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CHAPTER ONE

Chicago

PROFESSOR HENRY BOWTHORPE walked swiftly along the passageway linking Chicago’s Union Station arrivals hall to the train tracks. He had taken this path many times before, preferring to take the train between Syracuse and Chicago over the airlines, even though the journey by plane would be much faster. There was just something so peaceful and civilized about train travel. Especially since RailTrek had instituted the Comfort Class program. Henry looked forward to this trip more than ever, as the girl he had just encountered in the Metropolitan Lounge was going to be serving on it.

Not only serving on the train, but getting off in Syracuse as well. Henry suspected that she was a student there. Few people her age would bother taking this trip, this time of year, without the goal of getting to school, and the university was the only game in town. He especially looked forward to the possibility that she would attend the department where he taught. If he wasn’t mistaken, she was most likely going to need financial assistance to attend. Nobody who can pay for tuition themselves would ever subject themselves to traveling in Comfort Class. Perhaps he could put in a word or two and have her assigned to his program. He licked his lips in anticipation.

Reaching the train platform he walked past the various cars that made up the consist. Finally he reached his rail car, showed his phone with the electronic ticket on it to the attendant and was waved aboard. He travelled light always, carrying a simple rolling case that would easily fit in the luggage space in his sleeper cabin, so no need to place anything in the luggage racks that greeted him as he turned into the hallway that ran the length of the train wagon. It was a simple matter to find his room, on the right hand side, and enter it.

He plopped down on the comfortable seat and immediately turned to his phone. Tapping through his contacts to find his assistant, he dialed her and waited for her to answer. Impatiently he glanced out the window at the other passengers sorting out which wagon was theirs until finally Anastasia answered.

“Hello, Professor. How was the convention,” she asked somewhat breathlessly.

He frowned at the phone as he answered, “Hi Anastasia. Were you busy with something? Perhaps I can call you later?”

“No, no, Professor. I was just out for a run. Now is fine,” she answered.

He didn’t for a moment believe her. That girl was undoubtedly with a boy, having relations. Professor Bowthorpe did not mind his students having sex, however he did mind if his grad student was neglecting the duties he had assigned her in favor of meeting her carnal needs.

“Very well, Stasia. The meetings I had here went very well. Listen, we have some openings in our upcoming Female Management class, am I right?”

“Yes, sir. We’re missing one spot, although finding two more would be even better. As it is, I don’t think we have enough students to pair up. I’m willing to act as a partner, as I mentioned before, but that would still leave one empty spot to fulfill the enrollment criteria.”

Henry frowned again. She was right. If they didn’t get at least one more student enrolled in the class the university might cancel it. The department of Applied Human Psychology was already a bit dubious about his research field and was looking for a reason to redirect his efforts elsewhere. Years of research would be down the drain, not to mention some potentially lucrative endorsements from the female management industry.

He looked about himself as other passengers filed past his cabin. “Well, I think I just saw a girl here that might be a prime candidate for our class. She’s traveling in Comfort Class, can you believe it?”

Anastasia gasped on the other end of the line. “No way, I’ve never actually met anyone who did that. I’d love to meet her!”

“Yes well, she’s going to be on my train and she mentioned that she was attending classes as a freshman. I’m going to try and pull some strings and get her in our class, so prepare yourself for that eventuality. If we don’t find anyone else then we’ll have an odd number and you’ll need to participate for the practical work.”

“That’s fine, Professor. I’m crossing my fingers, thanks for letting me know,” she replied.

“Okay, bye, I think we’re heading off now.”

“Bye.”

He hung up and checked his emails as he waited for the conductor to swing by and check his ticket and assign him a dinner time. He shook his head and muttered to himself as he proceeded to delete over seventy junk emails. There were a few from RestrainTeq that he read with deep concentration until the conductor came and the formalities were taken care of. He managed to secure a 7:30pm dinner reservation in the dining car. More importantly, the conductor clarified the comfort girl schedule with him. There were in fact going to be two girls available to first class passengers. Henry made sure that he could access either or both of them as desired.

This was going to be fun!

~~~

Things were not as fun for Emily. She was still chained to the frame inside the Metropolitan Lounge, her hands and feet spread out, chains securing her wrists and ankles to the frame, completely naked. Behind her posters proclaimed the wonders of the new RailTrek Comfort Class, of which she was an active, if somewhat reluctant, ingredient.

She had just been read a very sweet note from Ben, whom she had met on the train from Roseburg here to Chicago and had barely begun to come to terms with its contents before RailTrek personnel came for her.

She had met Ben on the train as he had tried sneaking into the first class sleeper section from his seat in coach. He had been so sweet to her, and in a moment of passion he had taken her virginity. As the train had approached Chicago and he had been nowhere to be seen, she had managed to find him, trapped inside one of the sleeper cabins. Her rescue act had earned her the punishment of being staked out, as it were, here in the lounge. And he had simply disappeared!

But the note had made all the difference, the RailTrek employee reading it to her as her hands continued to be chained above her head. The note made it clear that he had wanted to see her again but couldn’t. Emily didn’t know how, but she felt a hope in her heart that they would perhaps one day meet again. He was the first boy she had really felt this way about, and it would be tragic if he simply disappeared from her life forever.

In the meantime there was the matter of her onward voyage to Syracuse. The two men made swift work of her cuffs and shackles, allowing Emily to finally lower her arms and sigh in relief. Unfortunately that relief was short lived as they proceeded to put her in handcuffs and, one of the men grabbing her by the arm, began to march her out of the lounge and into the main hall.

She turned back to the frame and called out to the other man who had stayed behind, “Oh, oh! Wait! Can you please let me take those flowers and the note? They’re for me!”

The young man who had delivered and read the note to her waved to her and said, “Sure, miss. Let me bring them along for you!”

He picked up the flower arrangement and trotted after her. Emily suspected that he was eager to have a good reason to follow her naked behind as she was led to the train. But she really wanted to keep the note, and the flowers were so pretty. The first class passengers on the Chicago bound train had chipped in together to get them for her as a token of their appreciation. It had made her cry. Maybe she could keep them in whatever space she would be put during her breaks.

The three of them rushed down the hallways until they reached the train car where she would be loaded. Together they entered and made their way into a small cabin where the rather large RailTrek man deposited her and locked her left ankle onto a chain secured to a ring in the cabin floor. He then removed her handcuffs and left without saying a word. The younger man carefully set her flower arrangement down on a little table beside her, with the note next to it.

His eyes lingered on her breasts for a moment, concentrating in particular on her pink nipples. Finally he managed to wrest his gaze up to her face and, blushing a bit said, “I hope you enjoy the rest of your journey, miss. I’ve had a wonderful time servicing you.” He blushed even more furiously and stammered, “I mean, helping you, um, you know what I mean.” He rushed out of the cabin.

Emily smiled to herself. She seemed to be having an effect on people recently. Like that professorial type who had stopped by to chat with her in the lounge. She didn’t really know what his deal was, but he seemed very interested in the restraints that she was in.

Before she had a chance to contemplate this much further, she realized that the train was moving and that a woman had just entered her cabin. She wore a RailTrek uniform, had long red hair in a ponytail and was somewhat hefty. But she carried a warm smile on her face which did a lot to reassure Emily.

“Hi, you must be our comfort girl Emily, right?” She glanced at the flowers on the table and gushed, “Oh my, those are so beautiful! Are they yours? I love them!”

Emily blushed, “Yes, the passengers on my previous train got them for me.”

“Oh, honey! That’s so sweet! I’ll make sure they get all the water they need, don’t you worry your pretty little head over that. Now, I’m Augustine, and I’ll be wrangling you on this train, okay?”

“Okay, Augustine, nice to meet you,” Emily replied.

“Now, since you’re getting off in Syracuse, we have a second girl on the train too, so you’ll be sharing duties with her. She’s going all the way to New York.” She giggled, “All the way, get it? Sorry, bad joke. You don’t have to have sex with anyone, just to be clear. That’s not in the price of a first class ticket.”

“Good to know,” muttered Emily.

“So here’s the deal, sweetie,” Augustine said as she sat down and glanced over Emily’s nude body. “It’s already 7, we were a bit delayed getting out of Chicago. Dinner starts in a half hour and you’ll be helping in the dining car. The other girl, Grace, will be doing room service. She’ll be taking passengers’ food orders in their cabin and then bringing it to them, with Frank, the dining car attendant’s help.”

“I’ve done some waitress service when I was younger,” Emily volunteered. “Not on a train, and not naked, of course.”

“Yes, this will be quite different,” Augustine replied.

“Well, yeah, I imagine,” Emily said as she glanced down at her bare breasts.

Augustine laughed, “Yes, indeed. But what I mean is that, um…well, how do I put this. So we have a new expedited service on the East Coast trains where the passengers order their meals through their phones. To save paper menus, you know?”

“Ok, so I just serve them their food?”

Augustine’s eyes shifted around a bit. “No, well, you’ll be helping them order. You’ll be carrying the QR code that they need to scan, you see.”

“What,” Emily asked, somewhat puzzled. “Like I’ll show them a piece of paper with the QR code on it? Why not just have it on the table already. Anyway, I thought restaurants weren’t really doing that anymore.”

“Yeah, we’re, um, trying to innovate this. So,” she looked down at Emily’s middle section, “You’ll be carrying the code on a tag. On your labia. You see.”

Emily cried out, “What? What do you mean on my labia? You’re going to put a tag with a code on my pussy lips and people are going to scan it with their phones?”

“Yup.”

~~~


CHAPTER TWO

On the Way

EMILY SHOOK HER head vigorously. “Oh, no way. No way you’re going to put a tag on my lips and let people scan it with their phones! That doesn’t even make sense. It wouldn’t even be in a good location for scanning, right?” She waved her hands around. “Why not on my nipple? That’s at least at eye level, or close enough when you’re sitting.”

Augustine held her hands up in a gesture of surrender. “Listen, Emily. It’s out of my hands, alright? Upper management decided that it would be sexier for dining car passengers to get up close and personal with your girly bits when ordering their food.” She shook her head and continued, “Personally, I’m not sure how any of this passes basic hygiene standards for a restaurant, but it’s not for me to say.”

She leaned over and fetched a metal tag from her pocket and held it up. A small metal hook connected the tag to a nasty looking alligator clip that Augustine pinched to open. Emily could see tiny little serrations on the inside of the clip.

She peered closer and exclaimed, “Oh, no way in hell! That’s going to hurt like crazy!”

Augustine frowned and said, “Listen Emily. This is all part of your carriage contract. You agreed to all of this when you signed on as a Comfort Class traveler. If you break the contract, we’ll have to take you off the train at the next station and you’ll be subject to contract cancellation fees. Do you really want that? Or maybe just enjoy the kink a bit, lean into it, have some fun with it.”

Emily sighed. “Fine,” she said, looking a bit guilty. It seemed like Augustine didn’t know about Emily’s issues with understanding the terms of her ticket. It had been a whole thing on the ride to Chicago. “So how long is this thing on?”

“I’ll clip it on right now, and take you straight to the dining car. We have three seatings, so at most three hours or so.”

“Three hours sounds like a long time,” she whined.

Augustine motioned for her to come closer and said, “Spread your legs for me, sweetie. There’s a good girl! Let me just clip this on…and…there!” She grabbed Emily’s left outer lip between the thumb and index finger of her left hand and pulled it out a bit. With her right hand she held the opened clip over Emily’s sensitive flesh and slowly let it close.

“Ow. Ow, damn! Shit!” Emily cried out. She bounced on the balls of her feet then quickly decided that was a bad idea. The movement of the tag as Augustine had let go, sent tiny little shocks through her genitals, straight to her clit where it broadcast a heady mix of pleasure and pain to her brain.

“You okay, sweetie?” asked Augustine with concern in her eyes. “This shouldn’t hurt for too long. Your body will adapt.”

“It’s fine, it’s fine. I’ll live,” grunted Emily as she resolved to get used to the mischief that was occurring in her nether regions. “Let’s get this service over with.”

“Great! That’s the spirit,” said Augustine as she stood up and led Emily by the hand out of the cabin and along the hallway. They passed through a number of rail cars before they reached the entrance to the dining car. Emily saw with a quickening of her pulse that the seats appears to all be full.

A dining attendant was there taking drink orders. When she saw Emily enter she turned to the diners and said, “I’ll be right back with your drinks. In the meantime our comfort girl will be showing you the menu.” With that she scurried off in the other direction, letting Augustine guide Emily towards the tables.

The four people seated at the nearest table, two men and two women, turned to watch her approach. Their eyes roamed over her body, stopping at her nipples and her mound, opening in surprise when they saw the tag that was dangling from her lips and hitting the side of her upper thighs.

One of the men glanced over to Augustine and asked, “So what do we have here?”

“Well, sir. This is Emily. She’s going to be your menu girl this evening. I expect you’ve noticed the tag dangling from her privates,” replied Augustine as Emily blushed furiously. “There’s a QR code on that tag,” she continued as the two diners seated furthest away from her craned their necks to see better what Emily was sporting from such an intimate area.

“Just use your phone and scan that tag, and it’ll take you to the menu for this evening.” She reached between Emily’s legs and held the tag up to show the diners. Emily bit her lip as the motion caused her pussy lip to stretch. “Just order what you want on your phone and Emily and Justine will be by to bring it to your table.”

“Cool! Thanks, we’ll do that,” said the man nearest her. As Augustine patted Emily on the back and left, he reached over with his phone and grabbed the tag with his other hand. “Let’s see here…” he squinted at his phone screen as he held the tag up with his hand and aimed the phone closer to it. Emily grimaced as the tag moved, the clip biting into her pussy lip, her clit getting stimulated.

The man leaned back and the woman seated across from him leaned forward and peered at her middle. “Dearie, dearie me,” she exclaimed as she peered at Emily closely. “That looks like it would hurt.” She pulled gently at the tag and Emily hissed quietly. The woman looked up at her briefly then back down at the tag. “I’ve never seen them do this, let me tell you. I love it! It’s so…I don’t know, primal, yet avant-garde, don’t you think?”

The woman sitting next to her by the window nodded and replied, “Yes, it’s making a statement about where our food comes from. Like, it’s birthed from a woman’s toil, a product of the labor and sweat and the pain that is a part of every working woman’s life. And filtered through the lens of our modern technology, a technology that threatens to deaden us to the grim and brutal realities of life as it gives us life.”

“Yes,” guffawed the man who had already loaded the menu, curtesy of Emily’s pussy. “It gives us a choice of steak, chicken, or vegetable lasagna!” The others at the table laughed. Emily wondered how long the woman was going to keep pawing her tag. The constant movement of the clip and the tugging on her genitals was starting to have the effect of moistening her womanhood. She desperately hoped no one would notice.

“Come on, Judith. Scan that pussy already and let us get our turn,” said the man seated by the window.

Emily’s eyes widened. They were each going to order separately? Why the hell couldn’t they just share a menu. And how would her tag get close enough to the diners seated by the window without tearing her lip right off?

Judith reluctantly let go of the tag after scanning it, and the man reached over, grabbed the tag and gently pulled it closer as he reached over with this own phone. Emily yelped as the clip bit into her labia and stretched it. They finally finished ordering and Emily was free to continue with the other tables.

Emily continued down the aisle of the restaurant car. Other than this, she wasn’t too upset with her new situation here, overall. She hadn’t been punished in any way so far. The chains connecting her ankles together were a bit of a pain, but then again, she had run away previously. Apparently that was frowned upon by staff, so they had restricted her ability to do any such thing.

The tag that had been fixed to her labia with a small alligator clamp was a pain however, somewhat literally, but it wasn’t too bad. What got to her was that every table that she had to stop at wound up grabbing at the tag, invariably stretching her painfully by the clip as the passengers scanned the code on the tag with their phone.

She sighed as all four of the diners at each of the tables took the time to reach over, pull the tag painfully towards them and scan it. Share a freaking phone, she thought to herself. Oh well, only five more tables to go.

~~~

Eventually Emily made her way over to the second to last table where, to her consternation, the older gentleman who had talked to her in the lounge was seated. He had expressed interest in her restraints and where she was headed off to. When he noticed her, his face lit up with pleasure and he winked at her.

“Hello! Emily, right?” He had waited until his seat mates had scanned her tag before reaching over and pulling at it himself.

She suppressed a squeak and bit her lip. “Yes, that’s right. How did you know?”

“Oh, I make it my business to know who’s who on the trains I’m riding. There are only two comfort girls here and you seemed more like an Emily than the other girl.” He scanned the menu and leaned back, letting go of her tag.

“You’re headed to Syracuse too?” she asked. “Oh, yeah, you said that, right?” She let her hands drift down to almost cover her mound. There was something about him that made her self conscious.

“Yes, I’m teaching at the University there. I assume you’re going to be attending, am I correct?”

She nodded and was about to reply when one of the other men seated at the table, who had pulled particularly roughly on her tag, interrupted, “UofS? My son goes there! Great school. Go Snowballs!”

The professor gave the man a pained smile and turned his attention back to Emily. “Yes, indeed. Go Snowballs. Sports is very big there. But research is a big thing too, Emily. Perhaps you and I should talk later. Would you like that? I can give you some pointers on what to expect when you get there, and perhaps point you towards a field of study you might find rewarding.”

“Um, thanks, sir. Sure, I guess. Maybe later?” She backed away, smiling politely and went over to her last table.

After everyone had managed to order from the online menu, Emily got a few minutes rest before it was time to start bringing out the food. She was helped by Justine, the dining car attendant, who took care of sorting out who had what, while Emily carried the trays of food. She concentrated mainly on not dropping anything, and not dipping a nipple into any of the plates.

As the diners ate, she grabbed an opportunity along with Justine to have some food herself. She picked at the vegetable lasagna which, while it had arrived shrink wrapped and was simply heated in a microwave, was nevertheless quite tasty. Then it was time to clear the tables and wait for the next seating. Her pussy served its menu duty again, and the whole cycle repeated twice more before she was done.

Augustine came for her after the tables were cleared and reached down, unclipping her tag. Emily squealed as the blood rushed to her poor pussy. “Eeek,” she cried out. She grabbed her lip and rubbed it, trying to get it to stop hurting and only managing to turn herself on even more.

“So Emily,” Augustine said as she led her out of the dining car. “I know you’re probably pretty tired at this point, but a gentleman asked to talk to you. Did you want to see him?”

“Oh, is he that professor looking guy? Yeah, I guess,” she replied. She did kind of want to get to bed, but maybe it might be a good idea to talk to him. Maybe he could suggest some good classes to take.

“Alright, but remember, if he tries to get fresh with you, that’s not allowed.”

“Okay, thanks.”

They reached a cabin near the end of the train car and Augustine knocked on the door. A voice that Emily recognize as the professor’s called out, “Come in!”

Augustine slid the door open and they both stepped in, Emily being gently pushed ahead of her. Seated in the comfortable leather reclining couch was the professor, as Emily had expected. A tablet was perched on his crossed legs, held casually in his left hand as he looked up at the two.

“Hello, Emily,” he said as he smiled up at her.

“Hello, sir,” she replied.

“Do you mind terribly if Emily and I have a bit of a chat,” he asked Augustine, motioning for Emily to come closer.

“No, that would be fine,” she replied. “Just make sure to ring the attendant call button and someone will be over to take her back to her cabin.”

“Wonderful,” he said as Augustine showed herself out of the cabin, sliding the door closed behind her. He set aside his tablet and motioned to Emily to sit on his lap. She shrugged and shuffled over, seating herself slowly down on his legs as he uncrossed them. She was worried for a moment about the potential of staining his pants with the fluid from her arousal, but that condition had subsided a bit since its peak, thanks to her exhaustion from helping clean up.

She turned to him after wiggling her butt a bit to get comfortable and asked, “What did you want to talk about? By the way, I still don’t even know your name. You know a girl likes to know whose lap she’s sitting on, all naked and stuff!”

He chuckled. “Yes, you’re right of course. How rude of me. I’m Professor Bowthorpe, of the Applied Human Psychology department at The University of Syracuse.”

“Okay, I’ve never heard of that. Applied human psychology sounds interesting. What kind of stuff does that study?” she asked.

“Well, it’s an established field that attempts to apply psychological theories and techniques to better human quality of life, as well as that of society and organizations. The field I concentrate in is Female Management.”

She raised an eyebrow as she asked, “Female management? So like, that’s why you were interested in me and the restraints I was in? Management here means handling girls like me, right?”

“Ah, see, you’re a smart one. Yes, a lot of girls think I mean how females work as managers. But, you’re right. It’s all about how to manage females better. And sometimes that involves subjecting them to restraints and nudity. Not all the time, of course. I don’t at all mean to imply that all females need to be restrained.”

“Well, that’s nice to hear,” she said, sarcastically.

“Indeed, most females simply need to be placed in a nurturing environment where their natural leadership and problem solving tendencies are allowed to thrive. But my field of research is all about trying to ascertain in what scenarios a female does better for society. Like when she is held in a, shall we say, more restrictive environment. How does she cope then; can she thrive, what benefits does society gain, etc.”

“Well, let me tell you, some of the men from my previous train ride definitely benefited.”

“How about you, Emily? Are you receiving any benefits from your current condition? Do you mind if I conduct a quick test?”

She frowned and hesitated before asking, “Test? You’re not going to ask me to fill out some survey are you? I’m way too tired for that.”

“No, no. All you would have to do is spread your legs for me, just a bit, so I can get in there with my finger. If that’s okay with you?”

Emily had been wondering how long it would take, and her arousal level had reached the point where she welcomed it. “Oh, um. Well, sure, why not?” She spread her legs as far as they would go and leaned back a bit. She looked down as the professor reached over with his left hand between her legs and gently inserted his middle finger in between her lips. She sucked in her breath a bit as his finger rubbed past where the clip of her tag had clamped down on her labia. Luckily she was still quite wet inside her chamber and his finger slid right in.

“Yes, I see, Emily. I think you and I could have a very productive academic relationship. Would you like to hear more about what I could do for you where scholarships are concerned?”

~~~


CHAPTER THREE

Discussions

ANASTASIA LET HERSELF into her student apartment after struggling with the key for a bit. Closing the door behind her she entered the living room and plopped her keys and her phone and earbuds down on the top of the kitchen counter. Her roommate Barb was sprawled out on the couch.

“Hey, Stasia,” she called out as she returned to the video she was watching on her laptop. “How was your run?”

“Oh, it was fine, thanks. Henry called me right in the middle of my run, so I had to deal with him for a while.”

“Good news, I hope?” Barb was endlessly fascinated with Anastasia’s research work. She was a biology student, working towards a Masters degree, but seemed most interested in how the professor handled his female subject matter.

“Yeah, I think we can fill the class up for the semester,” Anastasia replied, plopping down on the couch next to Barb.

“Oh, cool! You were worried the class wouldn’t happen at all, right?”

“Yup, the department was going to cancel it if we didn’t get a minimum number of students in there. But I’ll probably have to partner with one of the students since we’ll have an odd number.”

Barb smiled and her and winked. “But you’d like that, wouldn’t you? You nasty little slut, am I right?”

Anastasia squealed and swiped playfully at Barb’s leg. “No, you bitch! I’d hate it, so, so much.” She giggled and Barb kicked her lightly in the thigh with her foot.

She set her laptop aside and spread her legs slightly. “Are you going to study the female vaginal response to adverse stimuli, and how that can positively affect the compliance response of a typical teenage girl?”

“Hmm, I just might. Are you a typical teenage girl?”

“Well, not by a couple of years now, but I could be a control subject. Perhaps you could test my vagina after you give me a spanking? I have been a very bad girl, you know.”

“Have you now?”

“I have,” Barb giggled and flipped over, presenting her bottom to Anastasia’s gaze. The two of them loved to play naughty games together, but weren’t a formal item. Both of them had flings with various boys, and sometimes even with other girls. But now and then they indulged themselves in some casual fooling around.

Anastasia ran her hands along Barb’s legs, upwards until she reached where her skirt touched the backs of her knees. She ran her hands under her roommate’s skirt for a bit and then flipped the skirt up, exposing her bottom, clad in a pretty set of tight, pink panties. The bottoms said, “Brat” on them.

“Oh, so you’re a brat, now? For that you definitely get a few whacks!”

“Wait, wait,” cried Barb. “Don’t you need to test my vagina before you apply the stimulus? And then after as well?”

“Someone’s been studying hard! Yes, you’re right. Let’s do that,” she replied as she leaned back. “Take those panties off right now, girl! I need access to the equipment we’ll use for our experiment.”

Barb groaned out in delight as she started pulling her panties down and wiggled out of them. She lifted her bottom high and spread her legs, on her hands and knees now, top half bent down to rest her face on the couch.

Anastasia rubbed her fingers along Barb’s folds, noting how wet and slick she had gotten. “Let’s do a preliminary digital sample.”

She slid her index finger into Barb’s channel, resting it there then twirling it around some. She slowly pulled her finger out and rubbed it with her thumb. “The sample is valid. Analysis shows that you’re a horny little skank.”

Barb moaned and whispered, “Do skanks get spanks?”

“Yes they do. Hold still while I apply the stimulus the experiment calls for.”

Anastasia drew her arm back, paused for a moment then swung hard. A slapping sound reverberated across the room as her hand connected with Barb’s bottom cheeks, accompanied by a squeal. Four more times Anastasia spanked her roommate then leaned back again, panting with exertion.

“Oh, oh,” Barb wept. “Oh, god. Sample me, please.”

~~~

Professor Bowthorpe eventually removed his finger from Emily’s vagina, and wiped it on a tissue he took from a box next to his seat. Emily blushed furiously as her mind whirled. This was a professor at the university she was going to study at. And he had just fingered her, all in the name of helping her with a scholarship? Emily would have to evaluate whether she had just crossed a boundary here.

She giggled briefly, thinking that perhaps enough boundaries had been crossed on her way over here to not really make them relevant anymore. The professor looked at her with a quizzical expression, “Are you amused by this, Emily?”

“Oh, sorry professor. I was just thinking how weird all of this is.”

“Well, don’t worry too much about it. A healthy relationship with sex is best engendered by not placing too much weight on the serious aspects of it, and learning to appreciate the joyful moments that life gives us all, now and again,” he said as his right hand moved back to rest on her thigh.

“Do you mind terribly if I assess your upper body responsiveness,” he asked. “It’s all part of my research, of course. Do remember that if you’re uncomfortable with any of this, you can let me know and I’ll stop immediately.”

“Um, sure,” she said as she bit her lip. “You’re talking about my tits, right? You want to touch them for…science?”

“Yes, for science. In my research I’ve found that the female breasts are prime areas whereby a female under management can be, shall we say, encouraged to act in the prescribed manner. Not that I want to manage you right now, of course. This is simply to access your responsiveness compared to a baseline.”

“Okay, why not,” she said as she leaned forward a little. She had often found that pinching her nipples had greatly enhanced her orgasms when she had pleasured herself. And the clamps that had been placed on her nipples on the ride over to Chicago had affected her deeply. She found that rather than recoiling from the memory, she longed to re-experience the sensations that had flooded her body then.

But rather than head for her nipples right away, the professor reached up and cupped her left breast in his hand, gently squeezing and rubbing the underside. He traced the crease where her breast joined her chest wall. It tickled her and she wiggled briefly and suppressed a shudder.

“How does that feel, Emily?”

“It tickles a bit. Oh, and I feel a little tingle there now.”

“Yes, most people don’t know much about the inframammary fold and its usefulness in applying sensation to the female chest area.” He pinched the underside of her breast lightly and she let out a tiny squeak. “Let me know if anything hurts, Emily. It’s not my intent to hurt you right now.”

“Maybe later?”

“Ha ha. Well, we’ll see.” He took the lower part of her areola in between his thumb and index finger and, squeezing slightly, rolled the flesh between his fingers. Her nipple tightened and wiggled back and forth. “Too many men go right for the nipple, don’t they, Emily? There’s so much more to a woman’s chest than that. So many areas to explore and, dare I say it, torment?”

Emily bit her lip and sighed. This guy knew what he was doing. Emily pledged to pay a great deal more attention to the scientific method and its practitioners. Apparently there was practical application to the findings of scientific research after all! If this guy could use his penis half as good as his fingers, she was determined to get a ticket for that ride. She began to pant.

“Now, Emily,” he said as he began to gently rotate her nipple between his fingers, barely touching, but exerting a gentle force that made Emily moan. “What would you say your primary function on board is, right now? Don’t think, just say.”

“Please. I’m here to…please. Men. Uh, oh, uh, please don’t stop what you’re doing. I’m here to please men.”

“Not to get to your destination? That’s usually the primary reason people take transport, isn’t it. Isn’t that what you meant to do when you booked your trip?”

“Uh, yes, sure…I guess. I wanted to fly, but, uh, my mom wouldn’t…she wouldn’t let me. Oh, I feel like I’m leaking all over you. Sorry.”

He looked down at his pants which were indeed getting stained by her wetness. “That’s quite all right, Emily. These are work pants. You’re not the first girl to be over my lap.” He continued to torment her nipple. She spread her legs even wider.

“Could you…maybe, I don’t know, um,” she lowered her head and gazed at his hand as his fingers tugged gently at her nipple, extending it then letting it spring back. “Could you test my vagina a bit more, maybe?”

“Certainly, Emily. I’m going to restrict myself to using my finger right now, though.” She pouted as he continued, “Strictly part of our ethics policy. Any attempt to gain my own pleasure through sexual congress before engaging in administrative matters with a student or potential student is a strict no-no.”

His hand slipped back down to Emily’s spread thighs and his middle finger found the wet entrance to her hole. It slipped back in and his thumb found her clitoris. He began rubbing gently as Emily closed her eyes and moaned. It only took a minute or two of gentle ministrations to her nub to get her vagina to start squeezing his finger. As her pelvis started thrusting against him, she let out a low guttural moan and came hard. “Oh shit, oh, oh fuck!”

Eventually her thrusting came to a halt and she relaxed. His finger slipped out and he once again wiped it on a tissue. “What do you say, Emily? Would you like to take my class? I can offer you a research assistantship. Usually this is not offered to an undergraduate student, but I’ll make an exception in your case.”

She opened her eyes and stared at him, excitement blossoming in her chest. Paying for college was going to be a major problem for her. She had mainly thought about getting a student loan, but she had always looked at that as being a huge burden on her future. A research assistantship, if it payed well, would help tremendously.

“Um, what would I have to do?” She blushed as she pictured herself on her knees in his office, researching how best to make him cum in her mouth.

“You would take my class, and you would help my assistant Anastasia with carrying out the research that we do as part of my tenure at the university. I have to warn you, Emily. There will be times where your sense of bodily control will be challenged. There will be times where nudity is called for and you might find some things challenging. But know that you won’t be the only one who’s going through that.”

Emily was slightly disappointed that she wouldn’t be riding the professor’s cock tonight. But everything else sounded just fine to her sex-soaked mind.

~~~

The next day started out easily enough onboard the train to Syracuse. Emily was woken from a light sleep by Augustine who shook her by the shoulder until she opened her eyes. The landscape outside her window was somewhat nondescript, but Emily did enjoy looking out the window and seeing the world moving by. “What do I need to do today, Augustine?” she asked as she yawned and stretched. Her ankle was secured to the floor of the cabin but she was otherwise free.

“Your time last night was pretty monopolized by that professor. A lot of the other passengers are going to want to play with you. How was it with him?”

Emily blushed a bit as she said, “Oh, we mainly talked. He just wanted to ask me some questions about my time as a comfort class girl. You know…”

Augustine looked at her with a slightly dubious expression. “You were pretty flushed when I came by to pick you up. He do anything else with you?”

“No, no. Nothing much, you know? Maybe some playing with my nipples and stuff, that’s all.” Her blush got even deeper as she lied to Augustine. Why was she so reluctant to mention how the professor had played with her? Perhaps she still felt a little defensive that she might have traded access to her body in exchange for funding her studies.

“Alright, fine, Emily. I’ll let you wash up then get some breakfast. Afterwards you’ll be in the main lounge where the other sleeper passengers can get to play with you.”

Augustine rushed Emily through the process, taking her to the washroom and letting her pee and wash her face. They had breakfast together in the café car where Emily’s ankle was shackled to a chain that was secured to the leg of the café table. Augustine brought her an egg sandwich and a glass of orange juice. Afterwards she had a chance to brush her teeth and it was off to the lounge.

The lounge on this train was not as impressive as the observation lounge on her previous train. This was smaller and had fewer seats. Since the train was only a single level the view was not as good, as it was not as high up. But it still had panoramic windows and comfortable seats which were mostly occupied with men and a few women. Emily was relieved to see that there were only adults here; she wasn’t quite sure what the policy was with children being in her presence, as she was nude all the time.

Augustine led her to a seat with a portly looking gentleman with a big bushy beard and a hat that looked like an old time mob boss would have worn. “Hey there, little lady,” he boomed. “Looking for a lap to sit on? Ah, ha!” The woman sitting next to him gave her body the once-over and looked slightly put off.

“Emily’s here to keep you company if you’d like,” said Augustine to him.

“Oh, I like!” He patted his lap and Emily was maneuvered into position and gently let down. He draped one arm across her lower back, curving around right under her breast. His right hand was placed on her right thigh, close to her pussy, as Emily noted.

Augustine rose up from securing Emily’s ankle to the floor by chain. “Enjoy,” she said as she winked at Emily.

“So, what’s your story, little lady? You just ride back and forth do you?”

“No,” she replied, glancing into his face and then looking down again at his hand. “I’m just going to Syracuse and this was a cheap way to get there. What about you? Spend a lot of time with naked girls on your lap?”

He guffawed and looked at the woman next to him. “I wish! No, first time on the train. My lady and I are going down to New York City. She wanted to fly, she did. But I heard about this new train thing where they let you play with a girl and I just had to try it.”

His wife glared back at them as he continued, “As you can see, she’s not that thrilled. But I told her, I did, better some other girl being paraded around than you, and I’m just trying to be honest here, I said to her.” He leaned over to Emily and whispered loudly, “You know they’re letting us fellas have a bit more say in the household these days, I’m just saying. Not that I would spank her—I don’t think I’d want the cold shoulder I’d be getting for the rest of my life!”

He smacked Emily’s thigh loudly as his wife glanced over with a grimace. “Wallace, don’t be such a boor,” she said sharply. “You know the only one between us two getting their ass smacked would be you. Now be polite to the poor girl. She can’t help being what she is.”

“Come on, Martha, let me have some fun with her! Say, what are the rules, just askin’ as I don’t think I actually know. Seems to me they should have a warning placard on your butt or something, just being honest here.”

“Um, to be honest I don’t really know. I’ve had guys play with my nipples and, um…” she blushed. “I guess I don’t mind if you touch me, you know…down there?”

“Oh, glorious days! Hear that, Martha? She said it, not me. Wouldn’t want me to disappoint a girl, now would you? Wouldn’t hear of it, wouldn’t dare,” he exclaimed as his hand slid over her thigh towards her pussy. She spread her legs and allowed his finger to reach over and rub her slit.

Martha leaned over to take a closer look at what her husband was doing between her legs. “Yes, dear, I heard. Better test that little slit of hers. Wouldn’t do if it wasn’t nice and wet. You know how delicate a girl’s inner parts are. Make sure it’s all nice and wet.”

“Would you maybe like to be the one to take a look?” he asked her somewhat peevishly. “Or perhaps you can let your old man give her a good poke, maybe? I’ve only been sticking fingers in girls for what, twenty, thirty years?” He glanced up at Emily and whispered to her, “Women! Am I right?”

~~~


CHAPTER FOUR

Arrival

THE ARRIVAL IN Syracuse came sooner than expected. Emily only had to be on another two men’s laps before the train arrived at her station. She did have a chance to get thoroughly spanked by the last man who had specifically requested he be allowed to give her the paddle for a good five minutes. Wallace and Martha were particularly interested in observing as Emily squirmed and cried out under the expert paddling that the distressingly fit man gave her.

Afterwards, still a little wobbly and quite sore, Emily was led back to the cabin by Augustine where she handed her a bag. “What’s this?” Emily asked.

“It’s your clothes, silly,” Augustine said, smiling. We’re reaching the end of your trip. Go ahead and get dressed and we’ll get off the train in about five minutes or so.”

Emily was stunned. She had completely forgotten about her clothes. She had taken them off after she had been dragged onto the train in Eugene. Somehow they had managed to follow her on board her connecting train without getting lost or forgotten. She was impressed.

Augustine bent down to undo the shackles that had bound Emily’s ankles together. For the first time in a long while Emily was completely free. It felt weird to her. With trembling fingers she took her clothes out of the bag and put them on. Her panties and bra felt strange and constricting to her, after so long being naked. Also, the soreness of her bottom and her nipples didn’t help matters.

Finally, Emily stepped off the train at the platform of Syracuse’s train station. She clutched her purse which had thankfully also been in the bag. Milling around in the crowd of people exiting the train she followed them into the station itself. In the distance she saw the professor as he strode purposefully out the door and into a waiting car with a young woman at the wheel.

Emily pulled out her phone, which of course was dead. Crap! No one had thought to charge it for her. How was she going to call a ride share? She went over to one of the RailTrek employees standing by the counter. “Excuse me, um, how can I get a ride over to the campus? Are there cabs I can get?”

He looked her over and said, “Student? At UofS?”

“Yup, I’m staying on campus.”

“Your cheapest bet is to take the bus. Just outside, take the free connector loop bus. It’ll be there in a few minutes,” he waved over to a side door that had a sign for the bus over the doorway.

“Okay, thanks!” She walked over to the door and went through it to see a bus bay that currently didn’t have any busses in it. She was super glad that her mother had her bags shipped to the campus ahead of time. It would have been a huge pain to deal with them on the bus. Soon enough the bus came and she was on it, heart filled with joy and relief that she had actually made it here.

Overall, while a bit of a shock to her system, the whole thing with Comfort Class wasn’t actually quite that bad. She had learned some things about herself and her sexuality. She had met Ben and lost her virginity to him. She had met that professor and might be able to get her financial situation sorted out to her advantage. Now a whole new life awaited her, one where she would get to learn new things and meet new people.

The bus waited for a few more passengers before setting off. Emily was sitting on a seat that was raised over the back wheel, giving her an elevated view of the surroundings. They passed through the downtown towards campus and she peered up at the Art Deco buildings of the downtown core. So beautiful. Eventually they climbed the hill that the campus was perched on. A few stops later they arrived outside the main quad and Emily stepped out.

To her surprise there was a young woman there on the sidewalk with a sign that had Emily’s name on it. The sign was made of cardboard and was festooned with pink frills and tassels with pink snowmen and hearts. Was that for her? The girl was looking at her intently, seeming to sense that she was the target of her effusively cheerful sign.

The girl, a brunette with pretty grey eyes and very pink lipstick and nails waved at her and started walking over. “Emily? Hi, I’m Barb!”

~~~

Professor Bowthorpe settled into the seat next to Anastasia, who had graciously agreed to pick him up at the station. As she drove him to his home he filled her in on his encounter with Emily.

“She’ll make a wonderful addition to our class, Stasia. Absolutely wonderful. She has latent submissive tendencies that I’ve rarely seen. I’d wager she’s more of a submissive than even your horny little roommate. What’s her name again?”

“Barb.”

“Yes, Barb. I’m telling you, this girl will allow us to explore the outer realms of the female psyche, plumb its darkest depths. I’m getting excited just thinking about it.”

“Did you plumb her depths, professor?”

He glanced over at her. “No, my dear. That would be unprofessional. I did finger her extensively, though.”

She looked over at him briefly before returning her attention to the road.

He responded, defensively, “It was called for by science, my dear.” They both laughed.

“Here we are, sir.” They pulled into his driveway and got out. Anastasia took his small bag out of her trunk as he walked over to the door and unlocked it, letting them both in.

“Where would you like me, sir?” He motioned over to the couch and she walked rapidly over to it, approaching from the back. With a deft, practiced movement she shed her dress, bending over the back of the couch with underwear and heels still on, resting her face over the soft cushion. Drawing her breath she kept still as he slipped his thumbs into the waistband of her panties and slowly drew them down over her buttocks and down past her knees to pool around her ankles. She spread her legs as far as they would go as she heard his zipper come down.

“Oh, god, professor. Please, it’s been so long,” she moaned.

He grunted as he moved the head of his cock up and down over her wet slit. After a few passes he aimed the head between her folds and began pressing in, slowly, persistently, inserting himself in her tunnel.

Anastasia wiggled her hips slightly and pressed up on her tiptoes to angle herself up to ease his passage. She groaned again as he filled her up and began thrusting rhythmically in and out of her. Her pussy made wet sounds as she grasped the cushion of the couch tightly in her clenched fists. His hands gripped her hips as he drove himself towards his release. Soon enough Anastasia could sense that he was getting near and she started clenching her vagina tightly, rubbing her clit against the top of the couch. As he shouted and spurted into her, she managed to reach her own climax, crying out into the couch cushion.

After a few moments catching his breath, the professor pulled out of her and stepped back, tucking himself back in and zipping up his pants. Anastasia pushed herself up off the back of the couch and slipped her panties off the whole way with her foot. Deftly she used her other foot to lift her panties over to her hand while the professor’s semen dripped down her inner thigh. “Excuse me,” she muttered as she walked over to the hall bathroom and sat down on the toilet to wipe herself clean.

“So,” she called out to him as he moved around in the kitchen. “Do you think she will join the class or will she need persuading?”

She heard the clink of glasses as he pulled them out of the cupboard. “I think she’s going to join. You know I can be pretty persuasive,” he shouted over to her as she stood up and flushed.

Walking back to the kitchen after she had pulled up her panties she said, “I arranged to have Barb meet her at the front of campus.”

The professor raised his eyes at her as he poured them both a glass of water from the refrigerator water dispenser. “Oh really? Why did you do that?”

“I wanted to get the scoop on her. Don’t worry, Barb’s a sweetheart. She’ll show Emily around and get her settled in. Maybe she’ll throw in a good word for us. Who knows, but it can’t hurt,” she said as she took the glass from him.

“I would like to be kept in the loop on anything that involves Emily. I don’t want her to get cold feet about joining the class.” He paused and took a sip. “But then again, it does make sense to have someone else get close to her. Okay, you can congratulate yourself, you did well.”

Anastasia beamed. She took a sip and then asked, “May I put my dress back on, sir?”

“No, I’m afraid not. In fact, I think that bra needs to come off. I picked up a few items from the meeting that I’d like to try out quickly. Do you have a minute before going back to campus?”

She sighed and forced a smile. “Oh, sure, I can stay a bit. What did you have in mind?” She reached back and unclasped her bra, sliding it off her shoulders.

He reached into his bag and pulled out a long, slim black pouch, closed at the end with drawstrings. He opened the pouch and drew out a thin, flat silver rod with two circular openings at either end. The rod was about seven or eight inches long. Anastasia eyed it warily. She bit her lip as its purpose started to become distressingly clear in her mind. The two holes were about the right distance apart to allow her nipples to be placed in them.

He held the rod up and showed it off to her. “It’s called a nipple bar. Can you guess why?” He smirked.

“Yes, professor,” she said. “I can guess. But how does it attach to the nipples, and what does it do to them?”

“Well, apparently it uses a set of pins that pop out around the rim of the openings, and those help keep it attached to your nipples. I’m assured that it’s not actually that painful,” he said as he handed the bar to her.

She took it and turned it around in her hands, peering into the holes to see if she could see what the pins looked like. She doubled very much that there wouldn’t be pain involved. “Do you want me to put this on now?”

“Yes, that’s the plan, Stasia. But hand it to me and I’ll put it on you.” He reached out his hand and she passed it back and thrust her breasts out towards him. He reached over with his left hand, grabbing her breast and positioning the left hole of the bar over her nipple. As it passed through, he continued moving the bar against her breast until it was pressed against her areola. He touched a hidden button on the side of the bar closest to the hole and with a whirring sound, Anastasia felt the pins extend and press into her nipple.

“Ouch, ow,” she said and then gave a little squeal. “Oh, shit, sir! That does hurt. I think they’ve dug right in. Am I bleeding?”

Still holding the bar, he peered at the base of her nipple. “No, it doesn’t look like it. Try to concentrate on something else, like I taught you. Now let’s do the other one.”

She grimaced as he placed her other nipple in the infernal device and touched another button, extending the pins and causing pain to shoot out from that nipple. She bit her tongue to keep from crying out and squeezed her eyes shut.

“How are you doing?” She felt him touch her shoulder and opened her eyes.

“I’m doing better, sir. The pain is going away now. It was somewhat bad in the beginning, though.”

He nodded and moved back to look at her. “You look quite fetching in the bar, I have to say. Can you try moving for me? Just walk around a bit.”

She started to walk towards him and immediately felt the pins biting into her as the bar shifted. Her breasts kept bouncing as she moved, causing the ends of the bar to rotate slightly around her nipples with each step she took.

Over the next hour the professor asked her to take various actions, including reaching up, bending over, rotating her body and lying down. Each action hurt her in different degrees. But the most diabolical aspect of the bar was the active stimulus function.

As she was taking a break, sitting on his couch, he pulled out his phone and informed her that he had synced the dedicated app to the bar earlier in Chicago. Tapping on his phone he activated the bar, causing it to beep.

“Um, what can you control through the app?” Her brow furrowed. The bar was pretty bad without any additional features being activated.

He chuckled, “You sound anxious. You know, one thing you haven’t done is tried touching the bar yourself. Try it.”

She reached across her chest and touched the bar with her thumb and index finger, as if she were going to try to remove it. The moment she touched it, a fierce pain hit both of her nipples. “Ouch, fuck!” She screamed.

“That was the highest setting. Sorry, I should have set it to the lowest first. Here, let me fix that…” He tapped a couple of times on his phone then set it down on the table. “See, the point is that a handler would be able to lead the female easily by simply grabbing the bar and pulling. He doesn’t feel the pain, but she does. At its lowest setting,” he said as he reached over and grabbed the bar before Anastasia could react, “it simply gives a low level jolt to the nipples, encouraging compliance.”

He pulled lightly and Anastasia, a low grade fire burning in her nipples, eagerly allowed herself to be led. “That’s pretty wicked, professor. It hurts, but not too much. I wouldn’t want to resist it though.”

“That’s right. Go ahead and try. Just let me pull and don’t move.”

She held back as he tugged on the bar. The pain in her nipples steadily increased until it was too much for her and she darted forwards. “Ow, that hurt really bad after a while!”

“Wonderful,” he said as he let go. “Now, it has the usual remote impulse feature, allowing me to hurt you from afar. But it’s really meant to allow me to yank you around. Let’s get it off you, there’ll be plenty of opportunities to test all of its features and ramifications in class.”

“Thank you, professor,” she said. With a few taps on his phone the pins retracted and the bar let go of her flesh as the professor held it lightly and pulled it off of her.

“You’re welcome. Now, go on, get yourself back to campus and have a good rest. The next day will be a busy one. We have a lot to do to get ready for the start of class.”

~~~


CHAPTER FIVE

A New Start

EMILY SHOOK BARB’S hand and said, “Hi, um, do I know you?” She did feel a bit silly asking that, as there was practically no possibility the two had ever met.

“Oh, no we haven’t,” the girl enthused. “But I was told you’d be arriving and to make sure you feel welcomed here!”

“Oh, by the student office or something?”

“Yeah, sure…” the girl said. “Come, let me show you over to your dorm. I bet you’re eager to get settled in after your long train ride.”

Emily nodded as she followed Barb, “You have no idea.” Perhaps she would wait until later before spilling the details. It might get awkward. “So what year are you, Barb?”

“I’m starting my second year as a Master’s student in Biology. Look,” she gestured over to the right. “That’s the main quad where students hang out. And over there is the student center. You’ll like it there. Lots of food options and study spaces.”

“Cool,” Emily said as she trotted beside Barb. She was slowly getting used to walking without any sort of restrictions on her. It felt nice. The clothes rubbing against her were starting to feel normal as well.

Eventually they made their way to a large apartment building on the side of the main campus where Barb used her student card to buzz them in. “I saw in the directory that you’re in 705.” She smiled, “That’s nice. You should have a really awesome view of the campus from there.”

They rode the elevator up to the seventh floor and got off there, Barb guiding her to the right door. They knocked and it was opened in no time by a petite redhead who squealed when she saw Emily.

“Oh my god! You must be Emily! Oh my god, come in!” She gestured for Emily to enter and rushed to hug Barb. “Oh my god, Barb! So good to see you.”

“Hey Maeve, staying chill as always, I see,” Barb said as she disentangled herself and entered with Emily.

“I know, right?” Maeve practically bounced up and down as she looked from Barb to Emily and back. “Hey, Emily! Your bags arrived the other day. I put them in the bedroom. We’re going to be roomies, isn’t that great? I’m so excited!”

Emily smiled back at her and said, “Um, yeah, I’m super excited too. So, we share a room? But there’s also a living room here?”

“Yeah, isn’t it great? We each get a bed in the bedroom, and there’s a shared bathroom down the hall, and we have a living room here and there’s another room that has two girls in it. They’re super nice, you’ll totally love them! They’re going to love you!” Emily was starting to get a bit fatigued from the girl’s enthusiasm, but otherwise she seemed nice. She could make this work, although as an only child she was going to have to adjust to living with roommates.

Barb sat down on the couch and gestured for Emily to sit next to her. Maeve sat herself down in a comfy looking seat across from them, with a small coffee table between them. A few books and a pair of pink socks were on it.

“We’re trying to get Emily to join the Female Management program. Professor Bowthorpe’s teaching it,” said Barb.

“Oooh, cool! That’s a really awesome new field, I hear,” said Maeve. “I don’t know much about it, to be honest.” She leaned in a bit and half-whispered, “Some of the girls around here could use some management, if you know what I mean?”

“So Emily,” said Barb as she turned to her. “You have some experience now with the field, right? You got to try out some of the practical aspects, I heard. Tell us about your train ride, come on!” She nudged Emily.

Emily blushed. “Oh, yeah. I guess I did get some hands-on experience. I made a mistake while booking my train ticket and wound up booking Comfort Class. I really didn’t know what that meant.”

“So what did it mean? I’ve never heard of it,” exclaimed Maeve. “Did they make you do…stuff?”

“Um, yeah, kind of,” said Emily as she looked down at her feet. “I had to give them my clothes and they kept me in restraints.”

“Oh my god!” screamed Maeve. “No way!”

Barb nodded, “Yeah, I heard about that. It’s some new service that the rail company is offering to psycho men who want to play with a girl on their trip.”

Maeve whispered, eyes wide, “But it’s not like…you were prostituted, where you? Oh you poor thing! What’s this world coming to?”

Emily shook her head, “No, no. I didn’t have any sex.” She blushed again as she thought about her time with Ben. “They just wanted me around, and they did some…spanking and stuff like that.”

Maeve bit her lower lip. “Um, they spanked you? Wow. Wow.”

Barb leaned over and nudged Emily again. “Maeve has a thing about being spanked. You should know that. She’s totally a masochist.”

“No I’m not!” squealed Maeve. “Well…maybe a little bit.”

“Oh, definitely!” Barb laughed. “You should rummage around in Maeve’s toy drawer some time.”

As the two girls ragged on each other, Emily’s mind turned back to the experience she had on the train. There had been something special about that trip, she realized. Now that she was off the train and free to move around and do as she pleased, she found that she missed the experience. There had been a certain special type of freedom that came with having her choice removed. Every time her handler had moved her to a new location, or secured her to a station, or placed new restraints on her body, she had accepted it, and with that acceptance had come a deep sense of fulfillment.

She had not only survived it, but she had made it part of her story. She was who she was today because of what she had gone through, and to her growing sense of amazement she realized that she missed it. She actually missed being chained up and manipulated on her private parts. If Maeve was a masochist, maybe she was too.

“So, um, Barb,” Emily interrupted them. “Is there stuff I should be doing to get fully signed up, like get my room key and stuff like that?”

“Oh, no. Maeve has your key, don’t you Maeve?”

“Yup, it’s right here, Emily. I think the main thing you would need to do is drop by the registrar’s office sometime today or tomorrow and sign up for your classes. Do you know what you want to take?”

Barb eagerly raised her hand and said, “Oh, oh, oh. I have some suggestions!”

“What?” Emily looked to Barb. “Are you going to suggest, maybe…that female management class?” She giggled. “Why does everyone want me to take that class? First the professor on the train, now you. Is it really that important for me to be in that class?”

Maeve looked at her with huge eyes. “Oh, Emily. I would kill to be in that class. But I’m not in that field at all, I picked computer science last year and now I’m stuck on that track. But you should totally try it out.” She whispered again, “I hear that they try things out on…you know? Your…privates. In class.” She bit her lip again and closed her eyes.

“Ignore her, Emily. The professor is a real genius in his field.”

“So how do you know so much about him,” asked Emily.

Barb looked a little shy at that. “I’m roommates with his graduate assistant, Anastasia. You’ll meet her, she’s really cool. Maeve knows her too.”

Maeve blushed at that. Emily wondered if there was more there than they were telling.

~~~

Dean Van Armock set his phone down on the desk. “Arlene! Get in here, please,” he shouted. He heard her pushing back her chair followed by her footsteps as she stepped through the door.

“What’s going on, sir?”

“Arlene, I just got off the phone with the CEO of RailTrek,” he said as she approached his desk.

“What did he have to say? Is it about the grant?”

He gestured impatiently, “Yes, of course it’s about the grant. It’s always about the grant. He wants to see more progress on the whole transport initiative research. Where are we on that?”

She pulled out her phone and tapped for a while on it. “Ah, here we go, sir. Looks like a number of research areas are showing promise. There’s the alternate fuel research Doctor Mehmet is working on. Also the traffic optimization and routing algorithms—computer science department is close to completion on the first phase of that.”

“What about the Female Management studies program. They’re using girls on board trains now. He wants to know what we’re doing about research in that area.”

Arlene scrolled on her phone for a bit then looked up, saying, “Yes, Professor Bowthorpe has a few proposals there. Shall I book a meeting with him?”

“Yes, I’m going to need to put some pressure on getting results there. Bump up the priority on that, dear. And while we’re on the subject, you know what to do, don’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” she said as she closed the door and set her phone down. “I do.”

He pushed back in his chair, leaning back and unzipping his pants. As he did so she proceeded to pull down her top to reveal her breasts. They were a nice size, perky and topped with pink nipples that had already started to firm up with her arousal. She knelt down in front of his chair and grabbed his cock with her left hand, bending it back to lick the underside.

“How would you like me today, sir?” She looked up at him, her light brown eyes glinting with barely concealed lust.

“Whatever you feel is best, Arlene. How’s the insert functioning, by the way? You’ve had it in since last Tuesday, is that right?”

“Yes, sir. It’s going well, I think. It did give me a few interventions this morning, mainly since I overslept. But not as many as the first couple of days. Those were a bit rough,” she grimaced as she recalled the pain and discomfort of the calibration phase of the insert. She bent down again and fed his member into her mouth, making sure to get a good bit of saliva in her mouth first. He liked them sloppy.

Indeed, that seemed to hit the spot as he bent his head back and groaned out in pleasure. As she bobbed her head up and down he sighed and said, “I’m going to have to give those geeks in the medical devices department a bonus or something. Dr. Johnson’s idea of pivoting to the training sector was brilliant.”

Arlene had to agree. When she had volunteered to try out the device she had been skeptical, but it really had done a number on her attitude and sexual responsiveness. She had gone from being close to getting fired for her insubordination and generally negative attitude, to becoming the dean’s favorite assistant.

As his cock slid in and out of her mouth, her tongue caressing the underside, she felt the insert pulsing slightly in her vagina, giving her mild, highly pleasurable shocks that made a warm feeling spread from her core throughout her body, seemingly peaking at the tips of her nipples before cresting into her brain. She knew she was being flooded with dopamine, reinforcing her submissive behavior, training her to enjoy being on her knees before her superior, sucking his cock.

She felt his member starting to pulse as he reached his climax. Slowing down and tightening her lips around him, she felt him spurt within her mouth. She struggled to swallow fast enough, something that she was getting better at the more she practiced. With a sense of pride and accomplishment she finished taking in his essence and leaned back, licking her lips. The insert continued to stimulate her and she almost came from that alone.

“That was wonderful, Arlene,” he said as he stood up, tucking his cock back in and zipping up his pants. “Now, let’s get that meeting with Bowthorpe on the calendar. If he can achieve results like the med team, we’re going to be getting a ton of research grants. God knows we need it.”

~~~

“Hi, Felix? Yes, this is Henry,” said Professor Bowthorpe as he lay his phone down on the desk. “You’re on speaker, no one else here.”

“Good, I don’t want anyone hearing this. How are you on the project we talked about?”

Henry looked out the window of his office. He had always loved this view. In summer there were the trees, so many of them. And in fall, oh the colors! It stirred his emotions to see such beauty out there, when there was so little inside the places that he worked. Where he did the things he had to do to advance his craft, a craft that he firmly believed in, but that could yield so much that was not beauty. He shook his head and returned to the phone. You don’t mess around with someone like Felix Obenhoffer, chief scientist at RestrainTeq.

“I’ve got good news, Felix. I just found the perfect girl for our research. You’ll never believe this,” he paused dramatically.

“What? Goddamn it, Henry. Stop with the drama. I don’t have a lot of time,” came the grumpy voice of a busy man who would rather be doing anything else than converse with him right now.

“Fine, fine. She’s already known to RailTrek. Isn’t that amazing? What a find!”

“Wait, how do they know her?”

“She’s a Comfort Girl! Well, was anyway. She was on my train, back from Chicago. Did the whole trip from some bum-fuck place in Oregon.”

“Wow, I didn’t think anyone actually did that,” came the incredulous voice. Henry beamed. It was always a good day when you could surprise someone like Felix who had probably seen it all, done even more.

“Well, I’ll have you know there were two on my train, but this one, oh my god! Perfect,” he said, giving a chef’s kiss gesture. Then he felt dumb for having done it.

“Okay, fine, so she’s perfect and by that I assume you mean she’s hot and you’ve already banged her. How do we use her?”

“Point of fact, I haven’t actually sampled her in such a way. I did of course finger her thoroughly, just to see what she would allow, naturally. And she’s a perfect submissive. Listen,” he said, lowering his voice conspiratorially. “The dean just talked to me earlier. RailTrek wants to work directly with us.”

“No shit, those bastards! What a fucking betrayal after all these years of our partnership. Is there no honor? But the dean doesn’t know about you and me, right?”

“No, of course not. If they knew, I would get canned right away. You need to keep that a secret, I’m counting on you,” he said with a slight panic creeping into his voice.

“Yeah, yeah. Don’t worry. So back to the girl. How do we benefit?”

“I’m going to lock her into a service contract. It sounds like she didn’t read her RailTrek contract properly. She’ll be easy to snare and soon she’ll be my property. I plan to use her for the upcoming RailTrek test run down to Miami. She’s supposed to model UofS tech on the trip, but it’ll be RestrainTeq gear instead. You’ll get all the usage data and our labs won’t.”

“Oh, you naughty boy! Cool, listen, love what I’m hearing. Big bonus for you; now I really have to go. Some problem in the lab with a girl getting stuck in one of our negative stimulators. Bye,” he said as he hung up.

Professor Bowthorpe sat down at his desk, leaning back and contemplating fate as the door to his office restroom opened up and Anastasia walked in, fixing him with an icy stare.

“Oh, Stasia,” he started as he sat quickly up in his chair. Fuck. What had she heard?

“Professor,” she said as she stood in front of the desk, looking at him with a disappointed expression. “Did I hear you right? Are you working with someone to use Emily?”

“Well, yes, as a matter of fact I am. I’m not sure what you think you heard, but there’s important research here that needs to happen with regards to the RailTrek contract. I’m going to need to use Emily for that. I’m afraid there’s no other way around it.”

“Yeah, yeah. I heard enough,” she said, slowly making her way around the desk to the window and staring out at the students walking down in the quad. Small figures, mingling and parting, like little knowledge particles flowing through the arteries of the university. Some growing, some shrinking. The occasional one glowing brightly enough to power the world one day. Others brought into cages to power a machine being built anew, perhaps in this very office.

She turned to face him. “I don’t really give a crap what side deals you’re pulling. If you win, then I win too. If you lose, I won’t know you, okay?”

He nodded. Anastasia had always frightened him just a little bit. But she did have an amazing body, and the professor was partial to that.

“What else do you want, Anastasia?”

“I want credit on your research papers. I want in on your patents.”

He patted his lap and said, “Come here, Stasia. Sit on my lap and let me tell you about the heights your career will reach.”

~~~


CHAPTER SIX

Female Management

WEDNESDAY MORNING CAME faster than Emily had expected. The week had flown by with all the things that she had to do to get ready for the start of classes. She had gotten her forms filled out at the registrar’s and signed up for a nice, moderate class load. Her financial situation was still up in the air, but they had allowed her to register for classes before everything was settled. She had also spent a lot of time with Barb and Maeve, getting shown around the campus and the surrounding community where they had gone shopping for essentials.

Now it was time for her second full day of classes. Monday she had only had an introductory seminar for all freshmen, and Tuesday she had only one class: Intro to Psychology. But today was Female Management with Dr. Bowthorpe and Emily was somewhat nervous about it. She gripped her laptop tightly as she entered the classroom and was surprised to see that there weren’t many students in the class. She counted three guys and only one other girl. Oh, and there was another girl towards the front of the classroom, a slim girl with amber hair. She was talking with a man she recognized as the professor she had met on the train.

She walked towards the middle of the classroom and found a seat at a desk, setting down her laptop. As she sat down she saw another boy and girl walk in and take seats next to her. She turned to them and shyly said, “Hi, I’m Emily.”

The two of them turned to her, the girl leaning over to see her better. “Hi,” she said. “I’m Hilary. This is Josh.” He raised his hand and made a small wave.

“Hey Emily,” he said. “Haven’t seen you around campus. Were you in a different program last year?”

“Oh, no. I’m a freshman. I just got here a week ago, actually,” she replied. The two of them turned to each other and raised their eyebrows.

“Usually this class is only open to juniors and seniors. You must be pretty special,” Hilary smiled at her.

As Emily prepared herself to ask more questions about that, the professor turned to the class and called out, “Alright everybody, let’s settle down and get started.” The amber haired girl next to him moved towards them with a stack of papers that she started handing out.

“What we have here is a consent form that I want each of you to fill out. Take a look at it, commit it to memory, understand it.” He paced across the front of the room. “Your life over the next four months in this class will be dictated by the terms outlined in this form. You may find it difficult at times, but I assure you that all of them are necessary to allow us to achieve our goals here: to understand the nuances and peculiarities of our chosen field of study.”

The girl had reached her by now and smiled at her as she handed Emily the form. She took it from her and glanced over it, trying to concentrate on the professor’s lecturing but getting a bit distracted by what she was reading.

Emily couldn’t help but focus on some of what the form outlined:

Nudity may be required during class lectures and workshops. You agree to participate in classwork without clothes when required and will refrain from any body shaming or other inappropriate behavior related to the unclothed state of your fellow students.

Manipulation of your or your fellow students’ genitals and secondary sex organs may be required during classwork. You agree to indemnify the University and its staff and faculty in the event that such manipulation causes discomfort or distress of any sort.

Body fluids may be present during class activities which you may be required to come into contact with. You agree to maintain safe practices regarding the handling and disposal of any and all such fluids and undergo regular testing for disease. Any and all sexual or non-sexual disease transmission shall be your responsibility and you agree to accept liability for any and all such incidents.

The use of restraints that may restrict movement and potentially cause discomfort or pain may be employed during class lectures, workshops, or as required during learning activities outside of class. There is a risk that such restraints may cause injury or might not be removable in a timely manner. You agree to indemnify the University and its staff and faculty in the event that loss of freedom occurs, as long as the persons involved attempt to rectify the situation in a reasonable manner.

Willful infliction of pain at levels between moderate and high may occur during classwork. You agree to participate in any and all such activities as a requirement for passing the class. You agree to endure any such pain and discomfort as required and inflict same on any of your classmates as required by the curriculum.

“…and that’s why I’d like to introduce Emily to the rest of the class,” he said, causing Emily to perk up and pay attention again.

She looked around the classroom to see everyone had turned to look at her. “Oh, um, hi,” she said as she blushed. Great, not five minutes into it and she was already in trouble.

“Emily, please go ahead and stand up,” he said. She slowly stood up, still holding the form.

The professor turned to his assistant and said, “I told Anastasia here about meeting Emily on board my train to Syracuse. She and I both agreed that she would be absolutely perfect as a member of our class.”

The girl called Anastasia nodded at the professor and turned to the rest of the class. “That’s right, professor. Now class, what you don’t know—and I hope that Emily doesn’t mind us telling you this—is that Emily rode the train here as a Comfort Class girl.”

Most of her fellow classmates looked confused. Emily blushed even harder as she stood there, exposed to the class. She had hoped that the trip and the details of how she got here would have stayed secret. A secret shared only between herself and the professor, but that apparently was not to be the case.

“Emily,” said the professor. “Please go ahead and tell everyone what it was like to be chained naked on board the train for the pleasure of your fellow passengers.”

~~~

Emily gulped. She was starting to get teary eyed as she stood there, humiliated. Anastasia looked at her and said, “Emily, we’d all like to learn from you. We’re all here in this class to learn about the latest research and practical applications of that research in the field of female management. And among all of us,” she waved her arm to encompass everyone there, “you’re the only one who has any actual experience with it.”

Emily looked down at her feet. With a quiet voice she said, “I get that, thanks Anastasia. I just…well, it’s a bit humiliating to be honest. I never expected any of what I experienced when I started my journey, and I kind of hoped to leave it all behind me when I got off the train finally.”

The professor frowned and said, “Yes, but the fact remains that you experienced something that is pretty rare, even today. Few of us will ever experience in practice what you did and we can all learn from you.” He paused a moment, then turned to Anastasia. “I think I know how to make our Emily feel a bit better about her role in this.”

Turning back to the class he said, “Let’s first all make sure we’ve read and signed the form. Once you’ve done that, hand it back up here to the front, and when I’ve got them all back, I’ll go ahead and ask Anastasia here to strip and I’ll go ahead and torture her a bit.”

Emily was so stunned by what he said that she plopped right back down into the seat. She looked over at Anastasia who seemed not too happy by this development, her mouth set in a tight line, her hands clasped in front of her. Everyone turned to the form in front of them and read it, keeping quiet, seeming to find their own way of digesting what they had heard.

Emily paused for a moment and wondered what she was getting herself into. She looked around herself and saw that everyone else was signing the form and handing it over to the person in front of them. She signed the form, not even really registering that fact until it had been done. She sighed and passed the form to the guy sitting in front of her.

She was always going to sign it, she realized. There was something inside her that needed to see that girl get tortured. She wasn’t proud of it, but it was there and it was time for Emily to realize that this was a part of her that existed and wasn’t going away. Her time in bondage on the train had released that aspect of her—hidden for her whole adult life until now.

Anastasia started taking her clothes off. Starting with her top, which she set carefully down across the back of the chair behind the desk in front of the class. She slipped her shoes off and then wiggled out of her jeans, setting them folded across the chair back on top of her shirt. Now clad in panties, bra and socks, she stood there and waited.

The professor gathered and checked through all the forms that had reached him and finally set them down on the desk, nodding to Anastasia. “Alright, dear. Everyone’s on board so let’s get started.”

She reached back to unclasp her bra, pulling it off and exposing her breasts to the class. Emily heard Josh suck in his breath, next to her. Everyone was glued to the sight. Placing the bra on the desk, Anastasia slipped her panties off, setting them on the table next to her bra. She was completely shaved, or waxed. Emily wasn’t sure. But she could see everything. The girl was gorgeous, her slit showing a slight indentation where her clit hood was visible. Her outer lips were slightly pink, possibly flushed with arousal, and her pink inner lips peaked out slightly from the larger lips that surrounded them.

The professor spent a moment looking her up and down, then turned to the class again. “Now, I’ve said that I’m going to torture Stasia here. What I really meant is that I’m going to demonstrate a couple of techniques that are commonly used to impart a negative response in a female subject. I used the word torture to shock you. To bring you out of the comfortable space your mind has probably occupied to try and protect you. To protect you from the unpleasant things that are part and parcel of this discipline.”

He pulled a nasty looking device from a drawer in his desk and approached Anastasia as she stood there, still as a rock. “Are you ready?”

“Yes, sir,” she said and closed her eyes.

~~~

As Emily and the rest of the class looked on in silence, Professor Bowthorpe moved closer to Anastasia with the device he held in his hand. Emily peered at it, trying to see from a distance what it could be. She realized that it was most likely a form of clamp, much like what she had been forced to wear on her nipples during part of her train ride. But there was more to it, a small box attached to the top of it which she couldn’t figure out.

Anastasia winced as the clamp was placed on her left nipple and allowed to close on it. The professor stepped back and turned to the class. “Now you’re probably thinking that this is causing her pain, and you would be correct. But Anastasia has a very high pain threshold. Isn’t that right, my dear?”

She opened her eyes and looked over to the professor. “Yes sir.”

“How bad is it? Do you feel it at all?”

“It’s not bad, sir. I do feel it, but it’s not really stopping me from doing much at the moment,” she replied. Indeed, Emily could see that she didn’t seem too badly affected by the device. Emily herself had endured a variety of items placed on her nipples and some were definitely worse than others.

He gestured to the girl standing next to him and said, “Now class, what’s the real goal here? Can anyone tell me?”

One of the guys closer to the front raised his hand. The professor pointed to him and said, “Christof, right?”

“Yes sir. I think, I guess the goal is to motivate her to change her behavior, right?”

“Correct! It’s not to place something on her nipple and call it a day. It’s to impart just the right amount of pain to force a change in behavior. Everyone experiences pain differently, so for someone like Anastasia, we would need to apply a higher dose.”

He picked up a small remote that had been lying on the desk and pressed a button on it a number of times. Anastasia gasped and bent over, clutching her hands into fists but still managing to keep them by her sides.

The professor pressed another button and the pain seemed to subside for her. She straightened up again and looked straight ahead, her face expressionless.

“How was that?” He looked at her and then back at the class.

“Much worse, professor. I definitely felt that one.” There was a grim chuckle from some of the guys.

The professor turned to Emily and asked her, “So how do we figure out what setting to use for different subjects? Emily, can you guess?”

She paused, “Well, I guess you can test it out beforehand. Try out different levels of pain and set a range for each person?”

“Very good, although we like to call them subjects. Just to keep it neutral.”

He took the clamp off of Anastasia’s nipple and set it down on the table. “That will be your homework for this week. Research effective techniques for calibrating pain tolerance spectrums and create such a spectrum for yourself by next week’s class.”

Anastasia turned to the table and picked up the forms that had been handed in. “I’m going to assign a partner to each of you and you’ll work with that partner. Emily, you’ll be with Christof; Madison, you’ll be with Josh; Hilary, you’ll be with David. Hamid, since there’s not enough girls in the class, you’ll be partnered with me. Everyone good?”

Josh and Hilary seemed bummed they wouldn’t be their own partners, but perhaps that was best in a class like this. Emily wasn’t sure how she would feel having a boyfriend do stuff like this to her. Then again, she wasn’t sure how she would feel about a stranger doing it either.

Hilary raised her hand, “Um, since this class is on female management, like do we both do it, or just David would measure my pain, um, response?”

Professor Bowthorpe said, “Good question. Yes, this is about female management. And the emphasis will be on how female subjects are dealt with and to study the current science on that subject. But in order to understand how to deal with a female subject, you must know what everything feels like.”

He nodded to Anastasia and continued, “I need to know what Anastasia feels when I zap her, when I restrain her, or when I subject her to any management technique. While I may not feel it the same as her, I need to at least experience something similar before trying it out on her.”

Anastasia interjected, “Kind of like how cops often practice tasing each other before being allowed to use a taser in the field.”

“Exactly. So yes, guys need to be calibrated too. I want pain tolerance spectrums for each and every one of you.”

~~~


CHAPTER SEVEN

Homework

EMILY AND THE rest of her classmates filed out of the classroom. Thankfully they had run out of time and the professor hadn’t pressed her any further for her experiences on the train. Anastasia was with them, having quickly donned her clothes before the class ended. She was walking with Hamid and chatting with her partner.

Christof walked beside her and said to her, “So how and when do you want to do this? Sounds like it’s not going to be the most pleasant thing to do, so maybe we get it out of the way?” She thought that sounded like a good idea, although she really wanted to swing by the financial aid office before they closed. And she had another class in the afternoon.

David, walking beside Hilary, called out to them, “Hey, you guys want to do this all together? Maybe it’ll be less weird if we all do it as a group.”

“Where would we do it,” asked Hilary.

Hamid called out, “Let’s do it in one of the Psych department’s lab rooms. I hear they’re nice and sound proof. We can get equipment from the supply center, right?”

Anastasia nodded, “Yes, that’s perfect. We keep all sorts of stuff there that can be used. But we can just use the probes. They’re designed for exactly this.”

“How’s now?” David checked the time on his phone. “I’ve got time and we could get it out of the way before lunch.”

Everyone checked their schedule and nodded their heads in agreement.

“Yeah, I’m good with that,” Emily said as she looked at Christof. She was a little disappointed that she wouldn’t be doing it one-on-one with him. He was kind of sexy looking, and the slight French accent he had didn’t hurt.

“Alright, let’s head over there,” said Hamid as he and Anastasia turned back towards the entrance of the building they had just exited. This time they went through a side door and up a flight of stairs until they got to a hallway with a door marked Laboratories.

They all filed through the door and found themselves in another hallway that a number of doors led off of, on either side. Anastasia picked room 201 and led them inside. “Wait here,” she said. “I’ll go pick up the probes from the supply room, you guys go ahead and strip and I’ll be right back.”

She left, closing the door behind her as they all proceeded to stand there, awkwardly shuffling their feet.

“Well, this is a bit awkward,” said David.

“Yeah, maybe the group thing wasn’t the greatest idea,” said Josh.

Emily sighed. Might as well get it over with. She was maybe the only one here, since Anastasia had left the room, who had been naked in front of a group of strangers getting spanked and played with. She pulled her shirt off over her head and set it down on a small table that was set against the wall of the moderately large lab space. “I’ll go first,” she said. “If we all just do it, it won’t be so weird.”

Christof smiled and took his shirt off too, revealing a toned stomach with a very nice six pack. Soon, all the others followed suit and everyone was completely nude by the time Anastasia made it back.

She nodded her approval as she set what she had brought down on the table. Emily eyed the items warily. They looked like a set of thermometers, except that instead of a readout of temperature, they had a sliding control and a set of LED lights at various points along the slider. They were clearly intended to be placed within the human body. The only question was where. And since they would be used on males as well, it was probably going to be the butt.

Anastasia stripped quickly and efficiently and when she was done she picked up one of the probes. “So here’s how it works,” she said, holding it up and addressing all of them. “Normally, with females we put this up the vagina from behind and adjust the slider here,” she pointed to the control, “and note down how much pain the subject indicates.”

Christof and the other guys looked around at the girls as Anastasia continued, “Are you all familiar with the ten point pain scale? Ten being the highest?”

They all nodded. “Alright, that’s what we’re going to use. For the guys, I’m afraid it’s going to go in your butt. Hamid, mind bending over? I’m going to show everyone how to do it.”

He sighed and bent over, placing his hands on his knees and spreading his legs somewhat. He stared ahead of him at the wall, face set in a mask of grim determination. Anastasia approached him with the probe and, spreading his left cheek with her hand, gently inserted the probe into his anus until it reached about halfway down its length.

“I’m going to put the slider on the first notch and you tell me what number you would assign this setting.”

“Okay…oh, ouch. Yeah that started pretty quick. I would, uh, shit. I would give it a two. Yeah, definitely a two.”

“How about now?”

“Ow, ow, yeah, that’s a four. Ow.” He was grimacing now.

“Now?” Anastasia looked over at the device. Three of the LEDs were lit.

“Oh…god. Oh god. Ow. Ow. Six, no seven. Shit, please that really hurts now.”

“Just one more, I think. How about…”

Hamid screamed and jerked forward, the probe held in Anastasia’s hand slipped out of his anus as he hopped around the room clutching his bottom. “Fuck, fuck! Ten, bitch! Ten!”

“Okay, good,” she said as she slid the control over to the off setting. “You reached max at four notches. Who’s next?”

Emily raised her hand, somewhat reluctantly, but also eager to get it over with. She motioned to Christof to grab one of the probes and, without saying anything, made it clear that he was to do it to her. She bent over and spreading her legs slightly, grabbed her knees with her hands like Hamid had done.

She felt Christof approach her from behind. Anastasia called out, “Don’t forget! Put it in her pussy, not her anus.”

“Oh yeah, thanks,” he said. She blushed as she felt the tip of the probe touch one of her inner lips. Soon it was inserted deep into her vagina and she felt a slight jolt as Christof slid the control to the first notch. A slight burning sensation filled her vagina.

“Probably a one,” she said.

“Next,” called out Anastasia.

“Oh, yeah that’s a three.” It felt sharp, like a knife was cutting her.

The next notch caused her to tremble and cry out, “Ow, ow, ow. Six,” she sucked in her breath as she fought to control herself. She felt like her legs would give out if this continued too much longer.

Another click and she let out a deep groan. She felt her vagina tighten around the probe, causing her even more pain as it gripped the source of her torment. “Seven or eight, ow. Ow, god. Please. Please hurry, ow!”

She felt Christof’s hand tremble as he slid the control to the next notch. Or maybe it was her body. “Fuck! Argh!” She screamed and lurched forward, almost falling as she struggled to get her trembling legs under control. Her hands flung forward to stop herself as Madison caught her.

“It’s okay, it’s okay,” she said to Emily as she consoled the trembling girl.

Anastasia made a notation on her phone. “I assume that one was a ten?”

“Yes,” Emily hissed, her vagina still spasming. Hamid looked at her with sympathy as Christof stood there looking guilty, with the probe still in his hand.

~~~

The rest of the calibration session passed by rather quickly, the group being quite motivated to end the whole thing as quickly as possible. Emily caused Christof to tap out at only the third notch. David didn’t do much better as Hilary caused him to scream and hop around the room at the same setting.

Madison took it like a champ, mainly just moaning loudly and squealing at the sixth notch. Hilary could only go to four, but had a rather pronounced trembling of her legs at the third notch. Emily suspected that she had experienced something close to an orgasm but felt it was impolite to ask.

Anastasia had Hamid do her and made it to the sixth notch as well before crying out and removing herself from the probe. They all shook each other’s hands and dressed before heading out of the building, Anastasia staying behind to take care of cleaning and returning the probes.

Emily’s pussy was still throbbing as she made her way to the cafeteria to have a quick lunch before going to the financial aid office. She reached the administrative offices fairly quickly and stepped inside after searching around for a bit. Going up to the desk she managed to make an appointment for a chat in a few minutes and sat down to wait. She was the only one waiting, she couldn’t help but notice.

Soon enough a woman came and asked for her. “Emily?” She stood up and followed her into another office where they sat down. Unfortunately the news was not good.

“Emily,” she said as she looked through her file. “I’m afraid that you didn’t qualify for any of the available financial aid options. I’m sorry.”

Emily’s face fell. “But, I really thought that I qualified. I mean, I knew that I’d have to try and get more, maybe get a job for sure. You know, to make ends meet. But really, nothing?”

“So sorry,” the administrator, Jane, said as she shook her head. “You know how things are these days. The economy is in the dumps and federal funding has dropped to zero, basically. States don’t have enough money to fund every program out there that needs it and I’m afraid our college has had to prioritize students who can pay tuition by getting their own loans.”

Emily’s heart sank. She had really hoped that maybe she could be paying for her schooling without needing to take Professor Bowthorpe’s offer, if it even still existed.

“So, what do I do?” She struggled to keep the tears from forming as Jane looked at her with a sympathetic smile.

“Listen, Emily. I know it can be very scary. But you have a couple of weeks to get it sorted out. I’ll make a note in your file that I’m giving you an extension. Take a look at some of the student loan companies that are out there.” She leaned over and said, “But be careful. A lot of them can be very predatory. They can leave you burdened the rest of your life with interest payments and they operate without any government supervision.”

Emily sighed. Well, now she really had to hope the professor came through for her and helped her out. She walked back to her dorm room and let herself in, putting her purse and keycard down on the counter and plopping down on the couch.

The door to her bedroom opened and Maeve poked her head through. “Oh cool! Emily, you’re back!”

“Oh hey, Maeve. What’s up?”

“Nothing,” she said, clasping her hands in front of her and rotating slightly. She peered at Emily and said, “Oh, are you sad about something? Tell me!” She hurried over and plopped down next to Emily. “Come on, tell me!”

“Okay, I guess. Um, I’m having some issues with the whole financial thing. It’s no biggie. I’m sure it’ll get resolved,” Emily said, hoping Maeve wouldn’t dig deeper. She just wanted to be distracted from this.

“Gosh, I hope so. I’m sure it will!” She paused for a moment. “Say, um, you know that guy in your class? The French sounding one? Christof?”

“Yeah, what about him?”

“He was here earlier,” she said, looking very excited about it. “He’s super cute!”

“Yeah, he is kinda.” She thought back to how he looked without his clothes and how disappointed she was that they hadn’t had a chance to “study” alone together.

“So did you have…you know? Like, sex? In class? With him?”

“No,” squealed Emily. “Why would we have sex in class?”

“I don’t know,” squeaked Maeve. “I guess I just thought you…I don’t know. I’m just super into what you guys get to do in that class and maybe I just,” she stuttered. “I’m sorry, I guess I’m just silly. Yeah, it doesn’t make sense now that I think about it.”

“We did get naked and stick things in each other’s bodies, if that makes you feel any better,” said Emily, feeling a bit sorry for the girl.

Maeve squealed, “Get the fuck out! No way!”

“Yeah, for science of course. We were calibrating our pain thresholds. It’s a thing, apparently.”

“Oh wow. So, did it hurt?”

“Yeah, kind of. Actually, yes it did hurt at the end.”

“Oh no, you poor thing! Um, did you want me to kiss it and make it better?” Maeve suddenly turned red and looked away. “Oh shit, sorry, that came out wrong. Never mind, I’m an idiot.” She got up and ran into their room.

Emily got up and walked in after her to find her laying face down on her bed. “Maeve, don’t worry. Hey, it’s okay. I get it, you’re trying to comfort me.” She sat down next to Maeve. “I think…I think I could use some comforting right now.”

“Really?” Maeve looked over at her, twisting her head from where she had buried it in the fluffy comforter. “Um, you know, I really like you.”

“I like you too, Maeve. So, um…what should I…”

Maeve bounced up from the bed and stood in front of her. “First,” she said, biting her lower lip, “you should get…more comfortable? Like, okay, take off your clothes? Is kind of what I mean?”

Emily hesitated for a second then decided to just go for it. Isn’t that what college life was supposed to be? Trying new things, like getting down with a girl. Emily was okay with that. She shed her clothes and Maeve did the same, looking shyly at Emily the whole time. Maeve was a good looking girl with her striking red hair and a neatly trimmed bush that was the same color. Her slit showed through her lower hair and Emily could see the pink inner lips peeking out. She licked her lips as her mouth suddenly felt dry.

“Lie down, on the bed,” whispered Maeve. Emily slowly lay down and bent her right leg, keeping it down on the comforter. She lifted her left knee up, bending her leg. She knew that Maeve could see her pussy now and the thought made her get wet. Maeve crouched on the bed and bent down, her head approaching Emily’s folds. Emily lifted her head slightly, straining to see what was happening between her legs.

Tentatively Maeve stuck out her tongue and let the tip touch Emily’s clit. She drew in a breath with a hiss of pleasure. “Oh, Maeve. Yes, that’s…that’s nice,” she said in a quiet voice. Maeve, encouraged by this, started licking softly at first, then with more vigor. Her tongue started parting Emily’s folds, delving deeper into her core, licking up her fluids greedily. Emily started panting and bucking her hips. She reached over, spreading her legs even wider and gripping Maeve’s head with both hands. She started grinding her middle into Maeve’s face as the girl’s tongue continued to lap at her. Soon enough the orgasm hit Emily like…yeah, like a freight train, smashing into her pussy and exploding out from her core, hitting her anus and her tits at the same time, frying her brain and wringing a scream of distress from her.

Eventually the trembling stopped and Emily unclenched herself, to find Maeve peering up at her from between her legs, smiling, her lips wet with Emily’s essence. Her eyes gleamed with pleasure. The kind of pleasure a sweet girl feels when she’s done a really nice thing for another girl who needed some love that day. Emily plopped her head back on the bed and started gently crying. “Thank you, Maeve. Thank you so much,” she wept. “I really, really needed that.”

~~~

The next day after class had finished she looked over to the front where Anastasia and the professor were chatting. Emily felt that now would be the time to talk with him if she could get him alone for a moment.

Finally her moment arrived and Professor Bowthorpe was alone with the other students already out the door. Emily had pretended to have trouble with putting her shoes back on and stayed behind. Now she walked to the front where he was gathering up his papers.

“Hello, sir, um, do you have a moment,” she asked him.

He turned around and nodded, “Certainly, Emily. How can I help you?”

“Well, I’ve been wondering about that talk we had on the train, you know. Where we talked about scholarship possibilities?” She was getting nervous, her stomach in knots. What if he hadn’t meant any of the things he had said?

“Ah, yes. I was wondering when you would approach me about that. Come,” he gestured to the chair next to his desk as he sat down, perched on the edge of the desk itself. She sat down.

She looked down for a moment then, bracing herself. “So, I think I’d really like to know if there is some kind of scholarship I could get to help me pay for school.”

“Oh dear, I hope you’re not having any trouble in that area, are you Emily?” He peered at her with concern in his eyes.

“Um, yeah, I guess I am. Turns out that times are tough and there’s no funding available. Unless I get one of those crazy loans, but I’d rather not do that if I can avoid it.”

“Of course, of course.” He shook his head, “Those student loans can be ruinous. And with the new debtor laws in place, that can lead to being on the wrong side of the captive management industry.”

He shuffled through some of the papers on his desk and picked one out eventually. “I’ve been anticipating this possibility and I’ve gone ahead and prepared this offer. Read it over and let me know what you think. Personally, I think it’s quite generous.”

Emily took the sheet and read it over. She was conscious of the fact that the last time she had been presented with a contract she had ignored the fine print and wound up naked and chained on a train, a plaything for the upper class passengers.

“So, um, this says it’s a service contract. What exactly does that mean?”

Professor Bowthorpe leaned over, looked at the spot on the page she was pointing to, and replied, “It’s quite simple really. Let me summarize it: you would be agreeing to work for me as an assistant for the entirety of your college program. You would agree to make yourself available to me in any capacity I require in order to fulfill my research programs. How do you feel about that?”

“Wow, it’s a bit…I guess it’s more of a commitment than I was prepared to make to this field of study. I mean, I like it so far. But I was thinking earlier about maybe going into engineering or something like that.”

“Understandable, I get it. But Emily, I see something in you that I think makes you perfect for this field. Or better said, this field is perfect for you. I see you going far in it. I really do!”

Emily was touched. She hesitated a bit before asking, “Can I ask what it pays? I mean, I do like the class, and I am interested. But I need to be able to pay for all of college and if I need to get another job as well, maybe I won’t have the time to dedicate to you?”

“Don’t worry, Emily. This will take care of everything, no need for another job. I think this is perfect for you.”

“So what, I just do stuff for you in class, like Anastasia?”

He shook his head, “No, she’s my teaching assistant as well as research assistant. You would be more of a lab assistant, helping me outside of class with whatever I need done during my actual research work. Oh, and in class too, if I need someone to step up to demonstrate something, I would expect you to be available for use.”

Emily tried to concentrate on what the words on the contract were saying, but once again it all blurred together in a tangle of legalese. If she signed this she would get to stay in college and earn a degree. Maybe she would even get a job in this new female management industry. On the other hand the professor might have her working all night long on some perverted new device to tie a girl up in some horrible knot.

“Okay,” she finally blurted out. “Okay, I’m in.”

The professor clapped his hands and beamed. “Excellent! I’m so pleased. Come, sign here on the line right there…good, perfect. Listen, Emily. I’ll get this over to the registrar’s office by tomorrow and you’ll be all set. In the meantime don’t worry about anything. I’ll make sure to let you know when I need to use you, okay?”

“Yes, sir. Thank you again, I really appreciate it. I’ll try and make sure you’re happy with my work,” she said as she picked up her laptop and made her way out. She was excited about this, and not just because it lifted a huge weight off her shoulders to not have to worry about the financial stuff anymore. It was the persistent visions she had of being naked, sometimes chained, sometimes on her knees in front of the professor and Anastasia. She couldn’t deny how incredibly hot that made her feel.

~~~


CHAPTER EIGHT

Caged

EMILY SHOWED UP at the door of Professor Bowthorpe’s lab in the early afternoon on Monday. Earlier, she had enjoyed a lunch date with her roommate Maeve. They had met up at the student center and ate together in the cafeteria there. Maeve had no end of questions for Emily about her experiences in class and was excited for her about her assistantship with the professor but it also seemed like something was on her mind about it.

She had leaned forward, her burger held in her left hand and she gestured for Emily to come closer. “Emily,” she whispered. “I know the professor is a super smart guy and the research he does is super fascinating.”

“But…” said Emily, raising her eyebrows.

“But, I’ve heard a few things. Like, okay, I know you guys need to do sexy type stuff in the class itself, right?” Maeve bit her lip and stared at Emily. “Right?”

Emily had rolled her eyes. Maeve seemed obsessed with this topic. “Yes,” she said. “We do some things like that.”

“Yeah, but I’ve heard…that he likes to, you know?”

“What, exactly does he like to…” she asked, getting a little impatient with her.

“Okay, so I’ve heard he likes to screw his assistants, okay?”

“Who told you that?” She had paused and then exclaimed, “Wait! Anastasia’s his assistant and Barb said you know her. Did she tell you that?”

Maeve had blushed. “Yeah, okay. She told me that. I guess she gets…you know?”

“He screws her? She told you that. Okay,” Emily had said as she leaned back and pondered what that meant for her. Would he try to screw her? Would she let him?

She entered the door of the lab and looked over to where Professor Bowthorpe was standing over a table. “Hi professor,” she called out. “I’m here. How do you want me?”

“Ah,” he called out from the side of the room. “Emily! How wonderful. Come here, my dear.”

“Okay, sir, I’ll be right there,” she said as she set her laptop down on a table. She walked over to where he was standing, next to a large cage that had been built into the room. It was more of a cell, Emily realized. The bars reached almost up to the ceiling but stopped about a foot or two below. It would be large enough for a person to stand in. She looked past the professor who was standing near the open door to the cell. There was a cot there, raised perhaps a foot off the floor. She couldn’t really see much else in there.

“How do you like it, Emily?” he asked her, waving his arm to encompass the cell. He was smiling warmly at her. Something in this whole situation made Emily’s heart beat a bit faster.

“Um, it’s big, I guess. What’s it for?” Her mouth felt dry.

“Oh, that’s a very important question you ask there. What’s it for,” he said as he stepped back from the cell and faced it, as if to contemplate it anew. As if he hadn’t really thought carefully enough about that and now must spend the time to do so.

“Or,” he said, tapping the bars of the cell wall. “Perhaps that’s not the most important question to be asking right now. Naturally the cell is here to keep something within it. That’s what cages are for. And are cells not just cages for people?”

“Yeah, I guess they are,” she said, feeling the skin on her back crawl. Her hands began to tremble.

“I think you know what the question is you really need to ask here, Emily.”

“I think I do, professor,” she said in a whisper. “But why?”

He shook his head, “My dear girl. I was young once too, you know. I made mistakes as well, some very serious. I almost got arrested once, you know?”

She shook her head.

“Yes, we all make mistakes when we’re young and stupid. Get in the cage, Emily.”

“Please,” she said as tears started to form. “Please?” She looked at him and, seeing nothing there that would change anything, she slowly stepped forward and entered the cell, pausing the moment she was fully within. Her shoulders slumped as she looked around. Besides the cot, there was a metal toilet and a sink. No mirror, but a tiny shelf set on the side that faced the concrete wall. On it was a toothbrush and a small tube of toothpaste.

She twisted around when she heard the cell door slam shut. Professor Bowthorpe was there as she knew he would be, with his hand wrapped around one of the bars of the door. Anastasia was there too, and that she hadn’t expected. Emily’s eyes searched hers and found nothing there.

“Anastasia will be here to make sure you’re well situated, alright Emily? Don’t worry about a thing. You’re here for a reason and that will be revealed to you when it makes sense to do so. In the meantime just get yourself comfortable and hand Anastasia your things. The class will be by later in the week to start with the practical application part of the curriculum. Anastasia will help you prepare for that as well.”

And with that he turned and strolled out of her view, out of the lab. Anastasia came up to the bars and said to her, “You heard him. Off with the clothes and hand them to me, please.”
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Emily reluctantly did as she was told, stripping her clothes off and handing them to Anastasia one by one through the bars of the cell. She paused for a moment before slipping her panties off, face blushing. She looked up at Anastasia as the girl held her clothes, “Why is this happening, Anastasia? Does he really have the power to do this?”

Anastasia sighed as she turned away and put Emily’s clothes away in a locker on the far side of the lab. Eventually she came back and said, “Yes, Emily. He has the power to do this. You signed the service contract, I saw it. At first I couldn’t believe he actually got you to do it, but sure enough.”

She shook her head. “What were you thinking? Why would you sign your life away like that?”

Emily sat down heavily on the cot, holding her head between her hands. “I thought it was just an assistantship! I knew I’d be working for the professor, even doing stuff that I might not otherwise be comfortable with, but I really didn’t think he would own me or anything. Doesn’t it seem super wrong to you?”

“We do what we have to do to advance science, Emily. You need to learn that if you really want to get anywhere in this field. Or any other academic discipline.”

“Yeah, but…I was going to do what he needed anyway. I don’t see why I have to be caged like this. It doesn’t make any sense.”

“Just trust in the professor, Emily. He knows what he’s doing. If he feels it’s best for you to be owned by his department then that’s what needs to happen.” Anastasia tapped on the bars of the cell. “But since you’re owned now, you need to follow department policy for any research subject. And that includes being kept in a secure facility so you can be properly tracked and kept safe.”

“Yeah,” sniffed Emily, “but why also nude? I’m going to freeze here!”

“Sorry about that,” said Anastasia, not looking sorry at all. “You need to be fully accessible at any time to any researcher.” Something in the way Anastasia said it made Emily think that she was just making this stuff up as she went along. Was she in on this whole thing with the professor? For some reason Emily had looked up to the smart and stunning teaching assistant, and now she felt betrayed.

“Besides,” said Anastasia, “you’ll be given a nice, comfy blanket for sleeping so don’t worry. You’ll be fine. Try and relax and maybe get some rest. Tomorrow’s going to be a busy day, okay?” With another backwards look at Emily she departed and closed the lab door firmly behind her.

For about an hour or so Emily lay there on the cot, thinking about how things had unraveled for her. Why did everything have to keep going so badly wrong for her? She sniffled back some tears. Her dad gone from her life when she was so young, her loving uncle dead in a plane crash when her little family needed his help so much. The fiasco with booking Comfort Class on the train to college. She had been so excited to actually get here and start a new life of learning and growth. Now, just when she thought she had secured her future here with financial assistance that turned out to be too good to be true, this happened.

Was she really such a naive fool? It was time to start contemplating that this was indeed the case. Just as she was making a solemn promise to read documents more carefully and at least try to understand them before signing, the door opened. Emily heard tentative footsteps echo through the lab as she saw Maeve peering around a corner.

“Oh, my god! Emily, it really is you! What happened?” Maeve cried out as she rushed towards Emily’s cell. Emily sprang up and stepped to her side of the bars and clutched them, forgetting for the moment that she was completely nude.

“Maeve, what are you doing here?” she said as the worried girl peered at her through the bars.

“I heard from Anastasia that the professor had turned you into a research subject. “Oh god, Emily. I ran here as fast as I could hoping it wasn’t true. How did this happen?”

Emily began to cry again. “I’m such an idiot Maeve! He promised me a scholarship, or what I thought was a scholarship, but it’s not, it’s like…the end of my life, Maeve. I’m so stupid,” she blubbered.

“You’re not stupid, Emily,” she said unconvincingly. “Maybe you need to let somebody look over things with you next time you’re faced with something to sign, okay?”

Emily nodded vigorously as she continued sobbing.

“Hey, hey. Look, it’s going to be okay. I’ll try to find some people to talk to. Maybe we can get you out of this, hopefully,” Maeve said, trying to put on a brave smile for her.

“Thanks so much. Hey, can you take care of my stuff in our room while I’m here? Like, make sure it’s still there for me if I get out of here? I don’t want them to toss it or anything.”

“Yeah, sure. Don’t worry about that. Oh! I think I heard someone at the door. Shit, I don’t know if I’m allowed here,” she whispered.

Footsteps came towards them as Maeve frantically looked for someplace to hide and then relaxed when Christof came around the corner and looked at Maeve and then at Emily with surprise.
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“Emily,” he said with shock. “What’s going on?”

“Oh, hey…um. Yeah,” she said as she began to blush. She had a huge crush on Christof at this point. And even though they had already seen each other naked when doing the pain threshold assessment, this was different. Emily felt it like a massive blow to her gut. She was caged, in a cell, like an animal. No, worse. A prisoner. Emily had always viewed prisoners as people who had done something wrong; hurt someone or broke some serious rule. People like that got put behind bars and kept there until they weren’t a threat anymore. But now she was there, and she hadn’t done anything wrong other than let herself be taken advantage of.

Now there was a huge gulf between herself and the boy staring at her. He could come and go as he pleased, knowing she’d be here, naked and waiting for anything that others would choose to do to her. She wanted to melt into the ground and disappear.

Christof looked between her and Maeve, eyebrows raised. “Care to explain how you’re locked away in a cell like this? Is this something that’s part of class? Are we all going to be caged at some point?” he asked Emily.

Eventually she got a handle on herself and went to the cot to sit down on it, covering her breasts with her arms as she folded her hands into her lap. “No, Christof. Don’t worry, it’s just me. I fucked up, that’s all.”

He looked over to Maeve again and she slowly filled him in. “We need to do something, Christof,” she said to him. “We can’t just let her be taken like this. You’re in the class, can’t you do something? Like, talk to the department heads or something?”

“Yeah, I guess I can try. Um, Maeve…do you think Emily and I can be alone for a bit? I’d like to talk to her.”

“Oh, yeah, sure,” she said as she backed away and waved to Emily. “Hang in there, okay?” She left the lab and Emily was alone with Christof.

He looked at her with sympathy. “How are you doing, really?” he asked.

“I’ve been better, have to admit.” She tried smiling.

“I’ve missed you. I kind of wanted to ask you out for a drink or maybe have lunch and hang out. But I guess you’re otherwise occupied,” he smiled.

“Oh, yeah” she blushed. “Wait, you wanted to ask me out? For real?”

“Yeah, you’re super cute, Emily.”

“Oh, you say that to all the naked caged girls, don’t you,” she joked.

His face fell, “No, this is really fucked up, Emily. I couldn’t believe it when I heard.”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she blurted, embarrassed again. “I was just trying to make a joke. Not funny, I guess.”

“No, I get it, Emily. I’m the one who’s sorry. Is there something I can do for you?”

Emily looked at him for a long while before answering. “Could you…um, maybe come back here. Later. Like, later tonight?” She was now whispering, almost. Her voice hesitant, soft. Maybe if he said no it would be because he simply hadn’t heard her, not because he didn’t want to.

“Come back here? Yeah, I’d love to, Emily. I think they lock the door, but I can get the code from Anastasia. I’ll be back, okay?” He smiled at her and turned around, walking briskly away and out the door. Emily held her head in her hands for a good long while after he was gone.

A short while later a custodian came in with a tray of food and Emily found she was actually quite hungry. She ate her pasta with garlic bread, and drank the water it had come with. Putting the tray down near the slot in the bottom of the cell door she cursed herself for not having asked Maeve or Christof to bring her back something to read. Or better yet, a laptop so she could type out some emails to the school administration. Boy, would she have things to say!

As the lights outside faded, a different custodian came to take her tray. He brought a blanket and a pillow for her, squeezing them through the bars for her to take. As he left, after having appraised her body, he flipped off the light, leaving her in semi-darkness, with only the fading light from outside lighting her cell.

“Christof, where are you?” she whispered to herself only to jump almost completely off the cot when a voice near her said, “Right here!”

“Christof! Jesus, you scared the shit out of me. How did you get here? I didn’t hear you!”

He laughed softly. “I just got here. Had to feel my way through the lab, it’s so dark. Didn’t want to turn the lights on in case anyone outside noticed.”

“Oh, it’s so nice that you managed to get here,” she said, starting to get excited. She could feel her nipples firming up. She wanted Christof, maybe mainly because she wanted sex as a distraction right now, but she had been taken with his body and his looks ever since she had seen him in class. Now it might actually happen for her: her first college fling! At least with a guy.

“It’s nice to be here, Emily. Hey, I was thinking…”

“Yeah?”

”With you being all naked and such, I didn’t want to make you feel self conscious, so…maybe I should strip too? What do you think?”

She bit her lower lip as she said in a husky voice, “Yeah, maybe that would be best. Wouldn’t want you to feel like you had to be dressed or anything.”

He chuckled and Emily could dimly see him pulling first his shirt off and then slipping out of his pants. Pretty soon he was naked with a rather sizable erection jutting out from his midsection. She couldn’t help licking her lips as she slowly stood up and walked to the bars where he was.

“I could…” she started. “I could maybe, get down? On my knees? Would that work, do you think?”

“Yeah,” he said with a deep, throaty voice. He brought his member over to her and she dropped to her knees next to the bars. Gripping them with her hands she brought her mouth over to his tip and gently licked at it. Hearing a groan of satisfaction from above, she proceeded to suck his head into her mouth. Swirling her tongue around the head she drank in his musty scent and dove deeper, until he hit the back of her throat and she started bobbing back and forth, applying her tongue to the bottom of his shaft until he reached through the bars to touch her head on the left side.

“Emily, I’m close,” he said.

She quickly backed away and turned herself around, shuffling painfully on her knees, finally backing up, her legs between the bars as she brought her bottom up against them. She felt his fingers there, at her part, checking her readiness. She moaned as she pressed against his fingers, against the bars that held her back.

His fingers withdrew and in their place she felt his manhood intrude, parting her lips with the flesh she had worked so diligently to moisten, to harden, to prepare for the work it now had to do, the payment it must render her willing, waiting sheath. She arched her back, wiggling slightly, willing him to thrust in and fill her. And as he did so, she felt all the worries of the last few hours fade away, muted by the endorphin rush she craved so much. He began thrusting and she bounced back against the bars, the cold steel reminding her every second, like clockwork, that she was a caged animal getting fucked, and she reveled in it. Each cold shock to her bottom and thighs making her muscles tighten against his thrusting member until he shouted out and she felt his essence spurting within her. The sheer dirtiness of it made her convulse as the orgasm ripped through her.

She felt her head hit the floor as her arms gave out, gasping for air. Christof pulled out as she lay the side of her face on the floor and felt wetness coursing down her inner thigh.

“Oh, god. Emily, that was amazing,” he gasped out as his labored breathing slowed down.

“Uh,” she grunted.

“You okay?” he asked, still sounding breathless.

“Yeah. Oh, yeah,” she sighed. Maybe this would be bearable after all.

~~~


CHAPTER NINE

Emily Sold

THE NEXT FEW days went by uneventfully, with regular visits from the custodians who fed and watered her, occasionally letting her out on a chain to go to the shower. Every now and then Maeve would pop by to see how she was doing and to fill her in on what was happening on campus, news that made Emily sad.

“And the big Send-Off game is going to be in a couple of weeks,” Maeve mentioned one day after a particularly long monologue about the way the trees were starting to change color and the local student watering hole was looking like it was going to go out of business, a fact that made quite a lot of the students quite anxious.

“What’s that?” Emily perked up from her cot where she had settled in a funk.

“What’s what?”

“That game thing. What about it?”

“Oh, the Send-Off. It’s a tradition here, a big football game and it’s a super fun party scene. Absolutely everyone’s there, you have to come…oh,” said Maeve as she tapered off. “I’m so sorry, Emily. There I go, babbling like an idiot. I wasn’t thinking,” she said, starting to cry.

“No, no. It’s okay, I get it Maeve. Don’t cry,” said Emily, starting to feel bad not for herself, but for Maeve who seemed genuinely heart broken. Emily realized that Maeve had been coming here, babbling about trivial matters in order to try desperately to convince herself that everything would turn out fine. But now both of them realized that things might not be fine at all. And strangely it was not Emily who was doing worst with this realization.

Maeve sniffed. “I’m so sorry about everything, Emily. But I swear we’re going to get you out of this. Just keep the faith, okay?” Both of them put on a brave face for each other.

Now another day had come and Emily startled as she heard the door open and a bunch of footsteps filled the room.

“Here she is,” called out Professor Bowthorpe as he rounded the corner, trailed by the rest of the class, including Christof who threw a brave smile her way and winked.

Emily heard gasps from the other students, formerly her classmates, as they saw her in the cell. She looked shyly at them as she felt a blush deepening the color of her cheeks.

“Hi Emily,” said Madison, quietly, tentatively.

“Hey,” waved Hilary. The guys stayed quiet, most of them, staring at her.

Christof turned to the professor and said, “So what exactly was your plan here, professor? Was it really necessary to cage her like this? I didn’t really sign up for a class that treats people like this.”

“Ah, yes. The elephant in the room,” said the professor. “Or rather, the naked girl in the cage.” He chuckled. “I know it looks bad, but our dear Emily was in need of financial assistance and eagerly jumped at the chance to help out our class by serving in this capacity.”

Hilary grumbled, “I really don’t think she would have willingly agreed to this, professor. There’s no way.”

“I assure you it’s all legitimate and part of University common practice. You should see what they have in the sports physiology department. These days institutions of all kinds are forced to make do with service captives like Emily here.”

Anastasia came over and stood by the professor’s side. “Listen,” she said. “We don’t have time for arguing over this. Emily’s here to do a job for us, and if you want to get credit for the class, you all need to hop aboard the train, as it were. We have a lot to get done here today and we should start.”

“It’s okay,” said Emily, deciding that it was time for her voice to be heard. After all, this concerned her most of all. “I’m here, like Anastasia said. Might as well make the most of my presence otherwise I’m here for no reason.”

The grumbling subsided and the professor rubbed his hands together and said, “Alright. With that out of the way, let’s get introduced to our subject matter for today’s lesson. Anastasia?”

“Yes, sir. Class,” she said addressing everyone as they stood around, trying to avoid staring at Emily as she stood by the bars naked. “Today we’re going to concentrate on the implications of female management on the transport sector.”

As she talked the professor had tapped on his phone and then looked over to the side as a whirring sound started getting louder. Everyone looked over, including Emily. A large robot had entered their field of view, rolling towards them on a set of four rubber wheels at the base, with a large white torso and four articulated arms folded against its body. A whirring black half dome topped the body with no other discernible features except for a logo etched in black on the front of the body.

“Presenting the RestrainTeq Intake System Pro,” said Professor Bowthorpe as he waved his arm towards the robot. It had come to a stop about five feet away from them. Everyone stared at it nervously.

“Um, what is that thing?” Emily asked, unable to keep her eyes from it.

“It’s the latest in devices to help secure captives for transportation to, or between, facilities. We will be using it to help bring our Emily over to our new partner, RailTrek. But really, we will be using it in this class to study how it can be used to help with all the annoying stuff that no one wants to do when it comes to keeping a female under captivity in control.”

“Watch and learn,” said Anastasia as she grinned. She strode over and unlocked Emily’s cell door, swinging it wide open and stepped back. Almost instantly the robot responded, lurching forward towards the open door and stopping at the threshold, blocking Emily’s escape if she had been inclined to do so.

“See how it can respond to the situation it perceives? It will first make sure that the captive cannot escape their confinement. Now, Emily, please turn around and hold perfectly still,” he said.

“Why should I?” she asked.

Anastasia responded, “Trust me, it has ways of making your day suck even more than you think it does right now.”

“Fine,” muttered Emily and turned around, keeping her arms down by her sides. As soon as she did so the robot responded by rolling forward, extending its four arms. As the class watched, fascinated, the arms unfolded claws at each end which encircled her wrists and ankles from behind. Emily’s back crawled as she felt the tight grip enfold her limbs.

“Now, watch,” the professor whispered, almost consumed with reverence for the machine. As the class watched, it began to slow-walk Emily backwards out of the cell, pulling her limbs one by one in an alternating rhythm, to allow her to walk slowly backwards. And as the two of them backed out, the class turned to look back, behind them, as a low platform, with four small wheels at the corners, approached the two of them. It stopped right behind the robot, which had now pulled Emily entirely out of her cell. The robot stepped gingerly backwards onto the platform and then off the back end of it, holding Emily securely on the platform itself.

Slowly the robotic limbs began to bend Emily downwards, the torso of the gleaming white machine, a beacon as it were to man’s dominance over both machine and flesh, bending as well, covering her body with its own. Emily whimpered and cried out as she was folded slowly downwards, a crouching, folded body now, limbs tucked under her torso into a fetal position on top of the platform.

As the class looked on in horror, the platform extended metallic bands that encircled her limbs, snapping closed autonomously, binding her in its cold embrace. Additional bands snaked about her hips and across her upper back. They snapped closed and the robot released its hold on her, rolling backwards until it stopped and folded its limbs back on itself.

“Well, that was pretty simple, wasn’t it? Just like that, a captive secured for transport.” Professor Bowthorpe walked over to where Emily was secured. “Did you see,” he said to the class, “how it figured out where her attachment points, her wrists and ankles were and did all that without any manual intervention? Absolutely state of the art! Our own labs are nowhere near that ability.”

“Are we going to let her go now?” Hilary asked.

“What? Oh no, no. We still need to plug her for transport and then she’s off.”

“What do you mean, off?” Christof cried out.

“Off to RailTrek, of course,” he responded. “She’s been sold as a test subject on their customer experience test train.”

~~~

“You can’t do that,” cried Hilary. “She’s one of us!”

“Now, that’s where you’re wrong,” replied the professor. “She signed a contract. You can all look at it yourselves. In fact,” he said as he motioned to Anastasia to make a note, “this is a great homework assignment for you all. Read the contract that she signed, and use that as a starting point for research into applicable contracts for securing access to female captive servants for use in research environments. You’re all here to study female management and understanding the contracts that underpin it is vital to your progress in this field.”

“When should they have this done by?” asked Anastasia.

“I’m thinking by next class, a week from now,” he replied. Josh and David looked over at the others with slight annoyance, as if to imply that Hilary’s outburst had caused them a minor, but not negligible, inconvenience. Christof looked defeated.

“Now, let’s go ahead and plug her. Hilary, I think it best if you try it first. Let Anastasia guide you, and then the others can take their turns.”

Wide-eyed, Hilary turned to look at Anastasia as the girl walked over to the rear of the platform where Emily was secured. When she got there she reached down to the platform edge, just below where Emily’s feet were bound, her buttocks squeezed atop them. A small, black panel opened at her touch and Anastasia reached in to pull out a hose, black, long and articulated, with a large plug at the end. The plug was tapered at the end and flared out a bit before receding again.

“Um, what’s that?” Hilary asked, knowing in her heart what it was, but too ashamed to admit she knew.

“This goes up her butt,” said Anastasia, in a too cheerful voice.

“Perhaps,” interrupted the professor, “it would be better to start with her vaginal plug.”

“Oh, of course. Sorry,” said Anastasia as she retracted the hose back into the compartment and pulled out the one next to it. Mostly similar, it did not have the same flaring end, and there was a noticeable bump about 6 inches from the end.

“Demonstrate the locking feature,” he called out.

“Sure,” she replied as she pressed down on a button recessed just below the knob. A portion of the end of the hose inflated, a set of painful looking rubber spikes extending from the inflated portion. “You can see, everyone?” she asked the group, allowing those in the back to come closer and take a look. “These spikes here don’t really hurt, they’re rubber. But they do help to keep the insert inside her, making it undesirable for her to attempt to expel it.”

She handed the hose to Hilary and said, “Now go ahead and push it into her vagina. Make sure the knob you see there is pointed down at the ground.” The insert had deflated again as Anastasia handed it over.

“What is that knob? What does it do?” Hilary handled the hose nervously as she looked from Anastasia to the professor and then down to Emily’s rear end. She was getting more and more anxious that Emily wasn’t saying anything. “Hey, is she okay?” she asked.

“Yes, she’s fine. She’s just adjusting to things,” he replied impatiently. “The knob is where the auto-catheter extends from. It will do that automatically once you plug her and press the button.”

With that, Hilary crouched down and aimed the end of the insert between Emily’s lower lips, gently parting her folds and then pressing slowly in. It slid in relatively easily as Emily let out a low moan and wiggled her bottom slightly. Once in as far as she thought it should go, Hilary pressed the button and let go. A hissing sound came from it and Emily let out another moan, this time sounding more distressed.

“Quick,” said the professor to Hilary, “take a look at what’s going on with the catheter.”

Hilary twisted over to take a closer look and saw that a clear tube was extending out from the insert and moving slowly to where Hilary imagined Emily’s urethra was located. It began to move back and forth between her lower lips, ranging from the girl’s clitoris to where the insert had impaled her. Eventually it found the hole and penetrated it, causing Emily to finally cry out, “Hey, what the fuck is going on back there?”

“Ha, you’re back with us, I see,” chortled the professor. “We’re just making sure you don’t pee yourself on your journey. It’s one of the major selling points of the Personnel Transport Platform RestrainTeq has lent us. Do you love it?”

“Ow, no, damnit. I don’t love it,” she muttered.

With a final beep, the insertion was over and Anastasia pulled out the first hose again and handed it to Hilary.

“Now do her butt and we can go over to her front and plug her mouth. Once that’s done someone else can try,” said Anastasia.

Hilary took the hose from Anastasia, now somewhat less hesitant, less reluctant it might be said. Perhaps she no longer looked at Emily as the smiling, friendly classmate she had known, but more as a subject of study. A set of holes that needed to be worked on as part of her classwork. In any case, she spent less time hesitating, and more time pushing, as she aimed the plug at Emily’s bottom hole and steadily forced it into her. Emily let out a few gasps and grunts until her anus had closed around the plug and Hilary stood back.

“Fantastic,” said Professor Bowthorpe. “And now the mouth.”

The entire class went around to the front of the platform where they were greeted by Emily’s furious glare. Anastasia ignored her to reach over to a similar panel where she pulled out a hose with what looked a lot like a snorkel mouthpiece attached to the end, with a slightly longer insert extending past the mouthpiece.

“Just put this in her mouth and press the button. It will expand to force her mouth open and prevent her from expelling it.”

“And just what’s the point of that?” asked Christof.

“It’s used to provide her with drinking water so she doesn’t dehydrate on the journey. Also keeps her quiet, obviously,” Anastasia said as she handed it over to Hilary.

“I’m sorry, Emily,” she muttered as she crouched down and peered into her eyes. It would be hard to tell what was going on in Emily’s mind at that time. Was she resigned to her new fate? Or had she decided that whatever retribution would come to pass would be meted out at a future, more conducive time and place, one where she was not so tightly secured as to make any defiance nothing more than a futile gesture? In any case, it seemed that Emily did not regard Hilary as the focus of her reprobation and she silently opened her mouth.

Hilary took care inserting the mouthpiece past Emily’s teeth and then pressed the button located just beyond the end. Emily’s eyes widened as her mouth was forced open wide. Thankfully it stopped expanding fairly quickly but Hilary could tell that this wasn’t comfortable. Emily’s head dropped down and she closed her eyes as Hilary stood up, her crouch having been less than comfortable. How relative things can be, she thought to herself, feeling guilty for complaining, albeit silently, while Emily suffered far worse discomforts.

“How long will she have to be like this,” she asked.

“Well, right now hardly any time at all,” Professor Bowthorpe replied. “We’re going to release her and then David can have a go. But for the trip itself, it can take up to six hours.”

~~~

It turned out to be only about two hours on the transport van, and then another hour or so at the train station loading dock before the train—delayed, of course—arrived at the station. The platform with Emily on it was loaded onto the rail car at the very end of the train and left there in what looked like a baggage compartment as the loading doors were slammed shut and the train lurched off again, with Emily on it. Emily made a mental note that there were indeed worse ways to travel on a train than Comfort Class, that most incorrectly named of all travel products. What was this, she wondered. Slave Meat Class? She did not approve.

As she tried desperately to rest in her tightly bound and plugged fetal position, she spent some time contemplating the actions of her classmates. Or the people she had considered classmates. They had all seemed rather quick to adapt to her new reality. Even, or perhaps especially, Christof, who had just a few nights ago expressed affection for her. Or was it just a way to get in her pants? Well, she didn’t have pants then and might never again. So, a way to get into her pussy. She cursed herself, mouth stretched painfully open around the mouth insert. Her anus throbbed with the discomfort of accommodating the plug stretching her open. And the spikes in the vaginal insert were pressing against her walls in a way that she did not find pleasing.

Or did she?

She started tensing and relaxing her muscles there, trying to see if she could get anything out of that exercise. Nope.

She sighed. What would her mother think? The thought made her start to panic. Oh, shit! Parents weekend was coming soon! Her mother had emailed her about it and they had made plans for her to come over and visit. Emily had warned her off of booking Comfort Class. Just the thought of her frugal and airplane-averse mother winding up experiencing what Emily had was too much for her to bear. But now she might not even be there. Or if she returned, she would be naked and caged. The shame made her start to weep.

As she sniffled in self-pity she heard a door open and footsteps approached.

“Well, now,” said a male voice. “Fancy that. I ain’t never seen one packaged up like this. Come on, let’s get you freed up,” he said. Emily heard a beep and the inserts in her mouth, vagina and anus deflated and dropped out of her body.

“Uh,” she groaned, working her mouth, trying to get her jaw to relax. “Thanks, that was super unpleasant.”

“Yeah, I bet,” he said. Another beep sounded as Emily tried craning her neck to see what he looked like. The belts around her body released simultaneously and she was finally free. She tried stretching, lifting her body and sitting up, but her muscles were too cramped for that.

“Let me help you there, little lady,” he said as his hand reached down to her side. She grasped onto it and slowly, shakily stood up, still standing on the platform which, thankfully, was secured to the floor and didn’t roll away.

“Oh, shit, that was literally the worst,” she said, looking over at him and smiling ruefully.

“I bet it was. Bet it was,” he said. He was tall, Black and handsome. Young, probably in his early twenties, and his grip on her arm was firm and steady. He was helping her, but also holding onto her, she realized. He was there not just to get her off the platform, but also to move her to where she needed to be. And that was not going to be in a comfy first-class seat.

“Where are you going to take me,” she asked, looking up at his face, looking at his eyes as they peered down at her. She thought she could see some kindness there. Not like what she had seen in Professor Bowthorpe’s eyes. Or the nothingness that she had seen in Anastasia. That part had really surprised and shook her.

“Well, now,” he said as he began to gently lead her towards the door, taking care that she stepped off the platform without tripping. “They tell me there’s a place to secure you. Where the testing will be done. None too sure what that all means, but that’s where we’ll be going.”

“Okay.”

And there they went, passing along a narrow hallway until they reached a vestibule where a set of chains descended from the ceiling. Emily groaned. She remembered how it had felt to be chained up like that and it hadn’t been the funnest experience.

For someone who professed to not know much of what was to happen to her, he sure knew how to secure her quickly and with a minimum of fuss. Soon enough she was chained, her arms stretched out above her head, her body swaying slightly as the train made its rocking motions over the rails. To where? At this point Emily had no idea where she was headed and for how long. It couldn’t be too long, could it? Surely the professor would want her back?

“Say, um,” she called out as the man turned to leave. “Wait, please. Can you tell me, like, where we’re headed? Am I going back to Syracuse at some point?”

He turned to look at her, his eyes appraising her body, nude and stretched out. “Sorry, can’t say as I know.” And with that he was gone. She hung there for another ten, fifteen minutes before a man and a woman wearing lab coats entered the compartment.

“—and I thought they were giving us UofS equipment. Instead, it’s all RestrainTeq. Wasn’t that your understanding too? Oh,” he said as he caught sight of her. “Hello.”

“Hi,” Emily replied, shyly.

“Hi dear,” said the woman. “I’m Danielle, this is Jim.” He waved at her as she took a good look at them. He was tall, slim, white and balding. Not too bad looking, though. The woman, Danielle, was short, Black and had her hair tied back in a knot. She looked fit, though. Emily didn’t give herself much of a fighting chance against her. Not that she was looking for a fight. Flight, maybe, but no fight.

“Hi Danielle, hi Jim,” she said. “Um, what’s the deal here, if I may ask?”

“Yeah, sure,” said Jim. “We’re just going to do some experiments on you with this new equipment as we head over to Miami. Won’t be more than a few days.”

“Don’t worry,” said Danielle. “You won’t be chained like this more than the maximum three hours per session. Lab standard practice, you know.”

“Three hours? Miami? What the hell,” Emily cried out. “I can’t go to Miami, my mom’s coming for Parents Weekend in, like, a week. No, less than! I need to be back there for that!”

Danielle tut-tutted. “Well, we’ll see what we can do. You’d need transport back.”

“Oh, she has that,” interjected Jim. “She’s due back at the university research lab in eight day, so plenty of time even with the current level of reliability we’ve got here.”

“Yeah,” Danielle chuckled. “I’m glad they’re investing in on-board pussy rather than the actual rail network. Sorry, that was crude,” she said, looking at Emily as the girl blushed and lowered her head.

“That’s okay,” she whispered. “I guess I won’t make it back in time.”

“Aww, sorry sweetie,” cooed Danielle. “Um, listen, we need to get started on stuff. Jim here is going to be taking some measurements as I apply various devices to you. Does that sound good?”

“Gosh, sure! Sounds swell,” said Emily, trying to apply as much irony as she could. It didn’t seem to register much with the pair of them as Danielle rummaged around in a closet before pulling out an electric prod. Emily groaned. She had experienced cattle prods on her trip to Chicago and was not a fan.

“Now don’t feel like you need to hold back, Emily. That’s your name, right?”

“Yeah.”

“So, yeah. If you need to yell out or anything, go ahead. We’re here to see what works and what doesn’t on a moving train. Primarily I’ll be seeing how easy it is for me to aim at particular parts of your body while the train is moving and shaking—oops, see, right then the train jolted and my aim shifted. If I’m aiming at your nipple and don’t get it, that’s not going to make for a good experience is it?”

“Uh, can’t imagine it’s a good experience if you do hit my nipple,” she snarked.

“Ah, ha! She’s a feisty one, this one,” exclaimed Jim.

“Yeah, no shit. Are you ready?” asked Danielle.

“Wait, no, hang on!” yelled Emily as Danielle aimed the prongs at her left nipple and managed to get her right on her areola, her nipple jutting up between the two prongs. “Ow, fuck, fuck!”

“That hardly counts,” groused Jim. “The track was perfectly smooth there.”

“I guess we’ll have to try again,” said Danielle, concentrating.

~~~


CHAPTER TEN

Calls Are Made

“FELIX HERE.”

“Hi, Mr. Obenhoffer, this is Dr. Bowthorpe’s assistant, um, Deirdre. I’m calling on his behalf to express his regrets that he can’t make the meeting.”

“Oh, the one on Tuesday? Shit. I wanted him to meet the rest of the team.”

“Could I reschedule it for later in the week? If I could just get the meeting agenda again, for my notes, so I can put the right thing in the calendar? I’m afraid I deleted the original.” The voice, a young female, chuckled self-deprecatingly. “He’s going to have my ass for that.”

Felix chuckled as well. “Yeah, if I know him at all, I bet he will. Alright, it’s regarding his upcoming transfer. He needs to meet the team so we can all agree on the timeframes for him to come over and how he’s going to transfer the tech.”

“…transfer…the…tech. Got it. So is Friday okay?”

“Yeah, sure.”

“Okay, thank you!”

“Thanks, bye.”

~~~

“Really? What the fuck! What the actual fuck! Alright, thanks for letting me know.” Dean Van Armock jabbed angrily at his phone and flung it over onto the desk.

“Arlene, god damnit, stop slobbering over my cock and get your ass up, we’ve got a real problem here.”

Arlene looked up at the dean. She let his cock slip out of her mouth and frowned. He had promised to fuck her thoroughly today and even now the insert was buzzing away, making her horny as hell. Timing was everything, she thought regretfully. “What’s wrong?”

~~~

The train had just departed yet another station as Emily got a chance to relax and collect her strength. She had been secured to a fixture of steel and faux leather, bent over it, her head down towards the floor, her ass up. Straps bound her wrists, ankles and waist to the contraption and kept her perfectly positioned, unable to move. Jim and Danielle had just finished testing the RestrainTeq Stedy-Prod (trademark pending), a device bolted onto the fixture just below the level of her ankles. Its main purpose was to sway with the movement of the train and keep the dildos and vibrators and whatever else was fixed onto it aligned perfectly with whatever holes of hers were to be targeted.

They had tested it quite thoroughly, checking the performance with a number of different attachments. Some were long, some short. Some were quite thick, perhaps even ridged. Some vibrated and some rotated. An equal number targeted her vagina as targeted her anus. Unfortunately the Stedy-Prod was a dud, failing to hit the mark about half the time, instead hitting her on her bottom cheeks or jabbing away at her labia before retreating and trying again. The slightest bump in the tracks—and Emily could attest that the tracks on this stretch were very, very bad—would cause the thing to flail about hopelessly.

Despite it being clear that RestrainTeq needed to do a lot more work on it and perhaps postpone testing until later, Jim and Danielle doggedly persevered through the entire checklist of combinations to try, much to Emily’s dismay.

Laying there, uncomfortable and frustrated, Emily thought long and hard about what she would do if she ever got out of this situation. Maybe pursue a law degree. At the very least that would get her to spend the time to figure out how to read contracts and understand them before signing.

Footsteps echoed down the corridor. Oh great, she thought. They’re back already.

“Emily? Are you there? Oh my god, is that you?”

The voice…it couldn’t be…

“Emily!” yelled Hilary. “Oh, shit, guys! It’s her, I found her!”

More footsteps and Emily strained to turn her head and see what was going on. She could only make out a new set of shoes in her peripheral vision.

“Hilary? Is that you?” she cried out.

“Yeah, hang on Emily. We’re here for you,” said another voice, that of Josh.

“Hey, what’s going on here? Who are you?” That was Danielle, understandably somewhat put out by the unexpected visitors that Emily was now entertaining.

“I could ask you that very same question,” said Hilary.

“What the fuck’s going on,” said the voice of Jim, who had come to see what all the fuss was.

“We’ve got an order from the University Dean’s office declaring Emily to no longer be a research subject. You’re holding her against her will. I suggest you release her right now if you don’t want us to get the feds involved.”

“Feds? Let me see that.” The sound of paper exchanging hands rather forcefully was followed by muttering.

“Yeah,” said Josh. “We’re about to cross state lines. That makes it a federal offense if you continue to hold Emily.”

“Fuck, alright. It looks legit, Jim. Better release her.”

Eventually Emily was released from her straps and helped to stand upright, feeling rather wobbly. Josh and Hilary helped guide her down the hall to a cabin where they had her sit in one of the two very comfortable seats.

“You okay, Emily?” Hilary looked at her with concern.

“Yeah, I’ll be fine. Thanks,” she said as she looked from Hilary to Josh and then back again. “How did you get here? What’s going on?”

“Boy, that’s going to take a while. It’s a long story,” said Hilary.

“I’d love to hear it,” said Emily.

“Okay, so Maeve, your roommate, talked to Anastasia and planted the seeds of doubt in her mind, I guess. Not so sure how, but—”

“Wait, Maeve? Really? Wow,” Emily said, starting to choke up a bit.

“Yeah, apparently she knows Anastasia or her roommate, Barb? Yeah, Barb. Anyway, Anastasia—”

“Yeah,” interjected Josh. “Maeve tells her, like if the prof was willing to betray you, Emily, like, what makes her think he won’t betray her at some point.”

“If not already,” said Hilary.

“I guess Anastasia told Maeve the prof was betraying the university lab by working with RestrainTeq,” he said.

“Pretty fucked up, right?” Hilary continued, “And then Anastasia called the head of RestrainTeq, or at least the division that Bowthorpe was talking to, and tricked him into revealing that the prof was going to jump ship to work for them and he hadn’t said anything about that to her.”

“Yeah, like all the stuff he promised her, like, shit, that wasn’t going to happen was it? Nope,” he said triumphantly.

“Wow,” said Emily shaking her head.

“And so Anastasia called the dean, and all hell broke loose,” Hilary continued. “He fired Bowthorpe and issued the order rescinding your contract. You’re free, Emily.”

“Oh, oh,” Emily cried, holding her head in her hands. “Wow, guys. Thank you so much! You came here to get me? That’s the nicest thing anyone’s ever done for me!” She looked up. “But how did you make it here so fast? We’ve been traveling for what felt like forever.”

“Oh,” said Hilary, “you’re just a few miles away from campus. These trains are super freakin’ slow. We took an Uber.”

~~~


CHAPTER ELEVEN

The Inn Competent

“HEY, EMILY,” SAID Christof as he hesitantly stepped forward from the rest of the group that Emily had called her fellow classmates until not too long ago. The rest had all greeted her enthusiastically, with hugs and kisses. He had hung back, looking down at the ground until she had stood there, looking at him.

“Hey, Christof.”

“Listen, can we talk?”

“Sure.” The two of them walked over to a bench. They were outside, the weather starting to shift, a cool breeze blowing some leaves around.

“I just wanted to say,” he started. “Look, no good way to say it. I’m sorry.”

“For what?”

“For not doing anything, Emily. I said to you that night, when you were caged. I said to you I would do whatever I could to help you out. And I didn’t.”

“No, but there wasn’t all that much you could do,” she replied, not really looking at him.

“Yeah, but had I tried, maybe…I don’t know. I just know that I didn’t even try, really. I just went along with what that sick fuck wanted. I really don’t know why, to be honest. When I look back at it, the whole thing seems absurd. What the hell was that class, anyway?” He shook his head. “Is there any chance we could…get past this, maybe? I’d still like to be there for you.”

Emily finally looked up, looking at him and also past him. “I think I’m going to take a break from boys for a bit, if that’s okay? I think there’s someone else I’d like to thank.”

“Oh…okay. Yeah, cool. That’s fine, totally makes sense. So, um, see you around, okay?”

“Yeah. See you around.”

~~~

“Oh, my god! Emily,” squealed Maeve as Emily entered their apartment. She rushed over and flung herself into Emily’s arms. The two girls hugged and cried.

“Maeve,” said Emily as they finally untangled. “Come, I want to say something,” she said, sniffling away some tears of happiness. She led Maeve over to their couch and they both sat down, her roommate staring into her eyes, hopeful and somewhat fearful too.

“Are you okay, Emily? Was it bad on the train? Do you need anything to help you through what you experienced? You know, I’m here for you.”

“I know you are, Maeve. And that’s what I wanted to talk to you about.” Emily paused and looked down for a moment. She took a deep breath and looked up again. “I came to college to learn stuff, Maeve. And so far I haven’t actually been to a whole lot of classes,” she laughed.

“But, one, no two things I have learned so far, that have made this whole thing invaluable to me. One is, that I’m a bit of an idiot and I’ve got a lot of things to work on.”

Maeve started to protest but Emily cut her off with a wave of her hand. “The second thing, Maeve, is that it’s important to find out who really, really loves you. Sometimes it’s so obvious you don’t see it. But I see it now, and I’m going to say…it’s you. It is, isn’t it? If it’s not, I’m going to feel like such an idiot.”

Maeve started laughing and crying and hiccuping. “Yes, Emily. I do love you. Have since you stepped into the apartment that first day. Um,” she looked at Emily shyly. “Do you…”

“I think I do, Maeve. I never thought I would be into girls, to be honest. But the guys I’ve been with so far have all flaked out on me, if not worse. And you’re the only one that really stood by me. I want to be with you. If that’s love, then I love you.”

“I can live with that, Emily.” She hugged her and they both sat there for a while, bathing in each other’s company until, with an unspoken agreement, they both stood up and hand in hand, retired to their shared room.

~~~

“So this is Syracuse, huh?” Emily’s mom, Claire Nordham, looked around herself somewhat critically. “I guess I pictured it somewhat bigger.”

“Mom! Oh, my god,” pouted Emily. “It’s like five times the size of Roseburg! Anyhow, I wanted you to see my lab, so come on!” She tugged at her mom’s hand and the two of them walked through the downtown where Emily had booked her mom a hotel room in the historic Hotel Syracuse. It had turned into a chain hotel, but still retained a lot of its historic charm. She knew that her mom liked that kind of stuff and had taken care to book her there. Barb had told her about it. The two of them had become friends, along with Anastasia who had turned out to be a completely different person with Professor Bowthorpe gone.

As she strolled up the hill where the university was, her mom huffing beside her, she waved at a group of students walking towards the student lounge. “Hey Emily,” one of them shouted to her.

“People seem to know you here?” Her mom raised an eyebrow at her. An older man also waved at her and gave her a thumbs up sign.

“Yeah,” she said. “I’m pretty popular here. I serve a lot of people.”

“Oh, okay.”

They finally reached the quad and walked past the historic old buildings that made up the main academic core of the university. Walking into one of the larger and somewhat newer looking of the buildings arranged around the quad, she led them both down some stairs and into a large room. The lights flickered on as she waved her hand and proudly gestured at the large space.

“This is where I work!”

“Here? Oh, Emily. I didn’t think you were into that sort of thing!”

“What’s wrong with it?” She was starting to pout again. Emily had really hoped her mother would be supportive of her field of study.

“It’s just…you were always so personable, Emily. Eager to be out and about. I never really pictured you wanting to be locked up in something like this.”

“What do you mean, locked up?”

“Well, it’s just that I hear that people get stuck in these things for hours and hours and emerge all pale and pasty and it just can’t be healthy!”

“A computer lab? It’s not like that anymore, mom! People who work with computers have normal lives now, you know? Gosh!”

“I know, dear. But still, a mother can worry, can’t she?”

“Yeah, I guess.” She looked over at her mom and saw a level of pride along with that worry that she had never really seen before. “You know I love you, mom.”

“I know, sweetie,” she said, patting Emily’s hand. “This…looks lovely. So what exactly do you do here?”

“This is where we do our assignments, mostly AI research right now. It’s pretty cool! But I work here too, part of my scholarship.”

“Yes, I’m so proud of you for getting that, Emily. Takes a load off, doesn’t it?”

“You have no idea.”

“Well, is there another area you’d like to show me?”

Emily sensed that perhaps the computer lab held less fascination for her mom than it did for her.

“Yeah, I wanted to introduce you to my roommate and show you my apartment.”

“Oh, you have a whole apartment?”

“Well, it’s a dorm, really. Maeve and I share a room and there are two other girls in the other room. To be honest, I’ve only seen them occasionally, so it’s kind of like our own private apartment.”

“Wonderful,” she said and the two of them went out and walked through the crisp autumn air to the residential dorms. Emily smiled and looked occasionally at her mom, at the way she looked around herself. Looking at the environment her one and only child, her precious daughter, called her own. Emily hoped her mom knew that she would grow here. Stronger and wiser. And what hadn’t killed her had indeed made her stronger. And happier.

Stepping into her apartment she said, “Mom, this is Maeve.”

~~~

“Order up! One wings, one pitcher, table three!”

“Shit! Okay, alright, I think I got that one,” Emily yelled out. The place was slammed with grad students blowing off steam. Exams had just completed and people were looking to get hammered.

“Hey, Emily! Nice to see you,” said a guy at the table as she set the pitcher down on it.

“Oh, hey…you,” she said lamely and smiled. She tossed her hair a bit; that always brought in a bigger tip, she had found. Maybe because it also made her tits bounce a bit. Still, anything to help a girl out. “Your wings will be right out,” she said.

“Cool, cool,” said the guy whose name she could not for the life of her remember.

“Oh fuck, Emily,” grunted Maeve as she passed by her. “I don’t think I can take any more of this.”

“I know, right?”

Ever since new owners had taken over the student body’s favorite drinking establishment and renamed it the “Inn Competent” business had been brisk. The addition of two cute college girls as wait staff didn’t hurt at all. The fact that one of them had been at the center of the RestrainTeq scandal was yet another draw.

The university had been eager to put the whole thing behind them and had offered to pay Emily’s whole way through whatever program she wanted to choose. Emily had graciously accepted but still wanted to earn some extra cash in a legitimate way. When Maeve had gotten a job here, that had sealed the deal for her. She looked over at the red haired and, at the moment, somewhat sweaty and disheveled girl and smiled. Her journey had almost derailed a number of times. But in the end it brought her right where she needed to be.

~~~
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“Hi, I’m Candy!” she said as she bounced a little up and down on her heels, breasts bouncing along with her, and waved her right hand in a cheery little wave of greeting.

“Um, hello?”

“I’m your Cruise Companion! Mind if I come in?”

Arthur didn’t think that he could have said anything at this point as she proceeded to make her way into his suite. Was she skipping? Arthur couldn’t help but focus his eyes on her buttocks as they made the most delightful motions, accompanying her journey into his space and announcing every move she made with a jiggle.

She reached the middle of the room, turned around to face him, continuing to bounce up and down in barely contained excitement.

“Golly, wow! This place is just amazing,” she enthused. “This is literally the biggest room I’ve even been in my entire life! Do you just love it?”
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“Ember Buns!” called out a voice from the other room. Out came a man, thin, tall, dressed entirely in black, with his black hair tied back in a ponytail.

“Um…Sun,” I corrected. He stopped and looked at me like I had just said the strangest thing ever.

“Buns would be better,” he said, and I smiled tightly at him. I did kind of have to agree, though.

“Anyway,” he continued, motioning to me to follow him, and turned around to reenter the room he had emerged from. I followed him in and found myself in a small bedroom, with a woman (yay) holding a camera.

“Hi,” I waved to her. She didn’t bother waving back or say anything.

“So, we’ll want you on the bed here, spread out, welcoming. Got it?” he said.

I nodded. “Welcoming,” I repeated.

“We’re doing a whole concept thing. It’s going to be epic. The world is dying, Ember. You understand that, right?”

I raised an eyebrow at him. “Okay…it’s dying and…sex will save it?”

“No, no! Nothing will save it. We’re all fucked! But since it’s all going down, we might as well have sex, that’s the point. That’s the sorrow we’re trying to capture here.”
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Follow Destiny and her friends in this new series centered around a young woman who wants to make it big in the adult industry, in a dystopian world that doesn’t give her the right to make her own decisions.
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