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The shop on the corner of Drake Street hadn’t been there the week before, that was for sure. Tessa would have noticed it. She walked that way to work five days a week, back and forth, and it was the kind of thing that would have caught her eye. On the other hand, it would have looked to a casual observer as though it had been there forever. The sign on the wall – ‘IRIS FANTASY WORKSHOP’ – was faded, and the paint was beginning to peel away. The slogan underneath – ‘WHERE YOUR DREAMS COME TRUE’ – was barely readable.

It looked as though it should have been boarded up a long time ago, but Tessa found herself drawn to it anyway. At first, she just found herself noticing it more and more – a casual glance out of the corner of her eye as she walked past it. A few days later and she found herself actively looking out for it, curious as to what lay behind its black tinted windows.

It was a Friday after work when she decided to look inside. At first, she was convinced that it was closed, but as she got closer she could clearly see an ‘OPEN’ sign hanging in the doorway.

Whatever it is, they keep odd hours, she thought to herself as she pushed the door.

The bell that rested above the shop door tinkled into life, and she stepped into the gloom. It was a murky place, the windows letting in astonishingly little light from an already overcast day. Several lamps around the shop floor made a feeble attempt at illumination, but it took Tessa a moment or two to recognise exactly what it was that she was looking at.

It was a sex shop.

On the walls, leather contraptions – all buckles and straps – stood next to a selection of canes and riding crops. Painful-looking metal devices managed to gleam, even in the poor light, seeming to glow with an aura all of their own. In various glass-fronted cabinets, mannequins were dressed in a variety of different outfits and costumes. A faceless French maid stood on sentry duty next to a policewoman in a uniform far too revealing to have been standard issue; in the cabinet next to them was a costume designed for a male wearer – an elaborate (and, she noted, somewhat worn-looking) Roman centurion outfit, complete with helmet and gladius.

‘Where your dreams come true’ indeed, she thought. This was all a little too kitsch for her liking. She reached for the door handle, desperate to leave before she was spotted – or failing that, praying that the ground would swallow her up in her embarrassment. Her face flushed red as she fumbled at the latch.

If Andy could see me now, she thought to herself. He’d laugh himself into a coma.

The image of her boyfriend flashed in front of her face and made her pause. Maybe it wasn’t such a bad thing after all.

She was already inside the shop, and Andy had been suggesting for weeks that they buy something to spice up their love life. She hadn’t been so keen on the idea, but it had been more out of a faint feeling of ridiculousness than anything else: she wasn’t, after all, the kind of girl who would be seen dead in the adult store on the high street, with its bright lights and windows full of lingerie. Anyone could see her there. How would she ever live it down?

Here, though... well, this was something quite different. She was sure no one she knew would have come across it, and even if they had, why would they assume it was a sex shop? She hadn’t, and she was a smart girl – if, as Andy took great glee in pointing out – a little on the innocent side.

No. She’d show him. When she came back that night with a little toy for their entertainment – perhaps a pair of handcuffs? Something small, anyway, but enough to show that she was making the effort – he’d have to admit that even though she wasn’t exactly wild, she was hardly a prude either.

‘Can I help you?’

The voice seemed to come out of nowhere. No, that wasn’t quite right: it seemed to come from everywhere, all at once, as though the shop itself was speaking to her.

Tessa turned around suddenly. Where no one had been there before, now there was an older woman standing behind the counter. Her jet black hair belied her age – she was pushing forty, certainly, so it was fairly obviously a dye-job – but when she smiled she could easily have passed for ten years younger. The soft makeup around her eyes didn’t hurt either. The total look was something along the lines of friendly gothic – alternative, yet personable.

Tessa wondered why it didn’t set her at ease.

‘Oh, sorry,’ she said. ‘Just looking.’

Just looking? Great. Now she probably thinks I’m some sort of pervert. Who comes into a sex shop just to browse?

Tess could have kicked herself. Why couldn’t she just have asked for the handcuffs, paid in cash and run away? This wasn’t a place she wanted to stay for longer than she had to, and yet...

And yet what? The sooner I can get out of here, the better.

Tessa found her eyes wandering over the displays. They lingered on some items longer than others – some that confused her with their complexity; others that just seemed as though they would be painful in a way she couldn’t imagine anyone enjoying; still others that send a shiver of excitement running through her – but she couldn’t see anything even approaching a pair of handcuffs. Everything seemed designed for brutality, rather than the gentle tease she was looking for.

She turned the corner, hoping that some less-extreme items might be on display elsewhere, but her eye caught on one of the cabinets and she stopped to look. In it, a slim female mannequin stood upright, her body swathed in black rubber. A corset cinched the wooden waist tightly, and myriad buckles and straps criss-crossed the material, each one held in place by a silver padlock. They looked small, but there was no doubt in Tessa’s mind that once they were locked on they wouldn’t come off without the keyholder’s intent. Even the mannequin’s head was covered by a restrictive-looking hood, with holes for the eyes, mouth and nostrils, but otherwise nothing but an expanse of inky blankness.

She glanced downwards. Around the mannequin’s feet were a pair of boots with impossibly high heels, again covered in those same straps and buckles. The silver gleamed, even in the dark of the shop.

If it hadn’t been trapped behind the glass, Tessa knew for a fact that she would have been unable to stop herself from reaching out to touch it. All of a sudden, she needed to see what it would feel like, to have the smooth latex touch her skin – and perhaps more. What would it be like to be wrapped in it, to have it surround her?

‘Lovely, isn’t it?’

Tessa turned around sharply to find the woman watching her. She was grinning broadly, as though she’d caught her in some secret, shameful fantasy. Could she have known? No. That was impossible, surely?

Tessa said nothing.

‘You don’t need to worry,’ the woman said, still with that same knowing smile. ‘A lot of people come in here and find things they didn’t even know they wanted.’

Tessa nodded, unsure what to say. ‘Yeah. I guess they must.’

‘It’s an odd job, sometimes,’ she said slowly. ‘Running a shop like this, I mean.’

‘Oh?’

The woman nodded. ‘Yeah. It’s not like a regular shop. I mean, normally, people come in and the shopkeeper sells them what they want. Nice and easy. No mess, no fuss.’

‘And you don’t?’

‘Oh no, sweetie. I don’t sell people what they want. I sell them what they need.’

It sounded trite enough that Tessa had to choke back a laugh, but when she looked up to see the sincerity on the woman’s face it suddenly became less funny. It might have been an odd way of putting it, but it was easy to tell that she really believed what she was saying.

‘Is there a difference?’

‘Oh, all the difference in the world! Take you, for example.’

‘What about me?’

‘Well, what did you come in here for? A pair of handcuffs, yes? A little bit of safe kink with the boyfriend, perhaps? An attempt to try and spice things up a bit?’

Tessa nodded. Silently the woman reached under the counter and pulled out a solid-looking pair of handcuffs. Two solid steel ratchets came together, connected by a short chain; a key accompanied it, attached by what appeared to be another short twist of metal, but there was no sign of anything that looked like a safety catch. These handcuffs were a world away from the flimsy, fur-covered things she had been expecting. One look told her they were serious business, and not to be trifled with

Tessa was entranced.

There was just something about them, something that said with no doubt whatsoever that once she was inside them she’d be stuck for good, helpless until someone decided to let her out. Tessa felt a twinge run through her, a strange, unfamiliar sensation that she didn’t immediately realise was arousal, building in her very core and spreading throughout her body like water through a sponge.

Had it really been so long?

‘They’re yours if you want them,’ the woman said breezily. ‘Free of charge. You can walk out of here with them right now. I’ll even wrap them up for you. But...’ She let her voice shrink away as if to nothing, leaving a thousand things unsaid.

‘But what?’

‘But like I say, I’m not interested in selling you what you want. I’m here to give you what you need.’

‘And what’s that, exactly?’

The woman tilted her head ever so slightly towards the display cabinet that held the complicated latex contraption. ‘What do you think?’

Tessa laughed despite herself. ‘That thing?’ she said. ‘What makes you think I’d be interested in that?’

‘Oh, I don’t know,’ the woman said. ‘Maybe the fact that your eyes haven’t left it since the minute you walked into my shop?’

Could she really have been so obvious? It was hard to deny that the suit and the various devices it came with had been playing on her mind, it was nothing more than an idle fancy – the way someone walking past a fancy car dealership might picture himself or herself behind the wheel of a fancy new Lexus.

It was a nice idea, but completely impossible. Obviously.

‘If you’re going to the hard sell, you’re wasting your time,’ she said. ‘Even if I wanted it, there’s no way I could ever afford something like that.’

The woman laughed. It was a high tinkle, harsh but not cruel. ‘Firstly,’ she said, ‘I think we both know there’s no “if” about it. And secondly, who said anything about you affording it? I’m afraid that particular outfit isn’t for sale. Neither is its twin.’

‘Its twin?’

‘We have another one in the back room, just like it, except in red. Such a wonderfully slutty colour. I can’t help but think it would suit you.’

Tessa felt as though part of her should be offended at the way this complete stranger had just categorised her, but she couldn’t deny it: the mere sight of that outfit was making her feel things she hadn’t felt in years. She had never considered herself to be one for fetishes – in fact, would have openly mocked the idea, up until twenty minutes ago – but the sight of that latex and the thought of what it would feel like to have it surround every inch of her naked body hit her hard.

But it didn’t matter either way. The woman had spoken: the outfit wasn’t for sale. Perhaps sometime in the future she would dare to suggest to Andy that they try something similar: perhaps she would even be able to hide her embarrassment for long enough to order some small, inexpensive latex or rubber number from eBay, even – that was, if he didn’t end up laughing at the very thought of the idea.

‘You?’ she could hear him saying. ‘In an outfit like that?’

In Andy’s mocking tone, it did sound kind of preposterous – not like her at all. But still, the thought remained.

She felt a lump rise in her throat. ‘Ah well,’ she said.

‘Unless you wanted to try it on, of course?’

The question hovered in the air. The quick gleam in the older woman’s eye hadn’t gone unnoticed, but the thought of being able to feel that outfit against her flesh made Tessa’s mind run as though on overdrive. Her sense of propriety insisted that she decline the offer, that this wasn’t her speaking but her libido – and even if she did try it on, what would be the point of getting attached to something that would likely bankrupt her if she tried to buy it? – but the voices in her head were soon squashed down to nothingness.

Instead, she gave out a weak nod.

‘What was that, sweetie?’ the woman said.

The words didn’t seem to want to come; Tessa had to practically squeeze them from a dry, tight throat in order to make herself heard.

‘I think...’ she began, and then faltered. ‘I think I’d like that.’

‘Like what?’

‘I think I’d like to try it on.’

‘I was hoping you’d say that.’

Tessa could feel her face flushing as soon as she finished speaking, but the woman took no notice of her embarrassment. Instead, she merely crossed over to the front of the shop, clicked the latch closed, and turned the sign around.

‘There we go,’ she said. ‘You can start to strip any time you’re ready, dear.’

‘Isn’t there a changing room?’

The woman nodded. ‘Oh, of course there is. But there’s no way you’d be able to get into this by yourself. You’ve seen how tight it is, and that’s not even mentioning all the buckles and straps: you’d be there for hours.’

That made sense. And besides, it wasn’t as though anyone would see: the door was locked, the shop was closed, and even the windows had been blacked out. If anything, the whole shop was her changing room.

‘There’s no need to be shy, sweetie,’ she said. ‘I’ve seen it all before. There’s not a lot that shocks me.’

There was something in the way she said it that made Tessa feel ridiculous. Of course this woman wouldn’t be put out by her nakedness. She worked in a shop like this; she probably saw that sort of thing all the time. 

It occurred to her that maybe the reason she was reluctant was due to her own embarrassment at being naked in front of a stranger, but the thought sailed away as though on a breeze, barely there at all. Why would she be embarrassed? She had a nice body, even if she did say so herself. Her curves were in the right places, and her skin was smooth and supple. Just because Andy didn’t seem to notice anymore, it didn’t mean it wasn’t true.

Andy...

She tried to conjure up his face, but somehow she couldn’t. His image came to her as though through fog, distant and untouchable. Well, that was Andy through and through; in a lot of ways, this was an improvement.

Why was she even still with him? As she thought it over, she realised she couldn’t bring to mind a single thing she liked about him – or if she could, it was easily squashed down by the thought of all the things she found extremely irksome. His laugh. His shrill, condescending tone when he corrected her – which was often, and not always merited.

No more. She was done with all that now. As soon as she got home, they’d have a long conversation about what she really wanted out of life, and how much that wasn’t him. Oh, she could give him a week or so to move out, but after that he was on his own, and so was she.

It was an astonishingly liberating feeling. In fact, since she had walked through the shop door and heard the tinkle of the bells behind her, she’d been full of little epiphanies like this. It’s a wonder more people don’t go into sex shops, she thought. They’re apparently good for the soul.

‘That’s a good girl,’ the woman said, breaking her out of her daydream.

Tessa looked down at her body: two halves of her shirt flapped freely, her hands having unbuttoned them seemingly of their own accord.

‘I’m sorry,’ she said, clutching the two sides of the material together in an attempt to cover her stomach. ‘I don’t really know what happened there.’

‘Nonsense, dear,’ she said. ‘You said you were going to take your clothes off, and you did. Admit it: doesn’t that feel better?’

Tessa nodded. It did feel better. There was something about the cool air that tickled her midriff, coupled with the naughtiness of the whole thing – anyone could just walk in and see her like this; the idea made her pussy tingle with excitement – that filled her body with a wonderful sense of serenity and peacefulness. She shrugged the shirt off her shoulders and let it gather in a pile at her feet, and then reached behind her back and unfastened her bra. It wasn’t, she was ashamed to note, one of her sexier numbers: distinctly a case of form over function. It was much better off than on.

The woman looked over her breasts with an approving air. ‘Oh, they’re really quite beautiful,’ she said admiringly. ‘You’re going to fill out this suit perfectly.’

Tessa felt herself flush with pride. It wasn’t often that she was called beautiful, and even less often that she allowed a compliment without trying to turn it into a joke, but the fact that the woman thought she was a good match for the suit gave her a warm glow. Once her breasts were free, she no longer felt any sort of shame. She quickly unfastened her jeans and, in one smooth movement, slid both the denim and the lace of her panties down over her hips, leaving them to rest at her ankles. She stepped out of them, letting the woman see her entirely naked for the first time. Part of her sought approval, but a larger part of her felt... what was the word? Liberated? More than that, somehow.

She felt as though she could do anything.

‘Good girl,’ the woman said again, and Tessa smiled. It was becoming a sort of mantra for her, something to focus on – a way of pushing her to do things she previously wouldn’t have thought possible. As long as she was a good girl, everything was fine.

The woman reached under the counter and pulled out a ring of keys, and then breezed past Tessa as though she wasn’t even there. Tessa followed after her obediently as she walked to the cabinet where the suit was located, unlocked it, and with impossibly nimble fingers began stripping the latex from the cold, unmoving figure of the mannequin. She worked quickly, and soon it rested in a pile on the floor.

It looked unnatural, just lying there: it was as though it had lost all of the magic and mystery that it had had when it was on the mannequin, draped around a female form – no matter how lifeless that form might have been. Now, it looked dishearteningly like little more than a product, an item for sale.

‘Don’t worry, my love,’ the woman said. ‘It’ll look much better when we get it on you. I can promise you that.’

Tessa found her spirits lifting at the thought. It was really happening. She was really going to get to feel herself encased in that latex, all dolled up.

Screw Andy, she thought. This was for her.

The woman picked up what appeared to be a pair of rubber leggings, and held them open on the floor. ‘One foot at a time,’ she said.

‘Won’t it stick to me?’

The woman shook her head. ‘Not these. They’re special. Now hurry up, sweetie... I can’t keep the shop closed forever. I wouldn’t want to keep anyone else from their fantasies, would I?’

Guided by the woman’s hands, the leggings slid up Tessa’s legs with absolutely no resistance. From what Tessa  knew of rubber – which was astonishingly little – she had been under the impression that it was difficult to put on, but this felt like satin against her skin; it slipped on as easily as any other item of clothing in her wardrobe.

‘One more thing,’ the woman said once she was satisfied with their placement. ‘Just try and relax.’

Try and relax?, Tessa thought. I’m in heaven. I couldn’t be more relaxed if I tried.

When the woman’s fingers entered her pussy, she let out a low moan, but didn’t resist. ‘One more feature of the suit,’ the woman explained, as she pumped her fingers slowly in and out, smoothing the latex into place. ‘It doesn’t just cover the usual parts. It covers everything.’

Way off in the distance, part of Tessa’s mind began to protest, but it was soon silenced. The latex – and the woman’s gentle touch as she stroked and positioned the material around Tessa’s most intimate areas – just felt too good to let her be worried about anything else. The woman’s fingers had slid the rubber inside her so easily, thanks to her wetness. It felt so easy that she hadn’t even been embarrassed about how wet she was. It was just so... natural.

Yes, that was it. Natural.

Before long, her top half was covered in a similar latex coating, and the woman spent what might have seemed to the old Tessa to be far too long smoothing the material out across her breasts. For the new Tessa – the easygoing, sex-friendly, latex-clad Tessa – however, it felt wonderful. Every time she brushed her fingers lightly over her nipples, the tingling sensation sent a chill through her body that made her shiver with pleasure.

‘You seem to be enjoying yourself,’ the woman said, smiling.

Tessa nodded.

‘It’s amazing how aroused people get whenever they put on the suit. There must just be something about being covered up that lets all of your inhibitions drift away.’

Yes, Tessa thought. That must be what it is. It’s no wonder I’m feeling so turned on. I’m just... not myself anymore. I don’t have to be responsible for anything. I can just... give in.

‘That’s right,’ the woman said. ‘Give in. There’s no harm in it. You’re safe now.’

How had she known?, Tessa thought. Was it possible that she had been speaking out loud? She must have been. What was the alternative: that this woman could read her mind? It was a ridiculous idea. Crazy to even think about.

Even if she could, it wouldn’t matter. The only thing that mattered was the feeling of the latex against her, and the freedom from herself that it provided.

‘Please,’ Tessa said, her voice sounding unusually floaty, as though it was coming from somewhere outside of herself. ‘Can we do the hood next?’

‘Of course we can, sweetie,’ the woman said, picking it up from the floor. ‘You just relax. Focus on how good this feels – how right this feels – and I’ll make you my beautiful little latex toy.’

Yes. That’s right. Just a toy.

There was nothing wrong with that, was there?

The woman pulled the hood over her head gently, allowing the latex to settle around her face with an almost liquid smoothness. It was a perfect fit, as though it had been designed just for her. Quickly, the woman began to pull the straps closed, tightening its embrace around her head. For a moment the sounds of the shop were muffled, but almost immediately her ears adjusted: it seemed as though she was able to hear the important things so much more clearly now. The click of the padlock as it secured the latex around her head echoed for what seemed like hours. Even the woman’s voice came through as clear as a bell.

‘I hope you don’t mind,’ Tessa could hear her saying, ‘but this suit’s so old I can’t quite remember where I left the keys. I’m afraid you’re going to be stuck wearing this hood for a while.’

‘Oh no,’ Tessa said. ‘I don’t mind at all.’

Inside, her heart raced. She had been more worried that she’d have to take the hood off. So what if people saw her in it? She could happily spend her whole life in it. It was her natural state of being: with her face covered, she didn’t have to give in to the stupid expectations of people like Adam. She could do whatever she wanted.

Adam?

No... not Adam. Her boyfriend’s name wasn’t Adam; it was Andy. Or was it? Suddenly he seemed so very unimportant. Suddenly everything seemed unimportant.

It was remarkably freeing.

The woman cinched a corset tightly around Tessa’s waist, pulling it until she could have sworn it couldn’t get any tighter. A look in the mirror showed her that it had done wonders for her figure, transforming her into a seductive hourglass shape. Suddenly, she felt sexy through and through.

‘Almost done now, dear,’ the woman said. ‘Just a few more items, and then we’re all finished.’

‘Mmm,’ Tessa murmured, barely paying attention. She was in no hurry.

The boots came next, and they took the longest. Between all of the laces and the straps, it took what seemed like forever to fit them, but by the time it was finished Tessa had to agree that it was worth the effort. Now she stood a full seven inches taller than she had before, towering over the woman; the heels added an astonishing amount of definition to her calves and her ass. Even covered by the latex – or perhaps because she was covered by the latex – Tessa’s body was a sight to behold. Every little detail was accentuated by her new second skin, and it took every bit of effort she could muster to pull her eyes away from the mirror and come back to the matter at hand.

The click of the final padlock on the boots brought her back to reality. They weren’t coming off – not for a while, at least – but that was fine by her. For an item that looked so brutal and foreboding, the boots were remarkably comfortable: perhaps even the most comfortable pair of boots she had ever worn. They were restrictive, yes, but they were designed to be. The gentle pressure was a constant reminder of their presence, but it was a soothing kind of tightness – a comforting embrace.

‘One more thing,’ the woman said, picking up a thick black strap from the floor. It was a collar, and it was serious business. While the rest of the items had been latex-based, this was leather, and looked extremely sturdy. A wide range of silver rings were placed at intervals along its length, none of which looked likely to give under pressure. It didn’t take long before it was wrapped around her neck.

‘Is that too tight?’ the woman asked, and Tessa shook her head. The strict binding of the collar made it difficult to move. No, it’s not too tight, she thought. It’s just perfect. Everything’s just perfect.

‘Good, good.’ The woman took a step backwards and examined her handiwork. ‘Oh, Tessa,’ she said, happily. ‘You look wonderful. Absolutely stunning. I knew that it would look good on you from the second you walked in the door, but this...’ The rational part of Tessa’s mind spoke up again, but it seemed a lot more distant this time. You didn’t tell her your name, it said. How did she know? How was that possible? The old Tessa would probably have wasted untold hours pondering it, poking it from all angles until she found a satisfactory answer. New Tessa didn’t have that problem. Obviously there was a simple explanation: why should she get bent out of shape about it? Why bother even worrying about it at all? She trusted this woman implicitly, with everything she had. How could anyone who had allowed her to feel this good have any nefarious purpose in mind? ‘... it’s as though you were designed for it,’ the woman said, completing her thought and snapping Tessa out of her daydreams and back to the present. ‘Such a shame you can’t keep it.’

Somewhere deep inside herself, Tessa knew that there was no way she’d be able to have the suit all for her very own, but hearing it aloud as she felt the latex hugging her like a second skin... somehow, it hurt her more deeply than she ever would have been able to anticipate.

‘Yes... such a shame,’ the woman continued. ‘Then again, perhaps we could come to some sort of... arrangement?’ She woman shook her head at her own suggestion. ‘No, I’m sorry. Ignore me. I’m just being silly.’

‘What kind of arrangement?’ Tessa asked eagerly. ‘I think I’d like that. Very much.’

‘Well, I’m sure we could find a way to let you stay in that suit for as long as you wanted. After all, the sign on the door says we make fantasies come true. If that’s your fantasy, I really should try and help you out, don’t you think?’

‘It is,’ Tessa said, nodding vehemently. ‘It really is.’ She hadn’t realised how true it was until the words came tumbling out of her mouth, tripping over themselves in her eagerness. As long as she could keep the suit, who cared what the cost was?

The woman smiled again. For the first time, Tessa noticed just how predatory her grin seemed; it wasn’t cruel, particularly, but it spoke of a hidden agenda and sent a creeping shiver up her spine.

There would be time to think about that later, once she was at home and the suit was hanging in her wardrobe – or maybe she’d just wear it out of the shop? It would seem like such a waste to have to take it off. Who cared what strangers on the street thought of her? That was the kind of thing the old Tessa would have worried about.

‘I’m glad you think so,’ she said. ‘In that case, I have a few... extra items for you. Don’t worry, though. I think you’ll like them just as much as the rest of the suit.’

Extra items? Tessa could already feel a tingling in her pussy at the thought. Whatever they were, she was sure she’d love them. Suddenly everything in the shop seemed enticing, from the leather collars that adorned the walls to the harsh metallic implements she had noticed on the way in. How could she have thought they looked so torturous? Now, they called out to her like old friends.

Soon, she thought. There would always be time to return here. Perhaps the woman would let her try them out too?

She came back with a bundle of items, and dropped them on the ground at Tessa’s feet. ‘You’re sure this is what you want, sweetie?’ she said. ‘You’re sure this suit is your fantasy? This is the last time I’m going to ask you. Think it over properly.’

‘It is,’ Tessa said. She didn’t need to think it over. Nothing else had ever seemed so obvious.

‘Open wide, then.’

The woman produced a ball gag – a knot of hard red rubber on a soft black strap – and positioned it gently between Tessa’s teeth. It stretched her jaw out firmly, with no give. Tessa had never had anything quite so big filling her mouth before, and instinctively she began to panic at the loss of her voice.

‘Shh, now,’ the woman said as she fastened the buckle behind her head and locked it tight. ‘That’s not so bad, is it? You don’t need to talk. You don’t need to do anything. Just accept it. Give in.’

Just accept it.

Yes, that was right. What did she need to speak for? The woman seemed to know her innermost thoughts already, not to mention how to calm her down with ease. Just the sound of her voice seemed to help.

Give in.

Things were so much easier that way. Giving in only led to good things, after all. Deciding to come into the shop. Allowing the woman to dress her. She didn’t have to do anything; in fact, not doing anything was the whole point. All she had to do was let down her defences.

When the woman began probing the entrance to her vagina through the latex, Tessa didn’t stir. She hadn’t even noticed there was a hole down there, the outfit seemed so flawless. If she hadn’t known better, she would have sworn there hadn’t been – hadn’t the woman slid some of the latex right up inside of her, with gentle fingers? – but surely she had been mistaken. What was the alternative: that the woman had opened one up instantly, as if by magic? No. That was preposterous.

Her fingers pulled back, and she waggled them in front of Tessa’s face. The tips were coated in the thick cream of her excitement. ‘Well, well,’ the woman said happily. ‘It’s nice to know you’re enjoying yourself. There was me thinking I was going to have to try and track down some lubricant, and it turns out you’re such an eager little slut that you’ve saved me the bother.’

Slut.

There was that word again, except now it almost sounded like a badge of honour. She was a slut, surely? There was no other explanation as to why she was so excited. This woman’s touch – a stranger’s touch, no less – had been enough to make her cunt drip with anticipation. Far from pushing the woman away, she never wanted her to stop. She closed her eyes and allowed herself to enjoy the sensation.

She felt rubber part her lips, similar to that which was currently keeping her mouth open, and before she could protest it had slid inside of her. The fullness in her pussy shocked her – Andy had never felt this satisfying; none of her exes had, in fact – and she groaned into the gag. When the woman turned on the vibrations and a shivering pulse of pleasure shot through her body, Tessa found herself gently bucking her hips against it, grinding against the air.

The woman tapped her gently on the ass, just enough to catch her attention. ‘Stay still, sweetie,’ she said. ‘I’m not finished with you yet.’ Almost immediately, Tessa felt a leather harness being buckled around her waist, holding the vibrator tightly in place in her cunt. A pair of padlock-clicks later and it was secured. The thought of being locked into a device like that excited Tessa almost as much as the touch of the woman’s hands across her body.

No, that wasn’t quite it. It wasn’t the woman that had got her excited; she knew that now. It was the suit, through and through. Everything about it made her wet, from the moment she had first seen it.

‘Arms now, sweetie,’ the woman said, her words cutting through the fog of the orgasm that was promised but kept tantalisingly out of reach by the vibrator inside her. ‘Wouldn’t want you going anywhere, would we?’

Tessa was barely able to resist as she felt the woman draw her hands behind her back. Twin ringlets of steel held her arms in place, ratcheting closed until there was absolutely no room for her to move. Were they the handcuffs from before? Suddenly, coming in for them seemed like a distant memory.

With a tight grip around Tessa’s arm, the woman guided her backwards. In the high heels of the boots, it made for a treacherous few steps, but it didn’t take long for her to be satisfied that Tessa was in position. The glass walls of the display cabinet surrounded her, but Tessa barely noticed: her mind was focused on the agonising tease of the vibrations between her legs. She would have given anything to reach a hand around and begin playing with herself, but the cuffs made it an impossibility. She looked imploringly at the old woman, desperately hoping that she might slip a finger inside the catsuit and give her just a little push to make her finally come, but the woman ignored her: locked in the gag as she was, there was nothing else she could do to get her attention.

Instead, she stood and waited. It just felt... natural.

As the woman locked a set of manacles around her feet – how had she not noticed those before? Had they even been there? – Tessa remained still. Stillness felt right.

‘There we go,’ the woman whispered into her ear as she closed the door of the display cabinet at last. ‘Now you’re all sorted. My little plaything, dressed up just as I wanted. All mine. Forever.’

Forever.

Yes, that was right. Tessa could see that now. She’d be here forever. Where else would she be? Where else would she be able to wear this suit, to have people look at her the way she had looked at the mannequin – with a mixture of lust and admiration?

The vibrator pushed her over into orgasm. Her body bucked and writhed as pleasure ripped its way through to her very core, but the chains held her tightly in place, locked standing upright.

‘There now,’ the woman said with a smile as she turned the key in the lock. ‘You just focus on coming for me. All you need to do is be a good little slut for me.’

A good little slut.

Nothing else.

As the door of the display cabinet was sealed shut, Tessa gave herself completely over to the sensations, and to the reality of her new existence.

It was three months before the shop had another visitor: a young blonde woman, professionally dressed, who entered with a familiar sense of caution and proceeded to scan the floor nervously.

The latex-clad mannequin that had once been a woman watched her as she roamed around the shop. For a second their eyes met, but the new girl didn’t seem to recognise any humanity in her; all too quickly, her attention was distracted by an item in the next display cabinet along.

It was a full-body latex suit, in a deep red colour, which seemed to cry out to her in a way nothing ever had before.

The mannequin watched to see if the young woman would find her fantasy coming to life, and waited for the shop’s new addition to take her rightful place.
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