

Contents

Dedication
Copyright
Chapter One - Side Gigs
Chapter Two - An Offer
Chapter Three - The Internship
Chapter Four - Ben's Meeting
Chapter Five - Emily on Her Way
Chapter Six - Betsy Runyon
Chapter Seven - Arrival
Chapter Eight - The Interview
Chapter Nine - Maeve's Side Hustle
Chapter Ten - Emily to Storage
Chapter Eleven - Orientation
Chapter Twelve - Intake
Chapter Thirteen - Ben's First Day
Chapter Fourteen - The Binder
Chapter Fifteen - Prepping Emily
Chapter Sixteen - Ben's Girls
Chapter Seventeen - Emily's Cell
Chapter Eighteen - Securing the Girls
Chapter Nineteen - Customer Service
Chapter Twenty - The Test Wagon
Chapter Twenty-One - Ben and Anna
Chapter Twenty-Two - Emily on the Rails Again
Chapter Twenty-Three - A Confluence of Plans
Other Books from Erik



Spanked on the Rails 3: The Internship

This book is dedicated to the many wonderful authors that have inspired me:

Badger Therese

Lena White

Emily Tilton

Dallas Dunlap

Sincerely,

Erik Svalbard


Copyright © 2025 by Erik Svalbard

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

Cover designed by Erik Svalbard.

The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.

This book is intended for adults only. Spanking and other sexual activities represented in this book are fantasies only, intended for adults.


CHAPTER ONE

Side Gigs

“AND A ONE, and a two, and a—”

“Happy Birthday,” Emily sang as she danced awkwardly on the table top of the corporate conference room, Maeve right beside her, not chiming in with her harmony as she should have.

“To you…” she nudged Maeve and almost caused her to lose her balance as she swayed completely off rhythm, her hips shaking, but mostly with fear of falling off the table. Right now that looked like a distinct possibility and maybe even the preferred outcome. The men were digging it, though.

Emily shook her bosom in its skimpy micro-bikini top and continued to try to keep the entertainment on track. “Happy Birthday—”

“Birthday,” sang Maeve in a faltering voice as she finally summoned the courage to join in. She took her cues from Emily and bent over slightly, shaking her top as well, her large breasts barely contained within the scandalous outfit. Their faux grass skirts swayed enticingly, revealing barely-there thongs.

Emily almost twisted her ankle on the absurd heels she was wearing, as she attempted to execute a half-twirl.

“To youuuu…”

The men were clapping and pointing, elbowing each other as they thoroughly enjoyed themselves.

“Happy Birthday, General Manager Jenkins of the…um,” sang Emily, very much off key and quite at a loss for what department the birthday boy was a general manager of.

Luckily at that moment Maeve found the inner Aretha that absolutely no one had ever suspected lurked in there. She slid (or fell, that was a subject of dispute for some time afterwards) to her knees, leaned back and belted out, “Department, yeah! Department of Applied Logistics—I said, Logistics—Procurement Divisiooooon!” Her arms spread out, her breasts raised to the dropped ceiling, shaking them like there was no tomorrow.

Emily stared at her best friend and lover as if she had just sprouted a spiral horn and was farting rainbows. She stumbled backwards, squealed and fell off the table, legs up in the air as the men hooted and hollered. Luckily the wall-to-wall carpet was nice and thick and broke her fall.

“That was freakin’ awesome! Oh my god, guys, thanks so much!” Jenkins gushed, high-fiving the lineup of lower middle managers gathered for his birthday celebration. He walked over to where Emily was pulling herself back up on her feet, Maeve looking over at her with concerned eyes.

“I’d just like to say a few words, if I may,” he said, leering over at Maeve’s barely covered top. A few of the men groaned. “In my twenty five years here at Syracuse Fiber Optics and Canned Goods Corp, I’ve met many a good, hard working colleague.” The men all stood, quiet now, nodding. “Some of them, admittedly were assholes,” he continued, to much laughter. “Even through the merger, which, quite frankly I thought would be a giant shit-show—what the fuck do canned goods have to do with fiber optics, am I right?”

He paused for dramatic effect as Emily noticed that one of her boobs had popped right out of its halter, and tried surreptitiously to get it back in. “But god damn, was I wrong! Turns out they’ve got absolutely everything to do with each other and that’s why I’m so fucking happy and honored to be working with such a great group of guys! And gal,” he corrected himself as he glanced over at the sole woman in the room, who waved half-heartedly back at him.

“So come on everyone! Let’s have some cake. And,” he turned to Emily, “let’s give these girls a nice long round of applause!”

After a half hour of awkward mingling, some punch, and a surprisingly good slice of cake, the two girls put their big, puffy winter jackets back on and headed out of the building into the bitter cold of downtown Syracuse. The three foot tall mixture of snow, sludge and dirt piled up between the freshly salted sidewalk and the street looked particularly grim today, Emily thought.

“Twenty bucks? They tipped us a total of twenty bucks, Emily,” said Maeve as she shook her head.

“Yeah, admittedly that does kind of suck. But then again, so did we,” Emily had to be perfectly honest. “And we did get our fee of two hundred. When we were singing, I really thought they’d charge us, rather than pay us.”

“Well, yeah, but that’s kind of like saying the script sucks in the porn you’re watching, Emily,” she replied. “They wanted to see us shake our tits, let’s face it.”

This was hard for Maeve, she had to acknowledge. Emily had already come to grips with showing off her body and letting men have fun with it, what with her prior train escapades, but this was all new for Maeve.

“Listen, Maeve, it’ll get better. Don’t despair. I know work has slowed down at the Inn Competent, but we’ll find better jobs. Maybe a coffee shop?”

“Coffee shop? Come on, Emily. The economy’s in the shitter, nobody’s buying fancy coffee these days.” We passed a few shuttered store fronts and Emily had to acknowledge Maeve’s point. The economy was pretty bad and coffee beans in particular were super expensive. Out of reach for a lot of people.

“We’re going to graduate in a year, Maeve. Found any internships yet? Any tech companies biting?”

“Nope, not yet. I’m afraid the whole computer science thing’s a bust too! AI took out most of the jobs. I really don’t know what to do!” Maeve turned to look at Emily with sad eyes. “I’m really sorry I persuaded you to take CS as a major. I’m such an idiot!” She looked down at the sidewalk and her shoulders started shaking.

“Oh, no, no.” Emily stopped Maeve and pulled her into a big hug. “Don’t you dare say that. You’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me and the smartest person I’ve ever met. We’ll find something, I just know it!”


CHAPTER TWO

An Offer

EMILY LEFT THE Inn Competent shortly after 5 in the evening. It was already dark and her shift had ended. She held her phone next to her ear as she shivered in the cold autumn night. “Hey Maeve, yeah I’m leaving now. No, next to no one there. I got like, one tip for two bucks. Yeah, it sucks. Okay, I’ll be home soon.” She reached the bus stop and waited there, looking around herself nervously. The Inn Competent was still on University campus grounds but that didn’t mean much these days.

She felt her purse vibrate and reached in to pull out her phone. An email. She’d check it once she was safely home. When the blue bus finally pulled up she boarded and greeted the driver, a nice older man with maybe two teeth left, but always friendly to her. “Hey, baby. You goin’ home tonite?”

“Yeah, Arnie. It’s been a bust, I’m afraid.”

“Aw, hang in there. I feel it,” he said as he drove off. “I feel it in the air. Change is coming, you mark my words.”

“Yeah, I hope so,” she replied and settled back in a funk.

“Oh, hey…” said the young man across from her. She looked at him suspiciously.

“Hey?”

“I’m Darnel, I’m like, in your class?”

“Oh,” she said, trying desperately to remember him. “Hi, nice to…um see you again?”

“Yeah,” he said, totally not buying her act. “I guess you don’t remember me. I heard about the whole…you know? The thing?”

“Um, what thing?”

“You know—that crazy professor? The whole captivity thing? Must have sucked, right?”

“Oh, yeah. Yeah, but that’s over now. I’m doing well, thanks.”

“Cool, cool. So yeah, see you later in class?”

“Yeah, take care,” she said as the bus stopped by the student housing dorms and he got off. Cute.

About 15 minutes later she arrived at the off-campus apartment she shared with Maeve. Climbing the exterior staircase was always a challenge when the weather was crap, as was avoiding the icicles that hung down from the eaves three stories up. Sometimes they fell, and it would not end well if one of them hit you.

Safely inside she yelled out, “Hey muffin! I’m home!” Maeve squeaked in joy and scampered over to give her a big hug.

“Oh, brrr. You’re cold! Come on, warm up and grab a plate. I made grilled cheese!”

Emily forced out a smile. “Oh, yay! Perfect!” Unfortunately Maeve’s grilled cheese was an…acquired taste. Changed into her warmest sweat pants and cozy sweater, she sat down with one of Maeve’s creations on her plate. They had run out of sliced bread apparently, and Maeve had decided to substitute hot dog buns. The packaged cheese slices had been stuffed in the buns but they must have closed while in the toaster oven, as the cheese was mostly still solid, with the bottom of the buns burnt.

“I tried enhancing them with canned jalapeños and mustard!” she declared proudly.

“Oh,” exclaimed Emily, looking closer at her dinner. “Oh, sweet, sweet Je—um, Maeve. Yeah, so sweet of you, really. You shouldn’t!”

“Anything for you, working so hard! So tell me about your day!”

And as Emily choked down dinner she chatted away with Maeve, all the while thinking about the email that she wanted to read. She had applied for internships through the engineering department’s portal and was anxious to see if any prospects had come up.

After dinner she went to the small room they used as an office, Maeve insisting that she didn’t need help cleaning up, which was a relief as bad things had happened to the toaster oven. Emily opened her laptop and took a look at her email. Indeed, there was one, from the engineering department!

With trembling fingers she clicked on it and leaned over, her finger on the laptop trackpad, scrolling through the email, her expression turning to joy as she saw the good news. There was one offer available to her! She clicked on it and read the details. After about a half hour she came out to the living room where Maeve sat on the couch reading her tablet.

“You’ll never guess,” Emily started.

Maeve looked over at her, looking sexier than ever. Emily paused. Maeve was looking at her, a soft, inviting smile on her face, her pretty eyes focussed only on her, her breasts forming welcoming mounds in the soft sleeping top she like to wear, topped with the cherries of her nipples. A strand of hair partially covered her eye and Emily saw only love there. Maeve was waiting for her to say something that would interest her no matter what it was—it could be the most mundane thing and Maeve would still value it because it came from her, Emily. And at that moment Emily’s heart melted, as it had so many times before, and as Maeve asked, “What?” softly, she slipped onto the couch next to her and kissed her on the mouth.

“I love you,” she said.

“I know that, silly,” whispered Maeve as she ran her hands over Emily’s back and opened her mouth, letting their tongues intertwine. Emily probed the open mouth before her, running her tongue across Maeve’s teeth, probing her deeper, her hands moving to the perky breasts that were so inviting to her. As Maeve groaned into her mouth she pinched the proffered nipples and tugged gently on them.

Maeve moaned and brought her own hands to Emily’s breasts, squeezing them, massaging them. “Oh god, Emily, I love you so much. You know that right?”

“I do,” replied Emily, bending down to undo Maeve’s top and bring a nipple to her mouth. Her hand went between Maeve’s legs and began rubbing, probing. She found the depression in the already damp panties and rubbed there with her middle finger, finding the indent of Maeve’s cute little button. She pinched it gently and Maeve shook.

“Let’s take this to the bedroom,” she whispered in a husky voice as Emily nodded and kissed her again.

“Let’s!” Emily whispered back and they made their way to their shared bedroom, hand in hand. Stripping off their clothes, Emily lay on her back, legs spread, Maeve over her, face bent down between Emily’s legs. Tongues set to work, pelvises shuddered and moist, engorged lips fluttered under the careful and energetic toil that each girl brought to their task. Emily gently bit down on Maeve’s clit as the girl squealed into Emily’s folds, her tongue speeding up, lapping at the sensitive flesh, drilling occasionally down into her chamber. Finally they could take no more and first Emily and then Maeve reached their climax, legs trembling and hips bucking.

“So,” said Maeve after they had cooled down and lay side by side, Emily’s head in the crook of Maeve’s arm. “What was it you really wanted me to guess?”

“Oh,” said Emily. “Yeah…um, I got an internship!”

Maeve turned to look at her, happiness in her eyes. “No! Wow, Emily! I’m so proud of you!”

“Thanks,” Emily replied, looking a bit sheepish.

“So, who’s it with?”

“Um, well, that’s the thing. The thing of it, you see, is that it’s with…”

Maeve raised an eyebrow at her. “Out with it, Emily.”

“Uh, yeah. It’s with RestrainTeq,” she finally managed to say, her voice dropping a bit.

“RestrainTeq!” Maeve bolted upright, almost knocking Emily’s head off. “Aren’t they the ones who were collaborating with Professor Bowthorpe? Didn’t they basically cause you to be enslaved? What the fuck, Emily!”

“Now, now. It’s not like that. It was Bowthorpe’s idea, they were just going along with it. They’re not that bad!” She was starting to whine a bit.

“Not that bad? Emily, they’re the biggest manufacturer of female restraint and punishment equipment in the whole country, if not the world! They’re the ones pushing for all the captivity laws! They’re the ones who initiated the Comfort Class program on RailTrek! Come on!” She paused and looked at Emily with growing concern. “Oh, please god, Emily. Tell me you read through any contract before agreeing to it! Please…”

“Um, well…”


CHAPTER THREE

The Internship

“IT’S NOT THAT bad!” Emily pleaded with Maeve as the two of them scrolled through her internship contract.

“Not that bad?” Maeve paused at one of the more egregious passages and glared at her. “Emily! You can’t seriously be this naive!” She shook her head and Emily started to get teary eyed.

“I just got excited, that’s all! It seemed like a really good offer, and they said I had to act quickly or this limited time offer could, like, totally expire!”

“I bet you even signed up for the extended warranty,” she muttered as she scrolled. “Oh, my fucking god! You did!” She looked at Emily again with horror. “Emily, you owe them a thousand dollars for a warranty! On an internship! What the serious fuck?”

“I’m sure it’s covered under my stipend, right?”

Maeve held her head in her hands and groaned. “I love you, Emily, but sometimes I just wonder…”

“What?” Emily was starting to cry now.

“Oh, sweetie,” Maeve said as she enveloped Emily in a big hug, trying to comfort the crying girl. “I’m sure it’s not as bad as it seems, like you said. Maybe we can get you out of it?”

“But…” Emily hiccuped, “I don’t think I want to get out of it.”

“What? Why?”

“Because it’s something, Maeve! It’s a step up! Look at us,” she cried. “We’re stuck here with no real prospects. In a year we graduate into a crap economy with no tech jobs, and we suck at sexy dancing!”

Maeve giggled. “Yeah, we’re not even good at sex work. That is a sad statement. That was totally going to be my fall-back.”

Emily pulled back a bit and wiped her eyes with the sides of her sleeves. “Seriously, Maeve. I know RestrainTeq isn’t the greatest company in the world, but they want me and that’s more than can be said for most. An internship could be a gateway into a corporate job.”

Maeve nodded sadly. “I guess so.”

“And maybe…maybe,” Emily whispered, “I could take care of you.” She sniffled. “I’d like to do that. Bring home enough for both of us…”

“Oh, and what would I be doing?” Maeve smiled at her. “Stay home and tend the house for you?”

“Yeah, if…if that’s what you wanted?”

“Oh,” Maeve whispered. “Oh, Emily. I think I would, you sweet girl. But…”

“But?”

“But I’d want to try and make my way in the world too, you know? Maybe one of us will make it, and then we can be safe. Together.”

“I’d like that too,” Emily wept.

“But, sweetie,” Maeve continued. “You know that you just gave RestrainTeq the right to keep you in captivity for the duration of the internship if they want to, right? You know that?”

“Well…I guess now I do, but it’s okay. I mean, I did that before, on the train. It’s really not so bad. Kinda hot,” she confessed.

“I mean, I’m not gonna lie, it is pretty hot when you’re all chained up and spanked,” said Maeve with a naughty smile.

Emily playfully slapped her arm. “Bad girl! Aren’t you supposed to be protecting me from that kind of stuff?”

Maeve grew serious again. “It’s a little hard to do that when you keep signing contracts without reading them, Emily!”

“I know. I’m sorry.”

Maeve sighed. “Well, let’s see what specifically they want from you.” The two girls scrolled over to the main terms and conditions section.

The subject of the internship, heretofore to be know as INTERN shall subject themselves to the following terms, as administered and enforced by the party that is offering the internship, to be known as the COMPANY:

The INTERN shall at all times be subject to restraints as determined by an agent of the COMPANY,

Restraints shall restrict mobility of INTERN either in part or in full,

INTERN shall not object to the use of restraints at any time,

COMPANY or agent of COMPANY shall control the state of dress of INTERN, subject to health and safety regulations as stipulated in ADDENDUM 32, SUBSECTION 3 (c) Prevention of Bodily Harm Due to Environmental Conditions,

INTERN shall agree to be subject to partial or full nudity and shall not attempt to cover themselves except as permitted by COMPANY or agent of COMPANY,

Primary and/or secondary Sex Organs of INTERN shall be made available to COMPANY or designated agent of COMPANY when determined to be necessary for the purpose of conducting work related to Internship, or when COMPANY or agent of COMPANY decides to make use of such organs as present and functioning components of INTERN’s body,

The insertion of objects, tools, measurement devices, body parts, whether foreign or otherwise, within the body of INTERN via openings as present on said body shall be at the sole discretion of COMPANY or designated agent of COMPANY,

Administration of acts of punishment, correction, experimentation, or any act required under the common business practices of COMPANY, heretofore known as WORK, may involve the infliction of pain, which shall be limited to the standard RestrainTeq-Furmanski scale (SCALE) within the range of 1 (lowest) to 9 (second to highest),

Excepting that INTERN shall suffer pain such that it cause permanent injury or mental distress, the level or pain may be maintained by COMPANY or designated agent as long as required by WORK,

COMPANY may not cause permanent damage or trauma to INTERN such that a reasonable assessment by peers or experts within the field covered by WORK would deem such damage to be excessive,

INTERN acknowledges that bodily fluids whether originating within body of INTERN, designated agent of COMPANY, or any other source as determined to be necessary for the purpose of WORK, shall be accepted within or on any opening, orifice, or surface of INTERN,

A respectful attitude shall be maintained as all times by INTERN, failure to do so shall be grounds for punishment with administration calibrated to SCALE, with special exceptions permitted for level 10 on said SCALE as determined by COMPANY,

COMPANY maintains the right to lease INTERN to any designated subcontractor or business partner of COMPANY for duration of Internship as needed to fulfill business requirements of COMPANY,

Any damage to COMPANY property during Internship caused by actions of INTERN that fall outside the strict parameters of WORK, shall be borne by INTERN excepting that INTERN has opted for the Extended Warranty, which shall cover reasonable wear and tear as determined by a COMPANY designated agent, in collaboration with Captive Subject Insurance and Indemnity Corp. of Upstate New York, Inc.

“See,” said Emily. “I was right to spring for the warranty!”

Maeve sighed, “Sure, Emily. That’s what I got out of reading that as well!”


CHAPTER FOUR

Ben's Meeting

BEN ALSTOM GOT out of the ride-share as it parked in front of the Four Seasons hotel where he was expected to meet the head of the Stimulus and Mobility Group of RestrainTeq. As he grabbed his bag and rushed into the lobby of the hotel he pulled out his phone and glanced at it to check the time. He was only five minutes late, what a relief!

Of course, he should have been here an hour ago and had some time to check in and wash up before meeting her, but that was in the past, time to look towards the future. He pulled up his email to confirm where she had said she would meet him and saw that there was another email from her.

“Crap,” he muttered under his breath. Was she asking where he was? This wasn’t a good first impression. He pulled up the email and read it, as people in the lobby streamed past him, heading into the lobby bar. His shoulders sagged as he read the email.

“Dear Ben, so sorry, something came up at the last minute and I’m going to have to cancel our meeting today. Let’s reschedule for tomorrow afternoon. Again, a huge apology from me, on behalf of RestrainTeq, this isn’t how we normally do things. I hope you enjoy the room, and please feel free to charge dinner on us. Thanks, Betsy Runyon.”

“Oh, come on!” He was pissed. The email had been sent one hour ago and he hadn’t bothered to check before running away from Union Station to get here. He could have enjoyed the sights of Chicago, even strolled along the river to get here. “Fuck!”

A few people turned to look at him as he stood there, fuming. Well, as his dad had always said, “If live gives you lemons…sell them to someone who gives a fuck about lemons and buy something you really want.” Right now he wanted to get laid. And the Chicago of today was the perfect place for it!

But first things first, check-in time! He got on line at the reception desk and typed up a quick reply to Betsy.

“No problem, I just got your message. Thanks so much for letting me know, and the hotel looks amazing. I look forward to meeting you tomorrow, and thanks for having me here. Yours, Ben Alstom.”

Finished with the checkin process he headed up to the room and let himself in, pushing his shoes off and tossing himself onto the bed.

A few minutes of glancing over the menu and calling in an order, and he could relax. Still, his mind continued to turn back to that girl he had met on the train, the last time he had come to Chicago. Emily. She seemed like a dream at this point. Had it really been almost three years now? It had been a complete shock to him back then when he first stumbled upon her in the cafe of the train.

But still, this was becoming a big thing now, at least in this country. A big push by corporate America to gain more control over not only people’s data, but people themselves, was expanding the boundaries of what the private sector could do. Ben didn’t necessarily disagree. After all, he was pursuing a potential career in the industry, but still… What would have been unthinkable just a couple of years ago was now close to becoming a mainstream thing.

RestrainTeq was rapidly becoming the leader in this area, from starting out as a simple maker of handcuffs, to operating some of the most technologically advanced private prisons, and innovating in all manner of applications of their technology. This latest push to enter the transport market had caught him by surprise, though. He would need to brush up on it before his interview tomorrow.

He forced himself off the bed to go wash his hands and face before the food arrived, and returned to his bag where he retrieved his laptop. Setting it down on the desk he flipped it open and started in on his research. Soon enough the door chimed and he rushed over to let the food be brought in.

“Here you go, Sir,” said the waiter as he wheeled the cart into the room, heading for the small table in the corner. “Shall I set you up here?”

“Sure, thanks,” said Ben, eager to eat and return to his research. He had found some interesting articles that shed some light on RestrainTeq’s expansion plans. He waited patiently for the waiter to move the plate and cutlery to the table and leave.

The waiter finished his work and stood there, looking with a pensive smile at Ben. Ben stood there, wondering why he wasn’t leaving and was just about to say, “Thank you,” again when he remembered.

“Oh, yeah, this is for you, thanks again,” he said as he fished a five dollar bill out of his pocket and handed it over.

The waiter glanced at it as he took it, looked a little disappointed, and said, “Thank you so much, Sir. Hope you have a pleasant evening.” He made his way out of the door and Ben returned to the table. He felt he had been generous, but these days people seemed to expect bigger tips for just about everything. The economy was definitely to blame, Ben mused as he dug into his spaghetti with meatballs. Times were tough and a lot of people were winding up in prison, mostly for crimes related to debt evasion.

A lot of the articles he had read seemed to condemn companies like RestrainTeq for operating private prisons, but he felt that there was room for that in a functioning society. After all, it sounded like those prisons were a lot more humane than the classic, government run ones. In any case, that wasn’t the focus of Ben’s research. He was fascinated by the new transport sector applications.

As soon as he had finished eating, he returned to the desk to continue browsing. Invariably, as such things are guaranteed to happen, his search wound up in the world of porn. To be fair, he had not deliberately aimed for that type of content, having decided that he would forsake that in favor of finding a real woman later. But these days pretty much everything led to porn. He still remembered when he was younger, innocently searching for videos of pussy cats.

But this video was from an anonymous poster who claimed to have training footage of a woman being processed for intake and transport to a big prison run by Solaris Systems, a customer of RestrainTeq. Ben couldn’t resist playing it.

~~~

The video opened with a disclaimer screen and then faded into a sparse room with blank walls and a young woman, probably in her mid twenties, in street clothes, hands secured with handcuffs, standing and looking blankly at the camera. A voice-over, clearly AI generated, intoned in a cheery, artificial voice what was happening.

“This woman, we will call her inmate number 374, has been arrested for running several stop signs and red lights. The officer has brought her to the station to be charged and processed. Now we see how efficiently this can be done with the help of RestrainTeq’s Intake System Pro.”

A female police officer moved into frame, rolling a complex looking robotic arm system on wheels in front of her.

“We see as the Intake System Pro helps to secure the female for processing.”

As the robot was positioned behind the inmate, who seemed to be somewhat apprehensive, the officer pushed a button somewhere in the back of the robot and stood back. With a clunk and whirring sounds, it proceeded to secure the female’s ankles using retractable arms that deployed from the base of the robot. The officer removed the girl’s handcuffs and ordered her to remove her clothes.

Ben’s eyes opened wider as the girl took off her top and bra, revealing her breasts. With a prompt from the officer, she moved her arms behind her, allowing the robot to secure them in a new set of retractable arms that extended from its midsection. The lower arms released and the officer efficiently removed the girl’s shoes, pants and underwear. The lower arms returned and secured her by the ankles.

Ben was amazed that the robot knew when to take its various actions without prompting and could aim its securing arms with precision. This was some advanced AI!

What followed was a series of extremely impressive manipulations of the inmate by the robot, forcing her variously to bend backwards, lift her arms, spread her legs and bend forwards to be examined. Another probe had extended from the robot as the camera zoomed in on her midsection from behind. The probe entered the girl’s vagina and paused there for a moment while the voice-over intoned, “Intake System Pro can accurately and with minimal discomfort of the subject, ascertain the presence or absence of prohibited substances in all areas that might be used to smuggle contraband or weapons.”

The probe retracted back into the robot, a whirring sound emitted from it, and the probe extended again to enter the girl’s anus, which it penetrated quite deeply before pausing and then retracting again. All this time the girl had been held in place by the restraining arms. It didn’t look comfortable to Ben.

The video ended with the female, still naked, being bent into a compact fetal shape and secured onto an autonomous rolling platform, there to be loaded onto a transport vehicle. The video didn’t show the vehicle or the loading, but still, it was enough to make Ben think of quite a number of questions to ask at his interview tomorrow.


CHAPTER FIVE

Emily on Her Way

‘YOU’LL WRITE, WON’T you?” Maeve said, eyes filling with tears as Emily stood there on the station platform, ready to board the RailTrek train to Chicago, where RestrainTeq had its headquarters. The two months until her semester was done and her summer internship started had flown by far too quickly for either of them.

Emily stood there awkwardly for a few seconds then dropped her duffle bag and threw herself into Maeve’s arms. “Oh, Maevey-Wavey, I’ll miss you so much!” Emily started weeping and squeezed tighter and tighter.

“Ems, I’m going to miss you even more! What am I gonna do without you all summer?”

Emily pulled back slightly, sniffling and trying on a brave smile. “Promise me you’ll try to have fun? Go see the finger lakes? Get fingered? Sorry, don’t know why I said that.” She sniffed loudly.

“Oh, you! Only my fingers enter my sacred grounds until you get back.” Maeve smiled back. “I might have to suck some cock to make ends meet, but that’s how it goes…”

“Stop, you slut!” Emily smacked her bottom playfully. “You’ll do well. You gonna still try to do more of those singing, dancing engagements?”

“‘Try’ being the operative word.” Maeve sighed. “Look, you’re going to miss the train.” She paused and looked at Emily with concern in her eyes. “You sure you’ll be safe aboard? You know what happened the last…well, basically every time you’ve been on a train?”

Emily laughed. “Yeah, they paid for me to get a sleeper cabin! Can you believe it? I’m kinda excited about that!”

“Yeah, I wondered about that, but alright, sweetie! Have a great trip!” She bent towards Emily with her eyes closed and lips pursed. The two of them kissed, deeply, passionately, tragically as the train whistle blew.

“Oh, shit!” Emily squeaked. With a final wave she rushed towards the train, then rushed back, picked up her duffle, blew a quick kiss and then rushed back to the door where a conductor was giving her the eye.

Finally on board, with the train lurching forward, Emily made her way upstairs and along the narrow passageway towards her private cabin. Flashbacks of her prior trips, where she was naked and in chains kept intruding but couldn’t stop her from smiling broadly. This was a new experience!

She found her cabin and went inside, setting her duffle down on one of the two seats that inhabited almost the entire space of the cabin, facing each other and looking oh so comfy. She plopped herself down in the free seat and looked outside, hoping to get a last glimpse of Maeve but it was too late, her window was past the platform already and the train was gathering speed. She pressed the heel of her hand against her eyes momentarily and perked up as the conductor came to the doorway.

A few pleasantries were exchanged and Emily made her way to the shared restroom to change and brush her teeth and get ready for bed. It was already rather late at night and she’d be waking up somewhere in Pennsylvania or Ohio with a long day ahead of her. When she got back to her cabin the bed was made, the two seats folded flat and pressed against each other with a mattress and bedding, complete with a nice fluffy pillow. Her duffle bag had been placed on top of the upper bunk. She turned off the light and fell asleep.

~~~

The next morning unfolded like a wonderful dream. Emily got up, freshened herself in the bathroom and changed into a cute little top and skirt. Returning to her cabin she saw that it had been switched back to day mode and she went off to get breakfast.

“Hi, just me today,” she said to the attendant at the threshold of the dining car, in her cheeriest voice.

“Oh, sure, baby! I got just the place for you,” said the Black woman who greeted her. Emily noted her name tag: “Karen” and followed her with a bounce in her step. “Enjoy,” she said, handing over a paper menu.

Emily looked over at the rest of the dining car, which wasn’t full at all this early in the morning. No one else was at her table.

“So,” she said to Karen as the woman prepared to leave. “No scanning tags anymore?”

“Hmm? Oh, you mean the menu girls? Dang, girl! You hooked up with the info, ain’t you? Yeah,” she leaned in, nodding conspiratorially. “That didn’t work out so good, you know? Hygiene. Yeah, I guess yanking on a girl’s pussy while you trying to scan her snatch to get the menu—not too smart. We had…issues.”

Emily nodded. “Yeah, I would think so. Anyway, thanks for the menu.”

“You welcome, baby. The French toast’s pretty good.”

“Thanks.”

Emily looked out the window as the landscape of the midwest rolled past them. She was at peace for now, not sure what her future actually held, but content to worry about that later. In the meantime she had her yummy breakfast to enjoy. The French toast looked absolutely delicious and she made sure to smother it in maple syrup.

Back in her cabin, she settled in, intending to look up what RestrainTeq actually did—something she really should have spent some time researching before she set off to start her internship, or for that matter, apply for it. But no time like the present!

But before she could pull her phone out of her purse, a girl appeared at her door, preceded by the clanking and rattling of chains. Emily looked up sharply and found herself face to face with a naked, chained girl!

The petite brunette rolled her eyes briefly and smacked her gum. She looked a little less than pleased that Emily was there. “Hey,” she said, pausing at the doorway and staring.

“Um, hi?”

“Yeah, I’m, like, your comfort girl? I come with the ticket, like, to comfort you and shit.” The girl was giving a bit of attitude and Emily raised an eyebrow at her. Had she come off this way when she was a comfort girl?

“So, how does it work?”

The girl sighed and smacked her gum again. “So, like, you just have to pair with me on your, like, phone and stuff? And then you can like, get a personal—” and at this the girl smirked a bit, “service from me? And then you, like rate me on the app. Five stars, please.”

“Oh,” Emily said. “What if I don’t want any services?”

“Oh, hellz no, bi—I mean, Ma’am. I like, have to, like, service whoever they send me to.” She looked a bit serious at that point. “Like, I get my ass spanked and shit. Like serious.”

“Oh, okay. So where do I scan,” said Emily as she retrieved her phone from her purse and turned on the camera.

The girl looked a little relieved and fell back into her minor-bitch persona. She turned around in an exaggerated motion and bent over slightly to reveal a rather prominent butt plug stuck up her nether hole. The part that was outside her body was flat and sported a sticker with a QR code. Emily aimed her camera at it and tapped on the resulting button that popped up.

“So that…um, stays in you?” she asked as the app loaded.

“Yeah,” the girl sighed as she straightened back up and faced Emily. “They call it a…what was it again?” She smacked her gum. “Oh, yeah. An anal motivator, can you believe it?”

“Wow,” said Emily as she looked up from the phone where the RailTrek app had loaded. “Motivator?”

“Yeah,” the girl looked momentarily a bit apprehensive. “You can like, um, motivate me? I guess? Through the app?”

“Oh,” Emily replied, looking at the screen that had presented itself. It had a picture of the girl, her name (Annette) and a few buttons, including one that said “Motivate” and one that said “Punish.”

“Wow,” Emily said again. “This is pretty hardcore. So I have to use you, is what you’re saying?”

“Yeah,” said the girl, looking like she wanted to say more and stopping herself.

“So what services do you provide?”

The girl sighed and launched into her spiel. “Um…(gum smack) I can do the Lickety-Slit, the Hole in One—sorry, the One in Hole—or the Two in Hole, the Bungey-Tonguey, the Rub a Nub-Nub, “ she said, snapping her gum. She continued, “The Not-so-Little Caesar—”

“What the heck is that?”

“To be honest, I’d have to look it up. It’s been a while…”

“Oh, so…um, it’s all sexual?”

“Listen, do you want me to lick your pussy or not? I can tongue your hole for a bit, maybe stick a finger up your butt. You know, the usual.”

Emily bit her lip. It had been a while since she and Maeve had done it—almost a whole day now. She didn’t want to get this girl in trouble…

“Okay…I guess I’ll do the um, licking and…finger. In my…” she lowered her voice. “Butt?”

“Do you want me to lick your butthole too?”

“Oh, no, that’s okay…”

“Alright,” the girl said as she looked expectantly at Emily. She waggled her eyebrows at her after a moment.

“Oh, I should probably…” said Emily with a blush as she got up and pulled off her panties. Luckily she was wearing a skirt so she sat down again after her panties were off and scooted forward a bit in her seat. Annette came fully into her cabin and slid the privacy curtains closed. Smacking her gum, she wedged herself into the free space between the seats and pulled Emily’s skirt up.

“Nice,” she smacked. “Shaved.” She bent her head down as Emily helpfully raised her legs up and held them behind the knees, spreading widely. She felt an exploratory tongue touching her outer lips and running along them. She moaned. Pretty soon the girl’s tongue was probing her slot and began vigorously licking away.

“Oh…oh, my god, oh shit,” Emily moaned as she began bucking. The wet sounds coming from between her legs bespoke of pleasure bestowed on eager female flesh. Emily closed her eyes, the gentle rocking of the train in motion helping matters, Annette’s tongue being bounced around while it lapped away. A tentative nibble on her inner lip made Emily squeak. She felt the girl back away a bit and then a finger probed the entrance to her vagina, swirling around, gathering her fluids. Emily groaned from the pleasure.

The finger removed itself and the tongue came back, lapping at her engorged clit as Emily arched her back and then felt the fingertip, coated with her own juices, probing her nethermost opening.

“Oh, fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” she panted with unrestrained lust as the finger slowly, steadily intruded into her most private opening. The train hit a gap in the rails and the finger pushed in even further, bouncing around in her hole. Oh god, thought Emily. She pushed her bottom down, wanting more of the finger in her and the girl obliged. Licking and sucking her clit, teeth lightly grazing it as the train’s movement bounced Emily’s sensitive flesh against them, the finger moving in and out, gaining speed as Emily’s body began to clench. The train’s whistle blew sharply as Emily let out a scream. “Ahhh, oh-urgh-fa-fa-fuuuUCK!”

Emily felt moisture gushing from her and her legs trembled violently as she straightened them out in front of her. After a few moments she managed to slowly relax herself and lower her legs, letting them spread naturally, looking down between them to see Annette there, face moist with her juices, chewing her gum and wiping her finger with a moist wipe.

“Yeah, you’re welcome,” the girl said, smacking her gum loudly and wiping her face.

“That was…that was great,” Emily panted out.

“So, like, don’t forget to rate me, K?” She stood up, tossing the wipe in the little trash bin next to Emily’s seat. The chains made a soft clinking noise as the girl opened the curtain. Emily reached for her phone with shaking hands and tapped on it. “Five stars for you!”


CHAPTER SIX

Betsy Runyon

BETSY RUNYON’S DAY started out a little more harried than usual. The previous evening had been a complete disaster as one of her unit’s test subjects had gotten stuck in the latest prototype of the Behavior Mod belt that was being tested for release. Unfortunately the poor girl had suffered some hours of negative reinforcement before engineers had managed to switch it off. Another hour had been spent trying to figure out how best to get her out of the belt without damaging the prototype.

She sighed as she strode purposefully towards her office, nodding to some of her team members in their cubicles. Hopefully the unit director wouldn’t chew her ass out over this. They had managed to disengage the locking mechanism after rebooting the network router which had failed to maintain the control connection to the belt.

After she logged into her PC, she fired off an email to the development team, emphasizing that network connectivity shouldn’t cause the system to inflict unnecessary torment to any subjects placed in it, and then had to clarify what “unnecessary” meant. A few more emails clarifying questions about the marketing strategy and she was free to study the results of the other test programs that were in progress.

Her personal favorite was nicknamed the Disincentivisor, a particularly demonic device that was meant to be inserted into the subject’s vagina, with an extension that went out of the girl’s chamber and adhered via a light clamping mechanism around her clitoris. The device had three main functions: to give the girl a quick negative stimulus in her sensitive areas, allowing the device to make a big impact with minimal power expenditure; control the girl’s pleasure center, mainly to prevent pleasure; and to constantly remind the girl of her place.

Research at RestrainTeq’s incarceration facilities had shown that a constant background reminder did wonders to keep inmates in line. The constant threat of a sharp jolt to her privates would keep even the most recalcitrant inmate from causing trouble. The pleasure suppressor was especially devious, causing test subjects to break down and beg for relief after only a week on it. Much more effective than solitary confinement.

The video she was watching right now came from a test run where the subject was told to attempt to remove the device from her vulva. As she tugged at it, standing and spreading her legs to do so, a sharp shock rocked her pelvis and she squealed and yanked her hand away. Unfortunately, the series of mild shocks to her clitoris that were supposed to activate every five minutes for an hour did not occur, and the engineering team spent the rest of the video hovering by the girl, holding wireless test devices up to her vulva to download diagnostic logs. Betsy didn’t bother to watch the rest of that part.

She finished up her tasks, remembering to email her new candidate Ben a specific time and place to meet for their makeup interview, and then headed off to lunch at the cafeteria. She sat down next to Felix Obenhoffer, chief scientist in charge of stimulus devices.

“Felix, how do you feel about the test results we’ve been having recently,” she asked him as they both sat down with their food.

“Oh, you know,” he said, waving his fork around. “Could be better, could be worse. We know what the problems are and we can fix them, no worries.”

“Can we do it in time for Control Con?”

“Oh for sure,” he said, his fork now burdened with pulled pork from his sandwich. Betsy eyed it warily. “No problem, we’ll get everything demo ready.”

“We’re going to need the Behavior Mod belt fixed and ready. I promised a demo to the president of Second Chances. He’s not going to be happy with us if it’s not ready.”

“Yeah, yeah.. I hear you,” he said, impatiently. The fork waved about rather precariously and Betsy did her best to keep from getting splattered with BBQ sauce. She took a bite of her salad and munched absentmindedly.

“Felix, remember that mess up with the University…wait, what was it? Syracuse?”

“Oh, yeah. University of Syracuse. Not the one in Italy. I remember that point quite clearly,” he said, frowning. “I was supposed to go there once and booked a business class trip to Italy. Boy, was the boss pissed.”

“Yeah, I can imagine. Listen, we tried to get a girl from there, right?”

“Yeah, that professor we were working with promised us a girl, super submissive. And maybe not the smartest bulb in the chandelier,” he chuckled. “He got her to sign herself over with no problems at all! And—”

“But the whole program went to shit, didn’t it?”

“Yeah,” Felix said while chewing. “Stupid university canceled the whole program and yanked her back. Major setback. But—”

“Can we still get her?” she interrupted. “I need a good test subject for our mobile division. It’s getting increasingly hard to get a girl who’s not a captive and they tend to be all broken down by the time we get them.”

“I’ll do you one better!” He sat back in his chair and wiped his mouth on a napkin. “I got her to sign up for an internship.”

Betsy put down her fork and stared at him. “Really? After what happened to her? How?”

“Ha, I told you. Not the brightest. I just saw she was applying, sent out an offer with our ‘special’ clause, and believe it or not, she accepted!”

“Well, that’s something! Can I have her?”

“Yeah, as long as I get to use her sometimes as well.” Felix had that look on him. Betsy knew it well, that predatory look. She looked at her watch and sighed. Another hurried lunch for her. She needed to get over to her interview with Ben. “Listen, Felix, it’s a deal. But I get her for the mobility unit and for Control Con prep. The entire future of RestrainTeq, and quite possibly that of society is tied up with how things go at Control Con.”

Felix chortled, “Tied up, I see what you did there.”


CHAPTER SEVEN

Arrival

“CHICAGO, UNION STATION next stop,” the conductor said, popping his head briefly in Emily’s cabin. She lay there, spent and quite content. This was literally the best trip ever!

“Thanks,” she said and sat up a bit to look out the window as they made their approach into the station. She saw they were crossing the Chicago River and marveled at it. Last time she really hadn’t had a chance to see the sights as they entered and left the station, so this was a special treat. “Oh, shit!” she exclaimed. She hadn’t called or texted Maeve at all!

Hey babe! Entring Chi now Luvz!

She tucked her phone away in her purse and stood up to grab her duffle and make sure everything was packed away. As she was doing so, the conductor came back up to her cabin and knocked.

“Oh, hi, yes?” she looked up from her packing.

“Sorry, Miss, but I was told to give you this note on arrival.” He held out a piece of paper and Emily accepted it, looking a bit puzzled. She opened it as he left and read it.

Dear Emily,

Congratulations on your internship. We at RestrainTeq are thrilled to have you join our team as we create a brave new future for our country and the world! We hope you enjoyed the trip and would like to welcome you to Chicago, our world headquarters!

A few logistical matters: on arrival in Union Station, please collect your bags and make your way to the Grand Hall, just outside of the Metropolitan Lounge. We will have someone waiting there to pack you up and bring you to our main intern processing facility. Please note that compliance is mandatory and we expect you to be a good girl in that regard.

I can’t wait to get started working on you and remain yours,

Felix Obenhoffer,

Chief Scientist, Stimulus Devices Group, Mobility Unit

Huh. Emily frowned as she reread the note. These midwesterners sure have a strange way of saying things, she thought to herself.

And so Emily’s train made its way into Union Station and Emily exited along with the rest of her fellow travelers. She gazed around herself as she walked the passageways towards the grand hall and marveled at the people who passed through there, each on their way to some destination, filled with anticipation, hope, trepidation. Not necessarily looking where they were going, she thought as she had to avoid bumping into more than one passenger, hurrying to catch their train.

As Emily pushed her way through the throngs gathered in the Grand Hall, she squinted and saw a man standing there, holding a placard. She came closer and saw that indeed, it had her name on it.

“Hi, I’m Emily,” she said to him as he gazed off in the distance.

“Oh,” he said. “Oh, sorry, wasn’t paying attention. So…”

“Yeah, um. I’m supposed to go to, uh, the main intern facility, I guess?” Emily glanced behind him to see a somewhat large trunk, metallic and lifted slightly off the floor by wheels at each corner. “I’ve only got this duffle. I don’t think we need to put it in that thing,” she said, helpfully. “I can just carry it.”

“Yeah…um, the thing is,” he said, putting the placard down on the ground next to the trunk and extending his hand to her. “First of all, I’m Jeremy and I’ll be your shipper today. I hope that you are doing well, and that you will find the experience not too bad,” he intoned in a rote fashion. “Please feel free to fill out a comment card after your experience.”

“Alright?” Emily let go of his hand and looked over to the exits, expecting him to show her which way they were going to the car.

“So, uh, just let me open this up and we can get you in it, okay?”

“Wait, what?” Emily’s attention returned back to him as she saw him bend over and open up a few latches and swing the top of the trunk open to reveal an empty space within. She peered inside and was shocked to see a set of straps arranged on the floor of the trunk. “Oh, fuck me!”

“Well, we’re not allow—oh, I get it! You’re upset. Did they not tell you that you’re getting packed up?”

“I…” she squeaked. “I didn’t think he meant it like this!”

“Who?”

“That Alex something or another. The one the note was from!” Emily had that sinking feeling again. And the day had started so well!

“Yeah, I don’t know him, but if you could just go ahead and get in the box, that would be swell.”

“Fuck! Alright, I guess…But I refuse to enjoy it!” She stepped up to the side, put her butt on the edge and lifted herself over, lowering herself down onto her back into the tight and claustrophobic interior. Her legs stuck out over the edge of the side as she struggled to get comfortable. “Is this how it’s supposed to go? I don’t think I fit!”

“Oh, no, you’re fine, Miss. Let me just secure you with these straps…” He reached in and secured her wrists with padded cuffs first, then her midsection with a large strap that went around her waist. Another went right under her breasts, his hands grazing the bottoms of her breasts as she huffed with growing anxiety. From her current vantage point she couldn’t see much at all except for the rather pretty ceiling, but she was certain that people were staring.

“Um, so…do you think you need to pee at all?” His face stared down at her from above, and she could see he was holding two distressingly shaped objects. One of them was a narrow black peg, thin and long, with a few bumps along its length and a flared base. The other was a much more easily identifiable butt plug.

“No, I’m fine!”

“Are you sure?” He looked rather hopeful. “Because, I could just put these inside you and you’d have one less thing to worry about.”

“What the heck is that thing?”

“This? It’s a urethral plug. It goes up—well, your urethra. And then I can press this,” he said, demonstrating, “and a balloon inflates to keep it in you. Pretty cool. The other one’s for your anus!”

“What the fuck! That seems super uncomfortable! No thanks.”

“Oh, it’s perfectly fine! I’ve put these in a lot of girls and no one’s ever complained at all!”

“What?” Emily retorted with a snort of derision. “There’s no way that’s true!”

“Okay,” he conceded, looking a little deflated. “I admit, I lied. They do complain quite a lot. But you know how girls are, right? Always complaining—”

“Oh, what the fuck! We do not always complaint! That’s ridiculous!”

“See? There you go, complaining. Anyway, you sure you don’t have to go? We can take your panties off and just slip these in and we’re good to go?”

“I said I’m fine! Gosh!” Emily was getting progressively less comfortable with this whole situation and was starting to think that maybe she should have confirmed that he was really with RestrainTeq, and not just some random kidnapper hanging out in Union Station for the first dumb girl to come by. But then again, he had her name…

“Fine, we’ll go then,” he said in a huff as he lowered the top of the enclosure.

“Hey! My legs!”

“Oh, shit. Sorry, I keep doing that! Yeah, I’m going to need to secure those, sorry.” He opened the lid again and reached over to manipulate her legs into position, and she tried to relax as he pressed them against her chest. “Let me just…grab…this strap. Okay, I’ll secure that and…there!”

She grunted as her legs were tightened down onto her chest. “Wait!” she cried out as he stepped back and closed the lid. “How long am I supposed to be in—” but it was too late. The light fled her tiny space as the lid was secured and she felt the box she was in start to roll. At least this time the start of her journey had been a good one, she reflected, getting all philosophical. To roll around secured in a box wasn’t the greatest thing in the world, yes. But it could be a lot worse.


CHAPTER EIGHT

The Interview

BETSY FINISHED UP her lunch and rushed off to the main building. A few minutes later she reached the meeting room at RestrainTeq world headquarters where Ben was already waiting for her. As she entered he stood up and she went over to him with a smile, arm held out for a handshake.

“Hello, Ben. So sorry again about yesterday and thanks for your understanding.”

He smiled back and said, “No problem at all. I had a bit of a hectic arrival, what with my train being delayed, so that allowed me to relax a bit.”

“Oh, that’s good.” They both sat down and Betsy set her phone down on the table. “I saw that you were going to take the train. Have you done it before?”

“Oh, yeah. I’ve taken it a number of times back and forth. The first time…well, it was quite an experience. I hadn’t been aware that they had Comfort Class on the train. I met one of the girls that was in that program.”

Betsy chuckled, “Oh yes, Comfort Class. Were you in a position to interact with her?”

“Well, not officially,” he smiled. “I guess I wasn’t really supposed to see her, she was reserved for the first class passengers and I was slumming it in coach. But she was restrained by a chain to her ankle. First time I’ve seen such a thing in person, to tell you the truth.”

“And how did that make you feel?” She cocked her head at him. This was always a telling moment. Some guys would go on at great length about how they respected female empowerment and bent themselves into a pretzel to justify the role that a company like RestrainTeq had in the obvious objectification of the girls that were put in their devices. Others treated it like it was their highest calling to put a women in a device to control them, until they remembered that Betsy was sitting across from them and was a woman too.

“It felt weird, quite frankly. I’d heard all about how the new guidelines for management of captives, both females and males, were being tuned to the latest research in that area. You know, like how scientists are finding that strict control and reinforcement measures are supposed to help both sides create a new, more humane way of dealing with the whole situation we’re in these days.” He shook his head, “But to actually see a nude female in chains on a train, no less. Well, I didn’t know what to think.”

“Were you able to talk to her?”

“Yes, we talked. We even sat together while she ate. And honestly, I forgot after a while that she was held captive.”

Betsy chuckled, “You know, they’re not actually captives, Comfort Class girls. They volunteer for that treatment. That’s probably why she seemed cool with it. Experience an actual captive girl and you might find a different attitude.”

“Oh, really? Yeah, that makes sense. Anyway, she seemed nice.” Was he blushing? Betsy thought she detected something there that made her think more had happened. Well, if he had screwed the girl, that was his concern, not hers.

She quickly glanced at her phone and put it back on the desk, leaning back. “Can you tell me a bit about why you want to pursue a career in this field?”

“I guess I kind of have a personal connection to the subject. My dad was incarcerated most of my life. He died in prison, so I have a real problem with how the old system of correction was implemented. It really never tried to correct anyone, just stuff them in overcrowded boxes and keep them there as long as possible. Overcrowding and violence killed him.” He looked down at the table and paused, gathering his thoughts.

Betsy reached over and touched his arm. “Oh, I’m so sorry, Ben. That’s pretty hard for a son to have to deal with. How did your mother handle it?”

He looked up at her and said, “She didn’t handle it well at first, I’m afraid. We bounced around from home to home, trying to keep our heads afloat. Finally she managed to get a job as a corrections officer and that gave us a stable life.”

“So you know the dangers that these officers face, I take it. It’s a hard job.”

“Yes, I do and it is! I’ve been fascinated with how violent criminals get managed in a safe and effective way since I was a teen. Now, I want to make sure that everyone’s safe, the prisoners too. And keeping things humane is important to me. We can’t make society healthy again if we treat our most vulnerable people in a cruel way.”

“I agree. That’s pretty much the entire RestrainTeq sales pitch right there,” she joked. “Now, you know my division is mainly focussed on female management, right? That means we supply tools and devices that will constrain and control females. Are you good with that?”

“Oh, yes. Definitely.”

“Any particular things you’re focusing on when it comes to that area?”

Ben furrowed his brow and asked, “I’ve been a bit fascinated with the transport sector, after meeting that girl on the train. I see that RestrainTeq is working in the field as well. Can you tell me a bit about what you do there and does your division work on that?”

“Sure,” Betsy said as she settled into her sales pitch mode. “We’re trying to tap the nascent transport restraint market and yes, we make some devices that are particularly focussed on that. But most of our simpler restraint products work there as well. We do positional securement, limb restraints, positioning systems, etc. My particular favorite is the transport compaction systems.”

“Oh, what’s that? I don’t think I came across them.”

“That’s when you try to optimize the number of subjects you can fit in a container by compacting them somehow. Humanely, of course.”

“Yeah, you know, I think I saw a video of an intake robot that loaded a female onto a transport platform. She got folded in some sort of pretzel shape and secured to the platform.”

“Yeah, our Intake System Pro, right? It works with a variety of transport platforms to load prisoners onto a van for transport. My division doesn’t do the actual platforms, but the robots are done by us. Although we mainly work on behavior modification and general stimulus systems now.”

They spent the next hour going over Ben’s credentials — an engineering degree with a marketing minor — and the various ways that he could contribute to the organization. Betsy finally parted with a handshake and a promise to follow up with him.

As she left the meeting room and headed over to her office, she typed out an email to HR to go ahead and send out an offer to Ben. She knew just how to use him.


CHAPTER NINE

Maeve's Side Hustle

“YEAH, GIRL! DAMN!”

“Wooo!”

“Hot stuff, am I right? Oh, yeah!”

The cries from the excited males came fast from every direction as Maeve strutted as best she could up to the little stage that had been set up for her in the middle of the fraternity house basement rec room. High fives were being exchanged with alarming frequency and the smell of stale beer and…other things wafted throughout the space.

Maeve took tentative steps in her ridiculous stripper heels, taking care not to trip or twist her ankle. Also, her micro skirt was causing her no end of problems, threatening constantly to ride up her thighs and expose her butt. She navigated the rest of the way to the stage and, balancing precariously, managed to step up onto it.

“Yay!” screamed out a frat brother, not two feet away. Someone started streaming music over the rather impressive sound system they had wired up. Maeve recognized the song, “Pour Some Candy Canes on Me,” by some famous 80’s band, and she started her little dance routine. It was not easy sailing for her.

“Yay,” said a somewhat more subdues voice from the crowd. Maeve started sweating. How could she be so bad at this, she thought to herself, arms jerking around awkwardly, legs moving not at all rhythmically. She began shaking her bosom and the sounds from the crowd became more enthusiastic. That was the key, of course. Give the audience what they want.

Maeve began moving faster, pumping her arms in the air, and shaking her tushy, realizing that the song’s beat was quite a bit faster than the rhythm of her movements, and that might explain some of the muted responses. With her tongue sticking partially out in concentration, she gave it her all, doing a high kick that unfortunately resulted in her shoe flying right off and arcing over the heads of several guys. Only the fact that she promptly fell on her butt prevented her from seeing who it hit, but the sharp cry of, “Oh, ow!” from somewhere in the back made it clear that there was at least one less satisfied customer today.

“Woo!” came a cry of approval from someone up front as Maeve lay there on her back, legs up in the air. She blushed profusely, realizing that her thong was definitely showing. As she scrambled optimistically back to her feet, she kicked off the other shoe and resumed the dance right where she had left off, only to have the music change to a more bass-heavy funk. Was this Supernastygirl? It was, and Maeve danced her little heart out as the crowd grew drunker and happier.

Finally it was time, the time Maeve had been secretly dreading. Time to take her top off. She sighed as she reached back, still swaying to some internal tempo, and undid the ties that held her skimpy top on. The boys in front began cheering loudly, hooting and hollering, spilling beer and fist bumping. She twirled her bra in front of her with her right hand and whacked herself in the face with it. Recovering quite admirably, she twirled it higher and finally flung it out into the crowd.

Shit! she thought to herself. That was stupid! How was she ever going to get that back so she could get dressed? More cheering erupted as she shook her boobs and bent down, squeezing them between her arms. Okay, this was going better. She could feel the energy lifting as the boys clearly enjoyed the sights.

She briefly locked eyes with a guy right in front of her. He was beaming with happiness, eyes fixed on her face, a red plastic cup full of beer in one hand, the other hooked in his waistband by the thumb, his entire world was her right now. Something about that lifted her spirits and she felt for the first time tonight that maybe, just maybe she could actually do this.

“Let’s see that booty!” someone yelled.

Still feeling a little awkward, she complied, turning around and shaking her tush, now poking out of the tiny micro skirt which had ridden up to reveal everything. Another “Woo!” ensued.

“I like cute butts and I cannot lie!” someone cried out. The music had switched to EDM and Maeve fully gave up trying to stay on beat. She decided to take off the skirt and just twirl around in her thong, when suddenly the music stopped and the lights went out!

“Shhh,” someone hissed. Maeve dropped down to the stage floor and waited there, holding her breath. She had no idea what was going on, but it seemed serious.

“Hey, what’s going on?” she whispered to the guy closest to her.

“It’s the campus police. They’re doing a patrol…we’re not really supposed to have alcohol here. Or parties,” he whispered back. “It’s the summer break and technically we’re not supposed to have any activities at the house.” He paused for a moment, eying her. “Not really supposed to have strippers either.”

“Oh, I see…” she hadn’t really thought of herself that way until now. A dancer of sorts, yes. And resorting to taking most of her clothes off to compensate for the lack of dancing skill…yeah, she saw it now. She was a stripper.

A few minutes later the lights came back on and a group of frat brothers came up to her as she stood up. “Sorry, but I’m afraid we’re going to have to end the show here. Don’t wanna get busted while we’re on summer break,” said one of them. Maeve nodded, sad that it had ended so abruptly, but also happy to be done for the night. “I’m Jim, by the way,” he said.

“Hi, Jim,” she replied, walking to where she had left her clothes.

“So…” said Jim, a big, burly fellow with short, red hair and beefy arms. “We were wondering…”

“Yeah?” said Maeve as she put on her pants and her t-shirt, her bare breasts rubbing against the material. She’d never get her bikini top back, she reflected sadly.

“We’ve got a bit of a little extracurricular thing going,” he said, gesturing to the three brothers standing next to him, clutching cups of beer.

“Oh, well, that’s nice,” she said, not sure what to make of that statement.

“It’s like, an official university-sponsored club, so it’s totes legit,” one of them, dark hair and a scruffy beard piped up, taking a swig of beer afterwards as a reward for having clarified things.

She raised an eyebrow, hoping they would fill in some details, especially how this would concern her.

“So, um…it’s more of a, like, DSMS, kind of thing…” Jim continued.

“Dude! It’s BSMS! Dumbass,” the brother to his left interjected and punched him in the arm.

“You mean BDMS?” Maeve clarified. “Like bondage? You guys tie each other up? That’s cool…”

“No, no,” he clarified, waving his beer cup around. “It’s all about tying girls up and shit.”

“Yeah, we learn how to do it properly, ropes and knots and machines, and stuff.”

“Post that shit on FlikFlok, gets tons of views,” Jim enthused.

“And the university supports this?” Maeve was a bit skeptical.

“Totes legit,” repeated the dark haired boy, nodding enthusiastically.

“Yeah, like, totally. So what do you think? You wanna do it?” the red haired boy asked.

“I don’t know,” she replied, unsure what they were even asking. “Do what?”

“Oh, yeah, you probably wanna know. We’d work on you. Um, I mean, we would get to practice on you. We’d pay you for it.”

Maeve looked down at her bare feet. She needed to get her shoes back. Her bikini top was somewhere in the crowd. She was cold, turned on, humiliated, hungry. She was barely making ends meet and missed Emily terribly.

“How much?”

“100 bucks a session,” Jim replied. “What do you think? You wanna do it?”

Maeve hesitated for a moment then made up her mind. “What the hell, sure. I’ll do it.”


CHAPTER TEN

Emily to Storage

THE RIDE WENT on for an indeterminable amount of time, shaking Emily around and making her groan in frustration. Naturally she had to pee. Needed to literally a microsecond after she had been sealed in the box. Now it had gotten to the point of panic, the contortion of her body not helping matters one bit. She bit her lip and concentrated on trying to focus on absolutely anything but her straining bladder. Just when she thought it might be best after all to just give up on all dignity, the movement shuddered to a halt and she heard voices and banging sounds.

Finally, after far too long of a wait, the top of the box opened and Emily squinted against the light pouring in. A face appeared, male and young. His mop-like hair hung down as he peered into the space currently entirely occupied by Emily’s distressed body.

“Hey, are you okay? There’s some sort of constant squeaking sound coming from in here…is that you?”

“Uh, yeah, sorry,” she said, somewhat embarrassed. “But, could you please let me out? I really, really need to pee!”

“Oh, they didn’t put the urinary plug in you?” He looked concerned.

“No, that may have been my fault,” she admitted. “But, um…it’s getting a bit urgent here?”

“Sure, let’s get you out!” He seemed a bit distressed by the news. The thought of a girl messing up their transport device seemed to be highly undesirable. Emily could understand. The thought distressed her too.

The young man reached down and undid the strap holding her legs down on top of her chest and immediately some of the pressure lifted from her, causing her to sigh in momentary relief. That relief was chased away as he disappeared and then came back, carrying a set of chains.

“Let’s get you in these, and then I can release you from your transport and get you over to the preparation room. You can pee there.”

“Okay, fine. Hurry please…” she exclaimed, eager to get this going.

He snapped cuffs on each of her stretched out ankles, the cuffs connected by a short chain, not even a foot long. As Emily tested the reach of her chains he leaned in and released her from the rest of the straps holding her down. A proffered hand helped her stand up, slowly and in a most undignified manner.

With an apologetic look he glanced at the second set of chains in his hand and to her wrists. She sighed and held them out, before yanking them back.

“Wait, hold on a minute. The trip here was bad enough, but why exactly do I need to be chained? I’m an intern! Not some sort of slave, or something!” She pressed her knees together, fighting to hold it in.

“I’m sorry, don’t really know. I just do what they tell me,” he replied then leaned over to whisper to her, “Probably best you do the same. They don’t mess around over here.” He leaned back and held out the cuffs. “I assume you read whatever contract you signed, right?”

“Fuck! Alright, fine. Let’s go!” She held out her wrists again and he snapped the cuffs on her. Finally she was on her way, shuffling beside him as he led her down a hallway and into a room, passing several doors that opened with a quiet whoosh as they approached. The room they entered was a large one, with several disturbing aspects to it. First of all, she couldn’t help but notice the set of cages arrayed across the far right wall. They were small, really only big enough for one person to stand in them. To the left were a set of examination tables, looking a lot like the ones at her gynecologist’s. Flashbacks to her time with Professor Bowthorpe and his Female Management class caused her to tremble and falter in her step momentarily. Luckily for her, straight ahead were a set of toilets. Unfortunately they were out in the open, no partitions, no doors.

She looked over to her escort as he moved her along, steadily and deliberately. “What…what’s the deal with this room?” she hesitantly asked.

“Oh, this is the prep room. Don’t worry,” he said, looking over at her. “They’ll just give you a quick check-over, make sure you’re okay. You won’t be here more than a few hours at most.” They reached the toilets and he stopped at the furthest one to the left. “You want any help with your pants?”

“No! I mean, no thanks,” she said, turning and unbuckling and unzipping her pants. With a blush she pushed them and her panties down in one motion, sitting on the seat as she did so, the pants pooling down around her ankles, getting caught up in the cuffs. She briefly wondered if she could ask him to leave, but it was too late, her stream started almost immediately and went on for an awkwardly long time. Finally she was done and looked up at him. “Um, any toilet paper?”

“Toilet paper? Oh no,” he laughed. “We do things much more civilized here! Look,” he said as he reached over to a button she hadn’t seen, set in the wall behind the toilet. He pressed it and a stream of water splashed over her sex, surprising her. “Eeek,” she squealed. But after almost jumping up, which wouldn’t have gone well, she relaxed and found it quite pleasant. After a few seconds the stream of water was replaced by a warm breeze that felt great and dried her quite nicely, while the toilet flushed itself.

Sighing with relief, she allowed herself to be helped upright and stood there with her pants around her ankles. He looked down at her bare middle and she blushed.

“Crap,” he muttered. “I think I did this in the wrong order again. Um, could we maybe head over to the side over there?” he motioned to the far side of the wall where a low table stood with a set of bins on it.

“What, like this?” she said, indignantly.

“Yeah, sorry, should have taken your clothes off in the receiving area. But you discombobulated me!” he complained as he started guiding her towards the table. She shuffled along, all dignity gone now and they made it there just as a man and a woman entered, dressed in white lab coats.

“Ah, Emily?” said the woman, a short blonde, with piercing eyes and a brusque manner. Her companion was slender, tall and dark haired. Possibly Eastern European. He glanced over at her body and frowned.

“Why’s she not undressed?” he asked.

“Sorry, my bad,” said the young man holding her arm. “I can get her—”

“No,” interjected the woman. “Let’s get her on the exam table. You can remove her clothes as you secure her.” She dismissed Emily, looking down at her tablet and tapping away impatiently. The man continued to stare, however, as Emily was led over to the nearest exam table.

“Yeah, right there. Get her on the table and we can get her clothes off,” he said, motioning impatiently for things to proceed.

“Um, Emily, could you hop up on the table for me?” Emily looked at the young man, his face silently pleading with her.

“Fine,” she muttered and hopped up as best she could, with a little help from him. Once on the table she was maneuvered into position, lying flat, her legs straight, her hands clutched together over her tummy.

“Anything else?” her escort asked the two lab coats. When they shook their heads impatiently he quickly exited, throwing back a glance of sympathy at Emily, which she found strangely touching.

“So, Emily,” began the woman as she looked down at her. “I’m Dr. Alicia Engstrom. This is my colleague, Dr. Franklin Bridges.” He nodded at her.

“Oh, um…hi?”

“We’re going to do a very thorough exam on you. Do you have any questions for us before we start?”

“Yeah…why?”

Both of them laughed at that. Alicia looked at her with amusement. “How else will we know what the limits are of what we can do with your body?”


CHAPTER ELEVEN

Orientation

BEN SHOWED UP at RestrainTeq’s headquarters a good fifteen minutes early for his orientation class. He had eagerly accepted their job offer and, even though the salary offer was a little on the lower side of his expectations, the perks were pretty good. And the experience he would gain here would be priceless for his desired career.

The email from HR had told him where to go to pick up his badge and he was quickly through the security checkpoint at the main entrance. He took the escalator up to the second floor where he followed a crowd of other new employees into one of the large conference halls that the building contained.

So far he was pretty impressed with the out-of-the-ordinary style of RestrainTeq’s office buildings. Rather than your regular modern glass edifices, they had opted for metallic finishes cladding the outsides in a criss-cross pattern. They looked much like the links of chains, with smallish windows adorning the spaces within the chain links, as they appeared to the observer. This meant less light entering from the outside, but also gave the interior a sense of mystery and a feeling of confinement that nevertheless gave more of a cozy than claustrophobic vibe.

The conference hall had rows of theater style seats that were arrayed in an arc in front of a stage with a very large screen behind it. Ben chose a seat somewhat close to the front and as near the center as he could get. He settled in his seat and checked his phone. No messages to him from his girlfriend, Stephanie, of course. Like a complete idiot he had neglected her most of the time they had been together. Always going on about his own business, his own plans for the future. At one point she had asked him how she fit into that future and he hadn’t responded in the best way.

He sighed. The girl had been so incredibly cute and sexy. He desperately wanted to see her again, but that was probably out of the question at this point. Perhaps once he got his career going, there might be another chance with her, and if not, with some other girl.

The theater had filled up by now and the screen lit up with the title: “RestrainTeq: The Future of Humane Confinement.” The hall echoed with enthusiastic clapping as a man strode across the stage. The screen changed to show a stylized silhouette of a woman from the side with her bottom in contact with a rod, held by a hand. Underneath the graphic was text that said, “Alex Finemann — GM, Stimulus Devices Group”

“Hey everybody,” he said to the crowd as he spread his arms out to encompass the seated crowd. “I’m Alex and I run the stimulus group here. Now, does everyone here know what stimulus devices are? I’m kind of hoping you do, or we’re going to be here a long time.” Everyone laughed, some of them a bit nervously.

“Now, what RestrainTeq is best known for, and what the company was founded on, are devices that restrict motion.” The screen switched to showing photos of nude women arrayed across the screen. Each was modeling a different form of restraint. One had simple handcuffs, the other had shackles on her feet. Others got ever more elaborate, terminating in the girl furthest to the right who was fastened to the face of a large bronze slab and had metal cuffs across her wrists, elbows, neck, torso, hips, thighs, calves and ankles. A band was fastened across her face, between her lips, forcing her mouth open. She looked extremely uncomfortable.

“But,” he continued, “we work on all manner of devices that allow for the efficient and humane management of both men and women. Part of that mission is to provide effective motivational techniques that can be used both within and outside of a confinement protocol. All the better to make the unfortunate men and women who have strayed outside of the bounds of normal society to be guided back to a productive future.

“The group you’re joining,” he continued, gesturing to the screen which had switched to the visual of the woman with the rod hitting her butt, “Stimulus Devices, is all about the motivational side of the equation.”

The screen now showed a nude female, standing by herself in a completely white space. “We mainly deal with female subjects, although males are part of our mission profile as well. We’ve found that females respond better to our current line of products, so we’ll concentrate on them predominantly in this presentation.”

Another female, clad in a light blue set of scrubs, with a face mask on, strode rapidly to the nude female, carrying what appeared to be a small cattle prod. The nude female remained still, with a calm expression on her face as the prod reached her left breast, was placed against it and the video paused. Ben looked at the girl’s eyes as she stood there, frozen on the screen. He wondered what had happened to this girl’s life to bring her to this point. Was she a model? Or was she a prisoner who had agreed to do this as part of a prison work assignment, or to get preferential treatment?

Alex had been watching along with the audience, but now he turned to face the audience again and said, “Now, I bet you think you know what’s going to happen next, right? She’s going to get zapped, she’s going to scream, maybe, and probably recoil or fall down or something like that, right?” The audience murmured. “Are you ready to be stunned with what I’m going to show you? No pun intended…” Nervous laugher filled the theater. “Who here is ready to see an astonishing, mind-blowing reaction that changes everything you’ve ever been taught to expect in this kind of situation?”

The audience cheered, even Ben clapping along. He was caught up in the excitement of the event. This was going to be interesting.

The video resumed, a set of sparks arced out from the prod, zapping the girl on the breast and she screamed, jerked back, her arms flung out as she fell to the ground and rolled around in agony as she clutched her breast. The video paused again.

“Of course she’s going to scream and jerk back! She’s getting zapped with an electric prod—it’s going to hurt like a motherfucker, that’s what it’s designed to do!” He gestured at the screen as he shouted at the audience. Quieter now, he continued, “You’re going to have to get used to the idea that the products we make here are designed to hurt people. That’s what they do, that’s what they’ll do for as long as humans have nerves and continue to react to their nervous system screaming bloody murder at them.”

The audience was quiet. “Some people need to be given a choice between the carrot and the stick. There are plenty of companies out there that make increasingly better carrots. We’re here,” he addressed the audience with a steely gaze, “to make a better stick. One that you will do absolutely everything in your power to never experience more than once.”


CHAPTER TWELVE

Intake

DR. ENGSTROM SIGHED. “We’re going to have to work fast here. She really should have been delivered nude.”

“Yeah, intake’s getting a bit sloppy,” Dr. Bridges replied. “Should we take the pants off first and then secure the lower section before we move to the upper?”

“Yeah, I guess,” Alicia nodded. She looked over to Emily. “Do you think you can lie still here while we take off your leg shackles? Otherwise we’d have to secure your hands first and it just starts to get unnecessarily complex.”

“Uh, I guess?” Emily replied. “I’d just like to say that I’m not too…comfortable with this whole thing. Are you sure this is necessary? I’m just here for an internship!”

“You did read the contract, right?” Franklin asked her, peering down at her midsection, seemingly analyzing what they had to work with. “I feel like it was all pretty clearly laid out.”

“Yeah, I guess,” Emily said, getting a bit tired of being asked that. “Fine. I’ll be good.”

“Excellent,” Alicia said. “Franklin, could you pull her pants and panties off?”

“Certainly,” he said as he unlocked her shackles set them down on a a nearby table. He took hold of the pants pooled down around her ankles and struggled for a moment to pull them off while Alicia fussed around somewhere behind Emily, a fact that was making her increasingly nervous. Exactly what were they up to she had no idea.

“Alright, Emily. I’ll just secure your ankles to the table now,” Franklin said, patting her on the ankle. “Would you mind spreading your legs for me?”

As she did so, he snapped cuffs on each ankle. In the meantime, Alicia undid Emily’s handcuffs and helped Emily take off her top and bra. Working quietly and efficiently the two of them soon had her hands up above her head and secured to cuffs at each corner of the table.

“Okay,” Alicia said as she picked up her tablet and began tapping on it. “The table should take over now.” She looked down at Emily, lying there fully naked on the table, secured to it and looking increasingly nervous.

“What does that mean?” she squeaked.

“Oh, I wouldn’t worry, dear,” Alicia replied. “The table will run the entire intake examination. That way we get a highly reproducible, reliable assessment of all our incoming interns.”

“Good data means good decisions,” Franklin interjected.

“Well, sure,” Emily conceded. “But I’m not sure what this has to do with my internship. I thought that I would be learning how the business works and stuff, not whatever the hell this is…”

“Sure, sure…” Alicia mumbled distractedly as she tapped one final time on her tablet. “There!” she said as Emily’s wrists and ankles started to get stretched out by the chains retracting into the corners of the table.

“Whoa!” she cried as it became quite uncomfortable. To her consternation the table began to vibrate and hum as sections of it opened to her sides and between her legs. She strained to lift her head and take a look at what was happening.

“First procedure: general measurements,” Alicia intoned. Several robotic arms extended from the openings in the table to begin waving across Emily’s body. Green laser lines scanned her body starting at the top of her head and moving slowly down across her breasts, her torso, lingering over her midsection, then moving swiftly down her legs.

The laser scan then moved back to her middle, spending even more time scanning her vulva, moving across her lower lips, taking in all the details. It then moved back up to her breasts, spending some time scanning them in great detail, lingering on her nipples.

“Getting some good data there,” Franklin muttered, staring at Alicia’s tablet over her shoulder.

“Oh yeah?” Alicia scrolled her tablet, peering intently at the incoming data stream. “Looks like she’s got just the right nipple variant for our Tweaker Pro test program. We should make sure to sign her up for that.”

“Yeah, right? How do her labia look?”

“Not bad. I suspect the elasticity is going to be great on those. Let me set the pull quotient high for the next phase.”

“Sounds good. Let’s get the probes started on her.”

As this was going on, Emily was getting more and more agitated. She pulled on her restraints and cleared her throat.

“Excuse me,” she started. “But…could you maybe tell me what’s going to happen next? Like, what do you mean by pull quotient? Doesn’t sound good to me—”

“Please don’t keep interrupting, Emily. You’re just going to have to trust us on this. We’ve done plenty of intake procedures and haven’t lost one intern yet,” Alicia interjected, sounding a bit annoyed.

“Sorry…” Emily muttered as a whirring sound emanated from the middle of the table. Soon enough a robotic arm emerged with a phallic-shaped probe at the end of it that soon reoriented itself to aim directly at her opening. “Oh, shit…” she said, as quietly as she could.

“Just relax,” Franklin said, laying a gentle hand on her shoulder as the probe moved forward slowly, steadily towards her hole. Emily looked up at the ceiling, contemplating her life up to this point. As she felt the tip of the probe parting her folds, she recalled the first day she had boarded the train to Syracuse, the consternation she had felt as she was manhandled onboard, stripped, chained and placed in situations that she never would have imagined would befall her, or indeed, anyone. Something felt off to her, something about the world. She felt more strongly than ever before that this wasn’t how the world was supposed to be, not for her, not for the countless other girls (and boys?) that had passed through the clutches of corporations like RestrainTeq, to be used as they saw fit.

The probe entered her vagina fully, filling her and causing her to shift uncomfortably within the bounds of her restraints. The train ride hadn’t been all that bad, though, and she had lost her virginity there to a guy she liked, at least at the time, and she had grown quickly accustomed to the treatment she had received. In fact, she felt quite proud of how she had managed to adapt to the many trying circumstances she had encountered. It made her feel more like an adult than anything else she had experienced in life. More like a woman, too. A grown woman, able to handle anything that came her way.

Right now, what was coming her way was firmly ensconced inside her vagina, and was expanding in size in a rather alarming manner.

“Um, is it supposed to be expanding like that?” she asked, her voice betraying her concern.

“Yeah, sure. It’s measuring your size and elasticity,” Alicia replied, still staring at Franklin’s tablet. “You look like you could take a rather sizable cock, there, Emily! Good for you!”

Emily blushed, not entirely sure why she wouldn’t take that as a compliment. After all, wasn’t that the whole point of her vagina? And yet, it was her vagina, not some commodity to be evaluated, graded, and then distributed amongst a set of interested parties to be utilized as they pleased. If she wanted it to be small and tight, and for only small to medium sized members to be inserted within it, to thrust away at her own bidding, then that was her right. What if this thing stretched her out too much?

After some more minutes of pulsing, stretching, and assorted motions within her chamber, the probe deflated and retreated, much to Emily’s relief.

“Now the anus,” said Franklin.

“Oh, come on!”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Ben's First Day

BEN SHOWED UP nice and early for his first real, full day on the job. The orientation had been eye-opening and fun. But now it was time to get busy! He entered the main office of the stimulus devices group and made his way to the desk of the office manager. “Hi, I’m…” he started to say as she interrupted him.

“Ben, right?”

“Um, yes,” he said.

“We’ve been looking forward to you joining us! You’ll be wanting to meet with Betsy before you get started with anything. She’s in that private office along the left wall, just over there,” she said, pointing in the general direction of a set of glass office doors.

“Okay, thanks!” He waved to her and made his way over to the door marked “Betsy Runyon,” and knocked.

“Come in,” she said. He stepped inside and Betsy motioned for him to sit down. “We’ve got a lot to do, Ben. And not a lot of time to do it, so I’m going to need you to come up to speed pretty quickly.”

Ben nodded. “What do you need me to do?”

“We’re going to be preparing for the upcoming Control Con, in Denver. It’ll be in just a few weeks! Actually, less than that, so I’m kind of freaking out. There’s a bunch of products in development right now that need to be finished before the show. We need demo videos prepared, product lines tested, marketing material prepped. What I could really use you for is to help the product development team with the Disincentivisor.”

“That sounds pretty wicked,” said Ben.

“Yeah, it’s up there. It’s been having problems and most of our willing test subjects have either quit the team, or been reassigned to other teams.”

“Um, so…who do we test it on?”

“Yeah, that’s where you come in.”

Ben lifted his eyebrows and was about to ask some awkward questions when she laughed. “No, sorry. I didn’t mean it like that. Obviously we can’t test it on you. No, we have a couple of captive servants on loan from one of our correctional units. I want you to basically wrangle the girls.”

“Wrangle them?”

“Yeah, take possession of them when they arrive, keep them caged and taken care of, and then get them ready for testing and just generally make sure they are where they need to be and are good, effective test subjects.”

Ben may have looked a bit disappointed at not being more technically involved. She waved her hand at him, “Listen, I know it may not sound glamorous. But you need to pay your dues in this business. And dealing hands-on with female subjects as they have our devices tested on them is going to be one of the best ways for you to learn the ins and outs of this business. No puns intended.”

He smiled. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad after all.

~~~

As Ben left her office, Betsy Runyon walked across the hall and knocked on Alex Finemann’s office door, waiting for him to respond. The GM was a busy man and she wasn’t sure why he wanted to take time out of his day to talk to her.

“Come in,” he shouted. She opened the door and walked into his office. She was always impressed with the offices the top executives got at RestrainTeq. Right now her attention was on the man himself, as he stood up and gestured to her to follow him to the couches that were set in the corner, the view outside the floor to ceiling windows looking out over the park that separated the various building of the campus. The chain tower rose up to the west, its exterior cladding always mesmerized her.

She sat down on the couch and met his eyes as he sat down opposite her. “Betsy, Betsy, Betsy. What are we going to do about this Control Con problem. Any suggestions?” He leaned back and fixed her with a steely gaze as she tried to collect her thoughts.

“First of all, Sir, I don’t think we actually have a problem. May I ask what brings you to that conclusion?”

“What brings me to that conclusion? Well, for starters the conference is in less than two weeks and my scientists tell me our products aren’t ready for it. That’s a problem.”

“I understand, sir. But we’ve got that under control. We’re doing the final round of testing on the Disincentivisor, the Behavior Mod belt is working now, and the Scorpion is also finishing testing. No problems have been reported for the last few days, so I feel good about it.”

He nodded impatiently. “Yeah, sure. But it’s too close for my comfort. In my experience they’re liable to stop working at the worst possible moment. Right when we’re demoing them. You know it, I know it. And I don’t like it. We should have been finished with this two months ago.”

She nodded and sighed to herself. He was right and she knew it. The whole situation was a disappointment to her, but it was no good dwelling on that.

“Is there anything I can do to make you feel better about this, Sir?”

He cocked his head at her and started tapping his fingers.

She pressed ahead, “You seem pretty tense about this. Everything is being handled, so maybe the best thing is that…your stress gets taken care of? Now?”

He smiled. “Now we’re talking. Taking charge, I like it. Let’s do this.” He leaned forward. “We’re going to need to do this right, or not do it at all. Check out the cabinet over there and pick something out for yourself.”

She stood up and went to the cabinet, opening the door. A number of vicious looking implements stared back at her. She paused for a moment and then picked out a set of nipple clamps with jagged pins lining the inside. She had made the wrong choice last month, when a different crisis had sent her to him. Now she knew better. Choose hard, not soft and the rest of her day would be better than last time.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

The Binder

IT WAS LATE on a Tuesday evening when Maeve knocked on the door of the Gamma Phi Pi fraternity house. After a brief pause the door opened slightly and a suspicious looking youth peered out from the gap.

“Yeah?”

“Um, hi? I’m Mae—I mean, I’m Candylicious, here to do a, um…show?”

“Oh? Sure…come in,” came the disinterested response as he opened the door fully for her to enter.

“Thanks,” she said, looking around herself. She hugged her jacket around her even though the interior was much warmer than outside.

“I think the dudes are downstairs? Like, you can take those stairs?” he said, motioning aimlessly towards an open door to the side.

“Yeah, thanks. I’ve been downstairs before,” she said, smiling tentatively at him and making her way over to the staircase. The memory of her striptease performance last week was still a lingering point of distress for her. She hoped this would go better. At least it would pay better, and Maeve needed the money.

She clomped down the stairs and, reaching the bottom, rounded the corner into the same basement area where she had performed earlier. The stage was still there, raised slightly, but the action was over in another corner of the large space, next to the tables where beer and other drinks had been served. She spotted two of the guys she had talked to earlier standing there, chatting to each other, and next to them was a strange contraption that she really couldn’t figure out at the moment.

“Hey,” she called out as she approached them, waving, her hand raised barely up to her chest, as she felt a little out of place here.

“Oh, hey!” one of them called out, turning to spot her, a big smile brightening his face. Paul? George? She really couldn’t recall his name.

“Um, hi,” she said as she reached out her hand and shook his, awkwardly.

“So, you’re…um…what was your name again? Your stage name?” the first guy asked. He was big, burly, lovely red hair. His arms shook in a cacophony of flexing muscular flesh as he eagerly pumped her hand.

“Candylicious,” she replied.

“Oh yeah! Right,” he said, winking at her. “I’m Jim, in case you forgot, and this is Evan.”

“Hey, nice to meet you,” Evan replied. Dark haired and shorter than Jim, he had a sharp, angular face and a smooth, slick manner to him.

“So do you know what we’re gonna do here?” Jim asked.

“No, not really,” she said as she peered over at the contraption standing next to them. It was a robot of some kind. She immediately thought of the device that Professor Bowthorpe had used on Emily and started to get a little concerned. “Does it involve that thing?”

Jim and Evan looked over in the direction she was peering. “Yeah, kinda,” said Jim. Evan nodded.

“I…I thought I was going to do a bondage thing? Like, you guys were going to tie me up and get class credit? No one said anything about some robot looking thing, though,” she said.

“Yeah, I can see why you might be a bit concerned about that,” Evan said, chuckling slightly. “Don’t worry, it’s totally harmless, or so they say,” he nudged Jim and both of them snorted in mirth.

“What is it exactly?”

“Well,” Jim replied. “It’s called a Binder, and it’s from the University’s experimental human management systems lab.”

“Yeah, it’s actually from RestrainTeq, I guess,” Evan interjected. “But they want UofS to run it through its paces and find out if it works good or not.”

“That’s where we come in!” Jim finished, triumphantly. “Oh, and you!” He gestured to the robot and beckoned her to approach.

“Binder?” she questioned. “So it’s going to bind me? Like, tie me up?”

“Oh, uh…well, we don’t actually know, tell you the truth,” Jim confessed. “Never tried it before. We were gonna get Frankie, our newest pledge to get in there, but he pissed himself the moment it started up and ran.”

Evan shook his head. “The quality of pledges you get theses days, am I right? Used to be able to get them to do all sorts of shit and they’d say ‘Yes, Sir! Thank you Sir! May I have another?’”

“Yeah, and then they’d puke on your shoes, but god damn it, that’s how it should be!” Jim interjected.

Maeve wasn’t getting any warmer feelings about this. “Why’d he run? What did it do?”

“Oh, nothing really,” Jim waved dismissively. “You know these young’uns. 18 and think they’re the shit until it hits the fan. Anyway, could you please go ahead and get undressed? We can get started then?”

“Yeah, don’t worry about it,” Evan said. “I’m sure the kid was worried about his balls getting squeezed or something. Since you don’t have those, you’ll be fine.”

“Okay,” Maeve said, still not quite convinced. But she’d come all the way over here, so she might as well go ahead with it. She moved over to the table and set her purse down on it first, then her jacket which she folded carefully and set down in the corner, trying to avoid any beer stains. She bent over to undo her shoes and slipped out of them, continuing with her top, pants, socks, bra and panties, until she stood there in front of them completely naked. She glanced down at herself and was glad for some reason that she had shaved. Somehow showing her muff made her feel more self-conscious than being bare.

The two guys scanned her head to toe, lingering on her midsection and her breasts before looking back at her face, having the grace to look a tiny bit uncomfortable. Evan did have a bit of a pinched expression, as if he wanted to say or do something other than what he would be able to tonight.

Jim walked to the back of the robot and pressed a button that was hidden from Maeve’s view. He quickly stepped back and the machine began to hum and rattle, shaking itself slightly and then coming to life, its many arms unfolding slowly from its main trunk before coming to rest in a mainly horizontal position. Two of them were at the level of her feet, two at waist level, and two closer to breast level.

“Yeah, just turn around and back up towards the Binder, and it should automatically grasp you in the right way,” Jim said, with an encouraging tone of voice, hopeful that everything would work out smoothly, and yet, possibly, not entirely convinced it would.

“What? Back up to it? That sounds a bit…I don’t know,” she said, as she slowly, tentatively approached the metallic beast, eyeing its arms with trepidation. “I think I want to check this thing out a bit more before I—”

“Whoa! Wait, don’t approach—” Jim cried out as Maeve walked up to it. The moment she got within a foot of its reach, staring intently at the torso of the thing, with its blinking red lights and whirring mirror-like surface, its arms reached out and before Maeve or the guys could do anything it had grabbed her by the upper arms and ankles and yanked her towards its main body, wrapping its middle arms around her torso.

Maeve squealed out in fear and shock as she was crushed against the body of the robot, her legs lifted and parted, her arms yanked around to the back of the machine, forced to hug it obscenely.

“What the fuck! Get this thing off me!” she screamed out.

“Shit, shit! You were supposed to back up to it, not approach it head-on!” Jim shouted. “Fuck!”

“Turn it off, man!” Evan yelled, pointing to the rear of the robot where the power button was.

“Yeah, dude! I’m gonna!”

“Hurry the fuck up!” Maeve shouted, trying to yank her arms free but completely unable.

“Dude, is it doing anything?” Evan yelled as Jim desperately punched something in back of the robot’s torso.

“Nope! Fuck!”

“Oh, shit! Fuck! What’s it doing now?” Maeve screamed out. Jim and Evan rushed over to see what she was crying about and saw that a rod had emerged from the torso of the thing, angling up and penetrating her vagina.

“Oh, fuck, dude! It’s fucking her! Sick!” Evan cried out, nudging Jim.

“Dude!”

“Well do something! What the fuck!” she screamed. “Maybe unplug it? That usually works,” Maeve suggested, her voice significantly higher pitched than it usually was.

“Yeah, good idea,” Evan said, rushing to the end of the power cord and yanking it out of the wall.

The robot gave a sad little whine and shuddered, its mirror surface, hidden by Maeve’s torso, no longer vibrating, its lights turning off. But it did not release her and the grip was as strong as ever. The rod was still in her, but thankfully no longer thrusting.

“Can you release me, maybe?” she asked, her voice somewhat bitter.

“Um…sorry, but we don’t know how,” Jim responded.

“Maybe check on Searchy?” Evan suggested.

“Dude, this thing’s secret as fuck! You can’t just Searchy it and find anything! Maybe we plug it back in?” Jim said.

“Nah, dude! What if it resets itself and yanks her arms off? That would suck!”

“No shit!” she screamed. “Maybe you call someone from the lab? Jesus!”

“Yeah, that makes sense,” Jim said. “Don’t go anywhere, we’ll be right back.” And with that, they left her there, Maeve grinding her teeth in silent protest.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Prepping Emily

EMILY STARED UP at the ceiling. It was a very interesting ceiling and she wondered how she hadn’t noticed before the tracks that were embedded in it. There were a whole series of tracks that crisscrossed the span of the room she was in, but they were up there, dug like channels that traversed the upper portion of her environment, bisecting the room in mostly parallel lines, occasionally curving to run across the width rather than the depth of the room, intersecting other grooves and then curving again, some of them then proceeding to exit the room through doorways that were currently closed.

She winced as the probe continued to do its thing inside her nethermost region. She sighed, a long, drawn out sigh, full of drama and dripping with nuance.

“You doing okay?” Franklin asked, hovering over her.

“Yeah, I guess…” she emoted. “How long is this going to continue?”

“I think we’re pretty close to finishing. Just hold on for a little bit, okay? The probe’s still figuring things out…to be honest I think it might be having some hiccups with the latest software update, but it’s still giving good data.”

“Okay, cool. Cool…” she muttered as she turned her thoughts to Maeve. She wondered how her best friend and lover was doing. Maeve was so smart, so talented, so…together. Emily wished she could be more like Maeve. That girl was going places. She would definitely never have wound up in a predicament like Emily was right now, that she was sure of.

“Hey,” said Alicia. “While we’re waiting for the probe to finish, why don’t we get our girl good and shaved?”

“Oh, you’ve got the Shaver Mini Pro there?” Franklin inquired as he stared at what Alicia had in her hand. Emily lifted her head as far as she could to peer as well, her brow furrowed in trepidation.

“Yeah,” Alicia confirmed, holding out the palm of her hand to show a tiny little device that looked a lot like a mini toy car with a set of shaving clippers arrayed across the front of it. “Pretty cool, huh?”

“Yeah, I’ve heard of it, never seen it before. Does it work?”

“Well, we’ll find out, won’t we?” Alicia chuckled. She stared intently at Emily’s pubic area, where a respectable but well-groomed area of hair had asserted itself in the previous weeks. Emily blushed. And then jerked as the device was placed on her mound, right above the hair line.

“Wait—what exactly is it going to do? And you have tested it before? Or not?” Emily asked, somewhat frantically.

“Emily, what have we said about asking excessive questions?” Alicia admonished. “Just trust us, we know what we’re doing.”

“Well, that probe has been up my butt for far longer than I think either of you—”

“Hush now, let’s start this thing up,” Alicia said as she flicked a switch at the back of the mini shaver. With that the thing started up and began to move itself along Emily’s mound, tickling her with its tiny rubber wheels. It made a buzzing sound as its clippers vibrated vigorously and began tackling the challenges presented by her muff.

“Oh!” Emily cried out as it began cutting a path through her nether hair, heading right for her clitoral hood. “Um…is it going to stop?”

“Yeah, yeah, sure. I assume…” Alicia muttered as Franklin subconsciously took a step back, looking a bit too squeamish for Emily’s liking. At that moment her abdomen shook as the anal probe began vibrating excessively and made strange beeping sounds. Emily squealed in surprise and the shaver began spinning about, thankfully turning away from her more sensitive flesh and heading towards her stretched-out right thigh.

“Oh shit!” Alicia exclaimed as it appeared to get caught in a tangle of pubic hair and tipped over onto its nose.

Meanwhile Franklin stared intently at his tablet, trying to see what was going on with the probe and Emily began screaming, “Get that thing off me! And out of me! Fuck!” her voice raising in pitch.

With a triumphant tap of the tablet by Franklin, the probe shot out of her butt and retreated into the cavity of the table. Alicia righted the shaver and it began a more methodical traversal of her pubic region. Thankfully Alicia kept a hand hovering over the bot as it reached Emily’s pink folds and no more mishaps occurred. After a good five more minutes the shaver beeped and stopped its movements and Alicia picked it up and shook it out over the floor. A dust of shaved pubic hair fell out like a cloud and Emily breathed easier.

“Okay, admittedly it could have performed better, but still, she looks pretty smooth, don’t you think?” Alicia said, directing her comments to her colleague, ignoring Emily for the moment.

“Hmm?” he replied, absorbed in the data. “Oh, yeah, great. Smooth,” he said, briefly glancing over at Emily’s now bare mound. “Okay, the data’s all here, she looks good.”

He came closer to the table where Emily’s head lay on the padded surface. “Are you excited to be an intern here? I bet you are!” he said, a big smile on his face.

“Yeah, sure!” she replied with the greatest amount of sarcasm she could muster, which apparently did not connect with him at all.

“Fabulous! Let’s get you plugged and on your way to your quarters. We’ve got a lot of assignments for you to get started on so it’ll be good for you to get squared away and get a good night’s sleep!”

Emily stared up at the ceiling again. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad. Who’s to say what the corporations of today considered to be acceptable employee indoctrination procedures? She had heard that some required drug tests, even medical exams to qualify for corporate insurance. Maybe this was the equivalent and quite a common practice? At least for interns? Wait a minute, she thought. Plugged?

“Uh…question?”

But both Alicia and Franklin had moved out of earshot for the moment, conferring amongst themselves as Emily heard a rattling sound coming from her right. She looked up in that direction to find that one of her questions, at least about the overhead track system, was currently in the process of being answered. A chain was making its way along the track, hanging from a fixture that appeared to be moving like a tiny little train along the track. And at the bottom of the chain, hanging just a foot or two above the floor, was a plug. Second question answered!

“There it is,” Alicia exclaimed. “At least something works today!”

“Awesome,” Franklin exclaimed. “Now let’s just get this in your butt and you’ll be ready to head over to the kennels!”


CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Ben's Girls

THE NEXT DAY came around soon enough and Ben arrived to work early, again. The girls were due to arrive by 9 am and he needed to be there to accept them and bring them to their cages. He had spend the rest of the previous day arranging with facilities to get their cages ready and prepare everything needed for maintaining two captive servant girls.

A room had been set aside two floors down where the product development labs were. Ben had personally cleaned out the room, moving the boxes of components out and into the storage room where they belonged and swept the floor clean. Later on in the day the maintenance team came in and setup the two cages, each about six feet in length and four feet by four feet in width and height. The cages were bolted onto the concrete floor and spaced about four feet from each other, so the girls couldn’t easily touch each other.

A thin mattress was placed in each one and a bucket with a sealable lid was placed within. Ben looked at the cages with dismay. These were tiny, and he sincerely hoped the girls were pretty small. It would be impossible for them to stand, certainly. But they could probably sit up if they leaned their backs against the far side. Using the bucket might be awkward.

The workers finished in a couple of hours and Ben was left to scrounge for sheets and pillows, as well as figure out how to provide food and water to them. He still hadn’t gotten that straightened out by the time the girls were due to arrive, however. He had asked Alexia, the office manager, to see if those could be sourced or if he needed to buy them himself and expense it. She had assured him that she could order them from one of RestrainTeq’s suppliers and get them to him in time.

Now he was waiting by the loading dock for the transport van to arrive. He was nervous, not knowing what to expect and wondering how he would feel dealing with two captive females who were going to be caged and experimented on. Before he could get too deep into the philosophical implications of this, he heard a vehicle backing up and went over to the button on the wall next to the sliding loading bay door to open it.

As it rumbled upwards he saw the van backing up and stopping as its rear touched the edge of the loading bay. The driver door opened and a man in a blue uniform with the RestrainTeq logo came around and stepped up to the loading bay level. He held a tablet in his hand and looked at Ben before asking, “Are you Ben Alstom?”

“Yes…yes I am,” he replied.

“Good, sign here and I’ll get them unloaded. You’ve got four-pointers for them, I assume?” He handed Ben the tablet and turned to open the van’s rear doors.

“Um, yes, they’re hanging on the wall there,” he said as he glanced over the text on the tablet screen and scribbled his signature illegibly in the required space.

With the doors open, the man came back to him and accepted the tablet back from Ben. He punched a few buttons on the screen and stood back. They both watched as with a whirring sound a platform on wheels began to roll backwards from the dark recesses of the van out onto the loading platform and towards them.

Ben was astonished. This was the platform, or at least the type of platform he had seen in that video of the Intake System Pro. But the naked girl on it had several other things done to her. As the platform stopped and the other one started to exit the vehicle, he had a chance to take a closer look at her rear as it was facing them at the moment, her head on the side nearest the van.

There were two black flexible pipes or hoses, Ben wasn’t sure which, that were inserted into her vagina and anus. The hoses, as he decided to think of them, terminated in the floor of the platform. She had been bent into a fetal shape with her shins and forearms on the platform and her legs and arms bent into a compact shape. Straps secured her limbs and her torso, the straps running across her back in two places.

As Ben moved around to the front he could see her head bent down, a plug inserted into her mouth and tied around her head, a small black hose connected from the platform to the middle of the plug. She wore a pair of black goggles over her eyes. A cable connected them to the platform as well. She was blonde and petite, her skin pale and her breasts compressed against the sides of her arms. Her pink lips were stretched around the plug in her mouth.

The second platform stopped next to them, containing another girl in much the same condition, although she was dark haired and had more of a Mediterranean complexion.

Ben was speechless as the man turned to him and asked, “So, are they satisfactory?”

“Um,” he answered. “I guess I don’t know yet, but sure. I guess. So, how do…I mean, do you free them?”

“Yeah, just get the first set of chains ready. We’ll do number one first.” He glanced at the tablet. “Julie.”

At that the first girl’s head perked up a bit. Ben strode over and unhooked a set of chains from the wall as the man pressed another button on his tablet. With a slight hissing sound the three plugs that were in the girl’s orifices deflated and dropped out of her, two of them clattering onto the floor of the loading bay. Ben looked back at the girl’s rear to see that the vaginal plug was hanging from her body by a clear tube.

When he came around and looked closer he saw that it was a catheter that was still inside her urethra. The man bent down and slowly pulled it from her, causing her to wiggle a bit and gasp. He then went around to her front and pulled the goggles off her face.

She blinked and shook her head, then looked up and around her. She worked her jaw a bit, coughed and said, “Well, fucking hell it’s about fucking time. Goddamn!”

“Well, hello to you too, Julie,” said the man. He motioned to Ben. “Get the leg shackles on her first and keep hold of them. She’s a runner.”

“Fuck, yeah I am. You stupid sons of bitches, treating me like this. You know how long I’ve been in this fucking thing? Fuck you and your fucking mother.”

Ben stepped over and bending down, fastened the shackles on her ankles. He stepped back, holding on to the chains as the man pressed another button on his tablet. The straps loosened and fell off her. He bent over and held her arm as he gently tugged at her and helped her slowly stand up. He then held her by both hands in front as he told Ben, “Alright, secure her wrists. Bring the chains around to the front between her legs first.”

Ben did as he asked and tried to avoid her glaring eyes as he secured her wrists. With that done he helped get her off the platform. Now, finally, he allowed himself to take a good look at her. Aside from the scornful expression on her face, she was very pretty. He judged her to be in her early twenties, nice, slim and fit body, her breasts perky with pink nipples and her mound completely shaven.

The delivery man had moved over to the other platform and was tapping his tablet. One girl down, one more to go.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Emily's Cell

FRANKLIN BENT DOWN between Emily’s raised knees to part her bottom cheeks with one hand, his other holding on to the plug connected to the chain that dangled from the ceiling. “Just relax,” he said as he smoothly pushed the tapered end of the plug into Emily’s bottom. She grunted and squirmed but it passed her sphincter muscle without too much trouble and was firmly lodged inside her anus.

Emily heard a click and then felt the pressure in her rectum increasing as the plug expanded within her. “Ow?”

“Hmm?” Alicia looked over at her. “Does it hurt?”

“Well, no. Not really, but I just feel…”

“Full?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, that’s how it’s supposed to feel,” came the unsympathetic response.

“Can you stand up?” Franklin asked her as he stepped back and released her from the table with Alicia’s help.

Emily sighed. “Fine,” she said as she swung her legs out off the table and sat up, her feet slightly off the floor and the weight of her body on the plug and its attached chain. Luckily the soft covering of the table absorbed some of the impact. Still, it was uncomfortable so Emily quickly slid off the table, planting her feet on the floor. As she did so, the chain dangling from the ceiling and curving up between her legs, proceeded to smack her in the face.

“Ow, crap!” she cried out.

“Oops, sorry,” Alicia muttered as she guided the chain away from Emily’s face. “Let’s get this out of the way.”

“Thanks,” Emily muttered.

“Can you put your hands behind your back, please?”

“Oh, okay,” Emily replied. She put her wrists together behind her back as Franklin cuffed them together.

“Alright, Emily,” Alicia said, motioning for her to look up where the chain connected to the track. “You’re going to follow the chain as it guides you to your quarters. I think you’ll find it pretty intuitive. Any questions?”

At this point Emily just wanted to get to wherever and whatever her quarters were and rest. It had been a pretty rough day so far. But there was one thing she wanted cleared up.

“Um, yeah…clothes? Do I get them back? I’m not sure being naked was something I remember being specified?”

Franklin frowned and looked at his tablet. “Nope, it’s right here. In your internship contract.”

Emily sighed again. “Alright, I get it. Fine, I’m ready to go.”

Franklin tapped on his tablet and with a rattle the chain started moving along its track, Emily struggling to follow as the chain tightened between her legs, pushing up between her labia. It was hard to walk fast enough to keep up, with her hands secured behind her back, and the uncomfortable feeing of the large, expanded plug in her anus. Every step she took caused the chain to swing between her legs, hitting first one inner thigh and the the other. It was quite distracting and was starting to turn her on.

As she scurried behind the chain, she was led through several doors that slid open automatically as she approached, and then slid closed after her. She was led through several hallways, around corners and up a flight of stairs, leaving Franklin and Alicia behind in the examination room. Eventually she was led through a set of sliding doors and into a smallish room that held a barred cage at the far end, which took up most of the space.

As far as Emily could see, the cage held a single bed, a sink, a toilet and a small shelf set against the wall at the back of the cage. A girl was already in there, much to Emily’s surprise. As the girl saw Emily approach, she jumped up from the bed where she had been sitting, leaning against the bars, reading a book.

“Oh my god!” she squealed. “Are you, like, my new roomie? No way!” She rushed to the bars and held on to them as she stared at Emily, bouncing in joy. Emily couldn’t help but notice that the girl was completely nude as well, her breasts squeezed between the bars, her nipples peaked with excitement. She was pretty, probably about the same age as Emily, raven black hair, with pretty gray eyes and a perky nose.

Emily looked up at the chain where it met the ceiling. It had stopped for the moment, but she could see that the track it was following continued into the cage. Indeed, there was another chain inside the cage, plug resting in a holder attached to the wall. That must be this very excited girl’s chain, Emily thought.

“Hi,” she said, greeting the girl. “I’m Emily. Are you here on an internship as well?”

“Oh, my god! Yeah! Totally! Wow!” The girl bounced some more. “I’m Yvonne, and I’m so totally stoked to meet you!”

“So, um. We’re sharing this…cage?”

“Yeah! Totally! Oh, my god, it’s going to be so. Much. Fun!” The girl stepped back from the bars and placed a hand in front of her mouth. “Oh, wait! You need to get in here, right?”

“Yeah, I was going to ask about that…”

“I’m so silly! I need to go secure myself before the door opens and you get to go in. ‘Scuse me!” she exclaimed as she scampered towards her chain and the plug, which she pulled out of its holder. Peering back at Emily over her shoulder, she said, “Don’t mind me while I pop this in!”

As Emily stared, her hands uncomfortably bound behind her back, and her own plug starting to irritate her, she watched Yvonne bend over and reach behind her, pushing her plug into her anus with a grunt and a self-conscious wiggle of her bottom. A finger felt along the base of the plug before it found something, perhaps a button that Emily couldn’t quite make out, and pushing it, a whirring sound erupted from the base and the girl grunted briefly, then straightened up.

“There!” she said, as she faced Emily and the cage door opened with a click and the whine of a motor, swinging open. Almost immediately Emily’s chain began leading her into the cage, stopping close to where Yvonne was standing, the door swinging closed and locking with a loud snap. A brief moment later, Emily felt the plug in her bottom shrink and fall out of her bottom. The same happened to Yvonne’s plug, the girl reaching down to retrieve it and place it in its holder.

“Just put it in the holder, it’ll get cleaned and lubricated for next time,” the girl said and then stopped and put her hand in front of her mouth, giggling. “Oopsie, forgot you were handcuffed.”

She went behind Emily’s back, looking a little puzzled. “Those should really have come off automatically…oh, there,” she exclaimed as she pulled them off. “They did unlock, must have just been a bit tight.”

Emily rubbed her wrists in front of her, glad to be freed from the cuffs. Her shoulders had been starting to hurt.

“So, we’re roommates?” Emily asked. She looked around the cage, which really didn’t look that big once you were actually in it, especially with another girl there.

“Yup! Isn’t it great!”

“Well, sure, I guess. But I only see one bed…”

“I know, right! We’ll get to be snuggle buddies! Oh, my god! So fun!”

“Wait,” Emily almost shouted. “We’re supposed to share that small bed? It’s a single!”

“Yeah, but it, like, totally works…hey, do you prefer to be big spoon or little spoon? I like being both!”

Emily stared in dismay at the tiny bed and then back at the girl in front of her. “Little spoon, I guess…”

“Okay! But fair warning, I like to toss around in my sleep and if you don’t want to fall off, you’re going to have to be prepared to be big spoon about half the time!”

Emily sighed. There was no way in hell this was in the contract she had signed sight unseen.


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

Securing the Girls

THE PROCEDURE COMMENCED as it had with Julie, whom he was currently holding onto by the arm. As the plugs released from the other girl, Julie shook her head and said, “Damn, that’s some fucked up shit right there.” She turned to him and said, “You ever had literally every hole in your body stuffed with expanding shit like that?”

He shook his head, “Um, no.”

“Yeah,” she said as she turned back to watching the girl get the catheter pulled out of her. “It’s a fucked up thing, not gonna lie. At least they could make them vibrate or something, am I right? Anna? Yo, bitch! How you doing?”

Anna had just had her goggles removed and turned to her, blinking. “Hi Julie,” she said in a soft voice. “I’m fine, really.”

The man motioned to him to get the chains as he came over and took hold of Julie. “Can’t stop that filthy mouth of yours, can you girl? The guys at the facility couldn’t stop thanking me enough for getting you the hell out of there.”

“Ah, I’ll miss those limp dicks. Maybe the guys here have more to work with? Yo, Dwight, Barney, whatever the fuck your name is. You got something in those pants other than a ballpoint?” She chortled.

Ben sighed as he was fastening the chains to Anna. This was going to be a lot more work than he imagined. It was easy to plan out things like this in abstract, harder when faced with actual living people.

In due time the two of them had secured Anna in her chains as well and the two girls were standing side by side. “You’re going to need to chain them together or you’ll never be able to control both of them,” the man said as he stood back and looked disapprovingly at the two girls. “I did mention this one’s a runner, right?”

“Yes, you did,” said Ben as he looked around. He pulled a bar off the wall. It had a clasp on each end. Ben had seen a training video on this early on in orientation and figured he might give it a try. As he strode over to them the girls’ eyes opened and the man said, “Damn, you’re going boss mode. Alright, good for you!”

Ben ignored him as he fastened one clasp to the ring on Julie’s collar and then positioned the other end at Anna’s collar, which necessitated pushing Julie by the collar a bit to the side, something that she did not take lightly. “Fuck, ow, watch it you dumbass!”

Ben got impatient as he was busily trying to maneuver the rod’s clasp over to Anna’s collar ring. “Okay, Julie,” he yelled at her, flustered with the task and tired of her constant foul language. “If you don’t shut the hell up right now I’m going to try every pain inducer we have on you the moment I get you secured, you understand?”

She shut up and looked down. Ben immediately felt sorry for losing his cool like that. He looked at her as she stood there, quiet, and saw a young girl, probably pretty scared and who wouldn’t be? She was naked, chained, brought against her will in a pretty uncomfortable and demeaning way to a strange new place. She had probably been told that she was going to be a research subject if they had said anything to her at all.

Ben finally got the rod secured and now was faced with the problem that both girls were facing each other. He held Julie’s shoulders as he heard her quietly sniffling to herself. Not looking in her face, he rotated her as her neck turned freely in her collar. Now the two girls were facing in the same direction.

The delivery man nodded, and the two platforms rolling back into the van, he made his way back to wherever he needed to go next. Ben wasn’t sure, but there might have been other girls in the back of the van. The loading bay door clattered closed and Ben returned to the girls. “Alright, let’s go. I’ll bring you to your accommodations and you can relax there. Don’t worry, it’ll all be okay.”

Both Julie and Anna looked at him briefly before turning away to look straight ahead. He marched them through the door and into an elevator down the hall. That didn’t work too incredibly well, he had to admit, as the girls could not really turn around that well and due to the length of the rod, barely fit into the elevator cab. When it reached their floor they had to back out which was not easy, with their feet and hands chained and only Ben guiding them backwards.

Finally they managed to shuffle their way down the halls into the room their cages were in. When they saw the size of them they both groaned. Julie looked like she wanted to unleash a stream of invectives but stopped herself before doing so. Ben locked the door behind him and turned to them.

“Sorry about the size of the cages, but I’m sure you’ll be able to get comfortable in them soon enough,” he said as he undid the rod from their collars and placed it against the wall. He swung open the door to the first cage and motioned to Julie to crawl into it. When she was inside he swung the door closed and locked it. He motioned for her to bring her wrists over to the bars and, reaching through, he unlocked her cuffs. He did the same for her ankles and pulled the chains through the bars, hanging them on the wall.

“Okay, now you, Anna,” he said and did the same with her. She seemed much more quiet and compliant that Julie, who had returned to glaring at him, but keeping her mouth shut. Anna was a cute girl, petite as well, but with a bit more body fat and a very voluptuous chest with dark and puffy areoles. Her pudenda was also completely clean shaven. He wondered if that was a requirement at the facility they had come from.

Both of them were now secured and looking about themselves with barely feigned dismay and disappointment. “Don’t worry,” he said. “I’m going to go secure you some pillows and blankets and see what I can get you for food. Don’t go anywhere.” He groaned to himself. Did he really just say that? Julie’s expression registered perhaps even more distain, if that was even possible.


CHAPTER NINETEEN

Customer Service

“HEY, MAEVE, HOW you doing there?”

Maeve tried to turn around to see who was talking but her neck didn’t twist that far so she gave up and sighed out her answer.

“I’ve been better, obviously.”

“Yes, of course. Well, hang in there. Oh, sorry.” The man walked closer to her, bending over to peer into her eyes with a concerned expression. “I’m Professor Ahmed, department of Applied Anatomic Control, here at the university.”

Maeve lifted one eyebrow. “Applied anatomic what?”

“Control. It’s a legitimate field of study,” he replied, somewhat defensively. “In any case, we helped design the Binder, and I’m quite frankly a little distressed to see it in this condition.”

“You’re distressed?”

“Yes, indeed I am! It really shouldn’t do this, so I’m a little curious as to how we got into this situation.”

“I’m a little less curious, and a lot more eager to get out of this situation!”

“Well, I can understand that, of course. But we do have a vested interest here in making sure that we understand this failure mode, and make sure that we don’t experience it again. I’m sure you can understand that.”

“Well…sure, I guess.”

“So, these nice gentlemen have told me a little about the sequence of events that occurred. They said that you had approached it head-first when you were supposed to back into it? Is that correct?”

“Um, yeah, I guess? I really just wanted to see closer what this thing was, you know?”

“They did tell you not to, is that right?”

“Not before I started approaching it, they didn’t! Besides, what kind of stupid-ass thing is this if it reacts like that! You can’t expect a girl to just let some robot grab her from behind!”

“To tell you the truth, Miss, I’m afraid that’s exactly what we expected. All of the girls RestrainTeq sent us would just do as we asked, so we never expected this!”

“So why’d you give it to a bunch of frat boys to play with!” Maeve squeaked out in increasing outrage.

“These young gentlemen are all members of the engineering school and are quite responsible. We need to test these things in real world scenarios, to get proper data! The department believes it’s a proper use of student resources.”

“Well, I would humbly disagree.”

He stepped back and clapped his hands. “Very well, philosophical differences aside, I imagine we’re both aligned on wanting you out of this thing, am I correct?”

“Yes! Very much so!”

“Good, good. So I’ll just hook up my diagnostics here…and then I’ll…just tap…here!”

A pregnant pause ensued as Maeve waited for something to happen.

“Do you feel anything occurring in your…um…”

“In my what?”

“Ah, in your…female place?”

“You mean is the robot cock out of my vagina yet? No.”

“I see. That’s strange, it really should have retracted.”

“It really should never have been there in the first place, I’d just like to point out.”

“Well, it does have its purpose, but you are correct. In this configuration it should not have deployed. Obviously unplugging it was a bit of a mistake. Perhaps it should have been allowed to continue with what it was engaged in, and then it would perhaps have released you.”

“Again, I have some objections there…”

“Oh, duh! No wonder it didn’t disengage. It was unplugged! Silly me! Here, let’s go ahead and plug it back in, and then I’m sure I’ll be able to send it the disengage commands.”

“Wait! Wait, no! The guys said it might rip my arms off or something if you plug it back in!”

“Oh, now, I think that’s an exaggeration! What do they know anyway? Those two are not the top of the class, just so you know…”

“Still! I’m not consenting to this!”

“Oh, sorry, I really thought you wanted me to plug it in,” came the voice from somewhere behind her. “See, nothing happened.”

“You plugged it in!” she squealed out.

“Yes, and nothing happened. Well, the power light’s blinking. Oh, and the bluetooth indicator. That’s good, that means we can sync now. Just hold on…” he said as Maeve fumed.

He appeared to be tapping away at his phone again, as far as Maeve could tell, and after a few minutes she felt the rod vibrating a bit.

“Whoa! It’s doing something! It’s vibrating!”

“Ah, yes,” he said, sounding pleased. “Just testing the vibrate feature. It’s been recently added by us. Very proud of it.”

“Well, could you turn it off, maybe? And get me freed?”

“Oh, sure. There we go…and now to download diagnostics…” He hummed a little tune as Maeve waited impatiently.

Rod’s in the pussy and the silver spoon… he sang quietly before exclaiming, “Ah there we go! Let’s see what happens now!”

With that, the robot gave a massive shudder, Maeve let out a squeal and Professor Ahmed muttered a curse, running over to the power plug and yanking it out.

“Well, that did not go well! Not well at all!” he exclaimed.

“What happened?” Maeve cried out.

“Well, I was getting all sorts of internal error warnings on my phone. I’m afraid we might have come close to overheating some of the rather expensive motors and actuators in the Binder if we had allowed it to continue.”

“Would it have released me?”

“We’ll never know, my dear. We’ll never know,” he said, shaking his head sadly. “I’m afraid we’re going to have to find a different way of extracting you safely so we don’t damage the machine.”

“What the living fu—”

“Now, now!” he interrupted. “Let’s not get carried away. You’re a cherished member of the student body, and quite a body I must say,” he said, making her blush. “We have no intention of letting something bad happen to you. It’s just that the Binder is worth over 5 million dollars, so I’m sure you can understand—”

“That you were perfectly happy lending it out to a bunch of frat boys you just insulted not that long ago?”

“Well, yes, I guess…it doesn’t sound great, does it?”

“Nope!”

“Please wait here, while I go check on the availability of their customer service,” he said as she heard his footsteps leaving the basement, leaving her alone with her thoughts.

Her whole body ached at this point, although the guys had been kind enough to get a bar stool and prop it under her butt at one point so there wouldn’t be any real pressure on her vagina from the rod, or on her ankles and wrists. Still, she did have to ruminate on the question of how she had gotten here and how her life had led her to this situation. She still remembered how happy and excited she had been to come to university and start her studies. Computer science seemed like a really great thing to study, with great job prospects and that had been true, even after the first great AI crash.

Everyone had predicted that programmer jobs would disappear, until it turned out that the AI systems were spectacularly bad at writing accurate code. But before company managers had come to realize that, it was too late, thousands of applications that powered the internet and e-commerce were riddled with inaccurate and indecipherable code. The resulting backlash caused a surge in demand for human programmers and Maeve had eagerly embraced the field. But now the economy itself was damaged and there were few jobs for new graduates.

She shook her head. What the hell was she thinking? Shaking her ass for some money had seemed like a good idea at the time, and she wasn’t ashamed of it, but it was always going to get her in a sticky situation. She should have known that. Then she thought of poor Emily and gave out an even deeper sigh. She loved that girl so much, but boy, if anyone could get herself into trouble by not thinking things through beforehand, it was Emily.

“Okay, sorry. Was on hold for a while. Good music, though! Anyway, they’ll send someone over to ship you off to their headquarters early tomorrow morning.”

“What? I have to wait here until the morning?”

“Sorry, best we could do. It’s going to require their crack team to work on this, and everyone’s apparently busy preparing for some conference. They can’t travel here, so we have to ship you there.”

“Fine,” she grumbled. “Say, could a girl get a sandwich or something?”

“Sure! I know a place that does a really great Italian hero with all the best stuff in it! Want one?”

“Yeah, thanks. You’ll have to feed it to me, though.”

“Fine, I’ll do that. Don’t go anywhere!”


CHAPTER TWENTY

The Test Wagon

“SO, WADDAYA THINK?” asked Yvonne.

“About?”

“About spooning, silly!”

Emily sat down on the bed next to Yvonne, hips almost touching. Her anus felt raw from having the plug in it the whole way over here and she was extremely tired. This had been a pretty rough day, all things considered.

“I guess? Um…I can be the little spoon for now, if that’s okay?”

“Yay!” Yvonne clapped her hands and promptly lay down behind Emily, pressing herself backwards in the tiny bed so that Emily could have room to lie down and cuddle up against Yvonne’s warm, soft body. A waiting arm draped over her, cradling her breast, cupping her with her hand. Emily sighed. She missed Maeve a great deal and wanted nothing more than to call her and hear her voice.

For now, this would have to do, and she closed her eyes briefly, just to get a handle on the day. So, when she woke up, the bars of their cell clanging with the sound of a man’s wedding ring hitting the metal, she was momentarily confused and disoriented.

“Oh,” she said as she untangled herself from Yvonne’s grasp and sat up, dragging her hands through her hair. “I’m sorry, I must have fallen asleep.”

She looked up at the man standing behind the bars and smiled tentatively. Yvonne continued to sleep, snoring softly.

“Hey, there,” said the man, a rather tall, slim Black man in a uniform that had his name stitched on it. “Darrel” it read.

“Hi Darrel,” she replied.

“I’m here to get you to your first assignment. You good?”

“Okay, sure. Yeah. I can do that,” she asserted, summoning her energy and getting up from the bed. The rest had done her wonders and she wondered how long she had been asleep.

“Your roommate looks fast asleep,” he said, glancing over at her.

“Yeah, I think she’s out.”

“Okay, no need to wake her up then,” he said, motioning for her to come to the bars. “I’ll need to put you in these, though.”

He held out a set of chains, Emily being quite familiar with them. Four point harness, with cuffs for wrists, ankles and chains connecting all four together. It would be hard for her to move quickly or raise her hands much above her waist, but she had been in them before and it was no longer quite such a big deal. She stepped up to the bars and he knelt down, passing the chains through the bars and fastening them to her ankles first, before standing up and fastening her wrists, which she had helpfully held together in front of her.

He quickly unlocked the cage door, letting her out before he locked it again, glancing at Yvonne the whole time. Emily guessed that he was technically supposed to secure Yvonne first, probably with the plug, before letting anyone out, but there must have been at least a shred of kindness in him to have him let her sleep.

“Follow me, please,” he said as he left the room and she shuffled behind him, naked and bound, bare feet cold against the concrete floor of the hallways.

“Where are we going?” she asked.

“I don’t actually know,” came the reply as he walked in front of her, a little faster than she was strictly speaking comfortable with, her chains rattling as she make quick, short steps in an effort to keep up with him without hitting her ankles against the bounds of her chain. “I just know the room number, not what the room’s for,” he clarified. “I do actually know where the room is, just so you know.”

“Got it.”

“So, you’re an intern?” he asked, looking back at her and slowing his pace a bit as he noticed her struggling.

“Yeah, I guess it’s a little hard to think of myself as an intern right at the moment,” Emily said, self-deprecatingly.

“Oh? Why’s that?”

Emily looked down on herself, and her bare breasts and mound, her chained hands and feet. “Uh, do you think this is normal for an intern? I mean—other than here, at RestrainTeq?”

“Well, now that you put it that way, I guess it is a bit weird,” he admitted. “I guess I’ve worked here so long it’s kinda normal to me.”

“Are other workers here chained like this?”

“No, not really. At least not the full timers.” They reached the end of a hallway and turned, heading down another long one. “We do have some captives from various facilities that are used for test programs. They’re naked and chained too.”

“Oh, you use captives? Like what, prisoners from jail?” Emily had heard of private prisons that lent their captives out for work release programs.

“Yeah, I guess. It’s a good way for them to learn skills for their post-captivity lives. Although that might not be super useful for them unless their new jobs require them to be chained, naked, and have restraints tested on them.”

“Gosh, that sounds like it kinda sucks for them,” Emily said as she grew tired of walking. “Hey, are we there yet?”

“Yeah, here we are, in fact,” he said as they stopped in front of a door marked “Mobility Test Lab 1” and he unlocked the door. “Come on in,” he said, gesturing to her to precede him in, like a gentleman.

“Thanks,” she said as she shuffled in, to be confronted with the strangest sight: a full train carriage was there, suspended slightly off the floor by what looked like hydraulic jacks. It was a single-decker, but still, it took up the entire, rather large room and Emily was suitably impressed.

Two workers in lab coats were there, and when they saw who had arrived, they scurried over, a woman, in her early 30s, blonde and severe, with her hair tied back in a bun and wearing tortoise shell glasses, clutching a clipboard in her hands. With her was a man, quite a bit younger, black hair, hispanic, and clean shaven. His dark, piercing eyes took in all of her as he walked just slightly behind his female colleague.

“I’m Jessica Hammett, head of the mobility test program. This is my colleague Fernando Jiminez,” she said, not bothering to hold out her hand for a handshake. He, however, reached forward and clasped her right hand, clutching her just above her palm with his other hand, and shook her hand, making her chains shake and rattle.

“You’re dismissed,” she said to Darrel, dismissing him by both word and gaze as she concentrated on Emily. “So you’re the new intern?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Emily replied, somewhat cowed by the intense woman.

“Good, good. I hear you’ve got Comfort Girl experience?”

“Yes, Ma’am, I traveled from—”

“Yes, great. Chains?”

“What?”

“Were you chained during your travel?”

“Oh, yeah. Yes, I was,” she replied.

“Stress positions?”

“Um, yes, I’d say so. I was, um…hung, suspended, I guess. There was a table. Gosh, it was a while ago…”

“Hmm. Alright, I think I’ll just mark you down as being suitable for all techniques,” said the disturbing woman. Fernando, in the meantime, was looking at her with an enigmatic smile, mainly taking in how her nipples seemed to be firming up, much to Emily’s distress.

“What do you mean by…all techniques?”

“Ah, ha!” Fernando blurted. “She’s not afraid to ask questions, is she? You know what they say, right? No such thing as a stupid question.”

“Yeah, I’ve never believed that,” Jessica retorted, grimacing. “Don’t worry about it,” she said, directing a dismissive look at Emily before turning and motioning for Fernando to move Emily along. He grasped her around the upper right arm and gently guided her towards the train carriage.

“Let’s get her onboard and strapped down,” Jessica said, consulting her clipboard as Fernando grabbed Emily by the hips and hauled her up to the doorway.

“Strapped down?” Emily squeaked.

“Now, now,” Fernando murmured. “It’s not that bad. It’ll just be for a few hours while we test some things out on you.”

“Not helping!” she glared back at him.

“Put her in bay number 1 and I’ll be right there,” Jessica called out as Fernando clambered aboard right behind Emily, pushing her towards her fate.


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

Ben and Anna

IT HAD TAKEN Ben slightly over an hour to rustle up all that he had promised to bring back to the girls under his control. Alexia had managed to secure pillows and blankets for the girls and had them ready for him to pick up at her desk.

“Thanks, Alexia,” he said as he swung by her desk. “Um,” he paused as he picked up the items. “Where’s the best place for me to go to get them food and water? Is that something I pick up for them at the cafeteria?”

“Oh, no,” she said, shaking her head. “You just put in a standing order online and custodial services will pop by and make sure they’re fed and have water. I assume you didn’t do that already?”

“No, sorry.”

She bent over her keyboard and started typing away. “No problem, I’ll go ahead and put that in for you. For today…yeah, it’s fine. They can deliver in time for a late lunch.” She looked up at him and smiled. “How’s it going so far? Do they seem like something you can handle?”

“Oh, yeah. I think I can manage,” he said, coloring slightly.

“Look, I know they’re probably a bit tempting, right? Young, naked. In your power…” She looked at him with a bit of a glisten in her eye.

“Oh, I would never…” he stammered.

“Why not?” She seemed genuinely surprised. “Listen, Ben. It’s perfectly permissible by company policy, and those girls are captive servants. They need to pay society back for their crimes somehow. Just make sure you don’t interfere with company business or objectives and no one will have a problem with your enjoyment.”

“Um, I’m not sure they wouldn’t have a problem with it,” he replied.

She waved her hands dismissively. “Yeah, yeah. Listen, they don’t really have a say in this. But just so you know, I’ve handled a lot of these girls. They’re all chosen for this type of service because it’s the best thing for them.”

Ben could have stayed and chatted with Alexia for longer but he was starting to feel really guilty for leaving the girls alone without anything for so long. He thanked her and rushed back, stepping into the room to find the two chatting together. They stopped talking the minute he appeared, Julie glaring at him while Anna looked down shyly.

“Hey, sorry it took so long,” he said with an apologetic tone. “I got you these for your, um, spaces. And food should be arriving pretty soon.”

He handed out the blankets, shoving them through the bars. The pillows were a little harder but he managed to squeeze them through. The girls eagerly took them and turned around in their cages to arrange the items to make their space more comfortable.

Just as they finished, the food arrived, a cart being pushed by a young woman, topless and wearing only a small wrap around her hips. One wrist was chained to the cart. Ben was surprised to see her—Alexia had mentioned custodial staff. Was this what she meant? The caged girls looked up at her and stared.

Quietly and with remarkable speed for being chained to a cart, the girl managed to distribute wrapped packages of food and a water bottle for each. As she turned to leave Ben said, “Thank you.”

She turned to him, looking him in the eye and shyly said, “You…you’re welcome.” She quickly looked back down at her cart and left. As she walked through the door, her wrap lifted slightly with her movement and Ben thought he could see something there, in between her bottom cheeks. It might even have had a blinking light on it, although he couldn’t be sure.

He decided to leave the girls to enjoy their lunch, although it turned out to be a dense biscuit that didn’t look too incredibly tasty. They seemed disappointed, but not repelled by it. Perhaps they had hoped to get better here? In any case, he wanted to let them enjoy some time together without feeling like they had to be quiet around him. And he probably needed to check in on what other work was waiting for him.

About an hour later he had returned with a clearer purpose. Betsy had forwarded him an email from a Felix Obenhoffer, chief scientist under Betsy, asking for testing to get kicked off on the Disincentivisor. It was Ben’s choice as to which of the two girls would be used first. He had thought a bit about it before coming here. At first he had planned to take Julie and spare the quieter Anna. But then he thought that Anna might be easier to work with and sparing Julie might temper her seeming animosity towards him.

“Hey Anna,” he said as he neared her cage. She looked up at him from where she had been lying down with the blanket wrapped around her. “I’m going to take you to one of the testing labs, okay?” He grabbed one set of chains from the wall and approached her again.

“No need to worry about it, they just want to test a new product and make sure it works, um, on you…” He knelt down to the cage. “Can you give me your wrists and ankles, please?”

She removed the blanket and stuck her arms and legs out towards the door of the cage, allowing Ben to fasten the chains on her. He then unlocked the cage and helped her climb out. With a glance at Julie—who was looking at him without betraying any emotion—he led Anna out of the room, a hand on her shoulder.

~~~

“Hi, um, do you mind if I ask…” whispered the girl tentatively as they walked down the hall. Ben turned to Anna and looked at her as he guided her by the shoulder. She quickly glanced at him before turning her eyes back to the floor. “Um, what exactly are they going to do to me?”

“I’m not really sure, Anna,” he said. I heard that there’s a new product that’s going to be demoed at an upcoming conference. We just need to make sure it works, that’s all.”

She nodded. “Sure, sure. I used to work in a testing lab too, you know.”

“Oh, really? I didn’t know that.”

“Yeah, I was pretty junior. And it was a cereal company, so we didn’t really need nude captives. Just teenagers who wanted to eat junk and get paid.” She smiled for the first time that Ben had noticed.

“What happened to get you in this, ah, situation?”

She frowned as she said, “I was really stupid. I had too much to drink after work one night. Drove home and got pulled over.” She sighed, “That was pretty much it for me. They don’t have much tolerance for that these days.”

“Did you have a problem with drinking?”

“No, I barely ever drank. I was just really stupid. I guess I deserve this,” she said in a quiet voice.

“I don’t know about that,” he said as they reached the door to Lab 3. He opened it and they stepped in, Ben shutting the door behind them as he guided her over to a group of three lab coated researchers.

“Hi guys,” he said as they turned to look at the two of them. “I’ve brought Anna here. Where do you want her?”

One of the men, clean shaven, with tousled blonde hair, came over and looked her over. “Yeah, hi. Just strap her to that chair, okay? We’re going to be using her vagina and the general vulva area as a test environment today, so make sure her legs are secured to the stirrups.”

Ben looked over at the side of the room where the chair stood. It was an image of sterile efficiency, designed purely to keep a woman in place, open and exposed for those who needed to do the things they needed to do, within and around the sensitive and vulnerable places of a sensitive and vulnerable being. He looked at Anna and saw her gazing at the chair. Her eyes taking in the cold steel of the adjustable leg supports, the stirrups, the straps that beckoned to her, to take her into their grasp and keep her there.

He gently pushed on her shoulder and she began to shuffle over to the chair, trying to keep a brave face. Reaching it, she turned around and sat on the edge, the paper sheet under her rustling as she scooted backwards, her task made more difficult by her chains. She lay back on the chair, the padded, contoured back holding her slightly upright, allowing her to peer down and see what would occur between her legs.

Ben undid her left wrist cuff and secured her wrist with the strap. He then moved down to the front of the chair and bending down, undid the shackle on her left ankle. He held her ankle and moved her leg up to the stirrup, strapping her ankle in place. He did the same with her right leg and wrist. She kept quiet the whole time, looking down at her stomach. Finally, he took the last strap and fastened it across her abdomen, right below her breasts.

“Alright, she’s ready,” he said, resting his hand on her arm. One of the researchers, a female, came over. Ben gave her the once-over, noting that she looked a little frazzled, her light brown hair coming out of the bun it had been coaxed into, her eyes a little too wide, and an incongruous bowtie, slightly rotated out of place. He stared at it. Did it have little bunny rabbits on it? It did.

“Hi, Anna, I’m Victoria. Just relax and we’ll get this started as quickly as possible. Now please hang on a second while I test your chamber accessibility,” she said as she peered down between Anna’s legs. Victoria stuck a finger in between the girl’s labia and rubbed up and down briefly, sliding her finger into her slot and moving it about a little. Anna squirmed and grunted.

Victoria turned to Ben and said, “Yeah, she’s a bit dry there. We need her properly lubricated and preferably engorged as well. Let’s get the lubrication started first and then you can give her a good pounding so she’s all set up before we insert the device.”

Ben exchanged a quick look with the girl before turning to Victoria and saying, “Say, what? I’m going to do what?” Another of the researchers, a man holding a coffee mug that read “World’s Worst Dad” came over and grinned at Ben. He winked suggestively.

Victoria had gone over to a side table and picked up a device with an electric jumper lead coming off of it on a cable. Now she returned to them and set the small device, a modular, white colored unit with a few indicator lights on it, down on Anna’s tummy. She held the jumper lead with her left hand and brought it to the girl’s right nipple. “Oh, yeah, we find it works best when the subject is properly turned on by some preliminary vaginal activity before we do the testing. Once she’s properly lubricated, of course.”

“Okay, but what’s with the electric thing here? You’re not going to shock her, I hope,” he said as Anna remained quiet, starting at one and then the other of them as they talked.

“It’s just a very mild current, just to stimulate her. We find it’s much more effective than shoving some lube up her hole. Hardly hurts at all.” With that she secured the jumper onto Anna’s nipple, causing her to hiss, and then pressed a recessed button on the box. Anna started squirming and groaning quietly.

“Are you okay,” he asked her, looking at her, concerned.

“Yeah,” she grunted out. “It’s not too bad. Just hurt for a second, now it’s more tingly.”

“See?” said Victoria. She started fingering Anna’s vagina again. Ben could see that the girl’s inner lips were starting to flutter a little as Victoria’s finger probed her. “Yup, getting some wetness here. Ben,” she turned to him, “could you go ahead and penetrate her. I would start slowly and work up a good hard rhythm. Once you’re able to thrust unimpeded for about a minute or two, then we can get started.”

“What? Right here, in front of everyone?”

“Yeah, sure, we do it all the time,” said coffee-cup guy, proving that he was likely the world’s worst employee, if not necessarily dad.

“Gosh, I…” Ben hesitated. The next step he took would likely determine his future here at RestrainTeq, he knew.


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

Emily on the Rails Again

“LET’S GO DOWN this passageway,” Fernando said as he guided Emily along, his left hand wrapped around her upper arm. She shuffled along, glancing around her as the familiar sights of the inside of a RailTrek carriage engulfed her. In a way, being back in this environment, naked and chained, made her feel comfortable, which came as a bit of a surprise. Perhaps it was because it brought back memories of her very first rail journey, a few eventful years ago, but still fresh in her mind.

That journey had been the start of her new life, a life that led to her becoming a true, independent adult, making her way in the world, overcoming many obstacles and setbacks, and most importantly, finding Maeve. She couldn’t deny that some aspects of that journey had turned her on massively, and helped make her who she was today.

As she clinked along the tight passage, she glanced over at one of the windows and was astonished to find that she was looking out at a meadow, cows in the background, grazing contentedly. “What’s up with the view?” she asked. “Is it simulated?”

“Hmm?”

“The view outside the windows?”

“Oh, yeah. It’s pretty cool. A full simulation of travel. You’ll see when the hydraulics kick in. It’s virtually indistinguishable from a real train,” he replied.

“Okay. Wow. So, what? You’re going to run this simulation while I’m—what?”

Fernando didn’t respond. They continued walking, Emily in front, passing a row of seats on either side, before reaching an open area where a number of stations were arrayed, each with a different piece of equipment bolted to the floor. Emily eyed them apprehensively.

“So,” he said, brightening up, and turning to look at Emily. “Here we are! I’m quite excited about this, tell you the truth!”

“Oh yeah? I’m glad you’re excited. Personally, I’m a little nervous about this,” Emily replied.

“Nervous? What for?”

“What do you mean, what for? Isn’t it obvious? You’re going to tie me up to some crazy device and experiment on me!”

“Secure.”

“What?”

“The proper term is ‘secure’, not ‘tie’.”

“Oh, okay.”

“I’m just saying, you need to know the proper terminology,” he said as he stepped over to the closest fixture, something that looked to Emily like a spanking bench. “You’re an intern here.”

“Yeah?”

“So, you’re not a captive. We use captives to test stuff on, but they’re really just bodies, you know?” He looked down at the bench, adjusting some of the straps that hung from it.

“Okay? But I’m not?”

“That’s right. You’re not.” He looked over to her, sympathy in his eyes.

“I feel like a body right now,” Emily stated, looking down on her naked form, her nipples peaked.

“Yeah, I get that,” he chuckled. “I know this feels weird. I think it’s weird, but it’s just the way RestrainTeq does things. But you’re an intern, and you’re primarily here to learn how the business works. The higher-ups want you to learn that from the ground up, I guess. And part of that is learning the terminology. I wouldn’t bother teaching that to one of our captive test subjects.”

“Well, thanks, I think.”

“You’re welcome, now let’s get you strapped in—sorry, secured—and then we can put some data collection probes in you and get started!”

“Oh, okay…”

Emily shuffled closer to the bench until her shins bumped against the front bar running about halfway up the long side of the bench. Fernando knelt down behind her and tied a rope around her left ankle, releasing it from its cuff, then nudging her right leg over so he could tie her right ankle down next. Removing the cuff from that ankle he moved it and the attached chain over the top of the bench and gently nudged Emily to bend over, pulling her arms down with the chain.

Once she was fully bent over, he tied her wrists down with rope, releasing them from the cuffs one after the other.

“There we go!” he exclaimed, huffing a bit from the effort and giving her a playful slap on the butt.

“Hey!” she protested.

“Sorry,” he said, not seeming all that sorry. Emily had to stay there for a moment, staring at the floor in front of her, testing her bonds as she heard him shuffling around a bit behind her. Finally, he came back over to her and touched her bottom again. “Now, hold still, Emily. I’m going to insert our Clench-o-Meter inside you.”

“Oh? What…what’s that?” she asked, as she felt her bottom cheeks being spread.

As Fernando continued to keep her cheeks spread, he explained, “Oh, it’s quite the innovation! We’re very proud of it here, in the Stimulus and Mobility Group. Basically, it lets us tell how much…shall we say, stimulus you’re experiencing at the moment.”

“Stimulus? Oh, ow…”

“Yeah, sorry about that. I guess I should have lubricated it a bit more, but most of our girls have learned to take it without any problem. How does it feel?”

“Well, there’s something stuck in my butt now, so it doesn’t feel great,” she answered, a little peeved.

“I’m sure you’ll get used to it,” he replied. “It has a gauge on it that shows us how much you’re clenching your bottom!”

“Okay? And…”

“And that’s the key, isn’t it?” he enthused. “The more stimulus—or, I should say, negative stimulus—you receive, the more your bottom clenches, and so we can see quite clearly the effect of our test efforts!”

“Delightful,” came the sarcastic reply.

“I guess I should have shown it to you before inserting it. Sorry,” he said, letting go of her cheeks.

“That’s okay,” she sighed. “So, how long have you worked here?”

“Me?”

“Um, yeah,” she said, trying to look around the space to see if anyone else had shown up.

“Oh, about two years or so,” he replied, his voice sounding like it was off to the side somewhere, quite possibly near where she had noticed some cabinets. The sound of a cabinet door opening confirmed that.

“Do you like it?” she asked.

“Oh yeah, definitely. A great place to work, if you ask me.” There was the sound of rummaging and then the door closed with a clang. “The perks are great!” he said as he came back to her, standing behind her.

Suddenly the carriage started shaking and bouncing and Emily had the distinct impression that they were moving.

“Ah, there it is!” Fernando exclaimed. “We’re on our way! Isn’t it cool? Doesn’t it seem like it’s actually happening?”

“Yeah,” grunted Emily as she swayed lightly in her bonds, the occasional bounce causing her tummy to be lifted slightly and then pressed back down on the padded surface of the spanking bench. “Where are we supposed to be going?”

“Denver. That’s what the simulation’s set for by default. Oh, look,” Fernando said. “You’re showing some clenching. Are you uncomfortable in any way?”

“You mean, other than being tied down, bent over, jostled around and with something up my butt? Other than that? No.”

“Good. We can set that as your baseline and then as soon as Jessica joins us, we can get started on today’s test protocol.”

“Can’t wait,” Emily grunted as she continued to be jostled around, her hands gripping the rope that bound her wrists to the floor. But Emily didn’t have to wait long for Jessica to appear behind her.

“Hey Fernando,” Jessica said as her footsteps stopped just short of Emily’s spanking bench. “I see she’s all set up?”

“Yeah, I’ve set her baseline. We’re ready when you are.”

“I beg to diff—” Emily started to say, before Jessica interrupted her.

“I just got an email from Betsy,” she said, not sounding too pleased. “It says Emily needs to be on her way to Denver.”

“Denver? Yeah, that’s what we’re set for,” said Fernando.

“Oh? Already? Cool, then there’s no problem,” Jessica replied, sounding relieved.

“Any idea why Betsy would care?”

“Absolutely no idea,” she replied. “Above my paygrade, you know?”

“Yeah, totally. Well, here’s the first paddle we’re going to try out. Oh, any idea how long she’s supposed to be ‘on her way’?”

“Betsy said something about her needing to be done with the journey by two days from now. Something like that. I’ve got a billion—literally a billion—emails.”

“Don’t I know it,” he replied, chuckling. “Well, we’ll keep our girl happy for the whole trip, isn’t that fun, Emily?”

“Yeah, super fun!” she moaned, not looking forward to being on this test carriage for that long.

“Get ready, Emily! And try not to let the first spanks get you all tense. We need you to be up for a long program of testing!”


CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

A Confluence of Plans

BETSY GOT OFF the phone with Alex Finemann, her GM and sighed. She had spent the last half hour assuring him, yet again, that all would be well for the Control Con event in Denver. Her ass was—literally—on the line and she fixed her steely gaze on Alexia, her admin, who was at this moment walking down the hall towards her office.

She motioned for her to step inside and Alexia opened the door, smiling at Betsy, the smile fading slightly as she noticed her boss’s serious expression.

“What’s up?” she asked.

“We need to make sure all our equipment and personnel are in Denver as soon as possible, Alexia,” came the terse reply.

“Okay, sure,” Alexia said, thinking to herself that there were probably a few things she should be remembering that had escaped her mind at the moment.

“I’ve given orders that our new intern be sent there. I think that’s taken care of. But can you get Ben and let him know? I’m going to need him to bring his girls along too. And do you have the list of the prototypes that need to be packaged up and delivered?”

“Oh, um, yeah…sure. I’ll go and check to make sure all of that’s ready for shipment,” she said, remembering what it was she had totally neglected to do.

“Okay, great,” Betsy replied, staring at her laptop where over a hundred new emails awaited her attention. She waved dismissively and Alexia left, closing the door behind her and heading over to the coffee machine. She spent the next hour there chatting to the new head of Pinching Devices, a young, very handsome man who seemed into her. Although he tended to stare at Alexia’s nipples a little too closely, which made her wonder if he was into her purely as a matter of professional interest, or he might actually want a real date with her.

When she finally went back to her desk, she sat down heavily and stared at the screen of her desktop monitor for a while before remembering that she needed to check the shipment log of the prototypes to be sent to Denver. She smiled with pride. No forgetting stuff for this gal! she thought.

~~~

“Hey, are you Ben?” the sweating, somewhat portly man with a RestrainTeq uniform asked as he huffed up towards Ben, who was currently on his way to check in on his girls. He still felt a bit weird about what had happened with Anna and had been avoiding their cells for some time now, but it was time to do the right thing and make sure the two of them had everything they needed.

“Yeah, I’m Ben,” he said, turning around as the man’s face turned to visible relief.

“Oh, good! Hey, I’ve got a new shipment for the repair department, but they sent me here, told me to talk to someone named Betsy, but she wouldn’t even open her office door, and some other woman told me to go talk to you.

“Ah, well…I have no idea about repair, but if you show me what you’ve got, maybe I can get it over to the right department.”

“Oh, thank god! Here, follow me. You just need to sign for her and I’ll offload everything for you.”

“Her?”

“Well, it’s a bit complicated. I guess a girl got stuck in one of our machines, and we’re supposed to get her out, or something.”

“Yeah, I would imagine we’d need to,” Ben replied, bemused.

“Sure, sure. I can’t imagine the poor girl’s comfortable like that.”

Soon enough they reached the loading bay where the truck had backed up and disgorged its sad contents. A couple of techs were standing around, staring at the spectacle of a robot with a girl stuck on it.

“So, think you can sign for her? It? Whatever?”

“Oh, sure…” Ben muttered as he stared at her. She was completely naked, beautiful with her red hair and full breasts. The glare from her face was enough to bring him back to the present, turning to the delivery driver who had thrust a tablet in Ben’s direction, with a hopeful expression.

He signed for her and the man quickly took his leave, glad to be freed of the responsibility of dealing with this mess.

“So,” Ben said to the techs staring at the girl/machine combo. “Any of you guys know what to do about this?”

“Huh? No, no clue,” said one of them.

The other one rubbed his chin for a while and then muttered, “Yeah, this is a Binder. Heard of them. Nasty business, if you ask me.”

“Great, great,” Ben said as the loading dock door rolled down with a massive clang to close them off from the outside. He walked over to where he could see the girl’s face. “Hi, I’m Ben. You are?”

“Hi Ben, I’m Maeve. Can you free me? Please? I’ve been in this thing way too long and it’s—” she started crying.

“Oh, no, no. It’s going to be okay,” he said, trying to console the poor girl. He glanced sideways at the techs who were trying to surreptitiously remove themselves from the scene. He glared at them and they looked down at their feet sheepishly.

“Um, we’re at RestrainTeq, right?” she asked him.

“Yeah, this is the headquarters,” he replied.

“Okay. Um, my girlfriend is an intern here. Do you think you could find her? Her name’s Emily? Emily Nordham?”

“Emily? Don’t think I know her. Where’d she come from? What school?”

“Syracuse. The University of Syracuse. She came here by train.”

“Really? Wow, I met a girl named Emily once on the train to Chicago. She was going to UofS, I think. Lost touch with her after we got here. Can’t be your Emily, though. This girl was a Comfort Class girl.”

“Really? Oh my god,” she squealed. “That was totally her! You’re Ben? That Ben?”

“Wait, what? You…she’s your girlfriend? Emily? Holy crap! Small world, am I right? So how’s she doing? Oh, I guess you said—she’s an intern here,” he said, his mind whirling. “Not going to lie, I don’t think being an intern here is the greatest thing.”

“Yeah, I tried to talk her out of it, but it was too late. She signed the offer without reading it.”

“Oh,” he chuckled, resting his arm on a frozen mechanical arm of the Binder. “Our Emily…”

“Listen, think you could find her for me? Maybe she can at least comfort me.”

“Yeah, yeah. Sure. Tell you what, you stay here, don’t go anywhere and I’ll go look for her.”

“Cool, thanks!”

~~~

“Hey, big boy,” Julie said, in her most seductive voice.

“Huh?” the security guy said, looking over at her in confusion. “Are you talking to me?”

“Yeah, I am!” she replied, thrusting her breasts out. “See any other big boys around?”

He looked around himself and confirmed that he was, indeed, the only boy in the whole room. “Um, what can I do for you?”

“Oh, I’ll bet you can do all sorts of things for me,” she whispered, huskily. “All sorts of things!”

Anna rolled her eyes in the cage next to Julie. She wasn’t sure what the plan was, but was pretty sure it wouldn’t end well.

“Um, I don’t know about that. I’m, like, supposed to check on you and…let’s see here.” He peered at his phone. “I got some email about you being part of some convention? You know about that?”

“Oh, yeah! Totally! Yeah, we’re supposed to go there, like right now,” Julie said, nodding encouragingly. “In fact, if you let us out, we can make our way there, no problem.”

“Oh, no. I’m not sure about that,” he said, peering at his phone again, squinting. “I don’t think I’m supposed to let you girls just…um—”

“Well, do you know where we’re supposed to go and how we’re supposed to get there?”

“No, I guess not,” he replied.

“Exactly! But we do, and so it’s just way more efficient if you let us out and we just make our way there. Don’t worry, we swear we won’t run away or anything!”

‘Uh, well, I—“

“Come on, you’re a smart guy, right? You wouldn’t contemplate letting us out if you weren’t, right?”

“I guess…” he said, scratching his head. “I’ll admit—I’m a little confused right now.”

“Don’t worry. Tom? Is it Tom?” she said, peering at his name tag.

“Yeah,” he said, brightening up a bit.

“You’re thinking of letting us out, right? And if you weren’t, it wouldn’t be a smart move, right? We established that already. Am I right, Anna?”

“Oh, yeah, totally,” the girl replied, curious to see where this was going.

“So, are you going to do the smart thing, Tom?” Julie said, staring up at him with her bright, green eyes. She blinked a couple of times, just for good measure.

“Well, yeah, sure,” he said as he bent down and unlocked Julie’s cell. As Anna stared in amazement, he unlocked her cell too. “Now, you girls promise me you’ll go where you’re needed, right?”

“Of course, big boy! Your boss is going to be so happy with you!” Julie said, crawling out of her cage and straightening slowly, her hands on the small of her back, stretching, relishing freedom.

“Cool! I’ve been getting some less than stellar performance reviews, I don’t mind telling you,” he said as he watched the girls leave the room, waving goodbye to him. He made his way out himself, whistling a little ditty as he made his way over to the loading docks, where rumor had it a new delivery was causing some consternation.

Ah, another day at RestrainTeq, he thought. Never know what’s going to happen here. Still, the benefits are pretty good.
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“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.
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