.”

If I’m ready! That was funny… I stood under the arch and Joe moved behind me. When I looked up, I saw that he was attaching a short length of chain to the top of the arch. “This is really just to hold you steady,” he said and clipped the chain to the ring on the top of my bridle straps. He then knelt to remove my hobble chain and told me to stand on the lower steps. He had to steady me with a hand on my arm for that as I lifted first one foot and then the other onto the low steps to stand with my legs now spread. I heard a clicking sound and realised that he’d done something that had shorted the chain to my bridle. The chain now pulled my head up so that I could no longer look down. I couldn’t now step off the small platforms either because my feet would no longer reach the ground. I felt like a plant blowing in the wind; I couldn’t now fall, just sway.

“Ok. Now lift one leg up so you're kneeling in the upper channel.”

It moved; the channel could slide back and forth on its supporting brackets and felt very unsteady.

“That’s good. Now the other leg.”

And then I was balancing. Joe wrapped the Velcro straps tightly about my ankles and shins to hold my legs in place, but it didn’t make me feel any more secure. I was kneeling a metre above the floor with my thighs spread wide and my hands still strapped to my waist, but I was balancing as if on ice as the supports for my legs rocked back and forth, but the feeling didn’t last for long.

“Ok. Final element. I’ve been told I just need to release the detent on the spool,” and I heard him click a lever. The spool rewound with a loud, clattering sound and I shrieked when suddenly it yanked hard on the chain from my anal anchor. My bum was pulled down and back and the spool locked leaving both chains and my whole upper body as taut as a wire and my anal sphincter muscle clenched tight with the EMS signal.

I tried to relax, the channels supporting my legs moved back to a position determined by the length of my thighs, and the EMS disappeared, but if I moved in any direction, the chain behind me pulled uncomfortably my anchor pulsed again. What’s more, I was left in a suggestive pose with my thighs spread wide, my breasts now drooping from my inclined chest, and my bum pulled out behind me. I couldn’t even tilt my head to look at myself.

“That’s it,” said Joe. “In two hours’ time, I'm allowed to release the straps from your shins so you can spend some time standing, but then two hours after that, you'll need to kneel in the channels again.”

He left then, but he was soon back holding a litre bottle of water and a long length of plastic tubing. He moved behind me, unscrewed the cap from my built-in water reservoir, and emptied the whole bottle into it. Not only could I feel the cold creeping down my back, but it was also flowing into me starting by filling my bottom and gurgling up into my colon. My abdomen felt chilled and suddenly very full and I knew that every two hours thereafter, I’d get another bottle of cold water poured directly into my bottom.

Joe stood looking at me without saying a word and I could only imagine what he was thinking. Then he took the tubing and moved around behind me. “The other end is in a sealed metal can behind you,” I heard him say and then felt him push the end of the tube into the catheter outlet port in my vulval patch. I immediately sensed myself emptying, so I guess he got the tube in the right place.


Chapter 17    
An Educational Display

Over the next few hours, everyone employed in the company found an excuse to go through reception. They were joined by several very surprised customers and agents. I could turn my head to watch people approach, but once they were standing in front of me, I couldn’t look down to see what they were about to do with their hands. Actually, I knew. It was always the same thing. After a tactile investigation between my spread thighs with regards to my missing vulva, my breasts and, in particular, my banded nipples seem to hold a magnetic attraction for everyone. Nobody could resist a touch, everything from a gentle stroke to a full-blown squeeze. But even the gentle strokes now had dramatic repercussions. More than one person stepped back in fright when I erupted into uncontrolled body twists and shakes accompanied by muffled shrieks.

Both Abigail and Poppy visited too; Abigail in her usual supercilious personification telling me how low I’d sunk and then demonstrating it by making me squirm; Poppy was there just to gloat. She was wearing more of my clothes and made a point of showing me the expensive tailoring that fitted her almost as well as it fitted me. She also gave me a long description of the last weekend complete with an enumeration and description of the number of times Clark had made her scream in bed. She concluded her visit by reminding me that Clark had read the regulations and knew all the secrets, and then demonstrated that she knew them too by slapping me hard between my thighs to trigger my frustrator. Compared with the sensation I could now receive through my nipples, the pumping of the dildo and the gentle agitation of my clit were almost restful, although it would be fair to say that I would never be able to climax with nipple stimulation; the sensation was just too overpowering.

Joe came out to see me at about eleven and released my legs. Stiffly, I unfolded one leg at a time and stood on the lower platforms. With my legs straight, but spread wide to reach the two platforms and my upper half still stretch taut, I felt more like a mannequin than a person.

Joe refilled my water reservoir, checked that the catheter was operating correctly, and then squeezed my hand and asked me if I was alright. I squeezed his hand right back and grunted.

And so it went on: a continuous parade of the curious, the lecherous, and the angry all coming to view the former General Manager of Lexicon and to witness the depths to which she had slipped.

And then it was suddenly five o'clock. I had no way to measure the passing of time, but the steady stream of personnel filtering through the reception area on their way home was a useful indicator. Claudette finally appeared after everyone else had gone. She smiled and asked if I was ready to go home. I grunted and she disappeared behind me, first to pull out my catheter tube and then to unstick the Velcro straps so that I could stand with my feet on the lower platforms. Then I heard a click and the spool began to unwind to allow me to stand erect. I thought I must have stretched during the day, because the chain above my head was slacker than when Joe had connected it that morning. Claudette lengthened the chain from my bridle and I stepped off the platform onto solid floor so that she could reapply the hobble before she finally released my head.

“There… You first day as a Level 1 completed. How do you feel? A little hungry probably.”

My responses were, by necessity, somewhat vague. Claudette wrapped my coat around my shoulders, clipped the leash to my collar, and said, “Lulu, release retention chain.”

“Retention chain, released, Miss Claudette,” said my bum.

The chain dropped from me and she gave me another award-winning smile and led me out into the twilight like a puppy following its young mistress.

✽ ✽ ✽

The ride back to the pod was uneventful and I spent the entire journey trying to ignore the stares of the other passengers. We passed Josie sitting outside her door smoking her daily cigar and she nodded to me. I nodded back. That was likely to be our most intense conversation outside with me not able to leave the pod unmuzzled, but perhaps when she’s free during one of her exercise sessions, she could visit.

Once inside, Claudette attached me to the wall and then began removing my encumbrances: coat, hobble, wrist straps, bridle and gel ball, and finally the corset complete with its built-in hydration unit.

“Thank you.”

“You're welcome. I see your supper’s ready for you,” she said looking at the locker that had just popped open; macaroni cheese and a cold cup of tea again.

“My favourite,” I said, but I don’t think she believed me.

“Oh well, enjoy. I can't stop chatting; Robbie’s taking me out tonight.”

Robbie, I knew, was her boyfriend and the reason she’d been so upbeat recently. She hung my coat up on the hook by the door, wished me a goodnight and “Same time tomorrow”, and then was gone. I kicked off my shoes and peeled off the long socks, and now completely naked, sat dejectedly on the bunk. I could feel the chain link pressing against my anal anchor, but I’d long ago taught myself to ignore that and, in any case, I had other more pressing distractions. Now my hands were free, I cupped my breasts and gently stroked the tips of both nipples. The signals I was sending to my brain made me think of only one thing and the vulval patch effectively checked that possibility. I was driving myself up a blind alley, but I had no choice if I wanted to mollify the tickling sensation that never seemed to stop.

The next morning was a repeat of the previous day with the only difference being that I knew what to expect. Claudette watched Joe connect me to the display stand so that she’d know what to do if Joe was ever unavailable and we both gasped when Joe unlatched the spool’s detent and it wound in the chain. It fixed me as firmly as before, but where I only saw compassion in Joe’s eyes, in Claudette’s I saw traces of a smile.

The day dragged by as slowly as before with, if anything, even more voyeurs. All the employees came for their second viewing and I suppose word was spreading around the company’s clientele; I was becoming famous.

Claudette took me back to the pod in the evening and was gone by six, but at six forty-five, there was a tentative knock on the door and my sister’s face appeared. Of course, I called her in and she sat on the bunk next to me to unpack the bag she’d brought with her: two bottles of beer, some corn snacks, and the ubiquitous chocolate bar.

“I was so worried when I heard you’d been injured, but they wouldn’t even let me see you. Then Joe told me they'd taken you back to court and regraded you to Level 1. I've never heard of anyone actually being Level 1 before. Hasn’t made much difference, though, has it? Here you are still in the same little sleeping pod with your tits out and your arse still chained to the wall.”

“It has made a difference. I can't go out without an escort now and I'm not allowed to do any work; I just have to be there.”

“I see they’ve decorated your tits too; very pretty.”

“How’s Boris? Does he know you're here?”

“Of course, he does. He won’t come himself, but he can't stop me coming. Do you think we can still go to the park on Saturdays?”

I shook my head. “I've just said I’m not allowed out without an escort.”

“I could escort you,”

I laughed. “I don’t think it works like that. Anyway, Saturdays aren’t free anymore. They take me to the Mall in town.”

“What for?”

“I just have to be there. It’s something the judge said I must do.”

“Well ok… I’ll come and see you there.”

“I wish you wouldn’t.”

“Don’t be silly, of course I will. How will I find you?”

“I don’t think finding me will be a problem, but really… It would be embarrassing.”

“Aline, I know you now have to bare your tits in public; what could be more embarrassing than that? Now then, open your beer; I’ll have to take the bottle away with me when I go. We don’t want to make that mistake again.”

‘No indeed’, I thought and reached for the chocolate.

“I have news for you,” she said mysteriously. “It’s why we’re celebrating with beer and chocolates… I’m pregnant.”

My… That was news. Emily and Boris had been together for five years and I'd been expecting to hear such for most of that time, but that didn’t reduce my heartfelt congratulations. But what did temper my happiness just a bit was the thought that I wouldn’t be able to spend time with my niece or nephew and that the child would grow only knowing that I was a convicted thief. I hoped to God they never discovered the terms of my conviction.

It was a good evening. It was good to see Emily again and exciting to hear her news, although I wished I hadn't mentioned Saturday’s visit to the town centre. I considered making her promise to stay away, but it was inevitable that she’d find out sooner or later.

She stayed for an hour, leaving just before the door locked and taking all the evidence of our illicit activities with her. I climbed into bed and read a book until the light went out and then spent the next couple of hours thinking about my life and where it was going whilst very gently massaging my nipples.

At midnight, the dilplex device sealed inside me, my own personal frustrator, began to live up to its name and I encouraged it by tormenting my own tits. At 12.02, I realised that it was not stopping and at 12.05 I was still shrieking. Soon after that, I fell asleep and slept soundly until woken by the internal light and Lulu’s sweet voice informing me it was time for my shower.

Another day, this one a Friday, and I spent most of it worried about the coming Saturday. It was silly really because however discomforting and degrading the day would be, I knew I would survive. Claudette reinstalled me in the pod that evening and I spent another restless night unable to settle. When I did eventually fall asleep about two, I awoke at five and sobbed until the light came on at six thirty.

By seven-thirty I had pulled on my long socks and shoes, the only clothes I was now permitted to wear apart from the bondage corset, and was ready for whatever the day would bring, or thought I was… It was past eight before the door opened and what greeted me was not Mr Cline or any of his contemporaries; it was two schoolgirls.


Chapter 18    
Ist Day at the Mall

Istared at them and they stared at me, and then they both burst out giggling.

“Oh wow… Will you look at those tits… And they're banded too just like in the book. I've never seen banded tits before.”

“Me neither,” said the shorter one. “I think they look quite attractive.”

“’Course they look attractive. That’s the point of the bands, dope; they make the nips stand out and attract attention.”

They bundled through the doorway and stood in front of me, their eyes wide as they roamed up and down my naked body.

“You're our first,” said the taller girl. “I’m Trace and she’s Marie-Lou but you can call her piggy; everyone else does.”

“No… She’s our prisoner. She has to call me Miss Marie-Lou or ma’am and you Miss Trace.”

“Oh, ok. What she says. We’re here to take you to the mall for the day.”

“You're our first,” said Marie-Lou again. “We only joined in September.”

“It was either that or go to college and we didn’t fancy that. And we get free uniforms.” Trace stepped back to show off her spotless new, custody officer’s uniform in dark green with gold braid around her collar, cuffs, and epaulets, and her badge of office proudly displayed on her chest - the city’s crest above a pair of manacles linked by a heavy chain. Beneath their open jackets, they both wore scooped-necked, pastel-coloured t-shirts which marked them out as Status Level 4 or 5 and their fresh faces and pigtails suggested they were both sixteen, seventeen at most.

“Does she need a hobble?” asked Marie-Lou looking at my legs.

“All Level 1 convicts must be hobbled; don’t you remember Chapter 5? It says that Level 1’s should always be considered a flight risk. It’s why we’re supposed to put all the stuff on her before we release her from the wall.”

I looked down at their feet as they were looking at mine. They were both wearing regulation ankle boots and, like me, long, black over-the-knee socks which still left much of their pale thighs exposed below the hems of their uniform skirts. Mine left all the tops of my thighs exposed below the smooth, featureless curve of my neutered vulva.

“We’re supposed to ask you whether you’ve been irrigated,” said Tracy.

I’d been so surprised by these two girls that that it took me a few moments to realise that they expected a response from me.

“I think she’s a bit slow,” murmured Marie-Lou.

I started nodding. “Yes, I've done that,” I eventually managed.

“Where did Cline say her stuff was?”

“In the cupboard next to the door,” said Tracy. “He said fit the corset first so we can get her hands restrained.”

Marie-Lou pulled out the corset and I, like a good girl, lifted up my arms. Tracy wrapped it around my waist, zipped it up at the back, and pressed the zipper tab onto its locking stud. Then she got hold of both tensioning toggles and yanked them as hard as she could to squeeze my waist and push the air from my lungs.

“Do you think that’s tight enough?” she asked and Marie-Lou shrugged.

“It is,” I gasped, but she pulled them again and the corset gripped me even tighter. I felt like a wasp.

“That looks better,” said Marie-Lou. “She’s got some shape now. You strap-up her right hand and I’ll do the left.”

I was getting worried. I was obliged to grant them total control over my body, but did these adolescents really know what they were doing? With my hands made useless, they turned to the bridle and pacifier.

“This looks neat,” said Tracy squeezing the gel ball in her hand to make it extrude out the back. “It fucks your head whenever you close your mouth.”

“Oh wow! Let me see,” and, holding the straps of the bridle, Marie-Lou pushed it into her own mouth. She made a muffled grunting noise and worked her mouth like a fish, pumping the gel ball’s expanding phallus in and out of her throat. After a few moments, she pulled it out and giggled. “That’s really good. It’s very realistic.”

“Let me try,” said Tracy and did the same thing. The resultant hilarity only deepened when I told them they're welcome to wear it instead of me. They thought not and insisted on pushing it into my mouth and then connecting up all the straps, finishing with the locking stud behind my neck.

“You know, I think it suits you. It’s your hair. The black straps on white hair look so cool.”

“Close your mouth then,” said Marie-Lou and stared at me intently. ‘If it humours them,’ I thought and slowly closed, forcing the soft jelly-like shaft into my throat. It went too deep and I had to open again. Marie-Lou squealed with delight. “Look… She’s fucking her own head and she’ll be doing that all day.”

“We ought to get moving. We’re meant to be at the mall by nine. What’s next on the list?”

Marie-Lou consulted her phone: “There’s just install hydration pipe, hobble, coat, and leash; then we can go.”

“Ok. This is the pipe,” and Tracy held up the 10 cm long connector with its thin flexible feed pipe attached to its base at a right angle. “This end goes in her bum,” and she pushed me forward over the bunk and gripped the chain to stop me rising.

“Does that really work?” asked Marie-Lou looking at my anal anchor.

“Course it does. It’s all pumped up inside her. It’s like it’s glued into her; she’s never going to be able to get that out by herself,” and she demonstrated to her friend by pulling the chain and making me squeal when my anal muscle distended and my cheeks clenched.

Marie-Lou made an ‘Ooo’ sound and was obviously impressed. “It’s quite thick, isn’t it?”

“It’s got a lot inside it; there’s the computer for a start, and then there’s the battery, speaker, several valves, and the various smart locks. It’s no wonder she’s looking a little stretched.”

“I don’t think I’d like to have one stuck in me all the time.”

“No, of course you wouldn’t. It’s not meant to be enjoyed. Quite apart from anything else, it’s gonna leave her incontinent when it’s eventually removed; her sphincter’s never going to work the same ever again and she’ll need some sort of plug and diapers. Same with the catheter. Muscles disappear if you don’t use them.”

I lay frozen on the bed. No-one had ever said anything like that to me before, but, of course, it made sense. Eight years with that plug locked inside me will obviously have an effect. I’m going to be wearing adult diapers for the rest of my life. I felt Tracy push the hydration pipe up into the anchor and then pull the thin tube between my cheeks to press the other end into the underside of the water reservoir on my back.

“Lulu, lock hydration pipe.”

“Hydration pipe locked, Miss Tracy,” said my worst enemy from my bottom.

“You can get up now…”

I didn’t want to get up. I just wanted to lay on the bunk and die, but they were insistent.

“Do we fill her up with water now?”

“Might as well,” said Tracy and unscrewed the top of the reservoir and while she was filling, Marie-Lou was looking at my breasts.

“Are we allowed to touch?”

I was shaking my head.

“Of course,” said Tracy. “We’re her custody officers; she has to do everything we say.”

“I think I really do want some of these. Don’t they look great?”

“Do you intend to stay a Level 4 all your life? You're not like her; you can’t go about flashing your tits all the time and once you start getting promoted, you won’t ever be allowed to flash them.”

“I’ll have boyfriends...”

I’m looking from one to the other wondering what was going to happen next, and while I was looking at Tracy, Marie-Lou latched onto my left nipple. I squealed and tried to pull away, but she’d got her teeth behind the band and my efforts just resulted in a painful stretch. I could feel her tongue flicking across the part of my nipple that was peeping through the band and it was almost more than I could take.

“C’mon, Marie-Lou. Stop messing about. We’re already late. You do her hobble while I get her coat.”

I breathed a deep sigh when the girl released my nipple and had my eyes closed when Trace wrapped my coat about my shoulders and clipped the leash to my collar. A word from her and my chain dropped away, confirmed by Lulu, and we left, the two girls leading and me following, compliant and silent, and full of dread.

✽ ✽ ✽

It was everything I hoped it wouldn’t be… The only way it could have been worse would have been if I hadn’t been wearing the coat; at least that offered some temporary privacy whilst I was led into the wide hall where most of the city’s largest stores were grouped. There was a 250 metre walk to the central atrium where the roof rose 30 metres and was topped by a cupola with a ring of coloured roof lights. Everywhere I looked I saw glass and chrome, windows populated by mannequins wearing the latest metallic-sheen gowns, tuxedos, risqué cocktail dresses, playsuits, and lingerie in silk, leather and lace.

And there were people; hundreds of people crowding the walkways; beautiful people with twenty-thousand euro bodies wearing ten-thousand euro clothes, parting as we approached and closing again after us. I looked at their hungry faces as they studied the bridle and pacifier locked to my head, and the leash attached to my collar with the two teenage girls leading me… to where? No-one was sure what was about to happen but keen not to miss any of it and the procession behind me was growing longer all the time.

And then we arrived. The hall expanded into a vast circular atrium and there, in pride of place right in the centre, was an identical copy of the Lexicon display arch. I stopped when I saw it and Tracy turned when the leash pulled.

“C’mon. Your audience is waiting,” and I lurched forward when she tugged the lead.

✽ ✽ ✽

Humiliation is a strange feeling. There’s no physical pain attached to it, but you feel yourself shrivelling inside. I looked down from my elevated perch at the sea of faces gazing up at me with a mix of emotions. Some showed nothing but the blank stares of the confused and those that just didn’t care, the quizzical gaze of the curious, or the lustful leers of a degenerate when a potential victim appears helpless, but most wore the self-satisfied smiles of the righteous when a sinner is punished.

The girls had erected small signs either side of the display arch to explain my sin and the precise nature of the retribution being exacted. Details of the torments I was sentenced to suffer were itemised in a list and displayed before them in real life: the sealed vulva, the banded nipples, the demeaning way my restraint chain was attached, and, of course, not only my loss of freedom, but my loss of all dignity. It was a terrible price I was paying, but the notices made it clear that I deserved every minute of it and carried the implied warning ‘This could be you’ if you don’t behave.

Tracy and Marie-Lou stayed beside me for the first hour, but the lustrous lure of the shops proved too enticing and they quietly disappeared. There was a small barrier erected around me a little more than an arm’s span away and I was grateful for that, but as the day wore on, so my audience, five deep around the front, pressed forward until hands began to reach up to touch the tips of my provocative teats and that’s when I began to dance. I couldn’t help myself; each touch was like an electric shock and I would move wildly in response to a contact. I couldn’t see below my chest, so couldn’t anticipate a touch; only react.

During one such an episode, I was squirming with closed eyes and plaintive sounds and the chain links to the spool behind me were clicking as they snapped taut and relaxed in response to my antics, but that only seemed to encourage the tall, middle-aged man in front of me to intensify my torment. Beside him, his equally mature wife with her carefully coiffured hair with blue and orange streaks, rippled with laughter in her blue damask gown.

There was a lull and I opened my eyes to see the couple pushing their way back through the crowd to continue their shopping and then I saw Emily. She was standing behind the fourth row with Boris at her side. She was as rigid as a statue and her expression was one of unmitigated shock. Her eyes were wide and her mouth was gaping open. I stared back and our eyes locked together in shared sibling dismay. Beside her, Boris’s face showed only perplexity, as if he couldn’t understand what was happening.

A hand reached up and snatched at the metal band on my left teat and I gave a muted shriek, shaking wildly to try and throw it off, but the hold was tenacious. I could hear high-pitched female voices urging my tit bandit to go for the other one too, but he couldn’t reach and his grip failed, allowing me to temporarily bounce free to a chorus of girlish giggles.

I looked back to where Emily and Boris were standing, but they'd gone.


Chapter 19    
A Visit from my Friends

Saturday was the worst day of my life, improved only marginally by the return of Tracy and Marie-Lou about midday. They did reposition the misplaced barrier, but not far enough away to be really effective and then allowed it to slide forward again. At five, I was dismounted and led back through the mall naked except for my shoes, socks, and restrictive corset. A jeering crowd following me all the way to the door where Tracy wrapped my coat about my shoulders and we continued out into the cooler evening. Even then, adolescent boys amused themselves at my expense until I was locked into the cage at the rear of the van and we glided away.

By five-forty-five, I was re-attached to the wall in my pod and sitting alone on my bunk, and at six, a food locker popped open. It seemed to be some sort of pasta bake; it could have been worse…

I opened the oven to heat it up and there was a small bottle of beer inside, the same brand that Josie drinks. I grinned; she must have put it there during the day, a gift to lift my spirits; thank you Josie.

With supper temporarily forgotten, I twisted the cap off the bottle and took a long draft. It tasted so good. I drank it slowly, but not so slowly that it went flat and by six-forty-five it had gone. I lay back on the bunk and the day’s tribulations began to fade from my mind.

My nipples seemed to be particularly itchy and I thought at first it must have been due to the extra attention they'd received that day and the more I tried to soothe them, the itchier they got. It took me a while to realise that it was a special type of itchiness, one that made me wish that it was someone else doing the soothing.

By seven, I was rubbing the patch between my legs to produce some sort of reaction, but the result was not good. If I pressed really hard, I could detect the changes in pressure, but, of course, there was no friction. I went back to tormenting my nipples; that was, at least, a distraction from the thought of a man inside my vagina.

“By seven-thirty, my mood had intensified to the extent that I was lying on the bunk with the pillow wedged under my hips and my breasts grasped tightly in both hands. The rolling of my hips was mimicking being in the throes of love-making, but my aim was to incite an orgasm and in that it was singularly disappointing. I had already triggered my frustrator at seven-fifteen, but it had operated for no more than a few seconds before shutting down and I reasoned it was because my heartrate was already high. What’s more, I knew from reading the regulations that it would not trigger more than once an hour, although that hadn’t stopped my frequent attempts to enliven it again.

It was now seven-forty-five and my tits were red and bruised. And then my door opened.

“Poppy!” I gasped.

“Aline. I thought we’d just pop in to say hello… I see you’ve found the little present I left for you.”

“You left the beer?” Suddenly, everything made sense. She’d deliberately drugged me again with HPAS; my libido was soaring as high as a bird and won’t be back on earth for hours.

“Hello, Aline,” said another voice behind Poppy, the very familiar voice of Clark. “Feeling a wee bit amorous?”

“Go away, both of you. I don’t want you here.”

“Oh, that’s not very nice; we’ve only just arrived,” said Clark.

“You’ll have to go; the door’s about to lock.”

“Well, actually, we left it this long so we wouldn’t be disturbed. Isn't that right, Poppy?”

“That’s right. In fact, we may as well lock the door now… Lulu, lock the door.”

I heard the door click and Lulu announce from in my bum, “Door locked, Miss Poppy.”

“Thank you, Lulu,” said Poppy.

“Will there be anything else, Miss Poppy?”

“Not for the moment, thank you, Lulu.”

I stared at her and she grinned back. “Did you forget that I am still registered as one of your keepers?” She reached out a hand to place it on a cheek of my bum right next to the anchor and I caught my breath as I felt a wave of desire sweep over me. I couldn’t fight this, my natural responses had been amplified too much, the hormone levels flowing through my system much too high to ignore. Clark touched my hair and I gazed up at his beautiful face, losing myself in his dark eyes.

“We saw you today,” said Clark. “You probably didn’t see us because we were standing behind you.”

“Behind me,” I whispered to myself, not really paying attention to his words.

“Stand up,” he whispered and like a zombie, I slipped off the bed and pressed myself against him. I needed to feel him; I wanted him so much; I needed to feel him move inside me, filling me with his love and desire like we used to do. I rose on tiptoes to press our lips together and closed my eyes as our mouths opened and our tongues touched. My hands were on his groin and he was swelling rapidly.

“Not like that,” he whispered and eased my arms away from his engorged cock until they were touching behind my back. Almost without me realising, Poppy linked my wrists with a pair of handcuffs. His hands slipped back around my body and our kisses intensified as his palms cupped my breasts and his thumbs stroked the tips of my nipples.

I swooned, falling against him and now his hands were wrapped around my thighs, lifting me bodily from the ground to better reach his mouth. I wrapped my legs about his waist and gripped his hips with my knees.

“God, you're a sexy little bitch.” He took two paces forward to press me against the back wall of the pod, crushing my tits against his chest and eliciting a long, low moan from my lips as my senses shifted into overload.

The pressure eased and I felt Poppy’s hands behind me, touching my anal anchor. I tried to hold them with my cuffed hands, but they were illusive and instead I found myself gripping the chain to the wall staple.

“Ok. You can put her down now.”

Clark moved back and I felt myself dragged away from him, pulled by my retention chain. My legs dropped and my toes touched the floor, but now the chain was taut. He took another pace back and without support, my upper body dropped forward. I shrieked, only saving myself from folding all the way to the floor by hanging onto the wall staple. Poppy had connected the first and last links of the chain together with a padlock and now I was balanced on tiptoe, hanging from the wall by my arse with my head level with Clark’s groin.

“Clark tells me you wouldn’t suck his cock the last time you two met.”

I nodded and waves of regret washed over me. How could I have rejected such a thing? He moved closer so that my face touched the front of his jeans. God, he felt so good. I wished with all my heart that I could see him in the flesh and touch him once more. At that moment, that horn that was concealed in his pants millimetres from my face was everything I desired in the world. I didn’t care that I was hung up by my bum; it meant nothing compared to the cock I was nuzzling.

Poppy knelt beside me and swept a hand under my dangling tits to set them in motion, disturbing the bright silver bands on their dark teats and sending a myriad more messages to my brain.

“Oh God, please…”

“I think she wants you now,” said Poppy. “What do you think? Do you want to let the dog see the bone?”

Clark grinned and took another pace back to unfasten his belt and pull his jeans and underpants down to his knees. His cock sprung free of its confinement to point directly at my face and I watched it bobbing up and down as if hypnotised.

“C’mon then… What do you say?” asked Poppy and slapped the side of my tit to get my attention.

I squealed and lunged towards him at the expense of pulling painfully on the chain and triggering the EMS, and then began pleading with my tormentors. I needed that cock and knew I could die without it.

Clark stepped forward and I consumed him greedily.

✽ ✽ ✽

I had very little idea what time it was; around nine I suppose. I was still hanging from the wall unable to stand upright and reluctant to let go of the chain because I would topple forwards and that would pull on my anchor. Poppy and Clark were sitting side by side on my bunk, kissing and playing around, and, every few minutes, Poppy would stretch out a foot to sweep it below my chest just to watch me squirm. I still had some of Clark’s semen on my face, although most had gone in my mouth and I could still taste it, but there was another more musky taste on my tongue that I now couldn’t avoid. I had been so persistent with my entreaties that I had tired my guests and Poppy had stuffed my mouth with her underwear, retaining it by tying Clark’s cotton handkerchief around my head. The mingling of flavours only seemed to heighten my desire, but I was now unable to express myself.

I watched distraught and increasingly frantic as my ex-boyfriend and my ex-assistant became evermore amorous before my eyes. Clark had unzipped her dress, which I suspect was real leather, from neck to hem and laid it open. I could see her recently reshaped breasts flat on her chest with their pink nipples erect while Clark rolled one and then the other between finger and thumb before taking each between his teeth. Poppy was alternately squealing and giggling, and had both hands clasped around his rapidly hardening penis.

After a while, he’d regained his vigour and Poppy suddenly rolled her hips and folded each foot over his back. I had an unobstructed view as she carefully fed the head of his cock into her sopping vaginal sheath. Clark pushed himself up on rigid arms and then thrust himself into her, filling her with a single lunge that pressed together their pubic bones and intermingled their wiry pubic hair.

Poppy screamed with delight and rolled her hips even more to present the full length of her vulva to his weight, wrapped her arms around his chest, and drew their bodies inextricably close. I mewed with need and pain to see Clark withdraw thick and slickened from Poppy only to thrust back into her with a force that that made her gasp and rolled her tits up her chest. I sucked at her panties in my mouth to savour her essence and rolled my body to feel my tits flicking from side to side below my chest, I even bounced against the wall to feel my anchor tugging at my anal sphincter and my cheeks spasm, but it was not enough… Nowhere near.

Tears were streaming down my face by the time I saw Clark suddenly stiffen and press himself deep in her loins whilst Poppy tried to engage him with a kiss. After a few moments, he relaxed, kissed her lips, and slid his rapidly softening penis from her. Poppy sighed, unfolded her legs, and watched as he sat upright and grinned at her.

“Thanks, sweetie. You were great.”

“Thank you, sir.” She returned his grin and then nodded at her crotch. “Fancy finishing me off?”

Clark looked… His semen was dribbling from between the folds of her labia and mixing with the thick, white cream that was all of her own making.

“Nah, don’t think so. What about our little sex bomb here; she’ll do it for you.”

Clark was suggesting that they include me in their games. I looked at Polly and saw only a chance of engaging sexually with another: a kiss, a touch… I had no illusions regarding my sealed-up sex, but imagined I might be able to trigger my frustrator; surely that would work with my libido breaking the scale. I nodded enthusiastically.

Polly gave Clark the padlock key and suddenly I was free. Well, relatively free with the whole two metres of chain now available. Before I could recover my balance, Clark had lifted me bodily onto the bunk and plopped me down between Poppy’s knees. Then he untied the gag and cleared my mouth.

I gazed down at her engorged labia with its hood of thick, black hair and breathed deeply, drawing in the rich pheromones produced by her copious secretions and I felt my senses begin to spin with the heady vapour, but Clark was impatient; he grabbed a handful of my hair and pushed my head down between Poppy’s thighs. Poppy wrapped her legs over my back to entrap my head and suddenly I found breathing difficult. With my hands still locked behind my back, I pushed against the undersides of her thighs with my shoulders and she lifted her hips. Now my mouth was pressed hard against the entrance of her vagina and I could lap up mouthfuls of the mixed fluids, but perhaps more importantly, my nose was clear and I could breathe.

“There’s a good little bitch… Now my clit,” and Poppy swivelled her hips to reposition my mouth. “Ooo yes… Suck it, bitch… Harder…”

I was doing my best. I drew the hard little bud between my lips and flicked its tip with my tongue. I could taste Clark, but I could smell Poppy’s own personal perfume and it was making me feel giddy.

I felt Clark climb onto the bunk between my ankles and grab hold of the chain, lifting my hips even higher than they were. I had an image in my head of my broad, white hips all but suspended from the chain and it felt so erotic. I could touch his fingers with my cuffed hands and stroked them gently whilst at my head, Poppy had hold of handfuls of hair and was pressing me harder against herself. Clark touched me with his free hand, his fingers tickling from the tops of my long socks up the inside of my thighs until he was touching the smooth surface of the patch; so near yet so far… I groaned and momentarily lost concentration with Poppy and was rewarded by Clark shaking my chain violently and then slapping me hard on my right cheek.

“You heard your mistress; suck harder,” and he slapped me again.

Poppy orgasmed. She rolled her hips up to move my mouth away from her oversensitised clitoris and, instead, I was back over her vaginal entrance, now with a thick cream flowing between my lips. She rested for a minute or two and then insisted that I lick her clean before swinging her leg over my head and standing. Behind me, Clark also stood and I looked plaintively from one to the other.

“Please don’t go… You can't leave me like this.” I slipped off the bed and lurched forward towards Poppy’s naked breasts only to find that Clark still had hold of the chain.

“Oh sweetie,” said Poppy. “We have to go,” and she reached out to cup my heavy left breast in her palm. Behind me, Clark unlocked the cuffs on my hands and I immediately clamped both hands over Poppy’s to press her palm harder against my flesh.

“I don’t want you to go,” I wailed and Poppy smiled.

“Actually, you're a little too sticky to play with now, so you’ll just have to amuse yourself,” she said whilst behind me, Clark reached between my legs and slapped the underside of the patch. I jumped and then felt the shaft of the frustrator power upwards into me at the same time as the clit stim rolled between my labia. I screamed and dropped to the floor, barely noticing when Poppy said: “Lulu, let us out.”

“Yes Miss Poppy…”

Through half closed eyes, I saw the door close behind them and I was alone again.


Chapter 20    
A Proposition for Poppy and Abigail

Following that memorable weekend, the following week was, by comparison, an anti-climax. Each evening, I expected Emily to call, but the week crawled by and nobody at all knocked on my door; my evenings were sedentary, quiet, and solitary. I knew that Emily would have been upset at seeing me displayed in the mall, but I would not have expected her to be so disillusioned that she curtailed all future visits. As the week progressed, so her absence caused me to sink deeper into despair until by Friday, I couldn’t have cared what happened to me.

Friday was a significant day for me, but indirectly and I wasn’t aware of events at the time. The next part of my story comes not from self-involvement, but from what I subsequently learnt talking to Poppy. It involves Abigail and Poppy, and I’ll start with them watching Claudette lead me away from Lexicon that Friday evening…

“You know, in some ways I feel sorry for Aline,” said Poppy. “She did try to be nice to me.”

“Don’t feel sorry for her; it could very easily have been you with a plug lodged in your bum. Someone had to be the patsy,” said Abigail. “And she did rather elect herself. Her timing was perfect.”

“Oh, I have no problem with her taking the fall for us, but to then seal her up like that; it must be awful.”

“What? The vulval patch or the chain anchor?”

“Oh God, I don’t think I could stand either. And for eight years… Just think what that must do to her insides.”

“I should think it’s probably done it already; she’s been plugged for more than six months now and I suspect that’s more than enough to permanently dilate her sphincter.”

“I suppose she’s used to it by now.”

“Well, used to being plugged, but perhaps not used to being displayed with the tether chain constantly pulling. It’s been three weeks now; d’you think she’s got used to that?”

“It must feel odd to be stretched like that and not be able to move.”

“I did hear they're going to give her a break from the display stand for a few weeks and start up again at Christmas. She’ll make a good Christmas decoration.”

“With fairy lights around her body and tinsel hanging from her tits…” added Poppy and they both laughed. “I did try to cheer her up earlier with a little chat. Well, I was chatting; her, not so much… I told her about last night when Clark had taken me out for dinner and what I did for him afterwards to repay him.”

“You're wicked,” said Abigail, which made Poppy grin.

Claudette and I had by this time turned the corner and were out of sight and that, apparently, was the cue for the conversation to take a more serious turn.

“What does Hugo want to see us about? I thought you’d told him we couldn’t get any more of the stuff without giving ourselves away.”

“I did; he knows that. He says he has an idea and that it could be very profitable for us.”

“Is he threatening us?”

“Let’s just say he was very insistent that we see him. I said we’d be there by eight.”

“I don’t like this. I thought we weren’t going to have anything more to do with him. It was going to be a one-time venture.”

“Poppy, it’s probably better if we don’t cross him. It’s his ruthless streak that’s got him where he is. Let’s just go and see what’s on his mind.”

They used Abigail’s private car to travel the thirty kilometres west to Hugo’s club in the next city, arriving early and cruising along the broad, brightly lit boulevard shortly before eight. Hugo’s club, the Red Dragon, was sandwiched between a high-class restaurant and a late-night hypermarket and was accessed through wrought-iron gates and a short, curving drive.

Abigail’s car stopped outside the entrance they were met by a young woman wearing a concierge uniform: a dark, high-necked serge waistcoat, a black skirt of layered tulle intended to suggest a dancer’s vintage tutu, and over-the-knee black lace stockings supported by several long ribbon suspenders that encased her pale thighs like prison bars.

“Abigail LeClair for Mr Hugo Farleigh,” said Abigail.

“He’s expecting you,” said the girl, who introduced herself as Suzy. She led the way up the entrance steps and the two women followed gazing up at the girl’s legs from her ankle boots until they became lost in the ruffles of her skirt and the frilly lace of her panties. In the plush lobby, Abigail and Poppy surrendered their coats to a similarly attired young woman and then followed Suzy up a winding marble staircase and along a long corridor to Hugo’s vast office. He stood when he saw them and stepped around his desk to hug Abigail warmly.

“And you must be Poppy,” he said squeezing Poppy in an equally enthusiastic bear hug. He smiled warmly down at Poppy from his impressive height of 190 cm and his syrupy English accent seemed to soothe any reservations she had. “It’s so nice to finally meet you after all your efforts on our behalf. And Abigail… as beautiful as ever.”

Whilst Hugo was intent on pleasantries, Abigail went straight to the point: “You do know that we’re not able to get any more product for you?” she asked, looking warily at Suzy who was standing like a statue next to the door.

“Let’s not talk about that yet… I thought I’d start by giving you both a tour of our facilities first.”

“And why would you do that?” asked Abigail genuinely confused.

“I think it’s important that you realise the benefit that your contribution has had to our business. Please… Humour me,” and he indicated an elevator in the corner of his office. The door slid open and he invited the girls to enter before both he and Suzy followed and the carriage descended.

When the door opened, they were faced with a broad corridor lined with a deep-pile, red carpet. It was populated by several suited men and elegant women talking amongst themselves whilst long-legged girls clad just like Suzy but in white moved between them with fresh bottles of wine and spirits. The club’s clientele all seemed to be gazing to the right through a screen of glass and, as Abigail and Poppy looked, one of the men placed his glass on a table behind him and a hostess opened a glass door to allow him to pass through. Then she touched a button and the glass immediately went opaque.

“We have three dozen entertainment units,” explained Hugo. “It seems by far the most efficient way to control proceedings. Each unit is self-contained with a bed, toilet, and shower facilities. During the daytime, the doors between the units can all be opened to allow the girls to access the common recreational areas and the kitchen, and during the evenings, they retire to their own units and spend their time entertaining their guests. Come… I’ll introduce you to a few,” and he wandered casually along the passageway to the first window.

The lighting in the unit was subdued and atmospheric, low back-lights illuminating the shadowy profile of a young girl standing on a low podium close to the glass. Behind her was a broad bed mattress and behind that, a doorway into an unlit shower room. The walls were indistinct, but Poppy could see that the sides and ceiling of the unit were mirrored whilst the back wall was dark with several silver rings fixed to its surface.

The girl moved… She turned her head to flick long, coppery-coloured hair from her face and bare shoulders disclosing the fact that there was a ball gag retained in her mouth by a leather head harness, but beyond that, she remained strangely still with her arms clasped behind her back and her long legs pressed tightly together. She wore a silver collar and was naked apart from tall boots and Poppy couldn’t help but stare at her small, rounded breasts and pert nipples, made all the more enticing by the small, conical areolae shields that caused her nipples to project unnaturally through the shields’ central apertures.

She was a pretty girl, tall and lithe with large dark eyes that sparkled in the low light, and she was young, probably still in her teens.

“She can't see you through the glass,” said Hugo. “She's just waiting for her next client…”

They moved on to the next unit where a similarly attired girl stood in exactly pose the same pose on her podium. This girl was older, twenty-two or three perhaps, with short, dark hair, but she was taller and her breasts were fuller, although they displayed the same metallic shields around her teats. She suddenly squirmed, twisting on the spot to cause her breasts to bounce and jiggle and, in so doing, showed that her arms were encased in an arm-binder behind her back. Like the first girl, she stood with her legs straight and pressed closely together with her vaginal cleft concealed by a mop of luxuriant dark pubic hair.

The next unit was obscured by opaque glass, but the one after that contained a blonde girl in her thirties, not much younger than Abigail. She was heavier than either of the previous two with large breasts and broad hips contrasting with a narrow waist. She was standing on her podium exactly like the others with her mouth sealed and her arms behind her back.

“Do they all have to stand like that?” asked Abigail.

“Of course,” said Hugo. “They have no choice,” and as he spoke, the girl raised one knee in a futile attempt to change position disclosing a metal post rising between her legs.

“There is a cradle bar at the back between her cheeks. It stops her sinking too low on her post,” said Hugo when he saw Poppy gazing at the girl’s bare crotch.

“You’ve drugged these girls, haven’t you?” asked Abigail.

“Only with the medication your company makes.”

“And you’ve imprisoned them so they can't escape.”

“The drug only last for a few hours during the evening and night; during the daytime they are completely lucid, but still they do not ask to leave. Do you not realise that HPAS, or at least its physiological effect, is addictive? These girls have become addicted to the enhanced orgasms… If any asked, I would allow them to leave, but they choose to stay and even remount themselves on their posts after an encounter with a client in the hope of securing successive congress and further attention. Of course, to stop them making themselves sore and reducing the effectiveness of the medication, we have to prevent them from stimulating themselves, which is why they have their arms bound.”

“And the gags?” asked Abigail accusingly.

“Just to keep the noise levels down while they're waiting and to give our male clients more confidence.” Abigail looked confused and Hugo went on to explain that the girls can become very excited. “When the balls are removed from their mouths, the harnesses still hold their jaws apart with an internal clamp, so they can't accidentally bite.”

The next couple of units were opaque suggesting their occupants were engaged in play and the little group gazed along the corridor at the long glass wall. “Eighteen units along here and another eighteen behind,” said Hugo. “They're all the same and most are busy, so I don’t think it’s worthwhile to venture further,” and so saying, he turned back to the elevator.

Back in his office, Hugo settled himself behind his desk. “Please… Take a seat, and his arm swept over a pair of antique upholstered chairs. “Drinks?” he asked.

Both women nodded and Suzy discreetly disappeared on the errand.

“How much do you think you supplied?” asked Hugo.

“HPAS, you mean? Six batches of two kilos each; twelve kilos.”

“Twelve kilos,” repeated Hugo wistfully, “For which you were well paid.”

“I have no complaints on that score,” said Abigail.

“Unfortunately, twelve kilos can't last forever.”

“But we can't get any more without giving away the fact that Aline is innocent and that will cause the authorities to look carefully at me and Poppy.”

“Oh dear me… I wouldn’t want that, but your statement isn’t totally accurate; there are various ways we could mislead the authorities. How much HPAS is there at any one time in the factory?”

“It varies,” said Abigail.

“I realise that; say just before a run of Prolibinol.”

“They like to have at least four two-litre containers in the stock cupboard before they start pressing the pills.”

“And in the raw powder hopper on the production line?”

“That holds about another four kilos.”

“Twelve kilos… That’s as much as you supplied in five months of pilfering.”

“But there’s no way we could steal all that without giving ourselves away.”

“Abigail… You’re not using your imagination. You know how controversial Prolibinol is; it attracts all sorts of protests from women’s groups that think that it’s only created for men to manipulate women’s natural inclinations to religious groups who believe it’s wrong to try to enhance the pleasure associated with the act of procreation. It wouldn’t be at all surprising if one of the more extreme elements actually took it upon themselves to destroy the factory: blow it up so completely that no-one could tell that the stocks of HPAS were not destroyed by the explosives.”

“You're suggesting that we rob the factory of all the stock-piled powder and then flatten the factory so that no-one knows.”

“Got it in one.”

“But what about the alarms? As soon as anyone enters the factory, a remote recording will register the event, the police will respond, and it will be obvious that it’s not a terrorist attack.”

“We’ll disable the alarm. All you need to do for that is to arrange for the system to be serviced and one of my men will program it to malfunction at the appropriate time.”

“But even that act will give the game away. They’ll know it was me that contracted the false maintenance men.”

“I’ll arrange for the contact details to be spoofed; no blame will settle on you. All you need to do is to enter the factory one night using your normal access code, remove all the HPAS on site, and plant the explosives we’ll supply around the external walls. Then you make your escape with the booty before remotely detonating the explosives. The whole site will be reduced to so much hard-core and scrap metal, and you and I will be richer by several million euros.”

Suzy re-entered the office with the drinks and then took up her previous stance next to the door.

“So it will be Poppy and I taking all the risks?”

“You're the one that knows her way around the factory and can access the production line to extract most of the compound. You need to be there, so it makes sense that you complete the job.”

“Well, with due respect, I don’t think either of us are prepared to accept your kind offer, tempting as it may be. Of course, I’ll give you what assistance I can, but we’ll both need iron-clad alibis on the night of the theft.”

“I'm afraid that won’t be sufficient and I must insist on a more active role for yourself and your colleague.” Hugo Farleigh drained his whiskey in a single gulp and then laid the empty glass carefully on his desk, watching while Abigail and Poppy finished theirs.

“I think we should go,” said Abigail, but Hugo just smiled.

“I feel I should point out that an alternative scenario for you and the attractive Miss Poppy here would be to serve my club in the role of entertainment operatives. Pretty little teens are always welcome, of course, but you should be aware that there’s always a strong demand for more mature ladies of thirty or forty particularly if I can claim they were previously Status Level 12.”

“You think I'm not strong enough to resist the delights of HPAS? It’s a libido stimulant. It enhances hormone levels; it doesn’t turn a user into a zombie.”

“Well, we’ll see. You’ve just drank a 300 mg dose.”


Chapter 21    
A Taste of Medicine

Abigail stared first at her empty glass and then at Hugo.

“What…” she said, her voice now sounding a little weak and tremulous.

“There’s nothing to worry about. It’s only active in the bloodstream for about six hours before transmuting into its simpler constituent compounds. By three or four this morning you should be feeling almost back to normal.”

“And me?” asked Poppy with wide eyes.

“Oh no, not you. Yours is just pure unadulterated alcohol.”

“I… I don’t want this…” murmured Abigail.

“Nonsense. You should at least be aware of its effects having released so much into the community. You never know, like these other girls, in time you might come to enjoy the experience. Of course, you do become a bit of a slave to its effects. You're beginning to feel a little hot now, aren’t you?”

“Sod you, Hugo. You're never putting me into one of your little entertainment units.”

“Are you sure about that? You wouldn’t like to rub yourself on my cock, then?” Abigail’s gaze drifted down to Hugo’s suit trousers. “And what about Suzy? Perhaps you feel a certain attraction there? Suzy, come over here a moment, please.”

Abigail watched the girl approach, each long leg stepping coquettishly in front of the other with her short skirt spread wide by her numerous ruched petticoats. Her eyes rose to the front of her waistcoat, her imagination picturing each footfall causing her hidden breasts to tremble. Abigail had already unconsciously unfastened the top couple of buttons of her thick shirt and the swelling of her breasts was almost visible.

“Suzy,” said Hugo sweetly. “Be so good as to show Abigail your tits.”

Without hesitation, Suzy unzipped her jacket from neck to waist and it flapped open to reveal mounds of soft flesh and large dark areolae with firm nipples and Abigail couldn’t tear her eyes away as Suzy leant over her to press herself against Abigail’s face. Soon, Abigail was squirming on her chair while her mouth sought Suzy’s nipple and Suzy’s right hand reached down to unfasten the rest of Abigail’s shirt.

Suzy moved in front of her, leaned forward, and gently coaxed Abigail to her feet with a hand under each armpit. Abigail didn’t resist but rose until their faces were nose to nose and then, without a word, she wrapped her arms about Suzy’s neck and kissed her. Suzy returned the kiss, but at the same time unbuckled Abigail’s long skirt and let it slide to the floor about her feet.

When Suzy’s hand touched Abigail between her legs through the thin artificial silk of her pants, it was like the woman had been electrocuted. Her eyes sprung open wide and bored into Suzy, her mouth gaped open and spittle gathered on her lower lip, and she breathed deeply, thrusting her chest towards Suzy. Suzy smiled and moved both her hands up to slide the shirt from Abigail’s shoulders, pushing her arms down behind her as she went. As the shirt dropped from her hands, Hugo was there to clip her wrists together with metal cuffs, but Abigail didn’t seem to even notice. Suzy cupped her naked breast in a palm and Abigail swooned against her with a long, low moan.

“Take your new friend to my private unit; we’ll be along shortly.”

Suzy nodded and led Abigail away towards the elevator while Poppy watched with frightened eyes. Once the doors had closed and a low hum indicated that the lift car was moving away, Hugo resumed his seat and turned his attention back to Poppy.

“Well, my dear. And how do you feel about my plan?”

“I think it’s very clever,” she whispered, not really knowing what else to say.

“And do you think you’d like to be part of it in return for, say, one and a half million euros?”

Poppy relaxed and a smile appeared on her lips. “I think that would be very nice.”

“Good. Then let us celebrate with another drink,” and he topped up both their glasses from a bottle of best Japanese whiskey.

“If your plan works, I’ll be out of a job because the factory will have been demolished.”

“Temporarily,” said Hugo. “I’m sure Mr Granger would arrange something while the factory is being rebuilt and, if not, then I can find you employment here.”

“I’m not sure I could cope with your line of work,” she said with a grin. “Too much standing around.”

Hugo laughed. “I wasn’t thinking of you working in an entertainment unit, although there would be nothing to stop you if that’s what you would like. No… merely as a concierge greeting guests as they arrive. I can assure you that the money would be very good for a girl with intelligence and imagination. Tell me, how do you find working for Abigail?”

“She’s all right,” said Poppy sensing the tone of the conversation was developing in interesting ways.

“Better than your last boss?”

“You mean Aline. She’s nothing now but a decorative ornament and a reminder to the townsfolk to behave themselves.”

“Can Abigail be trusted, do you think?”

“Um… I suppose so.”

“I detect that you're a little hesitant. Let me put it another way: do you think if the opportunity presented itself, she would cut you out of the deal and take everything for herself?”

“I… I don’t know. Maybe. But you wouldn’t let that happen, would you?”

“Of course not; my whole business is built on trust, but I don’t fully trust Abigail. Once all this is over, I foresee a scenario where both you and her work for me here at the club, but you have my full confidence and are responsible for her welfare whilst she performs in, let us say, a more tactile role.”

Poppy stared at him and slowly the full meaning behind his words became clear.

“It’s why I am insisting that you accompany Abigail on this enterprise when logic suggests that she could complete the task very well by herself. I need someone I can trust overseeing the job even if she has to pretend to be subservient.”

“You can depend on me, Mr Farleigh.”

“Good. Now, shall we go and see how Abigail is getting along?”

They entered the same elevator as before, but this time it only dropped one floor into Hugo Farleigh’s private suite. There, on one wall of a large sitting room, was a glass unit just like the ones on the lower level and this one housed Abigail on a podium. The door to the unit was wide open and Abigail was staring out first at Suzy and then at Poppy and Hugo. She was still wearing her boots with their high heels, a prerequisite for her detention on her single prison bar because it prevented her lifting herself free of its confinement, but she wore nothing else other than an arm binder behind her back and a head harness.

Poppy could see the bar rising between her legs and beneath the wide arch of her crotch. She had no pubic hair and her inner lips, engorged, wet, and bright pink, appeared to grip its girth with a tenacious hold. She was twisting left and right, trying in vain to elicit a degree of friction from the post or even engage it with her exposed clitoris now that her labial lips had been eased apart, but meaningful contact was impossible.

Her frenetic antics were, however, having a spectacular effect on her breasts with their engorged nipples dark on her pale skin. She was bouncing and each lunge sent ripples of flesh travelling across her tits from base to tip and back again.

Her long, mousy-coloured hair hung in disarray over her shoulders and curled seductively around each mobile tit, but the head harness pressed it close about her head to display a face full of desperation and longing. Her eyes locked onto Poppy with a pleading gaze and her mouth, forced open so that her lips formed a plump, circular ring about a tongue that was moving like a fishing lure, tried to voice words that were barely intelligible.

Poppy burst out laughing.

It was the long, silicone dildo that was fixed over Abigail’s nose that Poppy was finding so hilarious. It resembled an elephant’s trunk as it bobbed up and down on her face.

“It’s for you,” said Hugo. “We've configured her to give pleasure to you.”

Poppy stopped laughing and gazed at the protuberance, at the plump, oval-shaped glans at its tip and its thick, vein-ribbed shaft above a mouth so eager to please and she saw it for what it was.

“No… I couldn’t.”

“Oh, but you must. I need you to demonstrate to her how needy she’s become and how easily I could incorporate her into my club if she proved uncooperative. I assure you you'll have complete privacy once the door is closed.”

“You want me to go in there and, well, tease her?”

“In a way. With her arms trapped behind her back, she’s incapable of pleasing herself and will be entirely dependent upon your generous ministrations. You will be the one in control and will need to guide her to provide your own pleasure. That dildo attached to her face and her open mouth are there to satisfying your needs and I think you'll find she’ll be anxious to please.”

“I can’t. Not with Abigail. I’m not that way inclined and it doesn’t seem right.”

“Ah… I anticipated a certain degree of reticence. Here… We’ve prepared a little drink for you,” and he handed Poppy a small glass of clear liquid.

“No… You mustn’t. I’ll… I’ll be helpless,” she exclaimed horrified.

“Of course you won’t. It’s only a mild dose intended to help you focus on the task in hand. If you don’t feel like using her for your own satisfaction, then that will be entirely your own choice; you’ll still be the one in charge. In any case, you mustn’t look upon this as any form of punishment because it isn’t. Rather consider it a reward for services yet to be rendered.”

“But you're not going to do that to me, are you?” she asked looking back at Abigail. “Mount me on a post like that?”

“It will be your task to excite Abigail and hers to pleasure you and neither of you can do that impaled on prison bars.”

Poppy looked down at her short faux-leather skirt, little more than a wrap covering her middle but leaving her long legs completely exposed. Beneath the skirt, her lace pants were already damp with anticipation.

“I should remind you that I do expect total obedience from all my employees…”

She looked at Hugo’s expressionless face and then at Suzy’s conciliatory smile, and carefully took the glass from Hugo’s grasp.

“I am going to be alright, aren’t I?”

“You're going to have a wonderful time,” said Hugo. “Now, take off your panties and drink.”

✽ ✽ ✽

It was more than ten minutes since Poppy drank the potion. She thought she felt the effect straight away, but now there was no doubt; she was gazing at Abigail, at the dildo hanging from her face, and her mind was racing in overdrive.

Hugo and Suzy had all but ignored her after she’d committed herself, but now they both approached again.

“Feeling like you'd like to spend some quality time with Abigail yet?”

She looked at Hugo, but her focusless gaze told him everything he needed to know. He stepped in close and Poppy felt drawn to him, stretching her neck up to kiss his lips and feeling his hands on her back. A reward, he’d said, and it surely was; she felt wonderful, like all the world was her lover and she wanted everyone; everyone and everything…

“Let’s take this shirt off now; it’s so unnecessary.”

Poppy readily agreed, sliding the garment from her arms to fall on the floor and then holding her recently augmented breasts in her hands, she offered them to Hugo.

“Touch me,” she whispered and he did, tickling his fingers across the tips of her nipples to make her giggle and moan. “Oh God…” she muttered and her hands slid down her bare midriff towards her sex.

“No… You mustn’t do that,” and Suzy handed him a metal collar with two wrist cuffs hanging from it by short chains. He closed the collar around her neck and Poppy gazed down at the two cuffs trying to understand their significance.

“You said I’d be in control…”

“And so you will, but I can't allow you to excite yourself; that’s Abigail’s job and if you could reach, it would defeat the whole object,” and he closed each cuff about a wrist.

Poppy seemed to instantly forget about the cuffs with Hugo so close and she lifted her hands to cradle his head and seek another kiss.

“Abigail needs you,” whispered Hugo. “Go to her now,” and Poppy’s gaze swivelled round to the fraught woman impaled on the post.

“Abigail,” she murmured and stepped across the threshold of the glass unit and up onto Abigail’s podium. Their bodies melded, breast to breast, as Poppy tilted Abigail’s head to access her open mouth beneath the dildo.

Hugo closed the door and the two girls were now surrounded on all sides by mirrors. Then he touched a concealed button and Abigail’s imprisoning post slipped from her to elicit a high-pitched shriek and then continued contracting until it was below the level of the floor. Abigail, now free, became even more agitated and pressed herself against Poppy, overbalancing them both so that they fell together onto the soft mattress.

Poppy was now experiencing the full effects of the HPAS. Her sex ached to be touched, but was beyond her limited reach. As her hands slipped over Abigail’s restricted body, touching her earnest face and open mouth, her neck, breasts and waist, she yearned to feel the dildo attached to Abigail’s head harness slide into her and to sense Abigail’s open mouth guided inextricably towards her clitoris, her tongue flicking against the tiny bud and Abigail drinking in the juices that were flooding her sex. Her short skirt would offer no impediment and in return, Poppy will encourage Abigail with a lick and a finger, two fingers… a hand.

Outside the unit, Hugo and Suzy watched through the clear glass as the two girls rolled together on the mattress.

“Stupid bimbos,” muttered Hugo and poured himself another whiskey.


Chapter 22    
Poppy takes me Home

The following day, the Saturday, started as expected. Tracy and Marie-Lou collected me Saturday morning and took me to the mall, and, although the crowds were bigger, the day passed easier mainly owing to my carers taking their roles more seriously and keeping my audience beyond arm’s reach. I didn’t notice Emily amongst the shoppers, but that’s not to say she wasn’t there.

Sunday morning and I slept in late. The interior light came on as normal at seven-thirty, but I ignored it and the frequent friendly reminders from Lulu to shower and flush. It was ten before I complied and afterwards sat on the edge of the bunk wearing my long socks and eating a cardboard bowl of bland cereal.

I’d resigned myself to spending the day reading one of the trashy novels that had been left for me and not even knowing whether it was sunny or raining outside when there was a tentative tapping on my door. I shouted as loudly as I could to enter and the door cracked open with Emily’s pained face peering around the jamb.

“Can I come in?” she asked and I told her not to be so silly; of course she could. Then I saw that Boris was with her. They both entered, moving slowly and squeezing into the small space between the bunk and the worktop and then both regarded me with strained expressions. I stood to make more space and tried to smile to ease the tension, but it must have been obvious that the expression was false. I made no effort to cover myself, I’d passed that milestone some weeks before, and saw Boris’s eyes flicking between the metal bands around my nipples and the retention chain that had followed me from the bunk to hang from my naked bottom.

“I’m sorry I haven’t been over before,” said Emily in a quiet voice. “I tried, but I just couldn’t face it. I had no idea…”

“It’s alright,” I said quickly. “I'm glad you're here now. I thought I’d have to entertain myself all day.”

“All those people and you…”

“It’s alright. It’s uncomfortable, but I come to no harm.”

Emily looked back at Boris, but he looked equally embarrassed and discomfited. “We can’t go out, can we?” she asked gloomily and I shook my head.

“I’m afraid I can't leave,” and glanced behind me at my chain attached to the wall staple. “I can't even reach the door nowadays.”

“It’s grey today; you're better off staying inside,” she said, although neither of us believed it. “I’ve bought you something to eat and drink. I thought you might be hungry.”

“Always hungry,” I said.

“I'm sorry,” said Boris speaking for the first time. “I didn’t know…”

“Do you still believe I'm guilty?”

“It doesn’t matter. Whatever you’ve done, you don’t deserve this.”

“You know, there are people who think I'm innocent.”

He looked up, surprised. “Who?”

“Well, Joe Granger for a start. He spoke on my behalf to the judge and also helps me through the week, but there’s a limit to what he can do. I think the judge himself also now has doubts, but without new evidence, he can’t do anything. Then there’s Polly and Abigail LeClair; they both know I'm innocent because they're the ones who actually committed the crime.”

“What?” gasped Emily. “How do you know this?”

“I've had a lot of time to work it all out. They did it between them and planted false leads for others to find. They know what I suspect and they’ve been trying to remove me from the scene ever since.”

“But… But this can’t possibly be true. Things like this don’t happen in real life.”

“You don’t believe that Abigail was trying to permanently remove me when she shot at me? The two of them almost succeeded, too, but in a way they’d not anticipated; before Joe interceded on my behalf, the judge had been advised that I was unpredictable, violent and dangerous, and had decided to send me away for behavioural modification.” Both Emily and Boris looked blank, so I added: “It’s a medical operation that has the same effect as a lobotomy. It’s irreversible and would have turned me into a simpleton.”

Emily’s eyes opened wide in horror and she laid a hand on my arm. “Aline… That’s terrible.”

“I think I'm safe now because my latest restraints leave me so little scope for causing more trouble. I can't even talk to anyone outside of this pod because I’m always gagged with that pacifier.”

“What can we do?” asked Boris earnestly.

“You can't do anything. Any evidence there was has now gone and there’s nothing else to find. This is me now and I've just got to live with it.”

We sat in a row on the edge of the bunk and lapsed into silence until Emily said with feigned brightness, “I've brought you some coffee,” and gave me a take-out cardboard mug. “But I'm afraid it’s probably cold now,” she added in a more sombre tone.

“Well, at least I can do something about that,” I said and stood to reach up and place the mug into the oven. As I opened the oven door, I saw their faces reflected in the dark glass. Boris was staring at my anal anchor and its drooping chain hanging between my black-stockinged legs and then looked at Emily to see that she was staring at it too. Then she turned her head away to examine a blank section of wall. I closed the door and pressed the start button to be rewarded with a little ‘chirrup’ sound and then turned with a broad smile on my face and said: “So… What’s in the sandwiches?”

✽ ✽ ✽

Emily and Boris stayed all afternoon and we discussed Emily’s pregnancy and played with the pack of cards they'd brought. It was hot in my little pod and I thought at one point that Emily was going to show solidarity with me and remove her shirt, but instead she stood with the pod door open to cool the air. They left at about seven, smiling and waving from the open doorway and me standing as close as I could get with the chain taut to the wall.

✽ ✽ ✽

I suppose it’s a feature of all types of prisoner incarceration, but after Claudette arrived on Monday morning, my week progressed in a most predictable fashion and was eased only by Joe being his usual, kindly self and spending evermore time in the reception area with me. We’d engage in strange, one-sided conversations that even extended to him asking my advice with various business decisions. I, of course, was only able to answer yes or no, but the option was most welcome. Sometimes, he’d touch my hand, but never any other part of me and he was careful to move away whenever anybody else entered the area in case he was accused of intimidating my visitors by his presence.

The days when he was away from the factory were always the worst and during that week there were two: Tuesday evening and Wednesday. It didn’t matter too much because Claudette had been taught exactly how to care for me. Emily visited me by herself on Wednesday evening with her usual illicit treats and Tracy and Marie-Lou took me to the mall on Saturday where I again saw, amongst the crowds of shoppers, Emily and Boris. They were standing directly in front of me behind the press of eager voyeurs and this time they each offered a discrete wave, but they still looked sad. I returned their greeting by wiggling my fingers at my waist and felt much better for the repartee.

They visited me again on the Sunday morning, but didn’t stay so long because Boris’s family had invited them to lunch. And so it went, my days always following the same pattern of abject humiliation and almost indescribable frustration.

Joe told me on Wednesday that he’d be away on Friday. He was flying to Montreal for a business conference and wouldn’t be returning until the Sunday. I grunted to let him know I’d heard and he’d squeezed my hand to let me know he’d be thinking of me while he was away.

Claudette collected me Friday morning, installed me in the reception area without incident, and I spent the day as per usual with a succession of visitors inspecting my restraints and testing their efficacy by tormenting me. It was four o'clock in the afternoon when my day started to go wrong and that was when I saw Claudette walk through reception wearing her coat and leave through the main door. At five-fifteen after most of the other employees had left, Poppy appeared before me with a huge grin on her face.

“Abigail told Claudette that because she’d been chaperoning you all this time, she could leave early today and that I’d take you back to your pod.”

It was a fait accompli. Joe had not been consulted and Claudette had already left, so even if I could actually speak, there was nothing I could do to change the situation. Having said that, Poppy was the very essence of efficiency when she dismounted me from the frame, fitted my hobble and coat, and led me out into the dusk by my leash.

We arrived back in my pod and she removed my coat and plugged in the retention chain. The syrupy voice now emanating from the wall speaker acknowledged the fact and a food locker popped open.

“Oh look… Macaroni cheese and cold tea.”

I stood waiting for her to remove my bridle, corset, and hobble chain, but she just grinned.

“It must feel odd to be so helpless,” she mused. “I mean, here you are chained to the wall by your bum so you can't go anywhere; you can't move your hands, your mouth is stuffed with what I'm led to believe is a very curious plug, and your ankles are joined together. Can life possibly get more interesting?”

I just stood looking at her with a sinking feeling chilling my spine.

“Well, yes it can,” she said and snatched at the nipple band around my right teat. I squealed and tried to pull away, but she was gripping it too tightly. “Oh, don’t be like that,” and with two fingers behind the band to hold me steady, she tickled the tip of my nipple with her thumb to send me into more spasms.

“I bet that feels good, but it’s still not enough, is it? What about if I did this…” and she slapped me hard between my legs. I stared at her as I felt the first little nudges against my tingling clitoris, my libido beginning to soar as my clit swelled. Then the head of my frustrator powered up into me at the same time as the clit stim rolled over my clitoris and my knees buckled, but I wasn’t allowed to drop to the floor; Poppy was now holding me up with her hands pressed over my chest and was pushing me hard against the end wall as she squeezed each tit like a pulsating jellyfish.

“My, this is fun, isn’t it?”

I wasn’t so sure. I can’t deny that manipulations that were happening within my sex felt so good even if they weren’t invited, but I knew what was coming. I sensed the fast approaching orgasm as a powerful euphoric wave towering over me and ready to break, but, of course, it never happened. The movements stopped as quickly as they’d begun as soon as my anal controller sensed the orgasm was moments away. Poppy erupted into uncontrolled giggles when she saw the distress in my eyes and released her grip so that I slipped slowly down the wall to sit on the floor.

I closed my eyes to weep, believing that my torment was at an end, but I was wrong. I felt my head pulled back against the wall and heard a click, and when I opened my eyes, I found I couldn’t move my head; Poppy had clipped the ring on the top of my bridle to the same staple as my retention chain.

“It doesn’t get any better, does it?” she said and I grunted and tried to move, but with my head now fixed in position, there was nowhere to go.

“It was just luck that Joe was away today and Abigail could assign you to me for the evening. It means we can be extra sure you're out the way and unable to interfere.”

I just stared up at her… I thought at first when she said that I’d be unable to interfere that I was going to be subjected to another unwelcome sex session, but then why refer to me being ‘out of the way’? Why did they need me out of the way and how could I possibly have interfered? Poppy read my mind.

“Actually, I just think it’s so funny that in this of all nights, you're going to be doubly inconvenienced.”

I just sat there stunned. What was she telling me? That something was going to happen… It could only be at Lexicon and I suspected she meant another robbery. If I could warn someone, maybe she could be caught in the act, but how would that be possible? I couldn’t even stand now.

“I have to wait here until eight to make sure you have no unexpected visitors before the door is locked and then I’ll need to leave you for a few hours, but don’t worry; I’ll be back later to remove all these annoying little encumbrances. I'm afraid you may be a little uncomfortable until I return, but I’ll do my best to make your wait as interesting as possible. Now then… Would you like a cup of tea?”

I didn’t answer her ridiculous question, but she didn’t seem fazed. She just unscrewed the cap to the water reservoir on my back to pour the cup of cold tea directly inside and I immediately felt the cold liquid trickling into my rectum. Poppy thought it was very funny; hilarious in fact.

“Now then… Half-past six. We have some time to kill and then you’ve got till about two o'clock to wait for me. Whatever can we do until then?” she mused.

Horrified, I watched as she opened her shoulder bag and extracted a water bottle. “It’s your favourite potion,” she giggled and poured the whole bottle into my backpack before screwing its lid back on tight.


Chapter 23    
A Venture

Isat there unable to move and feeling myself becoming more and more needy. My nipples began to itch like mad and I became super-aware of the plugs both in my anus and the now dormant piston occupying my vagina. By ten-to-seven, I was squirming on the floor and working the plug in my mouth; it was never going to make me climax, but it felt good all the same pumping in and out of my throat.

“Oh, sweetie,” cooed Poppy and I watched helpless to intervene as she rubbed a palm across both my breasts to disturb my nipples big-time. I twisted like a demented snake, but it achieved nothing. I yearned to feel a sexual contact, needed so much to feel something, but not that; with the HPAS behind it, it was like being subjected to everything all at once.

She’d been waiting for the drug to take effect and now she saw that I was ready. “Come and join me on the bunk,” she said unclipping my bridle from the wall staple. I looked up at her and only saw an opportunity for solace. I didn’t need inviting twice and struggled to my feet to stand unsteadily before her. Poppy grinned and touched her lips to mine with the gel surface of the pacifier between us, and the spell was broken; I almost fell on her so keen was I to feel our mouths united, but she giggled and eased me back. “That’s not what I had in mind,” she said and I watched her hitch up her skirt and pull off her silky lace pants.

“Kneel between my legs like last time; I think we both enjoyed that, didn’t we?” and she lay back on my bunk with her knees open. I nodded wildly, but it wasn’t easy climbing onto the bunk without using my hands when the chains kept getting tangled, and Poppy was no help. She just watched and laughed, but I finally settled between her legs. She produced a key for the plug in my mouth, but before she could use it, her phone chirped.

She pushed my head away and closed her shins against the sides of my neck to trap me while she answered her phone. I could almost hear both sides of the conversation…

“It’s all good. … Yes, totally.”

A squeaky voice on the other end continued and then Polly said, “No, of course I haven’t. She knows nothing.”

More squeaks…

“What… now? I thought you wanted me here until eight.”

…

“Yes… Okay, I can do that.”

…

“She’s reeling around like a horny drunk. If anyone did call, they'd get no sense out of her and, anyway, she wouldn’t be able to talk.”

Another short burst of sound from the phone and Polly clicked it off. “Fuck it…” She sat upright and then swung her leg over my head, pulled on her pants, and stood.

“Fuck it,” she said again. “Well, we’ll just have to continue this another time. I have to go, but never fear; I’ll be back later to sort you out so you’ll be bright and perky for your fans in the shopping mall in the morning.”

I was devastated. I rolled off the bunk and stood, but by that time she’d moved beyond my reach near the door.

“Be good now,” she warned and, pulling on her coat, she slapped me hard between my legs.

I screamed inside my head and dropped to the floor, but it was too soon to reactivate my frustrator and my anticipation withered as the device remained dormant despite me squirming on the floor, bouncing my hips and rubbing my chest against the cold concrete in an effort to reignite the ecstasy. All was to no avail.

When I’d finally admitted defeat and looked up, Poppy had left and I was alone. A devastating veil of despondency settled up me and my eyes filled with tears. I wanted more than anything in the world to feel someone’s arms about my shoulders and a cock slide into me to fill me and quench my desire, but even through my lustful haze, I knew that could never happen.

Snippets of Poppy’s voice replayed in my head and I remembered that she and Abigail were almost certainly intending another theft that evening. It was testament to the power of the drug that it took some minutes before it occurred to me that if I could only warn someone, it might be a way of clearing my name; it might actually be my last chance…

With that realisation came more despair; I was so comprehensively immobilised by my restraints and incapacitated by the HPAS she’d used to drug me, I doubted I could even stand without toppling over, but then some of my old determination surfaced through the hormonal haze and I struggled to my feet. I couldn’t just lay back and let it all happen; I had to do something.

My first escape attempt had the benefit of simplicity: I lunged towards the door and my chain snapped taut, stopping me instantly and very painfully as my cheeks clenched. That was one plan that was never going to work. Then I moved back to the staple and gripped it tightly in one hand to shake it. The poor quality of the pod gave me hope, but it was misplaced; the rusting staple proved more than capable of resisting my feeble strength.

Next, I picked up the small stool that Cline had given me all those weeks ago when I was gifted an extended chain and, holding onto a leg, hit the side of the staple with the edge of the seat. The stool shattered and I was left holding onto just a leg.

My fourth attempt involved wrapping the chain three times around the chair leg next to the staple, stepping up close to the wall so that I could hold the leg with both hands, and then turning it with all my strength. The chain links tightened about the wood, the leg creaked, and a small chunk of concrete block pinged from the side of the staple. I twisted the leg in the opposite direction and another piece of concrete flew from the staple to ricochet against the wall behind my bunk, but in winding the chain in the opposite direction, I’d moved it along the leg to a thinner section and with a sharp crack, the leg snapped in two.

I started again with another leg and this time the staple distorted and one side was definitely loose.

Now I was working feverishly with half an eye on the clock on the wall, watching as the minute hand passed the six o'clock position and crept north towards the hour. At eight o'clock, the door would lock and all my efforts would be in vain; I had to break free before then.

It was five minutes to eight when the concrete wall finally released its grip on one side of the staple and the chained leg of the stool twisted in my hand to throw me sideways onto the bunk. I pushed myself breathlessly to my feet to see that I was holding the stool with the entangled chain, but it was no longer attached to the wall. I pulled the leg from the coils of chain and lunged towards the door, snatching my coat from the hook as I passed.

Outside my door, I leaned against the wall in the shadows surveying the scene. There didn’t seem to be anyone about, but the occasional vehicle glided past forty metres my left. To my right, the park with its swaths of tall trees and tangled undergrowth came right up to the corner of the building with the river some eight hundred metres beyond. I breathed deeply trying to close out the constant compulsion that was causing me to scan my surroundings not to identify a possible third-party risk, but to locate a third-party partner. I closed my eyes and shook my head, then I looked around again.

My first thought was to find a policeman; perhaps to stand in the middle of the road and wait to be arrested. It sounded easy, but the risks involved were enormous. For a start, no-one would have a key to my restraints, so my account may not be heard for hours. I’d just appear to be an escaped fugitive and would likely just be thrown in a cell to be processed sometime tomorrow. And then what would happen if news of the theft broke before I had a chance to tell my tale?

Find my way to a police station then and turn myself in. They might be more inclined to listen to my tale to the extent that they provide me with pen and paper, but it hadn’t worked that way for years… All the police stations were now out of bounds to the public and accessible only by internet, something I couldn’t possibly cope with even if I could find a public access point.

Emily… If I could reach Emily, she would take the trouble to communicate and inform the police of the impending theft, but she lived seven kilometres away across the busiest part. I couldn’t hope to pass through that area unnoticed with a bridle locked to my head and a chain between my ankles.

I could see only one other alternative: I had to make my way to Lexicon and disrupt the theft myself. The problem was that Lexicon was even further away than Emily albeit in a quieter part of town, but there was one saving grace: the river. It was easily accessible through the park and passed close to the factory on the downstream side.

My first challenge was to find a more secure hide amongst the trees of the park and I wrapped my coat up with the chain and prepared myself to hurry into the nearby woods.

“Door locked.” The sweet voice of Lulu wafted up from behind me unaware that I was now the wrong side of it. Now with little option, I left my shadowy doorway and crossed the short distance into the dark cover of the woods.

When I was some distance from the path amongst the trees I dropped to my knees to lay open my coat on the rough ground. Then I lay down on it on my back and rolled to my left to grab hold of the material at my waist. I shrugged my shoulder into place, and then rolled to the right and did the same thing, nodding my head partially into the hood. With some difficulty, I managed to fasten the central button at my waist and then struggled to my feet to pull the garment finally into place. Now I felt better and might even pass for a normal person at a distance. I squatted, gathered up the heavy chain, and stood again, ready to begin my travels.

✽ ✽ ✽

I only knew this part of the river from when Emily and I had walked along its bank. It wasn’t a big river, perhaps twenty or thirty metres wide, but it was deep and slow-flowing. We’d seen a boat yard about half a kilometre along its bank and that was now my destination. I walked along the footpath at the edge of the bank keeping close to the trees and whenever I saw anyone, I ducked between the trees and lay still in the shadows until they’d passed. It was as much as I could do to stop myself running out to them in the hope that they could relieve some of the lust that was burning through my brain, but a small part of me not only knew that I would most likely find myself rapidly in a police cell, but also that if I couldn’t find my way to Lexicon and prevent this theft, then my latest escapade would almost certainly result in a behavioural modification operation with all that entailed.

It took me three quarters of an hour to reach the boatyard and another ten minutes to work my way through the perimeter fence. I wasn’t after a big boat, just a little dingy that I could use to drift downstream, and such a craft soon presented itself tied up at a slipway. I pulled the dingy around so that its stern was beached on the slipway and then stepped over the transom to sit carefully on the bench and unship the oars. I had no illusions that I’d be able to row, but at least if someone saw me holding the oars, they'd assume I was at least in control of the boat. Then, I took a deep breath and leaned back to lift the stern of the boat and it drifted slowly away with the current.

Of course, I tried rowing, but it was not successful. I could hold both oars out of the water and dip them in, but forwards and backwards movements were difficult. Strangely enough, I found that if I dipped one oar into the water and twisted from side to side, I could make the boat move slowly sideways…

I moved the boat into mid-stream, which wasn’t necessary the fastest moving current, but it was well away from curious walkers out for an evening stroll, and with my hood up and my head turned away, there was no reason I should attract excessive attention.

I passed dog-walkers, couples walking hand-in-hand or relaxing on park benches in the twilight, a group of fishermen, and even a policeman leaning on a lamppost and regarding me with detached disinterest while he enjoyed an illicit cigarette. Then the river turned away from the park and I drifted under a road bridge where a couple of homeless persons sat wrapped in blankets, but we ignored each other. After that, there were few observers to witness my progress other than waterfowl as I passed the back of factories and warehouses.

In places, the river narrowed and the current increased before broadening into wide pools edged by steep banks or reeds. It was dark when I found myself entering a short tunnel with nothing but a dim circle of light at the far end and emerged into a housing estate with back gardens and high slatted fences edging the waterway. More parkland and then thick woodland where the water and the banks were inky black. And then the river widened once more and I found myself becalmed in a lake. Not only did I appear not to be making any headway, but I had no idea where the lake’s outflow was.

For what must have been an hour, I sat in the still air listening to sounds all around me and feeling lost, both in the physical sense and emotionally. The HPAS had reached a peak of intensity and all I could do was to squirm on the bench to sense the pressure varying within my sex, feel the cool night air waft about my exposed nipples, and pump the gel filled pacifier in my mouth and pretend it was a cock hitting the back of my throat. And then I heard the sound of fast-flowing water running over shallower ground and between rocks. It was at that time that I realised that should I find myself in the river, I couldn’t possibly swim and the heavy chains would take me directly to the bottom.

The bow of my little boat hit a rock midstream, jarring me so that I fell backwards and spinning the craft around. Now the current was fast and I careered downstream, turning and tumbling down the cataracts as I concentrated on keeping my balance. One of the oars hit a rock and was snatched from my hand as the boat dropped another half-metre and tipped alarmingly, drenching me in spray and causing me to slide from the bench for a second time.

By the time I regained my seat, the danger had passed and the river had deepened and calmed. Lights ahead indicated more civilisation and I entered another industrial area. Another hour passed uneventfully and then there it was: Lexicon Pharmaceuticals drifting past on my right.

I swapped the oar into my left hand and turned the boat before wiggling the oar back and forth. The boat eased gently against the reeds, but the water was much too deep to wade to the shore and I allowed the boat to drift slowly forward. It was another four-hundred metres before I came to a place where the bank sloped gently and I thought I had a chance of disembarking.

I eased the dingy sideways against the bank, but as soon as I stood to step out, it drifted away again. Dropping back on the bench, I swished the oar frantically to regain the bank and, this time, leaned over to my left to lift the right side of the boat and push it onto the muddy slope using the oar as a punting pole. Now when I moved to the right, the dingy was firmly on the bank and I could safely step onto terra firma.

A thin moon spread its weak light over the scene and I followed a chain-link fence along the back of a property I didn’t recognise, clambering over unseen obstacles and around prickly bushes until I arrived at what used to be a car park. Floodlights illuminated a desolate area of pot-holed tarmac and weeds. At the entrance to the car park, I saw Lexicon Pharmaceuticals two blocks up on the right and, with no idea of the time, crept forward and hoped.


Chapter 24    
Arrested Again

Around the side of Lexicon, a dim light glowed intermittently from the enclosed yard. I moved to the gate and lifted my hand awkwardly to the palm reader, hoping that my security credentials had not been revoked when I was reassigned to Status Level 1, but I was in luck; the gate swung open with a soft squeak and I slipped through. Keeping to the shadows around the perimeter of the yard, I settled on a low earth bank against the boundary wall to observe the scene. Abigail’s private car was backed up to the dispatch door, but the door was closed and neither Abigail nor Poppy were to be seen.

I felt like a sausage wrapped up in my coat with my hands partially covered, so unfasted the front and shrugged the garment from my shoulders. My hands were still strapped to my waist, but I was now a little more adept.

The minutes ticked by with nothing happening and I was about to move towards Abigail’s car when a familiar movement occurred inside my loins: my clitoris began to tingle and the nudges started. Soon, the piston of my frustrator thrust upwards inside me at the same time as the clit stim rolled across me and all thought of Abigail, Poppy, and any possible criminal activity was forgotten as I closed my eyes and flopped down onto my stomach. The HPAS reasserted its hold on my brain as my frustrator gathered speed and my nipples urged me to squirm harder on the soft earth of the bank to quell their escalating tingling.

I remember trying to scream, but it was as if the plug in my mouth was keeping all the bubbles in the bottle and the effect was just to increase my excitement even more. The wave built until it was towering over me and even with my unnaturally enhanced libido, I waited cynically for the stimulations to stop, but they didn’t. And then the wave broke and I rolled up into a tight ball to weather the spasms that were wracking my body and causing stars to burst inside my head like fireworks.

I don’t know how long the orgasm lasted, anything from a minute to an hour; I couldn’t tell. And when the movements inside me eventually stopped and my heart slowed from a machine-gun rattle to the mere tapping of a hydraulic drill, I opened my eyes and saw stars, real ones twinkling brightly above my head. I felt weak and washed out, but surprisingly clear headed owing to the release of post-orgasmic hormones serving to suppress the arousal engendered by the HPAS; a well-known response that could last twenty minutes before arousal began to build again. With this short window of opportunity, I marshalled my senses and gazed over the top of the bank at the back of the building.

The warehouse door was now open and from its dim interior, both Abigail and Poppy emerged carrying small HPAS storage containers that they put in the back of the car. There was some discussion and then Abigail went back inside the building while Poppy lifted two canvas bags from the back of the car and placed them against the wall of the building some ten metres apart. She then went back to the vehicle, picked up two more bags, and put them further along the wall equi-spaced from the first two. Back to the car for two more bags…

Abigail re-emerged with more HPAS containers and the two women had a muted conversation with some gesticulating before both picked up more of the canvas bags and moved towards the main entrance through the pedestrian gate I had last used.

I needed to see what they were doing and rose up to move towards the car as fast as my hobbled feet would run. Inside the rear door, I saw eight plastic HPAS containers each containing two kilos of powder plus three plastic drums that could hold another five kilos each. In addition, there were two more canvas bags and a small wooden box. Inside each canvas bag I could see a grey, plastic-wrapped package the size of the sandwich box I used for my lunch. It was fastened up with duct tape, but there was nothing to identify its contents.

The same was not true of the wooden box; on its lid was printed a long sequence of numbers that I deduced was probably part and batch numbers followed by a date. There were also the words, ‘US Army, Detonator Type 4A, Transmission Enabled’.

I heard the gate open and scooted around the side of the car as the two women returned, creeping to the front as they moved to the back and hoping that neither heard my hobble chain scrap across the concrete surface.

“Two more,” said Abigail. “You take those and I’ll do the detonators.”

“Are they safe?” asked Poppy.

“They’re perfectly safe until I send the trigger signal; then, not so much… but by then we’ll be miles away.”

I watched Poppy go back through the gate while Abigail went to the first bag Poppy had left against the building, take a detonator from the box, and push it into the package inside the bag. Quickly, she moved from bag to bag, pushing a detonator into each and then went through the gate towards the front entrance. I took the opportunity to scuttle back to the safety of the shadowy bank.

The women were back a minute later. Abigail closed the door of the warehouse while Poppy opened the access gate to the yard and they were both away, gliding sedately onto the main thoroughfare and leaving the gate open.

I jumped up straight away and ran to the first canvas bag. Abigail had stuck a pencil-like probe through the plastic wrap and into the soft explosive material within. I dropped to my knees and leaned forward, feeling with a hand for the opening of the bag and its awful cargo. It took a while because I’d folded over the top of the bag in my haste, but then I had the detonator in my hand. I sat up, struggled to my feet, and tossed the detonator a few metres away before moving onto the next.

All the time I was working, I was conscious that Abigail could trigger the explosives at any moment and my urgency worked against efficiency, but then I had cleared the six mines from the yard and made my way hurriedly through the pedestrian gate towards the main entrance and the last six mines.

With two to go, I saw a police vehicle pull rapidly off the public road onto the company’s drive and I knelt for the penultimate mine. I grabbed the detonator immediately, struggled to my feet and tossed it into flower border.

“Aline Laurent. Stand where you are…”

I turned to see two police officers standing by the open car doors and pointing their disablers at me. To my right was the last mine against the main entrance. If it exploded, it would probably kill all three of us and may even detonate the other mines. I had no choice. I dropped onto the last canvas bag and felt the sting as small needles pierced my skin. I’d hoped to be able to roll away with the detonator before the disablers took effect, but now I couldn’t move.

Every muscle in my body had been affected; even my heart rate was reduced to barely enough to keep me alive, but I was still conscious and I could sense touch. I lay over the bag with my fingers grasped about the detonator, but now I was paralysed and unable to move any part of my body. I could see, my eyes were open, but I couldn’t move them and gazed blankly at the paving next to my head.

A policeman walked casually up to stand next to my head; I could see his leather boots.

“Stupid bitch. What did you think was going to happen?”

“Mitch… These bags are explosives. She was planting explosives…”

Mitch grabbed me roughly by my arm and pulled me away from the canvas bag beneath me, rolling me over onto my back so that I was now gazing up at a big man in a blue uniform. The detonator slipped from my fingers.

“Christ,” cried Mitch. “They're all along the side of the building,” and as he spoke, all the detonators triggered at once like fireworks. I couldn’t see them, but I heard their sharp cracks and the police officers’ scream, and felt the heat of the one a few centimetres from my side. And then there was silence.

✽ ✽ ✽

I lay unmoving for more than thirty minutes hearing more vehicles arrive and more voices. And then I heard the whine of a heavier truck and shortly after that a man wearing a black, armoured suit stepped over me to examine the canvas bag by the door. He moved on out of my sight without a word and five minutes later, Mitch the policeman was back and grinning down at my face.

“You're the bint that stole all that heeps from here last spring. Come to claim your revenge? Too bad it didn’t work.”

“She’s got no cunny,” said another voice. “And there’s a chain hanging out of her bum.”

“She’s been patched so she can't play with herself. Don’t you know who she is? She used to work here until they did this to ‘er. She came back tonight to blow the whole lot up, but we stopped ‘er.”

“She’s got nice tits.”

“Yeah,” said Mitch with a leer and gripped one in his big hand. “Help me get ‘er on the wagon. It’s gonna be fun interviewing ‘er.”

Mitch grabbed me by my shoulders while his unseen companion took my ankles and I was lifted clear of the ground. My head lolled back and I found myself staring directly at his crotch that was no more than a few centimetres away. The HPAS had reasserted itself, but its effects were beginning to fade. All the same, if I could have moved my head, he would have got a surprise.

They bundled me into the cage at the back of the police car and as we drove off, I had a view of several police vehicles, many men and women milling aimlessly about, and floodlights being set up all around Lexicon to illuminate the scene.

✽ ✽ ✽

It was nine in the morning when the door opened and Detective Inspector Ian Warner and Constable Julia Everend entered the small room; I remembered them from my initial arrest and interrogation. Warner surveyed me with a critical eye, but Everend noticeably gasped when she saw me.

Mitch, or Police Constable Mitch Meadows as he later introduced himself, had used my retention chain to attach my hips to the ceiling behind me and another tether from the ring on my bridle to the ceiling in front of me. I was still burdened with all my other restraints, the mouth plug, corset and wrist straps, and my hobble, because he had no way to release them, but I now swung gently from my head and anal chain with my toes barely touching the ground.

My breasts dangled enticingly from below my chest and were blush red where Mitch had been slapping me, as were the cheeks of my bottom raised high behind me.

“We were notified that Miss Laurent’s GPS locator was showing that she was not in ‘er pod and it led us to Lexicon where we found her setting explosives in the early hours. I've been interrogating her to find out why she tried to blow up Lexicon and where she got the explosives from,” said Mitch.

“Did she tell you anything?” asked Warner.

“No… she just shook ‘er ‘ead. I couldn’t get that thing out of ‘er mouth.”

“Have you done anything constructive regarding removing the bridle and pacifier?”

“I've spoken to a custody officer called Cline and he’ll be over shortly with the keys.”

Warner nodded sagely. “Thank you, constable. We’ll take it from here.”

“Yes sir,” said Mitch. “I'm just down the corridor if you need me.”

Warner nodded again and Mitch left, closing the door behind him.

“Unhook her chain, please, constable,” said Warner and Everend stood on a chair to disconnect my hips from the ceiling. Gratefully, I stood erect and that loosened the cord from my head which Warner then untied. I gave a small grunt of thanks.

“I don’t think we can achieve much until Cline gets here, so you may as well take a seat.”

I sat and Everend sat opposite me, the girl staring at my red tits. Then she saw me watching her and gave me a pale smile. Warner moved to a coffee machine in the corner of the room and poured out two cups of coffee for himself and the constable.

It was another half hour before Cline tapped on the door and was invited inside. He looked at me and shook his head.

“You’ve done it this time. There’ll be no saving you from the surgeon now.”

“Well, that remains to be seen,” said Warner behind him and Cline looked at the detective with surprise. “Please remove the pacifier and release her wrists.”

Cline did as asked and was then told to wait outside. “Constable Everend will bring you a coffee,” said Warner and Cline withdrew. “And you, Miss Laurent? Would you like a coffee before we begin?” he asked and I nodded.

“Good,” said Warner when I put down the empty mug. “Now, Miss Laurent. Can you tell me why you were at Lexicon?”

“I went to try to stop Abigail and Poppy stealing more product.”

“Not to blow up the factory?” he asked with a smile.

I shook my head. “I didn’t know they were planning on doing that. I suppose they wanted to cover up the theft and make the destruction look like the work of a fanatic.”

“Quite apart from a whole raft of other difficulties you would have encountered, I did wonder why you spread the detonators all over the flower beds if your intention was to initiate the explosives.” Warner was grinning now and Constable Everend was smiling too.

“Poppy was round at my pod last night to make sure I was completely incapacitated and couldn’t interfere with their plans. She as good as told me that they were going to rob the company again.”

“Yes… Mr Granger has already confirmed that there is a large quantity of HPAS missing. I’ll have agents at their addresses within the hour with search warrants, but there’s always the possibility they won’t find anything and then we’ll be back to the start with your word against theirs.”

“I can prove they were at Lexicon last night,” I said quickly and Warner was immediately all ears. “While I was hiding next to Abigail’s car, I scratched yesterday’s date in the paintwork under the front valance and before last night, I hadn’t been near her car since my status was reclassified months ago.”

The detective considered this gem of news. “A scratched date in the paintwork…”

“I used a sharp stone. No-one would see it unless they were looking for it.” I saw the girl making notes in her tablet.

“Ok… That might work. Julia will take your statement and then you’ll have to be returned into the care of Officer Cline and the judicial custodial service. I imagine there are certain ablution procedures that will soon become necessary.”

Cline re-entered the interview room after I’d given my statement and refitted my bridle and pacifier.

“I will have to allocate her a different pod because she’s damaged hers,” said Cline and Warner shrugged. “If you need to speak to her again, you’ll have to contact me first because she won’t be able to speak in the pod. The state guidelines specify that the punishment for the extensive curfew violation should be retention of day restraints during night hours and, because she won’t be able to eat, I’ll be feeding her only liquid nutrients using the anal hydration reservoir. In addition, I'm supposed to keep her hooded, adjust her dilplex settings, and use band clamps to further limit her motile abilities.”

The shock was evident not only on my face, but the young police constable gave an audible gasp too. Warner, however, was unperturbed. “As far as I'm concerned,” he said, “Miss Laurent is considered to be a state witness and I think that under the circumstances, you should refrain from increasing her punishment until instructed to do so by a judge.” Cline looked as if he was about to argue when the detective added: “I’ll put that in writing if you require.”

“Well,” said Cline as he led me out to his van. “What have you been doing?”


Chapter 25    
Justice Coming

Ispent the rest of that day chained to a different pod that was different to mine only in as much as it had a secure staple cemented into its end wall. Cline told me he’d even swapped the ablution hoses so I could connect seamlessly in the morning. He spent a few minutes reprogramming Lulu and then left me to my own devices with nothing but a small pile of dog-eared paperback novels for amusement, but at least I was free of the bridle, corset, and hobble chain.

Lockers opened at the appropriate time for meals, the pod door locked at eight, the ceiling light extinguished at ten, and at six-thirty the following morning, Lulu told me it was time for a shower.

Sunday was a repeat of Saturday. I saw no-one and had no idea even what the weather was like outside my door. I wondered if Emily had searched for me; she probably wasn’t aware of Friday night’s excitement and, in any case, wasn’t to know I’d been moved.

I spent much of the weekend fantasising about the judiciary suddenly realising they'd made a terrible mistake when they convicted me, but actually I had no idea what was happening in the outside world. Had Abigail and Poppy concocted water-tight alibis and had they, perhaps, evaded the consequences of their latest actions. I strongly suspected that unless they could be convicted in my place, there would just be a huge unexplained void in the sequence of events and my conviction would remain extant.

On Monday morning, my alarm and the illuminating ceiling light woke me at six-thirty to start my day. Claudette arrived at seven-twenty-five and prepared me as if nothing had changed, and by seven-thirty-five I was ready: strapped into the corset, hobbled, and with the pacifier locked into place. She led me into the reception area at Lexicon, plugged in my chain, and disappeared through the security door, only to reappear a few minutes later.

“Mr Granger has been called away, so I’ll install you this morning,” and she indicated I should mount the display stand. “Seems there’s been a bit of excitement here over the weekend,” she continued in a conversational tone. “There’s been another theft and the police have been crawling all over the place. We’re short-staffed too: our general manager and her assistant are both off as well as our CEO. Seems we’re running ourselves today.”

I balanced precariously on the stand with my shins spread wide in their channels and Claudette released the spool. There was a loud rattling sound as there always was and then my chain was suddenly grabbed to stretch me between bridle and anal anchor with the consequential electrical pulse to spasm my sphincter. I groaned before settling back to stare at the far wall while Claudette topped up my reservoir and connected the catheter. Then she patted my left tit and wished me a ‘fun day’ before entering through the security door for the second time.

There were several visitors early that morning, Mondays were often the busiest day of the week. Abrams had grown used to my presence by that time and ignored me while he dealt with their enquiries, but each of the visitors took time to satisfy their curiosity with regard to my circumstances and the malleability of my breasts. I had taught myself to ignore most impositions, but the bands still challenged me when they were touched.

Joe returned at eleven and nodded to me as he passed quickly on his way to his office. Half an hour later, he was back with Claudette.

“The judge has given permission to relocate you,” he said and then nodded to Claudette who disconnected my catheter and then lifted the detent on the chain spool. Joe pulled on the chain and it unwound from the spool until he could finally unclip its terminal link from the mechanism. Once the straps had been released from my shins, I clambered from the stand and looked with some confusion first at Joe and then at Claudette who just shrugged.

“Bring her this way,” said Joe and Claudette gathered up my anal chain and we followed him through the security door and up the stairs to his office. Our passage attracted attention from the sales team as we passed, but upstairs the only other office was that of the general manager and her assistant and that was empty.

Inside Joe’s office, he asked Claudette to lead me to where someone had placed a wooden seat, the same wooden seat with the divided seat swab that I’d used when I was sitting outside in the yard, and told me to sit. I did so and my retention chain dropped through the slot beneath me to where a newly installed ring had been screwed into the polished mahogany floor boards.

When instructed, Claudette padlocked the chain to the ring and then reinstalled my catheter, leaving the collection tin beneath the seat.

“Thank you, Claudette. That will be all for the time being…” and she left with a bemused look in my direction.

Once the door was closed, Joe gave me a big grin and pulled up a seat to sit before me.

“Abigail and Poppy have both been arrested. They found traces of HPAS and explosives in her car, but no significant quantities of powder. They also found where you defaced her car’s paintwork, but both women are still professing their innocence. The case seems clear-cut to me and I've spoken to the judge. He seems convinced too, but he can’t do anything until the police formally present the evidence and Warner’s still hoping that they will both confess. Meanwhile, although he can’t relieve the conditions under which you're held without an official approach, he’s given me permission to house you up here during the day rather than to display you in reception. I presume that is what you would want.”

I nodded enthusiastically and I felt tears fill my eyes. After all this time, it looked like my innocence would finally be established.

“I'm sorry I can't relieve any of your restraints. Firstly, I don’t have the keys and, anyway, they're all specified on the committal records and to vary them would be illegal. Claudette will have to take you back to the pod this evening, but I’ve contacted your sister to give her the news and I suspect you may have visitors later.”

✽ ✽ ✽

It was Thursday afternoon before Cline showed up at Lexicon with the news that my presence was required at the city courthouse. He was all smiles and obviously knew more than he was letting on, but regretted that he would have to treat me as a convicted felon until officially told otherwise. He instructed Lulu to release the anal chain and, instead, connected a leash to my collar to lead me out to the cage at the back of the police vehicle.

Once in the courtroom, he unlocked and removed my bridle so that I could speak and I stood in the dock facing the judge with Cline at my side.

“Aline Laurent. Recent events have proved beyond reasonable doubt that you are, in fact, innocent of the crime of theft for which you were convicted on June 28th last and it is my duty to now inform you that that conviction has been quashed as from this date. You are now a free woman and I instruct the relevant authorities to remove any and all impediments and restraints from your person forthwith.”

I wanted to say thank you to the judge despite the fact that all my impediments and restraints had been imposed by him, but I found I couldn’t speak; my eyes had filled with tears and only unintelligible gibberish escaped from my mouth. Cline put an arm around my shoulders and gently turned me to leave the courtroom.

The first thing they did was to inject something into my anal anchor to liquefy the foam in the retention bladder. Cline told me it would be at least a day before it could be removed, but then warned me that was unlikely to be the end of my problems in that area.

“Your anal muscle has been dilated for so long, it could take time for it to regain its original size and strength.”

“Am I going to be incontinent?”

“Well, that remains to be seen. There’s the catheter to consider too. You’ve not needed to use the sphincter muscle at the mouth of your bladder for months and it can become weak and start leaking. On the plus side, you’ve been subjected to regular involuntary exercises in the form of electrical pulses that have been exercising your anal sphincter each time your chain has been pulled and your frustrator has been giving your pelvic muscles regular workouts, so you may be alright. To be sure, you're advised to wear incontinence pads at least initially.”

No attempt to remove the vulval patch was made that day; Cline told me that the anal anchor had to be removed first and the next day I was back in the same quasi-medical facility where the patch was installed.

The nurse, now somewhat more respectful, asked me to lie on my stomach over a wedge-shaped cushion, but it was Cline who actually removed the anchor. He connected a suction pump to the base of the device and literally pulled the liquefied goo from the bladder. I sensed the anchor’s retaining ring reducing in size and then, glory be… it felt slack instead of firm. Slowly, he withdrew it and for the first time in four months, my anus felt empty. It didn’t feel right, though. I touched myself with my hand and my sphincter muscle was gaping open.

“You have to give it time,” said Cline. “I’ll fit a temporary plug while we see if you can regain you original muscle tone.”

Cline’s temporary plug was a small inflatable balloon elastically attached to a plastic disc. It was the same principle as my computerised anal plug, but had one big difference: instead of a 3 cm thick shaft through my sphincter, it had a thin elasticated tube no more than 3 mm thick. He pushed the balloon into me, inflated it by squeezing a bulb on the outside, and then seated it on the inside of my sphincter muscle by pulling the elastic tube and sliding the disc up against my skin. It felt a little odd, but not as odd as the last one.

“Ok,” said Cline. “Now we come to the big one. Seat yourself in the gynaecological chair and try to remain as still as you can. The robot arm will use microscopic laser light to follow the outline of the patch and sear through each stitch at the same time as welding each parted thread to the edge of the patch. There are fifty stitches in each millimetre, so you can see it’s quite delicate work and when we finally lift the patch away, it will pull the remnants of each stitch from your skin, but the threads are so fine you shouldn’t hardly feel a thing…”

I lay back with my knees spread and closed my eyes. I heard the low hum of the machine, but was afraid to look and jumped when Cline touched my arm two minutes later. He grinned and held up his hand; he was holding a narrow strip of flesh-coloured, very fine plastic material that he wiggled like a fish. I saw the two ports for menstrual blood and urine on one side and on the other face, two short, stubby tubes.

“Stage one done,” he said and I immediately touched myself to feel the clitoral arm of the frustrator between my labial lips. My lips were spread open and I jumped when my fingertip brushed my expose clitoris. Then I leaned forward, straining to see between my legs.

“Am I alright down there?” I asked and Cline handed me a small mirror. I saw my vulva for the first time in six months and it looked the right colour and healthy, but crowded with unfamiliar devices. I had often imagined what I looked like beneath the patch, but now I could see with my own eyes…

The flat, circular base of the frustrator’s dildo was flush with the mouth of my vagina with my labia stretched about its girth. Its visible surface showed few discernible features: the outer inductive ring used to charge the device, an inner circle from which Lulu’s voice had emanated, and a port with small pressure switches on either side that I’d used during my periods. A second port complete with similar switches was attached to the dildo’s forward edge and I realised that this was the valve and exit port for my catheter.

But it was the clitoral stimulator that really drew my attention… A small, narrow metal dish was hinged from the front edge of the dildo assemble and pressed between my labia. This had the effect of pushing my folds apart and exposing my clitoris that was visible as a white bud protruding through a small hole in the base of the dish.

I surmised that at the appropriate times, a small electrical current would start it tingling and encourage it to swell through the dish where it would then become trapped. Nothing would be able to touch it; nothing could contact its surface and compromise its sensitivity. Nothing, that is, except a tiny plastic ball on an extending arm forward of the catheter valve. It was positioned just next to my clitoris and it was this that nudged and rolled over my clit whenever Lulu felt the urge; a tiny, almost insignificant contrivance that had the ability to drive me crazy with lust only to drop me into the darkest depths of despair merely by ceasing to move.

I stared at it without speaking for a long time until Cline broke the spell: “We can’t remove that yet because the expander dish is still sewn to your labia along the top edge. Hold still and I’ll reset the laser…”

This time I watched, but there wasn’t much to see. The laser head floated just above my skin on its long arm, moving delicately and tracing the shape of my vulva as it cut through the thin protein strands.

“There. Finished… You can now pull the frustrator out.”

I touched its fat base and felt the metal dish lift from my clitoris and from between my minora to allow my clitoral hood to resume its natural shape. At the same time, the dildo section of the device moved inside my sheath. I pulled steadily and the whole phallic shaft slid out of me at the same time as I felt the catheter tube pull from my urethra and I was left holding a fat, glistening, metallic penis; my tormenting lover for so many months…


Chapter 26    
Back to Work

Ispent the next three weeks with Emily and Boris in their apartment; Emily kind and solicitous, Boris subdued and contrite. They’d been to my old apartment to recover my belongings from Clark, at least those that still remained, and left him alone and miserable in an apartment he couldn’t afford to rent.

When faced with all the evidence, Poppy had conceded that she and Abigail were responsible for all the thefts at Lexicon Pharmaceuticals, incriminating Hugo Farleigh in the process, but Abigail was still refusing to play. Of course, her defiance was incompatible with the evidence and she knew that, but ‘uncooperative’ didn’t even begin to describe her attitude. She’d seen how I had been treated and nothing was going to persuade her to accept such humiliation. Defiant to the end, Abigail was nevertheless convicted along with Poppy within three weeks of their latest crime.

And me?

I expected to feel embarrassed in public; after all, most people in the town had seen a lot more of me than I ever could have imagined, but actually I found I didn’t care as much as I thought I would. Everyone knew who I was, but rather than sniggers and finger-pointing, all I received was some sympathy and guilty expressions of support from those who had previously revelled in my supposed retribution.  And as for being ashamed of my previous enforced nudity, I was way beyond that. I no longer cared that I’d been reinstated at Status Level 12 and was now expected to conceal the profile of my bust beneath layers of thick clothing. After being obliged to display my naked breasts to the populace at large, no-one was going to be allowed to criticise my choice of clothing ever again.

I moved out of my sister’s apartment and into a high rise of my own in the west side of town overlooking the park and the river. Property values were much cheaper on that side and, to be honest, I felt more at home there compared with the more affluent areas. I spent another week settling in and then Joe contacted me again.

Resuming my previous role of General Manager at Lexicon was a problem for me, but Joe was very persuasive. I didn’t feel I could carry the same authority among the staff as I’d previously had, but he assured me the staff were, in fact, very supportive. “Abrams had left the company,” he told me, “And William is anxious to mend bridges.”

“What about Claudette?” I asked. I had nothing personally against the girl. On the whole, she’d acted professionally towards me when I was placed in her care, but our relationship had always been one of prison guard and prisoner; how could that possibly translate in the professional sphere? Joe, however, had a ready answer:

“I thought she could be your new assistant.”

“What? No… That could never work.”

“Don’t be so sure. Look at it from her point of view: you’ve faced enormous adversity and you’ve risen above it all. You will make her ultimate role model; she’ll worship you.”

“But a lot of the enormous adversity I’ve faced was enforced by her. She was the one tasked with bridling and hobbling me before leading me naked through the streets and it was her that installed me on that display stand so that people could fondle and tweak. I was totally powerless and completely under her control; how could I ever reverse that and ask her to do things for me?”

“I think you’ll be surprised. At least talk to her. If it doesn’t work out, she can stay as Michael’s assistant and we’ll get you someone new. And talking of someone new, I’ve hired a new Production Manager. I think you’ll like him. He’s a New Zealander and is struggling a little with the intricacies of our status system; I thought you might be able to help him out.”

“Oh right… Because I've experienced all levels from one upwards…”

“Now you know that’s not what I meant. Please… Come to the factory and meet everyone. Give them all a chance…”

“I’ll think about it.”

“Tomorrow then,” and he grinned.

✽ ✽ ✽

The next morning, I rose from a sleepless night and showered. I really didn’t want to go to the factory, but I’d promised Joe and it was too late to back out now. I was in no hurry; eleven o'clock I’d said to Joe, so I had time for a leisurely breakfast and to choose my wardrobe for the day. I settled on a short, real leather black skirt that may have been old fashioned, but I liked the way it clung to my curves and it was a snug fit about my waist. I teamed that with a grey, synthetic silk blouse that I should have buttoned up to the neck, but I left the top three buttons open; it didn’t exactly show much bust and if people didn’t like it, they shouldn’t have supported a system that paraded me naked.

The rest of my outfit was predictable and fashionable: long, black socks that rose halfway up my thighs, but were still some way below the hem of my skirt, and leather ankle boots with moderate heels. The socks were held up by six long, elasticated straps hung from a waistband inside my skirt. They were unnecessarily thick, just as the latest fashion dictated, and I could feel them pulling gently as I walked.

The last item on my inventory was the one that I valued most; it was a pair of black, lace pants, narrow at the front where they rose just wide enough to conceal my vaginal cleft and narrow at the back where they rose between my cheeks. I hadn’t thought I’d be able to wear such a skimpy garment ever again, but my body seemed to have completely recovered from the intrusions of the catheter and the anal anchor and I now had the confidence to venture out without worrying.

At half-past ten, my cab arrived and I pulled on a long coat, real leather to match my skirt, and stepped into the elevator that would take me back to a previous life.

They were all there on the top step as the cab stopped at the kerb and I was treated to smiles and a round of applause. I studied their faces, and all seemed clear; the welcome was genuine…

“May I introduce you to Alan Bennett,” said Joe and I looked at the tall man standing beside him. “Alan is our new Production Manager.”

Alan smiled and his eyes crinkled, and inexplicably, I felt a thrill tighten the muscles in my back. He was about my age with long, dark hair that he wore in a ponytail. Brown eyes, a broad chin obscured by a short beard, and a sensitive mouth with straight, white teeth. And then there was his smile… I returned it, but mine felt fake by comparison.

“Pleased to meet you,” he said with a quiet, bass voice that reverberated in my head. “Joe has told me a lot about you.”

“Not too much, I hope,” I said and immediately regretted my response; it sounded like I was suspecting Joe of divulging all my secrets. “Oh, no… That’s not what I meant. Of course, you must know…”

Alan spoke over my words, silencing me with a voice that smothered mine like honey over sandpaper. “He tells me you're a very capable manager with a flair for revealing the best in people. I hope we will be good together.”

I didn’t know how to answer that and felt foolish, opening and closing my mouth like a fish.

“Aline, it’s so good to have you back.” It was Michael Dunn, the Marketing Director standing next to Alan who had spoken and he held out his hand for me to shake. I took it gratefully and thanked him. Next to him was his assistant, Claudette, and she stood staring at me. For an instant, I thought she wasn’t going to speak, but then I heard her say “Aline,” in a very quiet voice.

“You're looking good, Claudette. It’s good to see you again after everything that’s happened.” It wasn’t my best line, but I followed it with a genuine smile and watched tears develop in her eyes. Suddenly, she fell against me and engulfed me in a tight hug. I felt her cheek wet against mine and heard her voice whispering in my ear.

“Oh Aline… I'm so sorry. Please, can you ever forgive me?”

I eased her away and gripped both her hands in mine. “There’s nothing to forgive,” I said equally quietly. “You behaved impeccably throughout and now it’s all behind us.”

My gushing tribute wasn’t quite true, but it had the desired effect: her face cleared and a brief smile touched her lips. “Welcome back,” she said in a stronger voice, and then, “Thank you.”

I received smiles and welcome messages from all the faces that had last gazed upon me in my distress and shook the hands that had last grasped my exposed breasts with misplaced ire or lust, and now, when I looked at them, I saw only the friendships that I had once before enjoyed. And then there, on the end of the line, stood William.

“The biggest regret in my entire life is that I ever doubted you,” he said. “Can you ever forgive me?”

I smiled, put my hands on his shoulders, and kissed his cheek.

Slowly, the workforce filed back through the entrance door until there was only Joe, Alan and William outside with me.

“It will be good to have you back again,” said William and walked into reception. I followed him in with Joe and Alan right behind me.

“This is one of the bitches that caused you all that trouble,” said William and I gazed directly into the eyes of Poppy. She was sitting behind a small desk on the wooden chair that I used to use.

“That’s not how you were told to greet people,” said Joe and her eyes swivelled to him, her stare blank as if she didn’t hear what he said. “Stand when you greet someone.”

Poppy started, standing fast, her legs pushing the chair back against the wall, and she moved to stand beside the desk. She was completely naked apart from socks and shoes, they weren’t even allowing her a skirt, and she looked at me with her arms loose at her sides.

“Hello, Aline… Miss Laurent.”

I just stared at her. Her face looked pale and her body, no longer thin or malnourished, looked awkward and sad. Her short, dark hair was styled in its usual bob, but she wore no makeup and the effect made her look plain. My eyes drifted down to her naked breasts, each carefully shaped by a beauty consultant and now sporting a bright metal band around its nipple that caused it to protrude more than was natural. And then my eyes dropped lower, knowing what I would find. Her thick pubic hair was gone, replaced by a smooth pubis devoid of all detail, and there, hanging down between her thighs, was the heavy chain.

“I've agreed she can spend her days here until the weather warms and she can move out into the yard,” said Joe. “They’ve given her five years at Status Level 2. I think she’s even been allocated your old pod; isn’t that right, Poppy?”

“Yes, Mr Granger.”

“And she’s got a dilplex, of course. Makes her bounce around a lot, but I don’t think it’s given her any satisfaction yet. Is that still the case, Poppy? Still getting fucked and left hanging?”

Poppy swallowed hard and looked at Joe and then at Alan, her face reddening with embarrassment and her hands slowly moving to shield what would have been her vulva.

“Turn around, Poppy. Turn around and lean forward to show Aline what you have earned.”

I glanced at Joe, but his face was hard with cold eyes; he was intent on punishing the girl. Beside him stood Alan, but he was no longer looking at Poppy; he was looking at me. Poppy had turned and placed her hands on the back of her chair, bending at the waist to show me the thick anchor distorting her anus with its attached chain. Memories came flooding back, memories I was trying to forget, and I turned away to push through the open security door. Alan followed.

“That was cruel of Joe,” I murmured.

“He wanted to show you that that part of your life is over and that those responsible are being punished.”

“I didn’t need to see.”

“You did… Poppy will be here every day serving her sentence in the community and she will cope, just as you did. She will live and eat in her pod and be constantly plagued by the chain locked to her and the unavoidable torments of her frustrator. She will suffer the attentions of strangers who will view her as a bizarre spectacle and a focus for their lust, but she will also travel back and forth to work on her own and spend time walking in the park and making friends. And at the end of it, she will be returned to society to continue the rest of life hopefully a little wiser.”


Chapter 27    
Abigail

Ireturned to Lexicon, as everyone but I knew I would, and my life slowly morphed into one of orderly peace. I worked closely with Alan and over a period of some weeks, our relationship grew by degrees to include the occasional restaurant meal of an evening, but never anything more. Rather than incite me to yearn for a sexual encounter, my experience with community control and the related devices that had sealed me off from any sort of normal relationship had left me feeling insecure and vulnerable. I had dreams about Alan, but that’s all they were: dreams. In the real world, he was a man I found attractive, intelligent, and considerate and for whom I felt enormous respect, but I couldn’t bring myself to go further.

My other work colleagues seemed to forget about the months when I was someone else and the period was never mentioned. Claudette became my personal assistant just as Joe had suggested and the arrangement worked well, and Poppy… I passed her every time I walked through reception; she would stand to greet me and I would acknowledge her, and that was it. She was a convicted prisoner and our reception happened to be where she was serving her time. She was doing her best to comply with the regulations now governing her life and to act respectfully to me and others, and it was up to me to try to ignore her nakedness and the clicking of her chain when she stood.

And then Joe had to go and shine a spotlight on the elephant in the room…

“I've had a message from Abigail,” he said. “Or at least, the wardens looking after her. She has asked to see you.”

I was stunned. I’d been trying to exclude her from my thoughts and now this…

“I don’t even know where she is,” I said.

“She’s living at a chicken farm about fifty kilometres north of here. She was convicted and originally sentenced to ten years, but I think the situation has changed since then.”

“In a chicken farm?”

Joe nodded.

“I don’t want to go.”

“I think you ought to. If nothing else, it will finally bring closure and help you to move on.”

“You don’t think I'm doing alright?” I asked.

“I think you could do better; it could open your horizons, help you to spread your wings, and all those other platitudes. Take Alan with you.”

We went the next Friday evening after work using Alan’s personal car. The weather was unusually warm for that time of year and, although I took a jacket, I wore only a short-sleeved shirt with my usual business skirt.

Once we’d found it amongst the hills and woods near a rural backwater called Rich Man’s Creek, I was surprised to see that the farm was surrounded by a chain-link security fence and a padlocked entrance gate. I pressed the call button and waited. It took a few minutes before a quad bike appeared on the other side of the gate and a large man wearing grey dungarees dismounted. He looked intimidating with long greying hair and a full beard, but I introduced ourselves and his expression broke into a board grin.

“Miss Laurent. I’m Nurse Forester and I’m glad you could spare the time to visit.” His voice was cultured and softer than his looks would suggest. “Abigail often speaks about you.”

He opened the gate and we entered, leaving the car outside when he replaced the padlock.

“How is she?” I asked.

“Up and down… Some days she’s more lucid than others. Today’s a good day.”

“All I know is that she was sentenced to 10 years community control. How did she end up here?”

“Ah… That was her original sentence, but she was unable to settle and fought the authorities at every opportunity. They had no choice but to try behavioural modification, but she’s not been one of our most successful cases.”

“Behavioural modification…,” I repeated more to myself than anyone else and felt sick. “Was there no other way?”

“That’s not for me to judge, miss. My job is just to deal with the consequences. She was originally fitted with an anchor, dilplex, and nipple bands in accordance with her sentence and, although once she was locked onto an anchor chain, she calmed considerably, at other times she was often violent and unmanageable and would fight against having the chain reinstalled. The frustrations caused by the dilplex had a similar effect and they had to stop using it. After she’d injured her third custody officer, they called time and she was sent for the op and, I have to admit, she’s reported to be a lot calmer.”

“In what way has it been unsuccessful then?” I asked, trying hard to conceal my nervousness.

Forester seemed distracted by something on the back of his right hand and took his time answering. “I didn’t know her before, but they say she was an intelligent woman. You may be able to discern some differences in her character.”

I looked at Alan, but all I got back was a non-committal expression that suggested ‘it’s just the way it is’.

“Do you know why she wants to see me?” I asked.

“Not really. She says you were a friend.”

That did shock me, but I said nothing to Forester.

“And where is she now?”

“She’s in the south chicken shed. She likes looking after the chickens and collecting their eggs.” I expected him to lead the way to the shed, but Forester evidently had more to say: “Normally, after behavioural modification the subject is monitored, but allowed much more freedom. Sometimes, they're even returned to society without further penalty or restrictions because they are, effectively, a different person; what I mean is that they don’t have the same character as when they originally committed the crime. With Abigail, the situation is a little more complicated. I said that an anchor and dilplex were installed after her sentence, but instead of being removed following the op, they're still there and the reasons are, well, unusual. When she’s on the chain, she’s calm and manageable, but as soon as it’s disconnected, she gets agitated, so we’ve left the anchor in situ and try never to disconnect it. The dilplex… well that’s a bribe to ensure her compliance. It’ll be her bedtime in about forty minutes and we’ve found that the best way to get her to bed is to promise her an orgasm. It’s not the original intent of the insert, but useful nonetheless. And now, if you're ready, I’ll take you to her.”

We followed Forester past the ends of four long chicken sheds and entered into the fifth. The shed must have been hundreds of metres long with battery cages along both sides five tiers high. A narrow walkway stretched the entire length of the shed between the cages and along the centre of the walk, stretched taut from end to end, was a wire cable.

“Abigail…” called out Forester. She was about fifty metres away with her head close to one of the cages. “Abigail… Your friend is here.”

Abigail looked up and then immediately began walking towards us with a strange waddling gait caused by stepping with a foot either side of the cable. As she neared, I saw that there was a broad grin on her face.

“Aline. You’ve come to see me.”

I tried my best to smile, but it wasn’t easy. She was naked apart from a pair of working boots and was carrying a bucket in her arms and trailing a short chain that had been locked to the cable. I’d never seen her naked before, but she was a good-looking woman and looked healthy – not too fat or too thin – her face looked fresh and her hair was clean and neatly combed. She had no pubic hair and no discernible detail where her vaginal cleft should have been, and her breasts, full and rounded and bouncing with her hurried pace, still had bands around her nipples.

She was still grinning when she reached us and, putting down her basket, she threw her arms around my neck. “Aline. You're here.” And then, without stopping for breath, she said, “Come and meet Clara,” and took me by the hand to lead me back along the path. I followed behind her watching the ring on the end of her chain slide along the cable as her bottom wiggled from side to side. I looked behind and both Alan and Forester were following us, Alan with the inscrutable expression of a Sunday-school teacher on his face.

“This is Clara,” she said indicating a white hen not dissimilar to the thousands of others. “Isn't she beautiful? She lays an egg for me every single day.”

“Do you collect all the eggs?” I asked.

“I do, but I like Clara’s eggs the best.”

“Abigail. Do you remember how many chickens are in this shed?” asked Forester.

Abigail looked sad and shook her head.

“Eight thousand…” he said.

She still looked blank and it was clear the number meant nothing to her.

“That’s a lot, isn’t it?” he asked and she nodded, but her expression didn’t change.

“Clara’s my friend, just like you are,” she said and hugged me again.

We walked slowly along the line of cages and Abigail introduced me to lesser friends and some of the chickens she didn’t like.

“Do you have any other human friends?” I asked and her smile faded as she thought. Then she saw Forester and the smile was back.

“Nurse Forester is my friend too. He makes that thing inside me move to make me feel good every night.”

I glanced at Forester and he shrugged. “Do you ever go anywhere else?” I asked.

“Sometimes I go to the other chicken sheds, but this one is best because it’s where Clara lives.”

“It’s bedtime now, Abigail. You’ve had your supper and you remember I said you can stay up to see Aline, but now you have to go to bed.”

She made no protest at all, just turned back towards the door at the end of the shed and set off at a steady pace. As before, we all followed. She stopped at the end and waited patiently for Forester to unlock the end of the chain from the ring on the cable and then, with him now holding the chain, led the way out of the door and along a series of paths to a low, brick building. She was sleeping in a single bed in a small but clean room and she went straight to a toilet and basin in one corner, sitting first on the pan to urinate and then washing her hands, face, and teeth in the basin.

“Ready,” she said with a smile and Forester picked up what seemed to be a long-sleeved jacket. He held it behind her and she threaded her arms down inside the sleeves while Forester lifted it to settle it across her shoulders. Then he fastened the front around her waist and I realised that there was nothing covering her breasts. Furthermore, the sleeves were attached to the sides of the jacket down as far as her elbows and the then hung freely much longer than her arms. He was fitting her with a straitjacket.

“She likes to feel secure of a night, don’t you, Abigail?” She just continued to smile. “And we like it when she’s secure too; she gets unsettled otherwise,” he added for my benefit. “Ok… Turn around,” and Abigail turned her back to Forester and folded her arms across her stomach so that he could buckle the ends of the sleeves together behind her back. There was a long strap hanging down at the back and this he passed between her legs and fastened it around her folded arms at the front, pulling the strap tight through the buckle to remove any slack.

“There… All ready for bed now.”

“Are you going to go now?” she asked me.

“I have to. I have to go home.”

“Give me a kiss goodbye then because you're my friend.”

She stepped close to me and I put a hand on her shoulder to kiss her cheek. She pressed closer, rocking so that her banded nipples rubbed across my shirt.

“Now, Abigail. You know you're not supposed to do that,” chided Forester, but she only grinned. Forester folded back the sheet and she climbed on the bed to lay prone, staring up at him while he connected two links from the head of the bed to rings on her shoulders.

“Shuffle down, then,” he said and she wiggled down the bed until the links were taut and Forester moved to the foot to attach straps to her ankles and tensioned them to spread her out on the mattress. I then watched in astonishment as he pulled the chain from her anchor down to the end of the bed and clipped it to the end rail.

“Tighter,” she said. “I can't feel it,” and he tightened the chain by an extra link.

“Keeps her calm,” he whispered to me. “She likes to feel it tugging when she wriggles.” Then he picked up a thin plastic tube from the end of the bed and pushed it into the catheter port between her legs. “Comfortable now?” he asked Abigail.

“Yes, thank you, but my titties are tickling. Please give me a rub.”

“I don’t think so, Abigail.”

“Please. Do it like you usually do; they're tickling me.”

Forester looked at me with a strange expression and then placed a hand on her breasts to massage her nipples and make her giggle and squirm beneath his palm.

“Say goodnight to your visitors now…”

“Goodnight, Aline. Will you rub my titties before you go too?”

“Goodnight,” I said, but made no move to touch her.

“Pleeese…” she cried. “Pleeese rub me.”

“We try to keep her as calm as possible at bedtime,” said Forester, the implication being that I should comply with her request. I reached out and placed a hand on her left breast with her banded nipple pressing against my palm and she giggled and rocked her chest.

“That’s enough now, Abigail. Time to sleep,” but she wasn’t done yet.

“Goodnight Alan…” she said with a beseeching look.

“No, Abigail. You have to sleep now,” said Forester.

“You won’t forget, will you Nurse Forester?” she called out staring up at him with wide eyes.

“I won’t forget.” Forester smiled and held a pacifier in front of Abigail’s mouth. She opened wide and he squeezed its sides and dropped it between her teeth, releasing it to expand inside her mouth and seal her lips. Then he said: “Ivan, activate dilplex, mode 6.”

A low, gruff voice responded from beneath Abigail to confirm that the dilplex was about to activate and, moments later, she made a low muffled moaning sound and her hips began to roll. I watched her close her eyes and begin a long, drawn-out humming tune as the dilplex began its magic. I imagined her clitoris responding to the tiny electrical current and swelling through the small aperture in the vulval dish until it looked like an anaemic pea on a metal plate being nudged by the plastic stimulation roller.

Forester pulled the blanket over her and she began rocking her chest so that the friction on her banded teats added to the dilplex.

“She’ll be fine now until morning,” said Forester as he ushered us from the room. “The program I've set will toy with her for about twelve minutes before the dildo begins to pump in earnest and then she’ll get a series of controlled climaxes that will tire her out enough to sleep.”

“But do you have to restrain her so?” I asked.

“We didn’t used to, but she’d get out of bed and start making a fuss in the night, so we began increasing the restraints. It’s got to the stage now that if I don’t strap her down like that, she complains. She seems to like the sense of security it brings and she’ll be quiet now until I release her in the morning. As it turned out, it was fortuitous that she’d been fitted with a dilplex because it provides us with a very useful bargaining chip; if she wants the experience, she has to behave.” He gave a short laugh then… “It rather belies its pet-name of frustrator, because we use it for an entirely different purpose.”

“You leave her with the pacifier all night, too?” I asked.

“Of course. That way, we all get to sleep; she was forever calling for attention before. Initially, I had to explain to her that she needs the pacifier to keep her quiet for her orgasms, but she now accepts that it’s the price she pays for nightly carnal satisfaction and, anyway, she likes the feel of it in her mouth.”

We walked slowly up the path back towards the main gate when I asked: “What’s going to happen to her?”

“What do you mean? She’s never going to change. We can't leave her unattended or off the chain because she gets agitated and becomes violent, so she’s here for good. It happens sometimes with behavioural modification; it’s not an exact science and in rare cases, it can adversely affect a person’s character and mental faculties to this extent, but at least she’s happy.”

“Until Clara goes,” I muttered, but Forester just smiled.

“She doesn’t recognise that hen, only the cage; it has a distinctive scratch on the door. She might think that Clara’s lost a little weight when we replace her with a younger bird, but…” and he shrugged his shoulders. “Come again. She’ll be pleased to see you.”

We left then, sliding back into Alan’s car and instructing it to take me home, and we were half-way back before I realised that my mood had lifted. At first, I felt a misplaced sense of guilt thinking of Abigail chained to her bed all night and talking to the chickens all day. Then I thought I was happier because the stress of meeting her was behind me, but a few more kilometres and some more self-analysis and I realised the real reason: I felt relaxed because Abigail would never be a threat to me again. I was finally safe and it felt good.

The car glided to a halt outside my apartment block and I turned to Alan. I’d been thinking about it for the last half hour, but now I was sure…

“Come in for coffee,” I suggested and he smiled.

“I’d love to,” he said and we both climbed from the car to watch it move slowly away to the self-park.

Once inside my door, all pretence was forgotten and we fell against each other, each seeking the other’s mouth whilst our hands explored the other’s body. Alan was taller than I and I touched his chest beneath his open shirt. He was more muscular in the flesh than I imagined and I could feel the promise of his erect penis pressing against my thigh.

For his part, he’d unbuttoned my shirt to reveal my strangely shaped conical breasts beckoning to him, pleading for attention. He touched me and I jumped as his fingers skimmed the tip of a nipple.

“You're banded,” he said in surprise.

“I know,” I whispered with just a hint of sarcasm and kissed his lips.

-   The End   -


Extract from the book ‘A God-Given Wife’

Jenny, a young, high-functioning IT specialist, was perplexed when her breasts began 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.

A minor road incident had unforeseen consequences. On the dark, wet mountain road, she saw the Reverend Joshua Davies and his wife, Martha, as saviours who could change the wheel of her car while, in keeping with a two-hundred-year-old tradition, the reverend regarded Jenny to be gift from God: a wife for his farmer son. The fact that she was subsequently shown to be lactating solved more problems and confirmed that she was heaven-sent.

This excerpt is early in the book after Jenny awakes from a drug-induced sleep to find herself chained to a bed. When the family seeks to capitalise on her condition to help feed a baby, Jenny violently breaks free when she discovers that instead of breast-feeding the infant, she’s to be milked with an industrial goat milking machine. She’s recaptured and subdued by having an ancient head cage locked in place to hold a plug in her mouth, and being tied to a post in the milking parlour.

Luke, Ruth and Ben belong to the farming community’s younger generation with Ruth tasked with being Jenny’s minder. Jenny has already lost her jacket, blouse, and bra.

*    *    *    *    *

Jenny stared in silence from between the iron bars of the head cage as along with Martha, Luke, Ben, and the Reverend Davies, they all watched Ruth prepare the goat milker. There was a gallon milk churn attached to the pump and, with black humour, Jenny considered that Ruth was being a trifle optimistic. With the pump ready, Luke untied the cords holding her to the post and dragged her across to the outside of the first stall, pulling her around until she was standing against the stall’s upper rail. Ruth used the same baler twine to tie her knees to the lower rail and then Luke threaded twine through her cuffed wrists and pulled her across the stall. She folded forwards over the rail, only saving herself from falling into the stall by grabbing the rail on the far side. Now it was a simple task for Luke to tie off the cord from her wrists to stop her rising again and she was stuck with her upper body horizontal and stretched across the empty stall.

Ben grinned as he squatted beside her and reached under her to cup one of her breasts now dangling in free space beneath her chest.

“She has nice titties,” he reiterated and he twitched the nipple with is thumb. Jenny rocked herself violently and tried to screech, but only managed a muffled hum. His big hand closed to squeeze the smooth flesh and multiple milky jets squirted from the long nipple. “She’s just like a goat,” he exclaimed happily and, pleased with his assessment, squeezed her again. Reverend Davies told him he’d best get out of the way so that she could be milked properly.

Ruth took his place holding both teat cups with their flexible plastic tubes trailing back to the pump and Luke flicked on the power. Air hissed through the cups as Ruth raised both to touch them to Jenny’s breasts and they grabbed with a fierce suction that dragged both nipples deep into the funnels of the cups.

Jenny was wriggling now, rocking her body to try and thrown the cups off, but she had no hope. With a suction pressure of five pounds per square inch, each cup could support a large bag of potatoes and still not relinquish its grip. The pump registered a successful attachment by changing note and Luke turned the switch to ‘Pulse’ mode.

Now Jenny screamed, although the sound was little more than a muted hum, and began writhing left and right to flick her tits in earnest as the cups began sequentially pinching her nipples, but the teat cups were tenacious and she achieved little more than to coil plastic tubes beneath her like demented snakes. The device was squeezing and sucking at alternate teats with a two second cycle time – squeeze left and suck right followed by squeeze right and suck left – and the result was that the milk was actually being pumped from her as her nipples popped in and out of the funnels bouncing beneath her chest.

After ten seconds of frenetic movement, Jenny gave up the unequal struggle and gazed down between her outstretched arms at her breasts dancing in time with the clicking of the pump. She could feel the milk flowing within her breasts and see the thin jets wet the inside surfaces of the teat cups in short bursts and dribble down inside the tubes, thicker and more yellow than she expected.

“That’s colostrum,” said Martha. “She must have only just started suckling.”

“There’s not even going to be enough to reach the churn,” said Luke.

The reverend squatted beside Jenny for a closer look. “It doesn’t matter. It'll just get mixed up with the next session from the goats and it’s supposed to be good for you. When she’s milking properly, she can have her own collection bottle to give to the babes.”

Luke was now standing behind Jenny and touched the back of her thigh with his palm. Slowly, his hand slipped higher beneath the hem of her short skirt until he was touching the thin material of her pants with Jenny squealing and violently wriggling her bottom.

“Reverend…” he said with an inquiring tone.

“No,” replied Davies emphatically. “You're not to tup ‘er. She’s Elijah’s bride and I’ll not have her messed with. If Elijah does it, well, it means he’s made his choice, but you’ve got your own wench to play with. I know I have some old-fashioned ideas, but this is a Christian community and I’ll not have everyone sinning like we were still in the 70’s,” and he gave Martha a warning glance. “If young folks are engaged to be married, I’m prepared to be more flexible, but that was never the case with you and Gail and it’s certainly not the case with you and Miss Adams here.”

Reluctantly, Luke removed his hand to allow Jenny’s skirt to fall back into place and she breathed a silent sigh of relief, but her relief was premature…

“Go and fetch the fetters that are hanging in the workshop and bring the small arc welder too.”

If Jenny’s bonds weren’t comprehensively tested before, they were certainly given a good trial then, but her contortions didn’t go unnoticed.

“And what did you expect? Did you think I was just going to let you run off again? That’s not the way it works, Miss Adams. You’ll wear these until you can convince me it’ll be safe to cut them off, and that won’t be for a very long time…”

Luke dropped the fetters behind Jenny and plugged the welder into the socket next to the pump. With her legs tied together, there was nothing she could do to affect the outcome and she sagged across the stall with tears running down her cheeks while Davies wrapped the iron fetters about her ankles and linked them with the short chain, fixing everything in place with steel nuts and bolts. A single short flash to the nuts of both ankle cuffs was enough to weld them permanently to their bolts and Jenny’s ambulatory abilities were, at a stroke, reduced to a maximum pace length of a few inches.

Next, he moved around to stand the other side of the stall to where her hands were gripping the far rail and here he wrapped more wide steel bands about her wrists beside the narrow handcuffs. Once the bolts had been fitted and tightened, these too were welded into place with a single heavy link between them.

“You'll thank me for these in a week,” he mused. “The thin cuffs would have been cutting your skin in a few days; these will be much more comfortable.”

“You’ve forgotten something,” said Ruth smugly.

“I've forgotten nothing.”

“What about her pants? How’s she supposed to take them off now?”

The reverend just smiled and took out his own pocket knife. He pulled up her skirt at the back and, after two quick cuts, pulled the tattered lace from her. Her skirt dropped back in place for the second time, but not before Luke glimpsed what was uppermost in his mind at that instant. Davies noticed his smirk and repeated his dire warning: “Remember, we’re not heathens here. We are good Christian folk and don’t go fornicating with wenches however much they may want it. And that’s doubly so as far as Elijah’s new bride is concerned.”

Luke turned away, but if Davies could have seen his face, he’d have seen his smirk grow into a broad grin.

*

All seven of them, five humans and two dogs, watched Jenny being milked for ten whole minutes even though her milk dried up after four and then Ruth flicked off the pump and pulled the teat cups from her breasts. By the end of the session, Jenny was exhausted and sagged between the stall’s rails like a damp rag while her audience squatted and stared at her nipples.

“They're definitely bigger,” said Luke.

“And longer,” added Ruth.

“Aye, but they’ll likely shrink back after an hour or two,” offered Davies.

Luke reached out to let the tip of a teat tickle across his palm and Jenny was instantly wide awake and wriggling. “She’s very sensitive…”

“Oh, she will be. All breast-feeding stimulates a woman and makes ‘er feel ‘orny. It’s all to do with the hormones it releases. This one’s also had the benefit of the goat milker sucking at her tits so she’s doubly affected. That’s right, isn’t it Martha.”

“Oh Joshua, you know it is… I used to really enjoy feeding Eli.”

“Do you mean that milking her makes her feel sexy?” asked Luke. “Is her cunny going to be all wet?”

By this time, Jenny was staring at the reverend with wide eyes.

“Probably, but no… you can't check. Unlock ‘er handcuffs and let her stand.”

Jenny struggled upright and turned to face the reverend. She was feeling unsteady and dropped her banded wrists to her waist, not even attempting to conceal her nipples which were red and particularly perky.

“You're not going to be able to do a lot of cussing now,” said Luke and he smiled at her dark eyes watching him from between the thin bars of her cage. She moved a foot and the heavy iron chain between her ankles snapped taut with a metallic clicking sound. “Nor be able to run far like that.”

“She’s not going to be able to do much at all,” muttered Davies and passed a leather belt around her waist to buckle it up behind her back. Jenny watched almost with disinterest as he then clipped a snap hook to the link between her hands and a ring riveted to the belt at her belly. No lock was used, but as far as Jenny was concerned, none was required; the link was too small and her manacles too wide for her to get her fingers close enough to unclip it.

Now unable to either raise or drop her hands, she peered down at the thick iron shackles welded onto her ankles above her elegant shoes. They looked old and clumsy, and she lifted a leg to see how much movement the chain would allow. The answer was not much and the chain felt heavy suspended by one foot. Then she saw Luke was still watching her, looking at her raised knee and the dark shadow between her thighs where the hem of her skirt had lifted. She quickly stamped her foot back onto the concrete floor of the shed, but the tops of her slender thighs rising like smooth bronzed columns beneath her dark skirt was still proving to be an irresistible draw. All she could do was to press her legs together, now all too aware that her naked crotch was no more than a finger-length above the hem of her skirt, but beyond her own reach.

If the Reverend Davies was mindful of her discomfort, he didn’t show it. He told Ruth to take her back to her bedroom. “You can take her a meal too.”

“Should I remove the cage after I've connected her collar chain?”

“No, certainly not. That’s her punishment for trying to run away and blaspheming. Here’s the key for the oral plug so she can eat, but make sure you close her up again afterwards. Have the cattle prod handy so she knows you mean it. She’ll need to be brought back here every four hours to pump ‘er, but Martha can do the nighttime sessions; we’ll see if we can get a decent yield established.”

*

Back in the bedroom, Ruth removed Jenny’s shoes and she slipped back under the covers to sit up with her back against the wall, staring blankly while Ruth relocked the chain to the wall staple.

“Would you like the magazines to read? I can leave them on your lap.” Jenny gave no indication she’d heard her, so Ruth dropped them on the bed beside her. “The pots still under the bed if you need it; I'm sure you can manage to sort yourself out. I’ll find you something to eat…”

She left her looking particularly sorry for herself. Things had gone downhill fast; so fast they’d left her feeling detached from reality. Yesterday, she had a normal life with a high-profile job, an apartment, and a boyfriend; today, she’s almost naked and in chains, is being milked with an agricultural milking machine intended for goats, and seems destined to be the bride of some country hick.

She looked sourly at the pile of religious magazines Ruth had left next to her, awkwardly turned over the first two pages of the top one, and then pushed the entire pile onto the floor.

Ruth reappeared after twenty minutes with a plate of thick soup and a couple of slices of bread. She placed the cattle prod on the chest and the bowl of soup next to it, and sat on the edge of the bed.

“If I unlock your mouth, you are going to behave, aren’t you?”

Jenny nodded and Ruth turned the key in the padlock hanging at her cheek. Then she pulled the bar open and with it, the plug from Jenny’s mouth. When it was fully open, she could slide it from the hinge and sat twirling the thick plug on its bar while Jenny spent a minute exercising her jaw.

Finally, Jenny looked at her and muttered: “This is my worst nightmare.”

“Well, it didn’t have to be like this. It’s all your own fault. You could have caused me serious injury pushing me over that rail like that.”

“I'm sorry,” was the response. “It’s just that I don’t like being chained up and milked like a goat.”

“Well, anyway it’s done now and there’s nothing either of us can do about it. If I can tell Reverend Davies that you’ve been civil and not made a fuss, in a few days he might take the cage off your head.”

“A few days…” muttered Jenny miserably.

“But you have to be good. No screaming or shouting and you have to be cooperative down in the shed. Do you promise?”

“I don’t have a choice, do I?”

“No, not really. Now, try some of this soup; open wide…”

Jenny thought Ruth was really enjoying herself, feeding her just like a baby, but she refrained from comment. The soup wasn’t actually at all bad. It was vegetable and homemade, as was the bread that accompanied it, and Jenny found it filling and most welcome. Afterwards, Ruth moved the crockery in preparation for replacing the oral plug.

“Where’s Eli?” Jenny asked while she had the opportunity.

“He’s at a livestock market down south; he’ll be back late tomorrow.”

“What’s he like?”

“I shouldn’t worry about him if I were you; you won’t be marrying him.”

“But Reverend Davies…”

“Not everyone has to do what he says. Eli is his own man and will do what he wants, and if you really want to know, he’s going to be marrying me.” And with that Jenny had to open her mouth quickly as Ruth closed the bar on the head cage and her mouth was suddenly full of metal plug.
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