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Chapter One
An Unusual Job Offer
 
Alisha Donaldson sat nervously waiting for her interview. She wasn’t really sure what this job might involve. The notice posted on the job board in the lobby of the dormitory said only,
 
 
Uninhibited Female Student Needed to Test Intimate Devices
Excellent Pay - Flexible Hours
Text “Applicant” to 202-555-FUCK
 
She would never have given the notice a second thought except that there were several sorority girls at the dorm to bring a letter of invitation to a potential pledge. They were in the lobby standing around the board giggling. As she approached, one of them called out to her, “Hey, Lisha, this looks like the perfect job for you.”
Another struggled to contain her laughter and added, “But you’d better apply fast before they take the posting down for violating school guidelines.” That was followed by loud laughter.
Alisha was not “uninhibited.” In fact she was the opposite of uninhibited. She was shy– very shy– and extremely self-conscious about her body. While other female students would walk around their girls-only floor in not much more than a P & B outfit– and often in less, she would always be fully-dressed whenever she left her quad area. Even within the suite she shared with eight other girls, she was always fully-covered with a robe when she went from her room to their shared bathroom and shower area.
“Dare you to apply,” said Marlina, who had once been one of her suite mates. All of the other girls dissolved in laughter waiting for her response.
Teasing Alisha was a common game for the girls of Tri Delta. Her almost perpetual “deer-in-the-headlights” look when they were around almost invited them to pick on her. They expected her to turn pale and burst into tears as she often did. Or perhaps just walk rapidly away, almost running from their words. Everyone suddenly became silent, however, when instead of shedding tears or running away, she stopped, pulled out her phone and keyed in the number.
“She’ll never send it,” one of the girls stage-whispered loudly as Alisha typed “Applicant” into the text message.
When she held up her phone to show the “Text Sent” box on her screen, all of the girls stared at her silently with wide eyes. Then one of them said sarcastically, “That doesn’t mean anything. Miss Priss will never go to the interview, and even if she does, whoever it is will just laugh at her and send her back to her mommy.”
Alisha turned and walked away at that point. She didn’t want her tormentors to see the tears streaming down her face. It wasn’t just the pain and embarrassment of their public taunting that was causing her to cry. The tears came from the emotions battling within her.
These popular girls had no idea the level of conflict that roiled within Alisha on a daily basis. On one hand, she truly wanted more than anything else in the world to be able to flaunt her body like the other coeds did. But at the same time, her strict upbringing had filled her with so much guilt and shame that she couldn’t bring herself to wear short dresses or shape-revealing clothing of any type, regardless of how long or short the dress might be.
As she strode away, Marlina came hurrying up to walk beside her. “Are you going to go to the interview if they text you back?” she asked.
“Do you really care?” Alisha answered.
“Not really,” Marlina replied with a shrug. “It’s your business what you do, but I’ve got quite a bit of money riding on it. Everyone else is betting you will chicken out, but I’m betting on you... at two to one odds.”
She then leaned in close and said, “And I’ll split my winnings with you if you go to the interview. Just let me come along so I can get video proof that you actually followed through on this.”
Alisha did need the money. Expenses beyond her scholarships and college loans were starting to overwhelm her meager resources. She was one of the very few not-first-year female students who still lived in the dorms. Almost every other girl on campus joined one of the sororities or moved into one of the private apartments as soon as their mandatory first year in the dorms was complete. Alisha couldn’t afford the private apartments– even with several roommates– so she absolutely could not afford the cost of a sorority. 
Besides, Alisha Donaldson wasn’t really sorority material. After all, who would want “Miss Priss” in their sorority. None of the sororities– not even the lowest of the lower tier ones– had invited her to join. She dreamed that some day they might, but she couldn’t change who she was or the fact that her family lived barely above the poverty level.
“They probably won’t even let me into the interview room,” she replied, almost sobbing.
“You don’t need to really interview,” Marlina answered. “That would be best, but I just need a shot of you going through the door. Tell them I am your ride and I’ll stay outside or in the lobby waiting for you to come back out. If you go in, we win.”
Two days later, nine girls were standing in the outer office of “Masters Intimate Devices.” The company was located in a nondescript building a few blocks from the campus. The exterior of the building was unmarked except for a company logo which consisted of the ornate script initials “M,” “I,” and “D.” 
These three letters were arranged so that the “I,” which was much wider and taller than the other letters, stood significantly above the “M” and the “D.” From a distance, the logo looked almost like a phallus. Most students passing by thought it was a hilarious mistake made by a clueless company designer. Walking up the sidewalk to the front doors, Alisha looked once again at the logo and suddenly realized that the shape had been absolutely intentional. It was intended to be a phallus. Masters Intimate Devices made sex toys of some sort and their logo proclaimed that very clearly.
A young secretary-receptionist in an obviously expensive, tailored skirt and blouse greeted them as they entered. “It looks like everyone is now here,” she said. She directed them to some chairs and began handing out applicant forms. At first, the secretary skipped over Alisha and offered the clipboard to Marlina, who pointed to Alisha and said, “I’m just here as her ride.” The woman tried to hide the expression of surprise on her face as she turned and gave the form to Alisha.
A few moments later, she returned with another clipboard, which she handed it to Marlina and said, “Company policy. We need to know who’s in the building. If you really don’t want to interview, leave all the job questions blank and just fill in your name, address, and cell phone.”
As Alisha, Marlina, and the seven other girls who were obviously interviewees sat quietly filling out the forms, she took time to evaluate her competition. The clothing worn by the seven ranged from risqué to revealing to downright slutty. Their makeup matched their clothing ranging from overdone to tarty to beyond belief. One girl had very ornate tattooed flames which began somewhere on her feet and wound their way up her legs before disappearing under the center front her short skirt.
Alisha’s gaze went from the naked thighs beneath the extreme mini-skirts of each obviously uninhibited girl back to her own legs which were encased in a set of thick, black tights. Her eyes suddenly darted away as she realized that one girl’s dress was brief enough to reveal that she was wearing nothing beneath it–not even a skimpy thong.
Alisha’s dress, on the other hand was anything but brief. The reply text had indicated very clearly that all applicants should wear a dress. She had, but her dress was long enough to reach the middle of her kneecaps even while she was sitting down. She didn’t need a mirror to know that her makeup was barely visible and compared to any of the other girls, practically non-existent.
“They’re never going to want me anyway,” she thought as she shifted nervously in her seat.
That thought became even more magnified as each of the other girls was called in before her. Their interviews each lasted about twenty minutes, so it was a little under three hours until she was finally asked to step into the office. She turned and waved to Marlina– actually to the cell phone that Marlina was holding up to record everything– and stepped through the door the office.
The office looked like any other high-level manager’s office. It was large and luxurious with a huge desk located more or less in the center of the room. There was thick carpet on the floors and two comfortable-looking chairs sitting in front of the desk. A small side table stood along one wall with a crystal decanter set of some sort containing what Alisha assumed was brandy. At least the glasses had that odd snifter shape that she associated with brandy.
The only thing which made the office unusual was the large, well-lit, glass shelves which covered the entire wall behind the desk. Displayed on those shelves were dozens, if not hundreds, of dildos, vibrators, restraint devices, electro-stim units, and other sexual toys which Alisha did not fully recognize.
“Yes, that is our product line,” came a voice from behind the desk. “I always keep the prototype of each new product.” There was a pause and the voice said politely, “Please be seated.”
At first, Alisha didn’t understand why she couldn’t quite clearly see the man who was speaking to her. Then she realized that there was, in fact, no one behind the desk. Instead, a large computer monitor had been set up on the back edge of the desk. The shadow of a man in very subdued lighting was speaking to her from the screen. His image was life-sized and the overall effect gave the impression of him sitting behind the desk, but he was obviously in some other location.
“Pardon the secrecy,” he said, “but we keep the nature of our business and the identities of the majority of our employees carefully guarded.”
He chuckled slightly at Alisha’s expression of alarm and said in a light-hearted way, “Don’t worry. Everything is legal and absolutely on the up and up, but people at the country club would treat me very differently if it was common knowledge that I owned a sex-toy company rather than a plastic molding company that made medical devices.”
He paused a moment and then continued, “These are our main offices. Our production plant itself is at a totally different location. That is where I am right now.”
He coughed slightly and his voice became a bit more serious as he said, “I am Mr. Masters. If you are hired, you will be working here at our offices, which are also our test facilities. Eventually, you will get to see our plant and eventually you will meet me in person. Until then, we are limited to this video link. Are you comfortable with that arrangement?” 
“Yes,” Alisha said quietly.
“You don’t seem to match our selection criteria,” he began.
Alisha shifted nervously in her chair awaiting his dismissal, but instead he continued with, “but somehow you intrigue me.”
He paused for several moments. Alisha could hear him shuffling papers on a desk or whatever. After another few moments of silence, he continued, “And the more I look at you, the more I think that you are actually closer to what we truly need to test our new products... despite being nothing like what we thought we wanted.”
“I don’t understand,” she said.
“Our devices are primarily for the sexually adventurous,” the voice replied, almost with a laugh. “And we are attempting to increase our market by improving our products. Better products mean better sales. And to improve our products we need to know what the sexually adventurous woman wants and enjoys. That’s why we need the testing. And that’s why we advertise for uninhibited females.”
Again there was a long pause before he continued, “Our goal is a bigger share of that sexually adventurous demographic. But watching you in the waiting room and now sitting in front of me here, I have suddenly realized that the really big un-tapped market for us is not the sexually adventurous, but rather the sexually repressed.”
After another long pause he said softly, “... like you.”
Alisha blushed, partly in embarrassment, and partly in shame that he had publicly named her secret. Her sexuality was definitely captive deep within herself.
“You are sexually repressed, aren’t you?” the shadowy figure asked.
When she didn’t answer, he added, “And coming here wasn’t your own idea, was it? You got tricked... or dared into it, didn’t you? Probably by Marlina, the girl who was with you in the waiting room.”
“I got teased into applying and Marlina has a bet riding on whether or not I would go through with the interview.”
“So why did you come?” he asked.
“She’s going to split her winnings with me,” Alisha answered in almost a whisper.
“So you desperately need the money?”
“Yes,” she answered, hanging her head as she spoke.
“That makes you even more perfect for the job,” he replied.
“The job is simple,” he continued. “We need someone to test our products and tell us what can be done to improve the experience. That means an interview after each use. And during your sessions everything is recorded. In addition you would be wired to our computers to get real time data as to what is actually happening in your mind and body.”
His voice almost sounded eager as he added, “I am on a quest to build the ultimate sex toy... the perfect sex machine, and you could be an integral part of that quest. Are you interested?”
“You mean you are offering me the job?” she sputtered.
“Yes,” he answered firmly. “The pay would be one thousand dollars per session. We are assuming four sessions a month for the next three months or so. You would be a contract employee of D.I.M. enterprises, which means you would be responsible for your own taxes. Most students don’t make enough to pay taxes, but you will probably need to put some of that money away for tax time. You could be making a significant amount of money this year. We will help you set up what you need to do. We could even automatically deposit monies to both your checking and savings accounts. I assume that would be satisfactory with you?”
He paused a moment to let Alisha respond, but she remained silent. He continued, “You would also have to sign a non-disclosure agreement. Everything we do would have to remain absolutely secret. No one can even know that you are working for us. We would arrange the sessions to fit in around your school schedule, but we would need at least four sessions a month for the next three months.”
Alisha continued to sit silently as what he had said slowly sank into her mind. She literally was unable to speak.
“I tell you what,” he said after a period of silence. “Let’s make that two thousand dollars a session.”
Four sessions a month for three months at two thousand dollars a session was twenty-four thousand dollars! She wouldn’t make that working forty hours a week for a year at one of the minimum wage jobs most college students end up with.
“I know that this is a big decision for you,” the image in the monitor finally said. “Why don’t I give you until close of business tomorrow to think about it. If you want the job, just text ‘Accepted’ by five pm to the number you used before. If I hear from you, I will give you further instructions. If not, or if you text back a refusal– in whatever wording you desire– I will fall back on my original plan and hire one of the sluts who came in with you. OK?”
“OK,” mumbled Alisha as she slowly shook her head up and down.
“I’ll be waiting,” the voice said and the screen went dark.
Alisha sat frozen in her chair, her eyes scanning the various devices displayed behind the desk. She was unconsciously gnawing on her lower lip as she imaged herself using one of the dildos.
The voice of the secretary standing beside her jarred her back to reality. “Thank you for coming today,” she said brightly. “We will be awaiting your response.” 
She then ushered Alisha back into the outer office where Malinda was waiting.
“Well,” Malinda greeted her, almost laughing, “did you get the job?”
“He will text me,” she replied, not sure why she withheld the truth.
“Yeah,” Malinda said with a grin, “don’t call us, we’ll call you.”
She put her hand on Alisha’s shoulder and said, “Looks like you don’t have the job, but I’ve got you on video going in and coming out of the interview and that’s all we really needed. Your split of the bet will be $180. Not bad for two hours work, is it? I bet you would have done a lot more than that for that kind of money.”
“If you only knew,” Alisha thought as Malinda walked before her out the door and back to their car. “If you only knew.”
As soon as she got back to the privacy of her dorm room, Alisha took out her phone and texted one word, “ACCEPTED.”
 



Chapter Two
Alisha Starts Her New Job
 
Alisha shifted nervously in the stiff, uncomfortable, wooden chair that was one of two pieces of furniture in the small test room. Twice she had started to turn around and go home as she walked the short distance to her new job. Was she really going to test sex toys for M.I.D? Was she really going to help this mysterious Mr. Masters improve them?
When she arrived, the secretary-receptionist handed her the standard tax forms and a contract which included a very specific non-disclosure clause. After she had filled out and signed all of the forms, including the contract, the receptionist escorted her down a hallway to the test room and told the tests would begin shortly.
Alisha looked around the room. Besides the chair on which she was sitting, the only other piece of furniture in the room was a queen-sized bed which sat against one wall of the room. A slightly open door exposed a small closet on the same wall as the door through which she entered. The other three walls were blank. Their egg-shell white tone made the room look like a hospital room out of a previous century.
In each of the corners of the room, mounted where the two walls met the ceiling, was a dark Plexiglas dome which apparently held a camera. Farther down on each wall, also in the corners, was another dark dome. If there were a camera behind each of those Plexiglas domes, that meant there would be eight cameras watching her when she did whatever it was that she was supposed to do for this session.
On the wall between the entry door and the closet door, a large television or monitor was mounted at approximately eye level. Alisha startled as a figure appeared in the monitor. Again, the image and monitor was set up so that the figure appeared life-sized and gave the impression of someone looking through a window into the room. The figure greeted her by name, “Good morning, Alisha. Are we ready to begin?”
She nodded her head and the voice said, somewhat sternly, “Before we begin, I think we need to first establish a few rules to standardize our data. You need to answer all questions verbally for the record. If it is a yes or no question, your answer should be ‘Yes, sir,’ or ‘No, sir.’ Do you understand that?”
“Yes,” she replied, and then after a moment of silence added, “sir.”
“And since this is more or less a legal record of a scientific experiment, we need to be clear about to whom you are speaking, so you should also add my name to the answer. If you understand that, answer ‘Yes, sir, Mister Masters.’”
“Yes, sir, Mister Masters,” she replied.
“Very good,” came from the monitor speakers. “Today we are going to get some background levels of you pleasuring yourself to use for comparison when we actually begin testing our products. Please put all of your clothing in the closet, then lay down on the bed and get ready.”
Alisha’s face paled significantly and her eyes widened as she stood and began to walk toward the closet. “I didn’t hear your answer,” came the voice.
She stopped and turned toward the monitor with a blank stare. Suddenly she realized what was expected and said clearly, “Yes, sir, Mister Masters.”
“Clarity, Alisha, clarity,” the voice continued, sounding somewhat upset. “What did I ask you to do? Your answer should make that very clear.”
The blank stare again returned as Alisha stood moving her head slightly from side to side in front of the monitor. Then she quietly said, “Oh,” and took a deep breath. “Yes, sir, Mister Masters, sir. I will put all of my clothing in the closet and lay down on the bed and get ready to... pleasure myself.”
Her skin felt very, very hot as the voice replied, “Much better.”
A few moments later, a young woman wearing a white lab coat pushed a small cart into the room. It was the well-dressed receptionist from her interview. There were several electronic devices on the cart, all of which seemed to have long wires coming out of them that ended in little, square, black, pads. The young woman gathered up the wires and began to attach the sticky pads, which were apparently electrodes of some sort, to various parts of Alisha’s body. After all electrodes were in place, the woman pressed something on the wall and the room became very bright.
Alisha looked down at her body. She had expected that some of the electrodes would, perhaps, be attached to her breasts or near her sex, but they were mainly on her wrists, ankles, neck, and head. As if anticipating her thoughts, Mr. Masters said, “These are primarily monitoring your brain and nervous system. Later in our tests, after you are more comfortable with the setup, we will monitor the actual state of your mouth, ass, and vagina.”
For some reason, hearing mouth and ass put in the same list with her vagina caused Alisha to again blush a deep red. 
“It will take a few sessions,” the voice continued, “but soon you will no longer notice the electrodes.” He paused and chuckled deeply, “Unless, of course, the electrodes are delivering rather than receiving impulses.”
Luckily for Alisha, he didn’t ask whether or not she understood what he meant by that last comment. She had no idea what he meant, and wasn’t sure that she really wanted to know. She debated asking what he meant, but before she could decide whether or not to ask, he said, “Lay back on the bed with your knees raised and your legs slightly spread.”
She did so. A slight cough came from the monitor and Alisha immediately responded, “Yes, sir, Mister Masters, sir. I will lay back on the bed with my knees raised and my legs slightly spread.”
“Would you prefer some pillows or do you normally lay flat on the bed to masturbate? ... or perhaps you just lean against the wall?”
“No thank you, sir,” she replied. “I do not need any pillows, Mister Masters. And I do not lean against the wall, sir. I normally lie flat on the bed when I mastur... when I mastur... when I masturbate.” 
Alisha took a deep breath. She had forced herself to say what she never would have said before. “I masturbate.”
“You learn rapidly,” he replied. “Now tell me how you go about pleasuring yourself? And don’t be afraid to use the proper words. There is nothing to be ashamed of. What do you do first when you are alone and you want to take yourself high?”
Alisha paused and her face wrinkled slightly as she thought. Then she spoke, “If I am already turned on a little bit by something I have seen or read, sir, I stroke myself lightly.” Her hand went between her legs to mimic what her words had said.
“And if you are not already turned on?”
“Then I start by stroking my breasts,” she replied. “If I rub my nipples lightly with the palm of my hand, or gently tweak and twist the nipples, it gets me started.”
“Are you turned on right now?” he asked.
Alisha shook her head, but then realized her mistake and said, “No, sir, Mister Masters, sir. I am not turned on... at least I don’t think I am.”
“Are you saying that you are not sure whether or not you are sexually excited?”
“No... yes... no... I mean I’m not sure, Mister Masters,” she answered. The frustration was clearly evident in her voice.
“Explain,” he said tersely.
“It’s like I want to be turned on,” she replied. “I really do, but my body won’t let me.” She smiled nervously before continuing, “I want it. I know it’s there, but it’s like it’s trapped behind a wall or something and I can’t get to it to let it out.”
“So,” he said, “I guess what you need to do today is to tease your sexual needs out from behind that wall you have created. Do you think you can do that, Alisha?”
“Yes, sir, Mister Masters, sir. I think I can tease my sexual responses out from behind my wall.”
“Then begin,” he replied. “Take as long as you need and do whatever you need to do, but describe what you are doing and feeling for the record. Do you understand?”
“Yes, sir, Mister Masters, sir. I understand.” A slight cough came from the speakers and she added, “I understand that I should describe everything I am doing as I try to take myself high, Mister Masters, Sir.”
Alisha then began rubbing the palms of her hands slowly over her nipples. “I am rubbing my nipples lightly with the palms of my hands,” she said. “I can feel the sensations, but it isn’t like I am doing it to myself. When I use the palms of my hands, it is almost like it is someone else stroking me.” She paused and inhaled deeply.
“That’s why I use my palms rather than my fingertips,” she continued. “It feels good... It feels really good.”
Soft music began to play in the room. It took Alisha’s mind a moment to register that there was a harp playing softly in the background. Mr. Masters’ voice explained. “The soft music will help mask any background noises from the instrumentation or other sources. I find that Celtic harp is most relaxing. I hope you find it so. We will always use the same music so your mind will soon begin to disregard it, just as it will disregard the wires and electrodes.”
Alisha suddenly realized that until Mister Masters mentioned them, she had already forgotten about the wires.
He paused and then said, “Go on, Alisha. What do you do next? What? Why? How does it feel?”
“The fronts of my thighs, sir,” she said as she began to breathe deeper. “Once I am turned on, Mister Masters, the fronts of my thighs are very sensitive. Sliding my hands very, very softly up and down the fronts of my thighs feels soooooo good.”
Once again, her hands and fingertips mimicked what she was describing.
“What do you mean by feels so good?” he asked.
Alisha paused to think, but her hands continued to slowly rub up and down the fronts of her thighs. Her legs were now up with her knees slightly spread. “Feels so good,” she finally said, “means that I am starting to get turned on. There is a warm feeling that seems to flow from the center of my tummy and spreads out to my legs and throughout my body. Stroking my thighs is like blowing softly on the coals of that fire. They get hotter and hotter and hotter...”
Her hands suddenly lifted from her thighs back to her breasts. She was now twisting her nipples with her fingers and pulling slightly on them. “Describe what you are doing,” came the voice from the monitor.
She struggled to speak. Her mind was beginning to be clouded with the passion building within her. “I am tweaking and pulling on my nipples, Mister Masters, sir,” she answered. “I am imagining that someone is suckling at my breast. Ahhhhhhh....”
The verbalization of that fantasy image caused the fires within her to become many degrees hotter. The hands that had been fondling her breasts moved downward. The fingers were sliding lightly over her skin until she reached her naval. Then she brought her fingers together on one hand and began pressing down rhythmically on the soft dome of her lower abdomen. The other hand continued down to between her legs where it cupped her sex and pressed with the same rhythm as the hand on her stomach.
“Why are you doing that?” came a question from the speaker on the wall.
“It feels good,” she breathed out. Then struggling to remember her instructions, she said in a slightly forced voice, “I am pressing down on my tummy, sir, because I like the way the pressure presses on my insides, Mister Masters, sir.”
She took a very deep breath and added, “The pressure on my vagina adds to the sensations I am feeling all over my body.”
Alisha’s head was now starting to tilt back so that she could draw deeper and deeper breaths. The hand on her stomach was now rubbing very lightly as the fingers of her other hand began to glide slowly up and down the folds between her legs.
“Description,” came the terse command from the screen.
“I’m lightly rubbing my labia and... my clit.” she answered. She became a deeper red as the embarrassment of acknowledging that she had a clitoris layered its colors on top of the glow of passion already present on her skin.
Her hips were now beginning to buck slightly. The hand from her stomach moved back to her breasts and the fingers of the hand between her legs began to penetrate the folds of her pussy lips.
“Description,” ordered the voice, “and be sure to maintain proper response format.”
“I am now very turned on, Mister Masters, sir,” she panted. “My one hand is pinching and twisting my nipples and with the others I am hand-fucking my cunt... sir.”
The red deepened as Alisha realized she had not only said the word, “fuck,” she had publicly called her vagina a cunt. The underlying glow to the red of her skin caused by her passion also deepened as her hand began pumping faster. Both hands were now between her legs.
With one hand she continued pumping in and out of her pussy. With the other she began rubbing her swollen clit in tiny circles– one circle around her throbbing nub for each stroke in and out with the hand with which she was fucking herself.
“Description,” the voice again demanded, but the only response from Alisha was a rhythmic “Nnngh, nnngh, nnngh,” in time to the thrusts of her hand. Her hips were now bucking frantically, matching the steadily increasing speed of her hands. Her eyes began to flutter and then suddenly opened very wide as an orgasm began to overwhelm her.
Whenever she secretly masturbated in her dorm room, Alisha had to force herself to remain silent, sometimes pressing her face hard into her pillow or biting down on her blanket to keep from crying out and being discovered. But now there was no need for silence. There were no secrets from the bright lights and the microphones and cameras in this strange bedroom. “I’m CUMMING,” she screamed. “I’m cumming, Mister Masters... sir. Oh, God! I’m cumming!”
Her legs were now shaking violently and she began screaming “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!” with each thrust of her hands and hips. Her voice slowly faded into silence as the thrusts began to slow, but at the same time, grow much more forceful. The quivering of her muscles also diminished as her body began to arch off the bed from the tension in her legs. Finally she gave a deep, throaty, gurgling scream and dropped her body back flat against the mattress, pressing her arms and legs firmly against the sheets.
After a few moments, the voice once again ordered, “Description.”
“I came,” she said breathlessly. “I came stronger than I have ever cum before, Mister Masters, sir. It was like falling off a cliff or jumping off a mountain, except I didn’t fall... I flew.”
“Why do you think that is, Alisha?”
“That I flew?” she responded.
“No,” he replied, “that you came stronger than you have ever cum before.”
“I’m not sure, Mister Masters, sir,” she replied. Her voice was starting to slowly return to normal. “It may have been because I didn’t have to hide my orgasm here.” She giggled slightly, “With all the cameras and stuff, I knew everything was already out in the open.”
She took a deep breath. “Or...” she continued, her voice strengthening as the words spilled out, “maybe I came so strongly because I thought that was what you wanted me to do.”
“So,” he said, “you think you might have had an intense orgasm just because you thought that was what I wanted you to do?”
“Yes, Mister Masters, sir,” she answered firmly. “I had an intense orgasm because I thought that is what you wanted me to do. It was almost like you had ordered me to do so.”
“Interesting,” came the replied from the monitor. “Interesting.” After a pause he returned to a very business-like tone and said, “I think we have sufficient data for today, Alisha. Miss Thomas will show you where you can freshen up before you dress.”
The screen went blank and the lighting in the room returned to normal. The well-dressed secretary entered and removed the electrodes. Then she beckoned Alisha to follow as she walked back out of the room. They walked a short distance down a narrow hallway to a small bathroom which included a shower and a small vanity with what Alisha considered to be a professional-style makeup mirror. Towels, shampoo, makeup, and other toiletries were set out on a small counter beneath the triple mirror. A hair dryer similar to what you would find in a motel room hung alongside the mirror.
“When you have cleaned yourself up,” the woman said, “you can return to the lab room and dress.” As she left, before she pulled the door closed, she added, “Then you are free to go until next time.”
Alisha took an especially long shower. It wasn’t that she wanted to wash off what had occurred, rather it was the fact that the water felt so wonderful flowing down her body. It was as if she were experiencing the sensation of warm water pelting her skin in a totally new way.
After she had dried herself and her hair, she sat at the mirror slowly letting her body finish drying as she applied some of the makeup that had been provided. The shades were slightly brighter than what she normally would have used, but when she looked at herself in the mirror, they looked right on her face. She even found herself applying more of the eye shadow and blusher. It looked almost tarty to her in the mirror, but was still much, much less than most of her fellow coeds would have used.
One small round container held a dark red cream. She had set it aside because the top of the package said simply, “Nipple Rouge.” Alisha smiled at herself in the mirror as she now picked it up and opened it. She dabbed some of the red cream out of the container with the tip of one finger and held it up to the mirror before slowly rubbing it on her nipples. “No one will see it,” she told her image in the mirror. Then she added with a sly smile, ‘... but I will know it’s there.”
As she walked back to the lab bedroom to retrieve her clothing, she realized that she was walking down the hallway of an office building totally naked... and it didn’t bother her. In fact, it felt right. After all, she was now a tester for a company that made sex toys. Naked was her work uniform. “That, and nipple rouge,” she thought to herself as she reached the door to the bedroom and the closet holding her clothes.
A few minutes later, she was walking back to her room in the dormitory at school.
 



Chapter Three
Alisha Brings Her Pink Lady to Work
 
Alisha held her purse tightly in her hand as she walked the few blocks from her dorm to the offices of Masters Intimate Devices for her second testing session. She was much more worried and nervous than she had been for her first session. This was for two reasons. The first was because her Pink Lady vibrator was in her purse rather than hidden safely at the bottom of her underwear drawer. The second was that the text from Mister Masters had said, “Bring your favorite and second favorite vibrators to tomorrow’s session.”
Alisha Donaldson had only ever owned one vibrator. She had bought it while on a trip to New Orleans her freshman year of school. She was never sure why she had entered the sex shop, or why she had bought the small vibrator. It sat unused for months until one night when everyone else on her floor was out on a date. After carefully checking to see that she was, indeed, alone, she slipped it out from beneath a stack of carefully folder underwear and actually opened the plastic packaging which surrounded it.
She had to rob the batteries out of her flashlight to make it work because batteries were not included. It seemed so much heavier with the batteries in place.
This was a dildo!
She sat on the chair next to her bed holding it lightly in her hands and trembling with fear and anticipation.
This was a sex toy!
This piece of pink plastic was such a depraved thing for her to buy or own. She should bury it in the bottom of her trash and forget that she had ever touched it. But the forbidden fruit called to her. She couldn’t throw it away, but at the same time, she wasn’t quite sure what she was supposed to do with it. She wasn’t even sure how to turn it on, so she continued to sit with the slender pink tube resting in the palm of her hands like some small, wounded bird.
Finally, she worked up the nerve to read the directions printed on the back of the packaging. She twisted the base to turn it on, but immediately twisted the switch back off in fear that someone might hear the humming as the motor within it came to life. It had sounded like a huge, angry bee as its spinning weight caused the hard, pink plastic to quiver in her hand for the short time that she allowed it to remain on.
It had been vibrating in her hand for only a few seconds, but once she had felt it move her body yearned to feel those vibrations. That short burst of noise and movement had awakened a hunger within her. So, once again, she twisted the switch, and once again it came to life. This time, despite the raucous buzzing, she let it remain on.
After a few moments she held it in her fingers and ran the tip over her face and arms, testing the sensations. She next touched it to the tip of her breast through her clothing. She could barely feel it through the sweatshirt and bra, but her body felt it and knew it wanted more.
She shut it off and set it carefully on her desk, pointing upward like a miniature missile ready to blast off while she slipped out of her clothing and carefully hung her clothes as if getting ready for bed. Then, climbing naked into her bed, she began to explore her body with the vibrating toy. The resulting orgasm wasn’t her first, but it was her strongest, and afterwards she lay in her bed terrified that someone might have heard her cry out as she climaxed.
The Pink Lady joined her in bed several times a month after that, but she was always careful to bury her face in her pillow as she reached orgasm so that no one would hear her private screams of passion. Now, at the direction of Mister Masters, she was bringing her Pink Lady to her testing session at M.I.D. 
It was her favorite vibrator because it was her only vibrator. But there was no second favorite. Would Mister Masters be displeased? She would soon know.
The immaculately dressed secretary-receptionist greeted her by name and said, “Go on down to the testing room. I will come down in a few moments and get you wired up.”
Alisha walked down the short hallway. She smiled as she entered the room. It had changed slightly. The stiff wooden chair was still there, but it now had a soft, velvet cushion on the seat. The queen-sized bed was gone. In its place was a circular bed that was closer to king sized. Dark pink, shiny satin sheets covered the bed. A pile of matching pillows was piled up on the flat section of the bed that touched the wall opposite the monitor.
After carefully hanging her clothing in the closet, and setting her underwear on a small shelf, also in the closet, Alisha arranged herself on the bed. She noted with pleasure that her Pink Lady matched the sheets, but in a lighter shade of pink. After all of the electrodes and sensors were applied, the secretary adjusted the lighting in the room and left.
The voice of Mister Masters greeted her from the speakers on the monitor. “Good morning, Alisha,” he said. The image then brightened slightly and she could see the outline of his head and shoulders. It was still not possible to clearly see his face.
“Did you have a good week at school?” he asked.
“Yes,” she answered cheerfully. Then she remembered the instructions from last week and repeated, “Yes, Mister Masters, sir. I had a good week at school.”
“Did you bring the two vibrators I requested?” he asked.
“Yes and no,” she answered, then nervously added, “Yes, Mister Masters, sir, I brought my favorite vibrator as you requested.” She paused and swallowed, a look of fear coming to her face. “No, Mister Masters, sir,” she continued, “I didn’t bring my second favorite vibrator.” She hung her head as she said quietly, “I don’t have one.”
“You don’t have a second favorite, or you don’t have a second vibrator?” he asked.
“I have only one vibrator, Mister Masters, sir,” she responded. “It is the only one I have ever owned.”
She smiled a weak smile in the direction of the monitor. She assumed that he would be displeased and waited for him to tell her to leave. Instead, he chuckled. It was a deep, rumbling chuckle that somehow made her feel very safe. 
“Don’t worry, Alisha,” he said. “You will have many to choose from as your new favorite and second favorite before our sessions are finished.”
His voice became very soothing as he said, “One vibrator will suffice. Today we are again working on background levels. Relax, imagine yourself back in the privacy of your own dorm room. No one else is there. You have the whole building to yourself.”
The soft music began to fill the room. The familiar notes of the harp seemed very soothing as Alisha relaxed back on the bed. “What do you do first?” he asked.
“I put batteries in Pinky,” she answered, and then turned totally red at how stupid that answer sounded.
“Is that always the first step?” he replied. “... and answer in proper form.”
“Yes, Mister Masters, sir,” she stammered out. “My first step is always to put the batteries in my Pink Lady.”
“Do you take them out after each use?” he asked. “And, if so, why?”
“Yes, Mister Masters, sir,” she answered. “I take the batteries out of my Pink Lady after each use. I am afraid that it might come on accidently in my underwear drawer and someone might hear the buzzing and find it.”
“Are you ashamed of your Pink Lady? Are you ashamed that you own a sex toy?”
Alisha once again hung her head and answered softly, “Yes.”
Mister Masters did not correct the form of her answer, but he did remain silent for several moments before once again speaking, this time in a very soft and comforting voice. “There is nothing to be ashamed of, Alisha,” he said. “Try to put the shame out of your mind for the moment.”
He sighed deeply as if preparing for great exertion. “OK then. Assuming that you have the batteries in your vibrator and you are unclothed on your bed, what do you do now? Where do you start with your buzzing little friend?”
“By rubbing it lightly on my face,” she answered.
“Complete answer,” he snapped. Then in a much milder voice he continued, “I think we need to make it easier for you to give a complete answer. This, ‘Mister Masters, sir’ seems to be awkward and cumbersome for you. What don’t we just shorten that to ‘Mister’?”
“Yes, Master,” Alisha responded. “That would be much easier.”
“I said ‘Mister,’” he replied with a laugh. “But ‘Master’ will do. Does calling me ‘Master’ work for you, Alisha? ... And remember to give a complete answer.”
“Yes, Master,” she replied. “Using ‘Master’ to answer your questions works for me.”
“Good,” he answered. “Very good.
“Now let’s go back to my initial question. Where do you start with your buzzing little friend?”
“When I use my vibrator, Master, I usually start by rubbing it lightly on my face.” she answered. She was surprised how natural it felt to call the image in the monitor ‘Master’ rather than “Mister Masters, Sir.”
“Why?” he asked. There was obvious surprise in his voice.
She turned a light shade of pink. “I start with my face, Master, because the first time I used it, I had no idea what to do, and the picture on the package showed a woman rubbing it on her face.”
A soft, deep laugh came from the speakers.
“I still do that because it feels good, especially near my lips. I don’t rub it on my lips because the vibrations almost hurt when they are directly on my lips, but running it very lightly right up next to the edge of my lips starts me feeling tingly all over.”
“Why don’t you do that now?” he directed.
Alisha turned on the small pink vibrator and immediately a loud, mechanical rasping echoed through the room. “Definitely not one of my products,” Master said with an overtone of disgust in his voice. “A good vibrator should vibrate with a soft, reassuring hum.” He laughed and added. “You will find as our tests continue, that sound, color, texture, weight, shape... even smell, all go into a good intimate device.” Another laugh. “But you get what you pay for.”
Alisha looked toward the monitor rather sheepishly and said, “I bought one of the cheapest because I wasn’t sure I wouldn’t just throw it away.”
“Why didn’t you buy a better one once you started using it?” he asked.
“It was my first, Master,” she replied.
“Ah yes. There is that, too,” he said with a sigh. “Sentimental attachment can make the cheapest thing very valuable. So let’s see how this cheap, little, sentimental toy performs, shall we?”
Alisha did not respond, but instead lay back against the pillows and closed her eyes. She moved the buzzing pink vibrator is small circles in the hollows of her cheeks, spiraling outward slightly as she moved so that the Pink Lady began to rub lightly on the bones beneath her eyes and at the edges of her mouth. As she did so, she sighed slightly and relaxed back into the pillows.
“I guess you could call this foreplay, Master,” she said softly.
Holding the vibrator so that it was almost flat against her face, she then began circling her mouth. As the pink plastic tip glided over the flesh above her lips it brushed lightly against the underside of her nose. “That always tickles my columella,” she said softly.
She stiffened slightly and said, “I’m sorry, Master, that is the strip of skin between the nostrils. I learned the term in my biology class and for some reason have always remembered it.”
“That’s OK,” he replied. “I know the term. I studied to become a doctor, but somehow along the way, I became fascinated with female sexual responses. That fascination led me to try to improve female sexual aids. The company I founded was primarily to help me make money while I was in school, but it became so successful, I ended up dropping out of med school to run the company as it grew bigger.”
He coughed, and then said in a matter-of-fact voice, “But that is about me. This session is about you and what is going on in your body. Please continue.”
“After I am very relaxed, Master, I move the vibrator to my other lips.” Her actions matched her words as she spread her legs and began running the vibrator in a circular track around the outside of her labia. Her breath deepened and a sexual flush began to appear on her face.
“I don’t know why,” she said, “but when I run my Pink Lady around the outside of my vagina, I can feel everything moving around inside me.”
“How does that make you feel? What does that make you want to do?” he asked. “Be specific... and answer in proper form.”
Alisha paused a moment to think and then said, “When I run my Pink Lady vibrator around my cunt lips, it makes me want to push something very big into me... or impale myself on something really big.” Her breath started getting slightly ragged. “I just want something big inside me... moving inside me... filling me up... pounding into me...”
Alisha was surprised at the speed with which her body was responding. Things were happening much faster than they ever did in her dorm room. She could feel her control slipping away. No longer was she stroking the outside of her sex with her small vibrator. She was now instead driving it deeply into her cunt, holding it with the base of the vibrator against the palm of her hand so that the tip stuck out from the wedge formed by her fingers. As she drove Pinkie into her pussy, her hand disappeared up to the bottom knuckle of her fingers with each downward stroke.
“Obviously,” Master said quietly, “your Pink Lady isn’t up to the task once you get going, Little Lisha, but you more than make up for it with your hand and fingers.”
Alisha did not respond to his comment, but instead threw back her head and began screaming out “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!” Her voice rose in intensity as she pounded harder and harder into her cunt with her hand. Finally she grasped herself with both hands, driving the pink plastic completely within herself and fell back on the bed shuddering and shaking.
After she had calmed herself somewhat, Master asked, “Do you always scream that out when you climax?”
“I don’t know what you are asking, Master,” she replied. Her voice and her face showed concern that she had somehow displeased him.
“Do you not know that you were screaming, ‘Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!’?” he asked. “You screamed out the same thing last time.”
Turning a very deep red and looking down at the bed Alisha replied softly, “No, Master, I did not realize that was what I was screaming. I know I screamed, but I didn’t know that I was screaming ‘Fuck me”
“But it is what you wanted, isn’t it?”
“Yes,” she answered very softly.
“Complete answer,” he ordered.
Lifting up her head she faced the monitor and said clearly, “Yes, Master, as I became excited I really wanted someone to fuck me.”
Somehow, saying that out loud was a turning point for Alisha. She relaxed back against the pillows once again, letting her legs fall slightly open. The wall was now broken. Her secret was out and there was no longer any need– or way– to hide it. She had said it. She had told the truth. In her secret thoughts and desires, she desperately wanted someone to fuck her. She wanted to be driven wild with passion. She wanted someone’s large prick slamming into her cunt. Her repressed sexual hunger was exposed for all– or at least for Master–to see.
There was something different about her as she turned back to face the monitor and said, “I’ve never really been fucked, you know, sir. The only thing that has been inside of me is my little Pink Lady.” She smiled and giggled before she added, “Except for a carrot and a cucumber. The carrot when I was much younger and really didn’t know what I was doing... the cucumber was after I read this really trashy novel that talked about a woman using one to relieve her sexual tensions.”
The figure in the monitor remained silent for a moment and then spoke. “I was going to ask you to bring your favorite anal toy to next week’s session,” he said. “But somehow I think that you have never had anything up your ass except perhaps an enema nozzle.”
“Not even that,” she blurted out. “Mom was afraid that we might be warped by having something put up our butt. So if we were blocked up, she just gave us a really strong laxative.”
She smiled weakly at the monitor and said, “I’ve looked at butt plugs on the internet, but I don’t understand what they are supposed to do for me.” After a shrug, she added, “Besides, they seem so big that I was sure they would hurt going in and I wasn’t sure I would ever be able to get them back out.”
“Proper form,” Master said sternly.
“No, Master, I have never had anything in my ass. I’m afraid that I am very tight back there and anything I put in would get stuck.”
Mister Masters laughed slightly, “I guess that means we will have to re-arrange our schedule. But don’t worry. We will just test more dildos next time and give you time to get prepared.”
His voice suddenly sounded very different as he said, obviously speaking on an intercom of some sort, “Miss Davis, would you please bring one of our anal trainer sets into the testing room?” After a pause he said, “You’d better bring both a newbie and an explorer.”
A few moment later, the well-dressed secretary-receptionist entered the room. She was carrying two small boxes which she set down on the table. The label on the front of one of the boxes said “Newbie Anal Explorer.” The second was labeled “Anal Explorer.”
“I think we can keep the explorer set for next week,” he said as she began to unwrap the newbie box. When the secretary set it on the bed next to her, Alisha could see four tapered pieces of soft, dark, plastic. 
“This is the beginner set,” the secretary explained as she pulled the smallest of the plugs out of the box. It was slightly larger than a large ballpoint pen and tapered to an almost sharp point on one end.
“Julia,” Mister Masters said, “I want you to insert the number one trainer into Alisha. Show her how to lubricate it– and herself– properly.”
“Yes, Master,” Julia answered. She then pulled a disposable glove out of the box along with a small tube of lubricant.
“Spread your legs and pull your knees up to your chest,” she said to Alisha, who pulled her knees upward and held them in place with her hands. Her cunt and ass were now totally exposed.
Julia squirted a small amount of lube onto her latex-covered finger and held it up for Alisha to see. “This might feel a little cold. Try to relax and let me in.” She then pressed her finger against Alisha’s rosebud and began pressing slowly until the sphincter opened and her finger slipped inside.
As Julia was wiggling her finger and sliding it in and out of Alisha’s ass, Mister Masters asked, “How does that feel?”
“Weird,” answered Alisha, then she gasped and rephrased her answer. “Having a finger up my ass feels very weird, Master.” Her body reddened slightly as she added, “But it is weird in a nice sort of way.”
She gasped again as Julia suddenly withdrew her finger. A slight yelp followed as the pencil thin plug slipped inside her. A soft sigh followed that as Alisha became used to the sensations emanating from her forbidden entrance.
“You will keep that in for the next three days,” explained Mister Masters. “You may remove it only to shit.”
“Yes, Master,” she replied.
“You can also remove it briefly if you can’t pass gas around it,” he continued. “But only for a moment to allow the fart to escape.”
“I hadn’t thought about that,” she said. Her face was slightly scrunched up as she tried to imagine other problems the plug might cause.
“The next size you will keep in for two days,” Master commanded. “And the size after that for another two days. That means when you return next week, you will be wearing the size three butt plug. Do you understand that, Miss Donaldson?”
“Yes, Master. I understand that I am to be wearing the third plug by next time we meet.”
“Then I guess today’s session is finished,” he replied and the monitor went dark.
“I will leave an additional tube of lube with the box,” the secretary said as she adjusted the lighting of the room. “You are free to go after you shower,” she added.
Alisha found herself trying to look at her rear in the mirrors of the shower room. Looking over her shoulder at her backside in the mirror, she couldn’t see anything out of the ordinary. “I could take a shower at the dorm and nobody would know,” she thought to herself. Somehow the thought of walking naked in front of her dorm mates while she had something stuck up her ass sent a shudder of excitement through her body.
Again, there was makeup waiting for her after her shower. The shades were even brighter and more colorful than last week. After applying the eye shadow and blusher– and, of course, the nipple rouge, she looked at herself in the mirror and said to her reflection, “My, what a slut you are becoming, Alisha.”
The speakers of the room were not on, so she didn’t hear Mister Masters chuckle deeply as he watched her in the cameras of the shower room. Nor could she see his wide smile when, after liberally applying the nipple rouge, she rubbed some of the “Intimate Body Glitter” over her pubic mound.
As she walked back down the hallway to the lab bedroom to retrieve her clothing, she could feel the thin plug moving slightly with her steps. “I wonder what the larger ones will feel like,” she thought as retrieved the packaged set and started back down the hallway. She was half-way to the lobby before she realized that she had forgotten to get dressed.
“This is very distracting,” she said aloud as she turned back for her clothing. “I mean,” she continued, “Mister Masters, sir, having something up my ass makes it very difficult to think about anything else. I don’t know how I am going to get through the week.”
She didn’t know for sure if he could hear her– he could– but she felt it necessary to say it none-the-less.
As she walked across the lab bedroom she was very tempted to lay back down on the bed and bring herself once again to climax, but instead she sighed very deeply and walked into the closet area to get dressed so that she could return to her dorm.
By the time Alisha returned to her dorm room, her panties were soaked. She could feel the pencil thin anal plug move slightly within her with every step and the sensations were driving her crazy. As soon as she reached the privacy of her own room, she stripped to the bare and lay across her bed with her legs spread and her feet planted firmly against the wall.
As she reached climax, she screamed out, “Fuck me, Master! Fuck me, Master! Fuck me, Master!” and then suddenly became quiet and lay panting on the bed. Had anyone heard her? And more importantly, did she actually say, “Fuck me, Master?”
She had never actually met Mister Masters and yet she willingly called him Master during their sessions and was now fantasizing about him ravishing her. “But in which hole?” she suddenly thought. 
Was she really thinking about Mister Masters taking her virgin ass?
What have you gotten yourself into?” she asked herself silently. Then aloud she asked, “Or more importantly, what has gotten into you?”
She smirked as she answered her own question. “A number one newbie trainer anal plug is what has gotten into me, Mister Masters, sir! Master!”
“Master!” She liked the way that sounded.
 



Chapter Four
Magic Worms and Maiden’s Dreams
 
Alisha hadn’t realized how often she evidently passed gas until it was not possible for her to do so. She finally figured out that if she put all of her weight on just one butt cheek and pushed her body slightly to the side, her sphincter would open slightly and the gas would pass around the plug. The only problem was it always felt like she was passing more than gas when it happened, and she was very afraid that she would soil herself or possibly even expel the butt plug into her panties. She finally came up with the solution of going into the girls’ bathroom and physically pulling the plug to one side to allow gas to escape. That way she could be sure that it remained in place.
Three days later when she changed to the next size, she was surprised at how easily the slightly larger plug slipped into place. Two days after that, however, the next size required a firm push to slide not-quite-so-easily into place. The third size also made her feel much more “full.” She could feel it pushing against her insides as she walked to the shower room in her suite in just a P & B outfit. In addition, she could feel the thin, curved, T-shaped handle press against the crease of her ass. She wasn’t sure that she liked that sensation, it was almost like someone was continually goosing her. But then again, she wasn’t sure that she didn’t like it.
“I wonder what a full size plug will feel like,” she asked herself as she soaped her body. A moan escaped from her lips as her hands brushed against the handle of the plug between her ass cheeks. It took a great deal of self-control to not linger on her pussy when she soaped her front.
When she finally finished her shower, she paused to check herself from behind in the mirror in the shower room. After verifying that nothing could be seen, she rolled her bra and panties into her towel and returned to her room naked. Her suite-mates looked shocked as she came through the common room, but she explained quickly, “Forgot my robe.”
Once back in her private bedroom, however, she had to lean against the wall as sensations of wantonness flooded her body. “What have I become?” she asked aloud. Then smiling lewdly, she added, “And what will I be after tomorrow?”
The next day Alisha briskly walked the six blocks from campus to the M.I.D. offices. She could feel the anal plug move within her with each step, but she did not slow down. She wanted the constant rhythm of her walk drumming sensations into her. She wanted to feel the forbidden feelings which surged within her. She was almost disappointed when she arrived so quickly at her destination.
Julia Davis, the well-dressed secretary-receptionist, greeted her with, “It must be hot out there today. You look all sweaty from your walk.”
If you only knew, Alisha thought, and then said aloud, “But you do know, don’t you?”
Julia smiled and replied, “Yes, I do, but I thought it would bother you if I said you looked all turned on and horny.”
“Oh!” Alisha squealed, “I said that out loud, didn’t I?”
“Yes, you did,” Julia responded. “Your mind must be a bit fogged. You must really enjoy what that anal plug does for you as you walk.”
Alisha gnawed slightly on her lower lip before answering, “Yes, I do. I know I shouldn’t like anything back there, but it feels so good moving inside of me.”
Now Julia laughed and said, “You ain’t felt nothin’ yet, honey.” She then became serious and said in a very business-like tone, “Mister Masters is waiting for you. Please proceed to the test chamber and prepare yourself. I will be in shortly to wire you up.”
“Yes ma’am,” Alisha replied automatically.
As she walked toward the narrow hallway that led back to the test room, she found herself wondering what had brought about the sudden change in the secretary’s demeanor. Then she noticed the blinking red light barely visible through the dark Plexiglas of the camera dome in the corner of the reception area.
She hadn’t noticed the cameras in this room before. Looking around, she could see that there were eight cameras–or at least eight Plexiglas domes–mounted in the room. Four were in the corners at the ceiling and four were half-way down the walls in each corner, just like in the test room.
Walking down the narrow hallway, she paused to check for cameras and, sure enough, there were two at each corner, one at ceiling height and one mid-way on the wall, and more along the way. 
“Good afternoon, Mister Masters,” she said cheerfully as she walked down the short hallway that branched off to the test room.
“Good afternoon to you, Alisha,” a voice responded from speakers in the ceiling. “I believe you were instructed to get yourself ready,” he continued. “Please remember to remove the anal device. We don’t want it affecting today’s test results. Double penetration doesn’t come for several more sessions.”
It took Alisha a moment to realize what double penetration meant. When it finally clicked, she paused for a moment as an image of herself with giant dildos sticking out of her cunt and ass filled her mind.
“Oh,” she said softly as she continued down the hallway.
The only change to the test bedroom this time was that there were more pillows on the bed and the sheets were a deep shade of yellow-brown that reminded her of wheat as it first began to ripen. She removed her outer clothing and hung her dress and blouse in the closet. Her underwear, she put on the shelf as before. A box of tissues and a package of sterile wipes sat on the chair.
“Just wipe the plug clean and put it back in the original box,” came Julia’s voice from behind her.
The box? Alisha hadn’t brought back the box of anal trainers.
“I forgot the box,” she squeaked.
“Not to worry,” came the voice from the speakers. “We have others in stock. Just wrap the plug in the tissues. Julia will put it in something and will get the Anal Explorer set of anal trainer plugs for you before you leave.
A few moments later, Julia had attached the electrodes to Alisha, who was now lying back on the bed awaiting further instructions from Mister Masters.
“I think we should see what Miss Donaldson thinks of the Magic Worm, don’t you Miss Davis?”
The secretary merely smiled and left the room. A few moments later, she returned carrying a penis. There was no other way to describe it. If this had been sticking through a hole in a wall, one would assume that there was a man standing on the other side of the wall.
The shaft looked exactly like an erect penis. It even looked like it had skin on it rather than just being a molded hunk of plastic. The ball sack, which hung beneath it, was complete and seemed to swing slightly loose and natural as Julia walked across the room.
“Quite a step up from your Pink Lady, isn’t it?” the voice said.
“Yes,” Alisha answered. Then remembering past instructions repeated herself with, “Yes, Mister Masters, Sir. This... uh... penis is quite a step up from my Pink Lady.”
“I thought we had decided that you would use just Master in your answers,” he said, almost sounding upset.
“Sorry, Master,” Alisha quickly said. “Yes, Master, this penis is quite a step up from my Pink Lady
Alisha did not understand why he chuckled at her response. Nor did she understand what he meant when he said softly, “Such a natural. Such a natural.”
“OK, then,” he said smartly. “Let us begin.” But as soon as the secretary handed the fake penis to Alisha he almost yelled, “Julia! I said the Magic Worm, not the Maiden’s Dream.
“Sorry, Master,” Julia stammered out. “Your written schedule called for the Maiden’s Dream,” she continued, holding up the penis and balls. 
“Yes, it did, pet,” he replied in a slightly forgiving tone. “But you need to pay attention to me when I speak. Alisha is a special case and we will sometimes have to deviate from the script, so you will need to pay more attention than usual to what I say.”
He paused for a few moments while both Julia and Alisha stared at the screen in silent anticipation. Finally he spoke. “Leave that here for later, Julia. Get a Magic Worm out of stock. It isn’t quite as big a step from Lisha’s little Pink Lady.”
Julia hurried from the room and returned shortly with a different dildo. This one also looked soft and had a head that resembled a penis, but the shaft was more or less smooth and ended with a large cap not that much different from the switch on the Pink Lady.
“This is still quite a step above your cheap little piece of plastic,” he said. Alisha could hear the disdain in his voice. She almost said something in defense of her favorite sex toy, but remained quiet. Julia placed the Magic Worm in her hands and silently left the room.
Although it was much less than the cock and balls of the first dildo, this was also much more than her Pink Lady. For one thing, it was much larger. Her fingers barely wrapped around it as she held it. Out of curiosity, she formed her thumb and forefinger into an O and slipped the shaft into the opening. It fit, but her fingertips were no longer touching.
It was also soft and felt almost... warm. “It isn’t cold,” she said aloud.
“If you want it to be cold, we could put it in a refrigerator,” the speakers replied. “But the special rubber is designed to feel warm at room temperature.”
He waited as Alisha continued to hold the soft shaft and rub it slightly in her hands. “It turns on the same way your Pink Lady did,” he said. “That, and the fact that they vibrate, are about all they have in common.”
She twisted the base cap and the worm came to life in her hand. As Master had promised, it did not have the harsh buzzing of an angry wasp, but instead sounded more like the distant hum of an alarm clock in another room. It was also wiggling slightly in her hand.
“I would advise that you not take too long to insert your new friend,” he said. “The motion has a timer function and gets greater as time passes.” After a pause he added, “Of course, you could set it to a longer time by removing the end cap and changing the settings... or you could just switch it off and back on.”
Alisha twisted the cap to off and immediately back to on. She then began her routine of lightly rubbing the vibrating dildo softly across her face. As soon as it touched her skin, she sighed slightly and said, “This is better.”
“Complete statements,” came the command from the speakers.
“Sorry, sir,” she answered quickly. Then she said, “This dildo, Master, feels much different on my skin than my little one. It’s soft and the vibrations are... more pleasant than Pinky’s.”
She lowered the throbbing shaft slowly down her neck and began to circle her nipples with the very tip. “Ahhh,” she moaned. “And it feels MUCH better on my breasts, Master.”
As she moved the vibrating penis further down her body, the tip of the shaft began once again to wiggle from side to side. She let its motion push her pleasure nub from side to side for several moments as she moaned softly.
“Describe what you are feeling.”
“I... I... I... feel so much pleasure,” she replied. “The motion of the Magic Worm almost feels like someone’s finger playing with my clit. It is taking me very high, very fast, Master.”
The motion– and sound– of the worm changed as the tip switched from side to side to circular motion. It was now moving in tight circles around Alisha’s clit. Her hips began bucking and her ass rose slightly off the bed.
It was becoming difficult for her to keep the swirling toy aligned with her nub, but she strained to do so.
“Description,” Mister Masters said, but she was too far gone to respond.
A sudden intense shriek escaped her lips and she began to quiver and shake on the bed.
“Description,” the voice repeated.
“I came,” she replied. “I came very suddenly, Master. It wasn’t as intense as last time, but it was still good. It surprised me.”
“Why?”
“I was surprised because it was there so fast. I didn’t expect that.”
“And how do you feel?” he asked.
“Like I’m not finished,” she answered.
“Then by all means, finish.” he replied.
Alisha switched the humming motor off and on to reset the motion timer and pushed it slowly into her cunt. “I switched off the worm to reset the motion, Master,” she dutifully reported. “And I am putting it in my cunt.” After a deep sigh she continued, “I want to feel it start to move within me.”
She then began to slowly stroke the dildo in and out of her pussy. Her rhythm remained slow and constant as she gently guided the shaft in and out of herself. “It’s starting to move,” she reported.
Her breathing deepened greatly, but the rhythm of her thrusts did not change. Her body began to flush a deep red and small moans began to escape her lips. “I could float here forever,” she finally said. 
Shortly after that a deep moan escaped her throat as the motion of the dildo changed. The swirling head was now slowly whirling around inside her cunt, passing her G-spot once with each revolution.
“Oh, GOD!” she moaned. Then in a very deep and throaty voice she said, “Is this what it feels like to actually get fucked, Master?”
“Not unless your lover has a very unique prick that can spin in circles,” answered Mister Masters with a chuckle.
“Can you give me a better description?” he asked.
Alisha could not. She was once again overwhelmed with pleasure. Her strokes were beginning to speed up very slightly and seemed more forceful as she bottomed out with her hand against her pussy lips.
The speaker remained silent as she continued to slowly pleasure herself. After several minutes, her groans became continuous and her body became very stiff. She held the Magic Worm inside her with her hands and her tightly clenched legs as she shuddered for several moments. Then she began breathing very deeply, as if recovering from a tremendous exertion.
“Description,” came the command.
“I came, Master,” she answered. Her voice was deep, but somehow sounded very relaxed. “It wasn’t very high, but it was very, very deep... and very, very, very relaxing.”
“Explain.”
“The first time, I went very high, very fast,” she answered. “It was like a fire came out of my cunt and burned through my body.” She paused. “This time, I slowly warmed up. I didn’t catch fire, but I got very, very warm all over. I wanted to stay there forever... but I couldn’t. I finally had to let go and the fire poured out of me without ever really igniting.”
“So how are you feeling now? Do you still feel like you haven’t finished?”
“I’m not sure, Master,” she answered. “I am very relaxed and I think I could lay here for the rest of the day. But at the same time, I want to go back and find my warm place.”
“Such a natural,” he said softly. Then more loudly and clearly he instructed, “Pick up the Maiden’s Dream.
It took Alisha a moment to realize that Julia had left the very realistic dildo on the carpeted floor alongside the bed. 
“I don’t think you will need any lube,” said Mister Masters. “Just slide it inside you.”
Alisha did as instructed.
“Description.”
“It feels so big,” she answered.
“Complete description.”
“This cock and balls is much larger than even the Magic Worm, Master,” she replied. “It’s stretching me slightly... and it feels like it’s touching my cervix inside me.”
“The switch is on the base,” he said. “It is a push button. Just press it once to start things.”
Alisha did as instructed and the device began to vibrate within her.
“You don’t need to supply any motion for this one,” he explained. “But it works best if it is held in place. There is a soft harness for that or you can sit on it or use a suction cup mount, but it will work just as well if you just hold it gently in place with your hands.”
“OK, Master,” she replied and brought both her hands down between her legs.
She giggled slightly and Mister Masters asked, “What is funny?”
“It almost feels like I have a set of balls,” she replied. 
The mirth in her voice suddenly turned to a gasp as the Maiden’s Dream began to move. It had a slight swirling motion similar to the Magic Worm but it was also moving in and out. The shaft was actually lengthening and contracting within her as though a prick was being thrust in and out.
The ball sack was also moving. With each outward motion, it would move slightly back and with each thrust, it would move forward pressing slightly against Alisha’s asscheeks as if a man’s balls were striking her flesh. “Oh, oh, oh,” she began to pant out with each cycle of the motion.
“Close your eyes,” the speakers directed. “Dream that it is your perfect lover on top of you.”
Alisha did so. “No wonder they call this the Maiden’s Dream,” she said aloud. “I can see my lover fucking me.”
The red of her body darkened slightly at her use of that F word, but she found herself beginning to chant softly “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,” with each stroke of the mechanical prick and balls.
The soft chant soon became a loud yell as the depth and speed of the penetrations increased. She was now holding the device hard against her crotch as her legs flailed on the bed and her hips bucked upward to meet the thrusts of her dream lover.
Time seemed to stop. She truly had no idea how long she was thrusting against the onslaught of this marvelous machine. And then her world exploded. There was fire. There was warmth. There was ice. There was lightning. There was everything all at once as she shattered into a million pieces on the shiny satin sheets.
Finally she lay panting and moaning softly on the bed.
“Can you give me a description?”
“No,” she answered in a slow and dreamy voice. Then suddenly her eyes widened and she said, “I’m sorry, Master. I didn’t mean to say ‘No.’ But I was somewhere else... and... and... and... I really can’t describe what happened.”
“You came,” he stated.
“But it was so different... so much more intense,” she replied, almost in a whine. “Does that mean that everything else wasn’t really an orgasm?”
“No, my precious little flower,” he said softly. “It means that there are many different kinds of orgasms and someday you will experience them all.”
“Hmmmm” was her only response.
As she buried her head in the pillow she missed the soft words from the speaker as Mister Masters once again muttered, “Such a natural. Such a natural.”
“Well,” he then said in a much more firm voice. “It looks like we have done as much as we can today. Julia will get the next set of anal trainers for you while you shower.”
He laughed slightly. “Since you forgot to bring back the beginners set, you will have to skip step four and go directly to step five.” He laughed again. “That is either punishment for forgetting to bring back the trainer set or reward for how well you did today. I will let you decide that as you walk home.”
As Alisha walked back to her dorm room, she was still not sure if this plug was punishment or reward. Julia had pushed it in slowly, but her sphincter so stretched as it entered that she was afraid she was going to tear. The pain was tremendous until it reached its widest point and popped securely in place. She hadn’t torn, but the plug seemed much bigger than the one she had worn to the session. It continued to stretch her both at her entrance and within her ass as she walked home.
“I feel so full!” she almost said aloud as she tried to walk naturally. As she walked, however, she found her sphincter relaxing and by the time she had reached her room she was sure that skipping a step in the training plugs was a reward. 
In fact, despite having just had several intense orgasms during her testing session, she found herself becoming more and more aroused from the sensations. The heat continued to build within her with each step. When she finally reached the privacy of her room, as she had done the week before, she immediately lay down on her bed and got herself off.
“What have I become?” she asked herself aloud as she lay on her bed in the afterglow of the afternoons activities.
 



Chapter Five
Alisha Becomes a Living Doll
 
There were only three plugs in the Anal Explorer set, but they were labeled 5, 6, & 7. Alisha’s instructions were to keep step five in place for three days, step six for two days, and step seven for the final two days before her next session.
It surprised Alisha how quickly her body became accustomed to each plug. Even the feeling of being stretched and full soon felt normal. There was one problem with the bigger plugs, however. She absolutely could not pass gas around them. She had to put up with the pressure and pain until she could safely go somewhere and remove the plug.
On the morning of the next testing session, Alisha found that the largest plug slipped in and out relatively easily. It still stretched, and it still hurt slightly as the widest point entered her, but once in place it was comfortable and felt... nice.
Checking her ass in the mirror in her room, she asked herself aloud, “I wonder what their largest one is like?” 
Then she looked at herself very seriously in the mirror and asked, “Do you really want to know?”
As she walked away from the mirror to get dressed she answered herself with, “Maybe... Maybe.”
She knew that this testing session would definitely involve anal toys because that is what Mister Masters had told her. He had also texted her a very specific list of procedures she was to use to prepare herself. Alisha had followed the list exactly, but still found herself becoming more and more anxious as she walked the few blocks from her dorm room to the test bedroom at the offices of M.I.D. 
She thought she was handling everything very well, but when she entered the reception area, Julia said, “You look a little pale.” Then she asked, “Are you feeling all right today? Do we need to reschedule?”
Alisha smiled in embarrassment and replied, “I’m just very nervous. ... and my period’s about to start.” Her smile widened and her eyebrows wrinkled as she added, “But that doesn’t matter because we’re testing anal today.”
Julia paled considerably. “Oh no,” she said, almost under her breath. “I forgot to check with you about that.” She was nervously flipping through a notebook on the desk while repeatedly pressing a small red button that was located alongside her keyboard.
A loud “Ping,” drew Alisha’s attention to the monitor on the wall alongside the desk area. The screen was blank except for the golden M.I.D logo displayed on a field of blue. “Is there a problem?” asked Mister Masters’ voice.
“Yes,” Julia answered. “I forgot that Alisha did not go through our company physicians for a physical, so she is not on the expected type of birth control. Her period is about to begin. We will have to reschedule today’s tests. It is my fault. I take full responsibility.”
“You forgot,” he answered, “but I was the one who said the physical wasn’t necessary because she was a virgin and had just had a physical for school.” Alisha could hear him exhale slowly. “And I am the one who didn’t ask you to verify that things were as they should be.”
He laughed slightly. It wasn’t exactly an artificial laugh, but neither was it a true laugh. It was more like a laugh one would use to tell someone that they were not in trouble. “Don’t worry, Julia. You are not in trouble. ... And neither are you, Alisha. We will deal with monthly schedules later. We do, after all, have almost a month to deal with it after today.”
Alisha could hear him clap his hands together. Then he said brightly, “This may actually work out for the best. I was slightly worried about doing anal testing with something like the Intruder with you not having gone through the full set of trainers. This will give you a week to use the Advanced Anal Explorer set before we start gathering data.”
He paused. “But what shall we do today?” he asked aloud.
“I don’t understand why can’t we do the anal tests.” Alisha said. The bewilderment showed in her voice and on her face.
“Partly because you might not be stretched out good enough back there yet,” Julia answered, “But mostly because they are tests. And some of the test data comes from reading your body’s responses while we are testing.”
“The hormones and the flow and everything else about your period, obscures the data,” added Mister Masters. “So we are limited to tests that would rely more on your verbal feedback.”
“That rules out oral,” giggled Alisha. “You’ve already ruled out front door and back door. What’s left?”
“There is always pain,” Julia suggested. “But that’s a rather special division and I don’t think little Lisha is bent that way.”
Alisha’s eyes were wide open. She had never thought of herself being involved in anything true S&M. She was pretty sure she wouldn’t like it.
“No,” Mister Masters said, “we will leave pain testing for the true pain sluts.” He paused as if thinking and then said, “But I’ve been getting some feedback about one of our fetish suits that I really want to investigate. If the rumors are true, it could be a whole new market for the Living Doll” product line.
His voice suddenly switched to a very business-like tone as he asked, “Miss Davis, do we have a Living Doll suit in Alisha’s size there at the offices or do I need to messenger one over from the warehouses?”
“Checking,” was Julia’s only response. A moment later she replied, “Six Alices in stock. Two are false pocket styles but that still leaves four female versions. One should be her size.”
“So, my dear?” he asked, “Would you be willing to test an alternate use to one of our Living Doll suits?”
“I guess so,” she answered. Since she had absolutely no idea what a Living Doll suit was or the purpose of it, she had no idea what she was agreeing to.
“Why don’t you go on down to the test bedroom and get yourself ready,” Julia said. “I’ll bring the suit down there in about five minutes.”
Alisha was laying back against the pillows on the bed when Julia walked in pushing a cart on which hung what appeared to be an inflatable Alice in Wonderland doll. A thin cable ran from the middle of the back to a large box sitting on the cart. A computer and monitor were connected to the box.
“Welcome to Wonderland,” Julia said brightly. Then holding up the Alice doll, she continued, “This is a part of our sex doll fetish collection. We sell some very realistic, almost robot-like, sex dolls. They provide an excellent experience, but some people like to make it with real, live, sex dolls. And some people like to be treated as dolls.” She laughed slightly as she finished with, “And everyone wants to be Alice.”
Turning the doll’s skin slightly inside out, she explained, “This suit totally covers your body. Since this is a female version, there are pockets which extend into your mouth, cunt and ass.”
Alisha’s eyes opened wide in sudden recognition and she said in a surprised tone, “So a man’s suit has a false pocket to act like a vagina!”
“Yes, Alisha.” Julia answered. “And his penis slides in the back side of that pocket so it acts sort of like the hidden part of a clitoris.” She laughed again. “Like I said, everybody wants to be Alice.”
“What are all the shiny dots?” Alisha asked.
“The problem with the suit,” Mister Masters voice said. “... is that you really can’t feel anything through it, not even through the thinner material of the pockets. That is intentional because the person interacting with the one in the suit wants it to feel like they are fucking... or whatever... a doll. What makes the Living Doll suit different from all others is that the person in the suit gets something out of it also. The suit itself is embedded with sensors and electrodes. The sensors feel touch, heat, or whatever, and the electrodes mimic those sensations to the skin of the person inside the suit.
“In fact, we have figured out how to record those sensations so that a person in the suit can experience whatever he or she wants to experience by selecting and playing the proper recording.”
His voice became somewhat more serious as he continued, “And recently, we have been hearing rumors– stories that sound almost more like urban legends– that if the sensors are sequenced in the proper order at the proper frequency, it creates a mind-altering orgasm for the person in the suit.”
There was a tinge of excitement in his voice as he said, “I would love to be able to market that, but first we have to find out if it is truth or legend. So, if you are willing Alisha, we would like to put you– and this Alice suit– through its paces.”
He paused as if awaiting an answer, then added, “It’s totally up to you. If we have to cancel today, you would still be paid for your time. But we might as well make the best of a bad situation... and this would be really helpful for me.”
“What... what do I have to do?” Alisha asked timidly.
“Is that a ‘Yes’?” he replied.
“Yes,” she said softly, shaking her head up and down slightly, “if it is something you want me to do.” He didn’t correct the form of her answer.
“Have you ever done any bio-feedback sessions with anything?” Julia asked.
“No... yes!” she answered. Brightening significantly and standing fully upright as she remembered her Psych 203 class. “I had a psychology class where we sat there trying to change the shape of a wavy thing on a monitor. It was supposedly changing our mind state or something like that.”
“Do you remember how you did it?” asked Mister Masters.
“We sort of went blank and then if anything happened tried to get back to whatever it was we were doing when it changed.” She smiled, “I eventually got to the point where I could make the wiggles become a circle. Professor Wiley thought that was pretty impressive, but he was the only one impressed.”
“Let’s see if you can impress me today, Alisha,” Mister Masters said. “Julia will wipe you down and seal you into the suit. Then I want you to do the same thing. Clear you mind and just drift with the sensations. If something from the suit is turning you on, concentrate on going back there and the control computers will respond just like they did in your psych class.”
Julia ripped open several small packets and began wiping down Alisha’s body. “This is primarily to remove surface oil and makeup and other things which would interfere with the contacts,” she explained.
Alisha gave a satisfied, “Hmmmmm” in response and said, “It is also getting me in the mood.”
“Then I think I had better let you do your own breasts and between your legs,” Julia responded. “We don’t want to introduce external stimuli problems to the tests.”
Once Julia was sure that Alisha was totally wiped down, she began helping her get into the suit. “This is very similar to getting into a zippered Cat Suit,” she said, “except that we can’t use talc to help your skin slide against the rubber. That’s why there are zippers on both sides of everything.”
It turned out that the best way to get into the suit was to lay out the back of the suit on the bed and have Alisha lay on it. Julia then zippered the front portion of the suit into place. The lower portion of the jaw, and the area between her legs were temporarily left unzipped.
“Please describe how you feel,” instructed Mister Masters. “And please use the complete answer format.
“When I am squeezed into this rubber suit,” Alisha began, “I feel like a sausage, Master.” She giggled slightly. “By that I mean that I am squeezed all together from all sides.” Her voice sounded strangely muffled from the pressure around her throat and face.
“In a way,” she continued, “I don’t feel real. And more importantly, I feel like this isn’t really me. It is like I am inside someone else just watching what is going on.”
“Why do you think that is important?” he asked.
“Because if I do anything especially wicked or nasty, it wouldn’t be me doing it,” she replied. After a moment of silence, she suddenly said, “Oh! That’s why people do this! The Living Doll, Alice, can do all sorts of nasty stuff and whoever is inside the suit is just along for the ride. No guilt. No shame. No harm. No foul.”
“Does that mean that you like being in the Alice suit?” he asked.
“Not really,” she replied. “Not today. Maybe before I would have, but now I would rather experience things first hand... and worry about the guilt and shame later.”
“Such a natural,” Julia said as she began to position the crotch pockets into place.
“We are going to leave the mouth pocket open for now,” she said. “That way you can still talk to us while we see what the suit can actually do to you.”
“We are going to start at the lowest settings,” he explained. “We aren’t a hundred percent sure what is going to happen, so we need to agree on a clear safe word that you can yell out to stop everything if things go down the rabbit hole.”
Alisha laughed at his humor. “If we are going to Wonderland,” she replied, “then we should use ‘Mad Hatter’ as my safe word... or words. If I’m going down a bad rabbit hole, I will yell for the Mad Hatter to come to my rescue.”
Neither Julia nor Mister Masters answered, but Alisha could now– just barely– feel a slight tingling in her feet that seemed to flow up her body. It was almost like she was being lowered into electrified water. The wave of pulses reached the top of her head and then began traveling back toward her feet.
“That just feels weird,” she said.
“Let’s let the computer run through some combinations and permutations to see if anything feels really good.” Mister Masters said, and Julia sat at the control panel and began to adjust settings.
Alisha lay passively on the bed. Except for being hot, the suit was not uncomfortable, but it wasn’t doing much for her either. Suddenly she screamed, “Mad Hatter, Mad Hatter, Mad Hatter!” and Julia slammed her fist down on a large red button on the top of the controller.
“What’s wrong?” came a very worried voice from the monitor.
“It just took me by surprise,” Alisha answered quickly.
“What?” Julia and Mister Masters said simultaneously.
“If I wasn’t all cleaned out, I would have... ... messed myself,” Alisha said softly. The shiny white face of the Alice doll suit hid her own face which was blushed to a very dark red.
“Brown note,” muttered Julia. “It’s supposed to be nothing but an urban myth, but evidently this suit can do it.”
“Please explain,” ordered Mister Masters.
“There is supposedly a certain frequency,” Julia began, “that will cause you to lose control of your bowels and shit yourself. It is referred to as the brown note. It has been proven to be nothing more than a myth, like the black note and the O note. They know the theoretical frequency, but there is no way to get that frequency into the nervous system.”
“I assume that the black note...” began Alisha
“... stops your heart,” finished Julia.
“And the O note?” asked Mister Masters.
“Gives you an orgasm,” answered Julia. “But they are just urban myths.” She paused a moment and then said, “Let me check something.”
Alisha could hear her muttering under her breath for a few moments, then heard her shout, “Son of a bitch! Within a hertz of the theoretical!”
Julia then began to explain excitedly, “The computer was using two different frequencies in the pulses. The difference between the frequencies was the brown note frequency.” She began typing madly on the control keyboard. “I’m telling it to do the same thing, but use the O note frequency.”
“Make sure you tell it to stay away from the black note,” Alisha said hopefully. She then fell silent as she drew in a very deep breath.
“Now that feels really weird,” she said softly. “But it is a nice really weird.”
“Describe what you are feeling,” ordered Mister Masters.
“I’m feeling the tickle of the pulses on my skin,” she answered. “But my body is responding as if someone were very, very gently dragging the back of their fingernails down my entire body.”
Julia slightly moved one of the dials.
“Now I am being stroked all over my body at the same time. It is like it is one giant hand that touches everything at the same time.” Her voice took on a strange tone and she said, “I’m afraid I’m getting the inside of your doll suit all wet, Master.”
“See if you can change the sensations,” suggested Mister Masters. “The computer will follow your bio-feedback if it can.”
Alisha began to hum softly to herself. Then she said, “Yes, there. Harder! Yes. Yes. Yes!”
She was now trashing wildly on the bed, screaming “Yes!” and lifting herself up to meet an imaginary lover. From her grunts and gasps, it almost seemed as if she were joined with some ghost or spirit that only she could see.
“Almost there,” she said heavily. She was beyond seeing Julia reach over to the control computer and slightly move one of the controls on the screen. She did not hear the computer voice respond, “Offset created.” She did, however, feel something change.
“No, no, NO!” she screamed. “I was there! I was there!” Her body continued to thrust upward. Her grunts filled the room, but it was obvious that she was not quite able to find release.
Her hands came down to between her legs, but between the thick rubber of the gloves and the thick rubber of the suit and the extra padding created by the pockets, she was unable to add to the sensations being pulsed into her body by the contacts. She thrashed on the bed and her voice began to dissolve into a repeated chant of “Please, please, please, please, please... please let me cum!”
After several minutes, she screamed out, “I can’t go any higher, but I can’t get off. I can’t stand it. I can’t stand the pleasure. I NEED to CUM!” She screamed “I need to cum!” over and over again, and yet the pulses would not take her over the edge. 
“Please, Master! Please, please, please, Master! Let me cum!” she screamed once again.
“Julia?” Mister Masters said softly. “My data screen indicates an offset on the control frequency. Is that something you did?”
“Yes, sir,” she answered softly. “Otherwise she would have peaked too soon without us getting enough data.”
“Do we have enough data now?” he asked.
“Yes,” she replied with a smile.
“Then by all means,” he instructed, “remove the offset.”
Julia moved the control slider on the screen. Neither she nor Mister Masters heard the controller’s response of “Offset removed,” because all sound was drowned out by an extremely long, loud, shrill scream of passion from the quivering Alice doll which was lying on the bed.
Julia began shutting down the control computer and once Alisha / Alice was lying still, began unzipping the strange doll suit. As the zippers were opened, a strong smell of sex and sweat filled the room. Alisha was bright red with passion and body heat. Sweat was pouring off her body. Her skin looked almost like a bright red waffle iron with the pattern of the thousands of contact spots leaving temporary depressions on the skin.
“Are you able to report, Alisha?” he asked.
“Yes, sir,” she replied. “I can report... a little.”
“Describe what happened,” he ordered. “Complete answers, please.”
“When the dots first re-started after the problem with the brown note, they felt really different. They felt good. And as I started trying to bio-feedback them, they started feeling even better. I was taking myself to a really high orgasm when suddenly something slipped and I got stuck.”
She paused as if thinking. After a few moments, Mister Masters prompted, “What do you mean ‘got stuck’?”
“The pulses didn’t start hurting or anything,” she began to explain. “They didn’t even really stop feeling good... really good. But they stopped taking me higher. It was like I was ready to jump off the highest cliff on orgasm mountain and suddenly my feet were glued to the rock and I couldn’t move.”
“Julia shifted your bio-feedback so it didn’t center in on the proper frequency,” he said softly. “I wasn’t sure how long you could stand it, so I had her remove the offset.”
“I’m not sure how long I could have stood it either,” she said breathlessly. “I wish I could have stayed there on the very edge for a long, long, time, though.”
“Be careful what you wish for, Alisha,” he answered with a laugh. “Someday you may actually get it.” He coughed slightly and continued, “That will be all for today, Alisha. We know that Alice can be used for extreme orgasms.”
“Or extreme edging,” added Julia.
“Julia,” Mister Masters said, “please pull an Advanced Anal Explorer set out of stock for Alisha to use for the next week.”
As Julia walked out of the room, he said to Alisha, “There are only two plugs in this largest set. I want you to use the number 8 plug today and for the next four days. Then see if you can get the number 9 plug into yourself. If you can, use it until our next session. If not, continue with the number 8 plug.
When Julia returned, she was carrying two boxes. One was the Anal Explorer set which Alisha had brought with her to the test session. The other was labeled “Advanced Anal Explorer.”
“Do you have a bathtub at the dorm?” Julia asked.
“Yes?” Alisha answered, not sure why Julia was asking.
“Then what I want you to do,” replied Julia, “is put the number 7 plug back in to go back to the dorm. Take a very warm bath, the hottest you can stand, and after ten minutes, switch to the number 8 plug.”
She smiled at Alisha, “For some reason, there is a big difference between 7 and 8. You really want to be fully loose when you put it in for the first time.” She held up the larger plug and added, “And yes, I know from personal experience.”
She left the two boxes on the small table and turned to leave the room. “And you really need to shower before you leave today,” she said. “One problem with the rubber suit is that it makes you smell of sweat and sex. I’m not sure the young men at the university would be able to resist the supercharged pheromones.”
It was almost an hour later before Alisha was showered, dressed, plugged, and walking back to the university. “I wonder if having a big anal plug in my ass will interfere with using a tampon?” she thought to herself as she walked up the steps to her dorm. It didn’t.
 



Chapter Six
Back to Testing - The Back Door
 
The testing session for the following week was moved back two days to be sure her period was totally finished. The instructions for the session were the same as they had been for the previous week. And like the previous week, Alisha was slightly pale and trembling as she entered the lobby of M.I.D.
“Is everything OK?” Julia asked as Alisha entered.
“Everything’s fine,” Alisha responded. “It’s just that the number 9 anal plug is so big, and it sounded like whatever Mister Masters was planning for me was even bigger.” She raised her eyebrows and gave a weak smile. “I’m just a little scared.”
The well-dressed secretary smiled back at her and answered, “Don’t worry. You’ll do fine. Just follow Mister Masters’ instructions exactly and you will have no problems.”
“I did... and I will,” Alisha responded. “I always follow Master’s commands.”
She didn’t quite hear what the secretary said in response. It sounded like she said, “I’ll bet you do,” but whatever it was, Julia quickly changed the subject and said, “Let’s get you ready for today’s session.”
As they entered the test bedroom, Julia asked, “Did you follow the preparation instructions?”
“Yes,” Alisha replied.
Julia responded curtly, “We’re recording now,” and Alisha rephrased her answer. “Yes, Miss Davis, Ma’am,” she said clearly. “I followed Master’s instructions and cleansed myself properly before this test session.”
“Please be specific for the record,” Julia instructed.
“I drank the laxative drink last night and gave myself two enemas this morning, Ma’am. I am totally cleaned out and ready for... whatever.”
“That is good to hear,” came a voice from the speakers.
Alisha turned to see the customary dark outline of Mister Masters watching her from the monitor.
“Why don’t you disrobe in here to save some time?” he asked. “You can answer some questions while you do. Just hand your clothing to Miss Davis and she will put it in the closet for you.”
Alisha hesitated before reaching for the zipper on her skirt. She felt herself turning slightly pink. “This is ridiculous,” she thought to herself. “I’ve been lying on the bed naked masturbating for him and her for hours on end and now I am embarrassed to take off my dress in front of them?”
Julia could see she was hesitating and chided her, “Put on your big girl panties.” Then she laughed and said, “Or maybe I should say take them off. We’ve seen everything you have... and then some. There’s no need to hide in a closet just to get undressed.”
“Now, Julia,” came the voice from the speakers, “you know that this is a hard transition. In the previous sessions, it was the naked test subject that did all those things. Today it is Alisha Donaldson who is standing in this room taking off her clothes in front of strangers and getting ready to impale herself with our devices. Let her take a minute to get used to that change in who she is.”
“I’ve changed a lot,” Alisha said quietly as she began to lower the zipper on her dress. “I guess this is just one more change toward becoming a new me.”
This time she very clearly heard Julia’s soft comment, “If you only knew.” It caused her to pause slightly as she slipped the dress down her legs, but then she said, just loudly enough for Julia to hear, “Maybe I know, but just don’t care.”
“Please speak loud enough for the microphones,” came the instruction from the speakers.
Alisha and Julia responded together, “It was nothing. I was just thinking aloud.”
As they finished speaking, their eyes met. Alisha felt something she couldn’t quite describe. It was as if something flowed into... or out of her body... or both. She felt different. A barrier... a boundary... a point in time had been crossed and there was no going back. She let the dress drop to the floor and reached for the buttons of her blouse. 
As she was undoing the buttons, she used her foot to flip the dress up into Julia’s waiting hand. She was not wearing a bra. She found herself turning away from the monitor to slip off her panties.
“Did I do that to hide my pussy?” she thought to herself, “Or so that Master could see my plug as I bent down to take off my panties?”
As if to answer her question, she turned to face the monitor. She wasn’t hiding her pussy from Mister Masters, so she must have been showing the plug.
“Miss Davis will remove your plug,” he said. “She will also wire you up and get you ready. We are adding a pussy probe today. It measures how your cunt is reacting to what you are doing at the back door. Please bend over so she can begin.”
Alisha bent over and rested her hands on the back of the chair. She felt the secretary’s fingers slip between her cheeks and find the handle of the plug. A few twists and a solid pull and it popped out.
“Clean,” Julia said. “Just as it should be if you properly prepared.”
“Thank you,” Alisha replied.
“You can lie down now,” Julia continued. “I will put the vaginal probe in last.”
A few minutes later, Alisha was properly wired and ready. She noticed that in addition to the sensors on her wrists, ankles, and chest, there were now electrodes taped to her breasts, her abdomen, and her thighs. 
Julia held up a large clear plastic dildo and said, “This isn’t yet a part of our product line, but we have made several of them for researchers.” She then slowly inserted it into Alisha’s cunt.
“In addition to the electronic sensors,” she said, “it has a small remote-controlled vibrator to help get you in the mood.” As she turned toward the electronics stacked on her cart she added in a matter-of-fact tone, “And there are two cameras to record vaginal secretions.”
“You mean...” Alisha gasped.
“Yes,” Julia replied, turning slightly, “we want to see how wet you get when you play with the anal toys.”
Alisha started to ask something else, but the voice from the speakers cut her off. 
“Not all women enjoy anal,” Mister Masters began, “so we need to be sure that you are truly being aroused. But before we start, tell me about how you are feeling right now and how you have been feeling over the past three weeks.”
“Right now, I feel... empty,” she responded. “I have felt so full for the past three weeks– especially this past week. At first, I wasn’t sure whether or not I liked it, but once I got used to it, it made me feel... good.”
She paused to think for a moment and continued, “It wasn’t like I was actually turned on, but I was.” An embarrassed giggle interrupted her and she held her hand to her mouth. “I know that sounds dumb, but I can’t describe it any other way. I was turned on in a totally different way. And it made me so horny that I had to use my new vibrator several times a day.”
She made a strange face and said, “I think my roommates are starting to suspect something with how often I go into my room and close the doors.” She laughed slightly and said, “But they suspect something anyway. They say I’ve changed lately. Maybe I should tell them what I am doing here.”
“That would not be wise,” answered Mister Masters carefully. “For now it would be best to keep your work... to yourself.” 
After a short pause, he added, “They might not understand.” Then, in a much lighter tone of voice, he asked, “Were there any problems?”
Alisha looked down and turned totally red. “I couldn’t... pass gas,” she finally said, “... at all.” She gave the monitor a very silly smile and added, “I never realized how often I actually fart... or what foods give me gas.”
“Ah,” he responded. “Julia, make a note to add a vented option in the larger sized anal trainers.”
“I will pick it up off the recording,” Julia answered. “I need to finish changing.”
Alisha’s eyes opened wide as she looked over at the normally well-dressed secretary and realized that she was naked. She was also bent over putting on... something.
“It is rather difficult to play with yourself with anal toys, especially for a beginner,” Mister Masters said. “Julia will help with this session.” He chuckled slightly and added, “Things will be a little different when we test our mechanized toys, but for now, Julia will provide the power and movement.”
“Oh,” said Alisha. She wasn’t sure what else to say. She had no idea what she thought she would be doing, but she hadn’t imagined someone else being in the test bed with her.
Julia sat on the bed next to her and said softly, “Just relax and enjoy. I will take this very slowly and let you know what is happening. Is that OK with you?”
“Yes?” Alisha answered. “I think so?” She didn’t sound very sure of her answer.
“If this is more than you expected,” came the voice out of the speakers, “we could terminate the tests.” He paused and then added, “I wasn’t sure if you would be up to all this... and it looks like you’re not.”
“No!” Alisha blurted out. “I just wasn’t expecting... Julia. I mean, I thought she would just be taking notes or working the controls or something like that.” She looked over at the secretary who was calmly waiting with no apparent concern that she was naked except for a dildo harness. She turned back to the screen, paused, and took a deep breath to calm herself before saying firmly, “I’m ready now.”
“OK then,” he replied. “We will start with the Pet Play Anal Intruder.”
Julia walked back over to the small cart she had brought into the room and returned with what looked like a very strangely-shaped flashlight.
“This particular model has several improvements,” came the voice from the speaker. “For instance, it has a Wi-Fi camera and sensors built into the end of it similar to our research dildos. The image you see in the small box on the monitor screen is streaming live to our website. Right now it is from the cameras in the vaginal sensor. When Julia turns on the Anal Intruder, it will automatically switch over to that camera.”
Alisha’s eyes widened significantly and the voice said, “You look surprised. Explain.”
“I’m sorry, Mister Masters, Sir,” she stammered out, “but I thought I was testing things that I... you know... used on myself in private. Now Julia is here and everyone is watching. They are even looking inside me!”
“How does that make you feel?”
“Scared.”
“Complete answers.”
Alisha sighed and took a deep breath. “Having everyone watch me masturbate causes me to be afraid,” she responded. After a weak smile she added, “But at the same time, it excites me. I can feel myself getting wetter than ever.”
Julia reached in with her hand and lightly wiped her fingertips along Alisha’s slit. “Aiiieee,” she groaned as one digit slipped slightly within her.
“Julia, it’s time to prepare her,” he said. “On your hands and knees, Alisha.”
Alisha rose into the position and Julia said in her soft, perfect English, “First we have to lube you up.” She then squirted a large dollop of lube into her hand and began to massage it into the cleft between Alisha’s upturned ass cheeks.
“Report,” ordered Mister Masters and Alisha said, “I feel very good, Master. The pussy probe makes me feel full and it tingles slightly inside of me.”
“And Julia’s hand?”
“That feels wonderful,” she blurted out. Then Julia inserted one finger into her anus, bringing a drawn out, “Ahhhh!”
“Complete answers, Alisha.”
“The Vaginal Sensor feels very good in my soaking cunt,” she replied. “And Julia’s hand feels wonderful opening up my back side.”
Another “Ahhh,” escaped her lips as Julia slipped a second finger into her ass. She looked up at the monitor and could see something like a rounded pink mountain in the small box alongside Mister Masters’ head.
“It has lights,” she said suddenly.
“What did you say?”
“That little pink volcano is my cervix,” she answered. “Your dildo camera must have lights on it.”
“Yes it does,” he replied with a laugh. “So does the Anal Intruder. It has to have lights so we can see inside of you.”
He laughed once again before saying, “Your glistening little pink volcano is being watched by over 20,000 people right now. The image will switch over to the Anal Intruder’s camera as soon as Julia turns it on. Unlike your face, we don’t have to use automatic obscuring concealment blurs in those videos so everyone will be able to see your cervix very clearly. I doubt that they can identify you from it.”
Alisha was going to say something in response, but at that moment, Julia switched to three fingers and began pushing into her almost up to the third knuckle.
“She’s ready,” Julia said curtly.
“Then begin,” he instructed.
Julia pressed a switch on the handle of the Anal Intruder and began to push it between Alisha’s ass cheeks. The small box on the monitor suddenly switched to a super close up of Alisha’s slightly gaping rosebud. The lube glistened in the light from the LED lights embedded in the tip of the toy. 
Julia ran the Intruder up and down Alisha’s ass crack before again zeroing in on her puckered opening. The front of the toy had three knobs at the tip which increased in size. As Julia pushed the first knob, which contained the camera, past the Alisha’s sphincter, she began moving back against the penetration. 
“She knows what to do naturally,” Julia said. “I haven’t told her anything.”
“Thank you,” Alisha responded and pushed back harder against the Intruder. She could feel the second and then the third knob enter her ass. The small insert on the monitor now showed the pink interior of Alisha’s rectum. That image was one of nine possible views from which those logged into the M.I.D. private website could choose. Most had it as a floating window with the main screen showing the upper corner camera which best captured the view of Alisha’s ass pushing back against the toy in Julia’s hand.
Behind the knobs, the toy tapered upward until it was a little above six inches around. “This is larger than the largest trainer,” Mister Masters said quietly. “If you can’t take the whole thing, that is all right. Just do what you can stand today.”
Alisha’s only response was a series of grunts, “Unngh, unngh, unngh, unngh,” as she thrust harder and harder against the wand which Julia held.
“Describe what you feel,” ordered Mister Masters, but Alisha’s only response was continued grunting. 
Then she attempted to speak, “I... I... I... I am almost there,” she panted out. “It feels so wonderful. I didn’t think I could get there from just the back side, but I am almost there.”
She then rammed herself back against Julia’s hand so hard that the very tip of the flashlight-like battery holder slipped between her cheeks. When the large ring which was supposed to act as a stop hit her anal opening, she again let out a breathy “Ahh” and then pushed back until the ring, and the first inch or two of the flashlight entered her. That is when she lost it.
Alisha threw herself flat onto the bed with her ass slightly raised and began saying repeatedly, “Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me in the ass!”
Julia began pumping the Anal Intruder in and out of Alisha in opposite time to her bouncing thrusts. Alisha’s voice became louder and shriller until she was practically screaming. Then with a very long, loud, shrill, scream she came, her arms and legs flailing wildly on the bed. Julia reached over with her other arm to make sure the Intruder wasn’t pulled completely out by Alisha’s wild movements, while at the same time, preventing it from again entering farther than designed.
The movements slowly died down as the orgasm passed and Julia returned to holding the Pet Play battery pack still while Alisha moved slowly up and down on the Anal Intruder.
“Are you able to report now?”
“Yes, Master,” she replied. “I can report. I just had a very intense, but very different, orgasm. It wasn’t like any other I have ever had.”
“Explain.”
“Usually it starts at my clit and flows out into my body,” she began. “But this started inside me– like I was melting inside– and then it burned out through my skin all over my body. I thought I was going to turn to ash, but instead I just kept burning brighter and brighter until I exploded.”
A deep laugh came from the speakers. “So,” he asked, “would you buy one of these?”
“I’m not sure,” she replied.
“Not sure!!” he exclaimed. “Why not? I thought you liked it.”
“Oh, I do, Master” she said hurriedly. “I love it. But I don’t think I could have one of my roommates do what Julia did.”
It was Julia’s turn to laugh. “I just held it in place most of the time, honey,” she said. “And the Pet Play includes a firm-grip, rubber suction cup base that replaces the handle so you don’t need someone to hold it if you have a smooth wall.”
Holding the Intruder in front of Alisha’s face she added, “It also sticks very well on the very front of a toilet. That way you can put your feet on either side and really get in close.” She shrugged and said, “It depends on how much room you have in your bathroom.”
“They’re handicap accessible,” answered Alisha with a strange smile. Then she said, “Mister Masters, sir, yes, I would buy one of these.”
“Note to the design team,” said Mister Masters in a very business-like tone, “Make sure there is an image on the box of the suction mount. ... and increase the diameter of the safety stop at least another inch.” 
Then returning to a more friendly tone of voice, he said, “Well, you won’t have to buy one. This one, which includes a second, larger head, goes home with you today.”
He coughed slightly as if to create a break in his speech and then said, “I have meetings to attend so that ends our session for today. We were also going to test the strap-on version of the Intruder today, but we seem to have run out of time.”
Both Alisha and Julia seemed to whimper slightly and looked up toward the monitor. After a soft chuckle, he added, “Unless you and Julia would want to go ahead and test it on your own. I can look at the recordings later.”
“Thank you, Master,” said both Alisha and Julia at the same time. They then looked at each other and laughed.
“I took two sets out of stock,” Julia said. “We can take turns so you can see if you like to give as well as receive.”
“I think I prefer to receive,” answered Alisha, “but if you want me to, I can use either the strap-on or flashlight on you.”
Neither of them heard the soft voice say, “Such naturals, such naturals,” as the monitor screen faded out.
When Alisha returned to her dorm room later that evening, she carried a large, cloth shopping bag containing several M.I.D. products. In addition to her anal trainers and two different versions of the Anal Intruder, she had a vibrating butt plug– vented– for daily use until the training session next week. It was remotely-controlled either by a hand remote or over the internet by any computer or smart phone with the proper software and access codes. The box for the vibrator said “Remote Pet Play Anal Vibrator” in big bright yellow letters. In smaller, and slightly less bright, print it said “Includes Data Capabilities and Communications Earpiece.”
Alisha was too sore to insert the butt plug, but Julia had shown her how to put the small earwigs, which looked like miniature hearing aids, in her ears. Julia had also put batteries in the butt plug so the internet hotspot it created was active. “This is a special cell phone data link,” Julia explained.
“That gives a whole new meaning to butt dialing,” Alisha replied with giggle.
“You don’t have to dial,” Julia responded. “It connects automatically to an internet connection through the nearest cell towers so that Mister Masters can talk to you and hear what you say and even what is going on around you. Everything is recorded for later examination, but certain words or data will trigger alerts for him or the design engineers so they can switch to live monitoring.”
“That’s correct,” came a voice from within Alisha’s head. “I don’t expect you to keep the plug and earwigs in all of the time, but you will be compensated for any time you are wearing it and the communications earpieces. If you also wear the vaginal data probe the compensation will be doubled.”
“Do you want me to wear them all of the time?” Alisha asked.
“It would please me,” the voice within her head answered.
“Then I will,” she replied.
“I thought you would,” the soft voice said. “I thought you would.”
 



Chapter Seven
Alisha Gets Bored... and Then Some
 
When Alisha returned to her dorm room, the first thing she did was strip and lay down on her bed to masturbate. But something didn’t feel right. Mister Masters had said that certain words would trigger her new butt plug to begin recording data. If she was going to go high, Master should know, shouldn’t he? Why else would he have been so pleased that she was willing to wear the special butt plug all of the time.
So Alisha did something that she almost never did. She dug the instruction booklet out of the box and began reading. Most of it was the standard, “This is how you open the battery compartment,” kind of thing. It also told how to set the vibration and movement intensity. It said something about “punishment mode,” too, but she didn’t bother to read that section.
Finally she found a section that said, “Programming.” It told her that “Menu, menu, menu” was the command to enter programing mode. So, she held the plug in her hand and spoke into it like a microphone. “That’s stupid,” she immediately thought. “It picks up my voice from these things in my ear. I don’t have a microphone up my ass when I’m wearing this.”
She still continued to speak into it, however, as she said “Menu, menu, menu.”
A voice inside her head said, “Menu options are: Key Words, Vibration Intensity, Movement Intensity, Voltage Intensity, and Menu Two.”
She replied, “Key Words,” and the voice in her head said, “There are three key words programmed. Master, Help, and Fuck.”
It then went on to list suggested key words. After a few minutes, Alisha muttered softly to herself, “Boring,” and the voice answered, “Word added to key list.”
“Wait,” she shouted, “I didn’t mean that. How do I change things? Or at least tell this thing to shut off?”
“Shutting down,” the voice replied. There was a momentary hissing in her ears and the voice said softly, “Device in standby mode.”
“Oh well,” she said aloud, “I’m not really that sore. I might as well put you in and do what I was going to do. I’ll have to ask Master next time how I am supposed to work this thing.”
She used a small amount of the lube on the plug itself, and another dollop on her rosebud. It went in rather easily and she lay back on the bed with her feet against the wall. “I guess I will have to tell Master that this is my new favorite position for this,” she said aloud as she turned on her Magic Worm.
As it began to hum softly, she sighed, “Sorry, Pinky, but you have been replaced as my favorite vibrator. The Maiden’s Dream is nice, too, but I’m keeping it for special occasions when I need my dream lover to take me especially high.”
She then began to glide the vibrating phallus along the sides of her breasts. A few moments later, her face was pressed firmly against a pillow as she screamed repeatedly, “Fuck me, Master.”
She was too deeply into her orgasm to feel the slight quiver in the plug or hear the soft voice in her ears which said, “Data transferred.”
Three days later she was enduring another lecture by Professor Bookworm. His name was actually Bookston, but everyone called him Bookworm because he read his lectures directly from the textbook– which he had also written. Everyone knew he was a terrible teacher, and she would never have taken the course except that it was required for her major.
The projected image changed to one more list of bullet points and she sighed deeply and said softly to the girl sitting next to her, “Boring.” Actually, she drew out the word so that it was almost a sentence all by itself, “Booorrrrriiiinnnggg.”
Almost immediately a soft beep sounded deep inside her head, a short buzz tickled her ass, and the mechanical voice from the programming menu in the butt plug said softly, “Intervention request transmitted and logged.”
Suddenly Alisha was wide awake. “No, no, no,” she said, drawing the attention of the students sitting immediately around her. “I didn’t activate you. All I said was, ‘boring.’”
“But you programmed that word into the list of key words,” Mister Masters said from inside her head– actually from the two earwigs located in her ears.
He chuckled slightly, and said, “And we can’t have you bored, can we, Alisha?”
A tingle deep between her legs told her that the vibrator in the vaginal data probe had activated. “No, please, Master,” she pled quietly, “I’m in a lecture hall with other students. They would see me... and hear me.”
The vibrations stopped. “I don’t know,” Mister Masters said quietly. “Maybe I should run a public test to see how turned on you can get in public. Do you think I should do that, Alisha?”
“No, no,” she whispered. “Everyone would know. I couldn’t bear the shame.”
He paused before continuing, “There is nothing to be afraid of. Here, let me help relax you... some music to listen to, perhaps.”
The sound of a harp playing now filled her head. It was the same song featuring a Celtic harp that was always playing in the test room. As the melody filled her head, her body began to respond to the memories the soft tune brought forth. Her skin began to get warm. Her lips were becoming sensitive. And her panties were getting damp.
“Please no,” she begged softly. “You are going to cause me to lose control in public. I don’t want to do this.”
“Your upper lips are saying ‘no,’” he replied, “but your lower lips are begging me to do it.”
Alisha’s cell phone chimed indicating an incoming text. She instinctively clicked open the message which was just a link to a web page and the words, “See for yourself.”
When the website came up a moment later, she was looking at the image from the data probe buried deep within her.
“Your pink volcano is erupting,” said Mister Masters in a mocking voice. “The thought of me taking you high in public is causing you to flood your panties.”
He laughed lightly and said, “You don’t have to answer me. I will know the truth. Would it turn you on to be forced to strip naked in front of all of these people?” After a slight chuckle, he asked a second question. “Would it make you go unbelievably high if I turned the vibrators to maximum and forced you in front of the whole class to scream out your need to be fucked?”
Alisha was beginning to whimper softly and squirm in her seat. The girl next to her asked if she was OK and she answered, “Time of month cramps... caught me by surprise.” The girl just said “Oh,” and went back to ignoring both her and Professor Bookworm.
“Did you realize that you almost went into orgasm when she caught you?” Mister Masters asked. “I think it would be a good idea if you left now. Just pick up your books and walk out. You wouldn’t be the first student to leave Doctor Bookston’s lectures early.
“But I have a wet spot on my skirt,” she whined.
“I know,” he replied. “You are going to have to use all your self-control to keep that from taking you over the top as you think about all the students who are watching your wet ass as you walk out of the lecture hall.”
The girl sitting next to her looked at her with very wide eyes as she answered firmly, “Yes, Master,” and stood up to leave. The thought that over 200 pairs of eyes were watching her walk out did almost cause her to orgasm. If Master had not told her to control herself, she might have lost it. The way it was, she barely made it across the hallway and into a seldom-used back stairway before collapsing against the inside wall next to the door.
“Are you in a safe place now?” asked the voice in her head.
“Yes, Master,” she answered. “I’m in a safe place. I’m in a stairway that almost no one ever uses.”
“Do you want me to relieve your boredom?” he asked.
Alisha took a deep breath and pushed herself deeper into the corner behind the doorway so that she absolutely could not be seen through the small window on the door. She was now standing with her body braced against the wall in the corner. With both fear and hope on her face and in her voice she answered, in a voice barely above a whisper, “Yes.”
“You must do one thing first,” Mister Masters ordered. “Take off your panties and stuff them in your mouth to keep yourself from crying out.”
“Yes, Master,” she replied. Then looking around to assure herself that she was, indeed, alone in the stairwell, she slid her panties down her legs and stepped out of them. Lifting the sopping underwear with one foot so that she could grab it, she took them in her hand, and, after a moment’s hesitation, pushed them into her mouth.
Almost immediately both the anal plug and vaginal probe sprang to full power. She pushed back against the wall as her body bounced and shook while the orgasm exploded out of her. If she had not been in the corner, she surely would have fallen down. If she had not put the panties in her mouth, the whole building would have surely heard her as she cried out her orgasm mantra of “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!”
When the waves of ecstasy finally passed, she slowly slid down the wall until she was sitting on the cold concrete floor with her legs spread. Her dress had bunched up behind her as she moved down the wall and her bare ass and cunt were now pressed against the cold concrete. 
“Leave the panties in your mouth and walk home,” ordered Mister Masters. “Then come to the test room tomorrow at your usual time. I think we may have to go off script for a short while to check out more of your latent sexual needs.”
“Yeff, Maffer,” she mumbled back as she slowly pulled herself back to her feet and started down the steps. She had gone down two flights of stairs and almost out of the entry door before she realized that her skirt was still up in the back exposing her bare ass to the world. 
“Up or down?” she asked herself before opening the door.
Her hands lifted from the door release three times before she finally answered herself and reached back to smooth the skirt down over her still wet ass.
Between the large wet spot on the back of her skirt and the odd way she was walking to keep the vaginal data probe from slipping out of her now very slippery cunt, Alisha drew many stares as she made her way back to her dorm room. Luckily, there were very few other girls around in the dorm itself as she took a back stairway to her floor and scurried into the suite that took up one end of the building. One roommate from the suite was in the central study area as she walked through, trying to act as if nothing was happening.
Once she was in the privacy of her room, however, she threw herself down on the bed on her back and spread her legs. In moments, her hands had taken her to another very strong orgasm. With the panties still in her mouth, she didn’t have to bury her head in the pillow as she screamed out “Fuck me, Master!” again and again until the orgasm wracking her body finally faded away.
 



Chapter Eight
Denial Is More than a River in Egypt
 
Alisha Donaldson woke and groggily looked around her room seeking the source of the voice which was saying, “Wakey, wakey, sleepy head. You’ll be late for class if you don’t get up.”
She stood next to her bed and the voice continued, “And you probably want to take a shower so you don’t reek of your own sexual juices.”
“Oh, Master,” she suddenly exclaimed. “I must have fallen asleep yesterday after...”
She fell silent, not able to say what had happened yesterday, but Mister Masters’ voice piped into her head through the earwigs, which were still in place, chided her saying, “Complete reports, Alisha. Complete reports for the record. What happened yesterday?”
“I must have fallen asleep yesterday,” she repeated, “after I had that intense orgasm in the stairwell at school and then another one here on my bed.”
“And what made those orgasms so intense?”
“You were playing with me in public, sir,” she answered. “I mean, the orgasms were so intense because you were playing with me in public, Master.” She hung her head, starring at the floor, and said, “I don’t know why it turned me on so much, but it did.”
She smiled weakly up at the ceiling as if her employer could see her and said, “When you forced me over the top in the stairwell, I was wishing that you had done it in class. I would have died of embarrassment, but just the thought of it made me go even higher.”
In response, the voice in her head said, “The company makes a couple of devices that are specifically designed for humiliation. I am changing the test schedule and moving those up to this afternoon. Would you be willing to at least look at them and consider testing them for us?”
“If that’s what you want,” she replied.
“There is one other thing that I want,” he continued. “This is sort of a pre-test. After you have showered and cleaned yourself up, I want you to pick out your shortest skirt and whitest blouse and put them on before you go to class. Are you willing to do that?”
“My shortest skirt is so short my underwear might show,” she answered, reddening slightly with the thought.
“Oh, that won’t happen,” he replied. “Because you won’t be wearing any underwear, just the retainer belt for the vaginal probe. It should be in the box the probe came in.”
In response, Alisha opened her closet and pulled a small box off one of the shelves. Reaching inside the box, she found what, at first, appeared to be a thong, but when she sorted it out, it was just a thin waistband and a strap that would loop down through her crotch.
“Oh sir,” she stammered, “if I’m not careful, they will see everything!”
“But isn’t that what you wanted yesterday?”
“No... maybe... yes...” she slowly said. “But I would never do it.”
“Unless someone ordered you to,” he replied. “Isn’t that right?”
Again she hung her head and said softly, “Yes.”
“Then I am ordering you to wear your shortest skirt and your whitest blouse with nothing under them except the retainer strap for your probe and plug,” he said brightly. “Are you willing to do that now?”
“Yes, Master,” was her only response.
“And Alisha,” he said. “You will have almost three hours between the end of your class and our test session. I would advise that you use that time to take yourself high as many times as you can.” He laughed slightly and added, “It might be your last chance for a while.”
Alisha did as she had been ordered. It would have been easier if this was also a lecture class, but instead it was a small group class with only a couple dozen students. It was supposed to be a writing seminar with lots of discussion, so the desks were arranged in two rows around a large circle with the professor’s desk at the top of the circle.
Alisha ended up having to sit in the front row and was sure that Doctor Jean could see up her short skirt. At least, the professor called on her repeatedly and seemed to have a strange smile on her face as she watched Alisha struggle to answer while holding her legs tightly together and squirming on her seat.
The one hour class finally ended and Alisha remained seated, pretending to work on her notes, while the rest of the class exited. She was sure that when she stood up, there would be a puddle on the hard seat and didn’t want anyone to see it.
Finally it was just her and Professor Swansen. “Are they on?” the teacher asked.
“What?!” Alisha responded automatically, her eyes going wide with surprise.
“Your butt plug and dildo,” she snapped. “Are they on or are you just carrying them around for later?”
“I... I... I...” sputtered Alisha.
“You didn’t expect me to recognize your sex toys if I saw them?” she said merrily. “Is that what you thought, my little exhibitionist?”
“No... yes... I mean...” Alisha continued to sputter as she rose to her feet.
“I teach a sex in literature course,” Doctor Jean said. “I’m not your naive grandmother. Just answer the question. Are they on?”
“No, ma’am, they are not,” Alisha answered crisply. “They are remote-controlled through the internet and Master... Mister Masters, has not switched them on this morning.”
“So, he ordered you to wear them today, didn’t he?”
Alisha assumed her standard stare at the floor position as she meekly answered, “Yes.”
“And he ordered you not to wear panties?”
Alisha looked up at the professor and said quietly, “Yes, Ma’am, Master ordered me to wear my shortest skirt and not to wear panties.”
The professor threw a small package of tissue to Alisha and said, “Next time, remember to bring something with which to wipe the seat.” As Alisha caught the tissues, Jean added, “I should make you lick your own juices off the seat for punishment... but since it looks like you are pretty new at this, you can just use the tissues.”
With that, the teacher left the room, leaving Alisha standing alone next to her desk. She opened the package and knelt down next to her chair to wipe up the sticky fluids. She had several tissues in her hand and was bent over to clean the seat when the smell of her fluids reached her.
“Would I have done that if she ordered me to?” she asked herself. Then, in answer to her own question, she bent further over and began to lick at the fluids. As soon as her tongue touched the seat, she felt a new flood of fluids between her legs.
Snapping back to upright, she began wiping at the fluids with the tissues. “That would be an unending cycle,” she told herself aloud. “By the time I got one puddle cleaned up, I would have created another one.”
The outside air chilled her bare pussy as she walked back to her room. As soon as she got there, she once again threw herself down on the bed and began rubbing herself to orgasm. All the while she was taking herself high, she was imagining herself licking her fluids off the floor of the class room under the watchful eye of Professor Jean Swansen.
After two more trips up magic mountain, Alisha cleaned herself up and went down to the cafeteria for lunch. Except for having to make sure that she didn’t bend over or walk too quickly, everything was pretty normal. She was even able to sit next to a table full of sophomore girls without even thinking about the fact that her naked ass was pressed against the fiberglass dining hall chair.
It took her almost ten minutes longer than normal to make the short walk to the M.I.D. offices. She wasn’t sure if that was because she was walking carefully to avoid causing her skirt to billow, or because she was trembling with fear– and excitement– about the unknown device that Mister Masters wanted her to test.
Julia, the receptionist, greeted her warmly as she entered and instructed her, “You are supposed to remain here in the lobby today.” She then pointed a remote at a large monitor on the wall which was displaying weather information. The weather maps faded away and the standard shadowy outline of Mister Masters appeared.
“Do you know why we are doing this out here?” he asked.
“Because it’s public,” Alisha answered tentatively. 
“Yes,” he answered. “And the first thing I want to you do is take off your skirt and blouse.” He paused before adding, “Leave the shoes on.”
“Somebody could come in while I am standing here naked,” she whined.
“Exactly,” he answered. “I want to test a device that can be used either for teasing or for public humiliation or both. If you aren’t willing to strip down here in the lobby, then I guess you aren’t willing to test this for me.”
“Wait!” Alisha blurted out. “I didn’t say I wouldn’t do it. I just... I just...” Her voice dropped very low and she completed her sentence with, “I just wanted to be sure that is what you wanted.”
“Yes, Alisha,” he responded, “this is what I want you to do.”
Alisha said nothing, but instead pulled open her blouse and let it drop to the floor. She then undid the skirt and allowed it to follow her blouse to the carpet.
“Do you know why I asked you to keep your heels on?” Mister Masters asked.
“No,” Alisha replied.
“Complete answers,” he said sternly. “We are, after all, recording.”
“No, Master,” she corrected, “I do not know why you asked me to keep my shoes on.”
“If you were wearing nothing,” he explained, “then you would be nude... like a model posing nude for a painting. If you are wearing nothing, you are ‘au natural.’” He chuckled that deep chuckle that Alisha both loved and feared. “But with your shoes on, it is obvious there should be something more. You should be clothed... but you are not. So, you are not nude. You are naked... displayed to the world with all coverings removed, all defenses gone.”
Alisha shivered. For the first time she truly felt naked and vulnerable. A twinge of fear shuddered through her body. But at the same time, a warmth began to bubble up from deep in her groin and she could feel herself getting wet.
“How are you feeling right now?” asked Mister Masters. “... complete answer for the record.”
“Right now,” Alisha began, “I feel naked. That makes me afraid... but at the same time, it excites me. Like I was excited in the stairwell at school yesterday.”
“Julia, show Alisha the devices,” he ordered.
The receptionist set two boxes on short counter which separated her desk from the rest of the lobby. From the first box she lifted out what appeared to be a stainless steel brassier. From the second box she removed what looked like a matching silver bikini.
“Do you know what this is?” he asked.
“No,” Alisha replied. “I have no idea.”
“This,” began Julia, holding up the bra, “is a combination denial bra and nipple stimulator.”
She walked around the counter and began putting the device on Alisha. Alisha winced as the cold metal cupped her breasts. When Julia pulled the metal straps together behind Alisha’s back, there was a rather odd– and loud– click. The two metal braided straps went over her shoulders and attached to the large metal strap with similar, but quieter clicks.
“The lock is electronic,” Mister Masters explained. “There is an emergency override key, but I will keep that.”
Julia held up the bottoms and Mister Masters continued, “The lower part has three electronic locks.”
Julia pulled the wide belt around Alisha’s waist as Mister Masters said, “The first lock holds the device in place.”
She pulled a strange looking flap that was hanging between Alisha’s legs upward and clicked it into place. She then pushed it slightly and it clicked several more times as it pressed more tightly against her pussy lips, sealing the vaginal probe in place. A similar flap was clicked into place in the rear, similarly sealing the anal probe in place.
“As you may have figured out,” Mister Masters said. “This is a chastity belt. Actually it is more than that because a chastity belt only covers your cunt. Both your main holes are blocked by this belt. There is a slot to allow your urine to trickle through, but the anal probe is held firmly in place. We will have to deal with number two when the time arrives.”
“What about my period?” Alisha asked. “There was obvious fear and concern in her voice.”
“There are two ways we can deal with that,” he answered. “We can either arrange for someone to open up the front flap for you so you can insert tampons when needed... Or, we can give you a form of birth control that will stop your periods altogether.”
“You can do that?” Alisha replied. Her eyes were wide with surprise.
“Actually, Miss Davis can,” he answered with a laugh. “She is also a very well-trained registered nurse, and one of my associates can have the proper prescription in her hands in less than a minute.
“It’s an insert that goes under the skin on the arm or your buttocks and lasts for at least two years. It is easily removable if you have problems or want it out.”
“What kind of problems?” she asked.
“The usual things with blood clots if you are a heavy smoker– which you are not. And one unusual side effect that occurs with only less than one percent of women.”
“What’s that?”
“The drug fools your body into thinking that it is about to ovulate, so the whole cycle is stopped right there. Some women get very horny just before they ovulate, so...”
“I might end up perpetually horny?” she asked. Then she laughed and said, “After the past few weeks, how would I– or anyone else– know? I’ll risk it.”
A few moments later, Julia’s computer gave a strange beep and she returned to her desk. A few clicks and her printer spit out a printed sheet of paper. It was the doctor’s prescription and permission to treat form combined into one page. Alisha signed it and handed it back.
“Do you want it in the arm or in the ass?” Julia asked.
“In the... back,” Alisha stammered out.
“Just bend over slightly,” Julia said. “There is room above the belt to make the insertion.”
Alisha yelped slightly as the needle went in, but said nothing as Julia covered the spot with a small bandage.
“Now what?” Alisha asked.
“Now you get dressed and go back to the dorm,” Mister Masters said.
“But what if I have to... you know... go to the bathroom?” she asked.
“We are testing a public humiliation device,” Mister Masters said. “Don’t you think that should require some humiliation?”
“Please don’t make me mess myself in public,” Alisha cried. Tears were coming down her face.
“Oh, it will be nothing like that,” reassured Mister Masters. “All that is required is that you have Marlina open the lock for you. We have her information from the interviews and I will talk to her. By the time you need her, she will have the correct code and know what to do.”
Alisha stood silently. The thought of having Marlina know what she was doing was terrifying, but at least she wouldn’t have to shit herself in public.
“When the time comes that you need to empty your bowels, just say ‘Number two, number two, number two,’ and the device will notify everyone, including Marlina. We have some other special test situations planned, but we will get to that next week.” 
He paused as Alisha pulled her dress back over the chastity belt and put her blouse over the shiny brassier.
Walking back to the dorm, she felt both covered and naked at the same time. The bright metal devices covered her more fully than any bikini or bra and panties would have done, but at the same time it would be horribly shameful if anyone saw it beneath her dress.
The fear– and excitement– of that possibly happening had her dripping by the time she reached her room. As she had done so many times before in the past few weeks, she threw herself down on the bed and pulled up her skirt.
Her frustrated scream was loud enough that one of her suite-mates called through the door, “Are you alright in there?”
“Just yelling at my laptop,” she called back. “It’s really frustrating when it won’t do what I want it to do.”
“Tell me about it,” the roommate replied. “Tell me about it.”
 



Chapter Nine
Marlina Finds Out
 
Alisha normally would have found the sexual excitement of walking around campus wearing her sex toy outfit to be very enjoyable. It normally would have led to intense, self-induced orgasms once she got back to her room. But the prime purpose of the outfit was to prevent her from touching herself anywhere that mattered. So all that occurred was that she became more and more desperate for sexual release.
The only thing which helped distract her from her growing sexual frustration, was her growing urgency to empty her bowels. But in order to do that, she had to let Marlina unlock the rear flap of her chastity belt. She knew that would be beyond mortifying, but the mild cramps were beginning to turn to pain in her abdomen.
Finally, after waiting another hour for all of her suite-mates to leave, she gave in to her body’s insistence and said the code phrase that would summon Marlina. In a totally flat voice she repeated, “Number two, number two, number two.”
Almost immediately Mister Masters’ voice came through the earwigs. “I was wondering how much longer you could hold off,” he said. The technicians monitoring Alisha’s data probes had already notified him that she was beginning to be in distress. “If you hadn’t called soon, I would have had to have someone check on you to make sure you were all right.”
When he said, “Your strength and determination surprised me. I am impressed,” Alisha responded with a soft, “Thank you, Master.”
A few minutes later, a soft knock on the door was followed by “It’s me. Open up.” Marlina had arrived.
“Before you open the door,” Mister Masters said, “remove all of your clothing.”
In response to Alisha’s deep and loud sigh, he added, “You are going to have to anyway.”
She could hear Marlina saying, “I’m at her door, Sir, but she won’t open.” It surprised Alisha how clearly she could hear through the door.
“Give her a moment to properly prepare herself,” Mister Masters replied. Then he said curtly, “Open the door, Alisha... Now!”
Alisha jumped at the stern command and quickly pulled the door open. Marlina was standing in front of her holding a small duffle bag. After carefully looking at Alisha’s body and what she was wearing, she said, “So, you got the job, didn’t you?” She smirked and added, “I always knew that there was a real slut hiding under all that goody-goody exterior.”
Alisha felt herself blushing a deep red as Marlina said, “Let’s go to into the bathroom.” As they walked across the open study area to the bathroom, she could feel the heat of her skin... and an extreme wetness between her legs.
“This excites you doesn’t it?” asked Mister Masters.
“Yes,” she breathed heavily. Then she stopped walking, took a deep breath, and corrected herself. “Yes, Master,” she said, “walking naked across my dorm study area wearing a chastity device excites me very much.”
“Slut” said a female voice in her ears and Alisha suddenly realized that Marlina must also be wearing earwigs.
“Tell Marlina how you feel about her being here,” ordered Mister Masters.
Alisha quivered for a moment as she fought the urge to run back into her bedroom and slam the door. Then she turned to face Marlina and said, “Having you see me dressed like this and... unlock me... makes me feel like what you called me, a slut. But it is turning me on so much that I can’t stand it.”
Her voice suddenly became almost shrill and she begged, “Please, Master, have her unlock everything so I can get myself off.”
“Later, Alisha, later,” he replied. “For now, let’s deal with the issue at hand.”
Marlina followed Alisha into the bathroom and locked the door behind them. She set the duffle on the small counter and lifted out three items. The first item Alisha had somewhat expected. It was a red enema bag. The second item, however, caused her eyes to open wide. It was the flashlight version of the Anal Intruder. The third item was also unexpected. It was a full-face black mask which Marlina slid over her own face.
“Lift the lid and seat and straddle the toilet,” Marlina ordered and Alisha did so. “Facing out,” Marlina added in an exasperated voice and Alisha shuffled to turn around and back herself over the stool.
“She’s in position,” Marlina said.
“Then give the command,” answered Mister Masters through the earwigs. “But first set up the notepad and cameras.”
“Oh,” Marlina answered and pulled an additional item out of the bag. It was a rather large computer notepad which was already connected to an internet site. She then stuck a large temporary hook of some sort to the wall in front of Alisha and hung the screen in front of her. She reached back into the bag and stuck something on the wall behind Alisha.
“It’s in place,” Marlina announced and the screen split into four images. One was the shadowy outline of Mister Masters. One Alisha recognized as her own cervix. The third was an image of the bathroom itself which centered on her standing straddling the stool. That was from the camera which Marlina had stuck to the wall above and behind her. The chastity belt shone brightly where it covered her ass. The fourth image was almost black, as if the camera was blocked by something.
“Proceed,” instructed Mister Masters.
Alisha watched in the monitor as Marlina reached down and grabbed the top of the rear flap. She had put on long, blue, latex gloves. When she said, “Hershey, Hershey, Hershey,” there was a slight click and suddenly Alisha could no longer feel the pressure of the flap pressing against her backside.
Mister Masters’ voice came from the speakers on the notepad as he said, “My readout says that there are over 40,000 viewers on this channel right now. They have a very good view of this newest design. Marlina, please remove the rear flap.”
Marlina lifted and twisted the flap and it detached from the rest of the device.
“Notice that the rear band has a wide spot,” Mister Masters explained, obviously making a sales pitch to those watching the webcast. “But the anal probe is still trapped within our subject. However, when my beautiful assistant turns the small control just under the now open latch...”
Marlina followed his instructions and twisted a small lever just under the lock. Since the camera was behind Alisha, the viewers missed her eyes flying wide open, but they did hear her startled, “Ooooh” as the two thick steel wires which formed the back of the chastity belt suddenly turned ninety degrees so that they formed a wide opening that aligned perfectly with the top of the anal probe.
“As you can see,” he said, “there is sufficient room for normal bathroom usage without removing the belt itself. And,” he continued in a much louder voice, “there is even room to insert– or remove– an anal plug.”
Again, Marlina followed his cue and reached up with her gloved hand and twisted the anal probe. Once she had a firm grip on its base, she slowly pulled it out of Alisha’s now gaping ass hole. It was followed almost immediately by several large turds which dropped into the bowl between Alisha’s legs with a loud splash.
Alisha started to sit down on the toilet, but Mister Masters’ voice stopped her as he said, “Did I tell you to sit down?”
“No...” Alisha stammered. “No Mister Masters, Sir, you didn’t tell me to sit down. ... But I have more and need to sit.”
“No you don’t,” he replied with a laugh. “You need to shit... but you do not need to sit. Just open your legs a little wider and let your bowels and gravity do what they do best.”
Alisha gave a small moan and looked like she wanted to say something. She, in fact, wanted to beg him to allow her to sit down, but instead she bit her lower lip and spread her legs slightly and tried to relax her sphincter.
She was partially successful. Several more large turds splashed into the toilet bowl, but she knew that she had not totally emptied herself.
“Tell everyone what you are feeling right now,” ordered Mister Masters. “And make it a complete answer.”
“I... I... I... feel empty,” began Alisha. “I have become so used to the anal plug being in place that it feels wrong when it is not there. Having to poop standing up with all these people watching me is terribly embarrassing. I can’t think of anything more humiliating.”
“I can,” a soft voice sounded in her ear. 
Alisha decided to ignore Marlina’s comment and continued. “But at the same time I am tremendously turned on. If my pussy wasn’t hidden behind this damn piece of steel, I would probably be rubbing myself right now.”
“Is that everything?” he asked.
“Yes... no,” she answered. “I also feel like I have failed somehow because I really need to push out more, but can’t standing up like this... I just can’t.”
“That was expected,” he replied. “Marlina, you know what to do.”
When he spoke to Marlina, his voice sounded different to Alisha. It took her a moment to realize that she heard it only in her earwigs. Evidently not everything Mister Masters said was broadcast on the streaming video.
“Put your arms high above your head,” Marlina ordered, and Alisha did so. “Hold this,” Marlina said as she looped a small rope holding the enema bag over Alisha’s outstretched hands.
Alisha wanted to turn around and see what Marlina was doing behind her, but something told her that she should stay looking straight ahead.
Movement in the monitor caught her attention and she realized that the fourth segment was now a close up of her ass. She could see how her cheeks were spread by the wires and could see her rosebud gaping slightly in the center of the opening the wires formed. The image zoomed closer and closer to her sphincter until suddenly the camera was entering her.
“The anal probe can also be used to administer fluids,” Mister Masters explained to the viewers. “There is a special adapter which screws into the vent to allow the connection of tubing from a syringe or bag or whatever.”
That’s what it was! The fourth segment was the camera from the anal probe. She was watching the anal probe enter her. The camera on the tip of the probe must have been blocked by fecal matter inside her. She watched with interest as it finished pushing inside her. She was surprised that she could clearly see small chunks of turds moving slowly within her colon.
Suddenly the image blurred as water rushed in past the camera. Alisha gasped as the very warm water began to rapidly fill her to the point of cramps.
“Do you still feel empty?” asked Mister Masters.
“No, Master,” she replied. “I do not feel empty. I feel full. Very full.”
“What else do you feel?”
“I feel warm... and I feel turned on,” she replied. Her head dropped and she looked at the floor– a sure sign that whatever she said next was very embarrassing for her. “I know that everything that is going into me will have to come out, and everyone will see me doing that. I don’t know if I will be able to stand it, but I still want it. I want people to see me spewing dirty water out of me into the toilet.”
“Then let’s let them see that.” Again the sound of his voice changed slightly, “Marlina, make sure she is over the bowl when you pull the plug. ... And pull it out rapidly.”
Marlina twisted Alisha slightly to line her up correctly and then with one, sudden pull yanked the anal probe out of her body.
It wasn’t so much that Alisha relaxed her sphincter and allowed the water out as it was that she had no way to tighten it in time to prevent the water from rushing forth.
“One more time,” Mister Masters instructed, and Marlina again pushed the probe into Alisha’s gaping ass hole. It slid easily into place.
The image on the screen now showed a clean, pink colon with just a few flecks of brown along the walls. Again the water distorted the image as it flowed in past the camera. It seemed like she filled even faster this time, but Alisha did not feel as much discomfort. Soon her belly was taut and she could feel minor cramps throughout her abdomen.
“You need to keep that inside you for five minutes,” ordered Mister Masters.
“Yes, Master,” she replied. “I will keep it inside me for five minutes.”
Two minutes later, Alisha was wishing she hadn’t said that. Her belly was roiling and her guts were cramping and she was begging, “Please let it out. Please let me get rid of it.”
In reply, Mister Masters merely began counting down the minutes. “Almost there,” he finally said, “only thirty seconds to go.” He then began counting down the seconds.
As he reached five, Marlina reached over and got a good grip on the now pulsing probe. As Mister Masters said, “One,” she gave one, hard yank and the probe popped out of Alisha’s tortured ass. A spray of mostly clear water cascaded down into the toilet bowl.
“How do you feel now?” he asked.
“Empty and horny,” she replied, knowing as she said it that it was not in the proper form. “I NEED to cum, Master. Please take the front off so I can cum. Please, please, please.”
“The front will remain in place until our next product demonstration,” he replied matter-of-factly. “But we have exactly three minutes left of this demonstration. Would you like our lovely assistant to fuck you with the Anal Intruder for those three minutes? You might be able to get yourself off if you are vigorous enough.”
Both Mister Masters and Alisha knew that she would not be able to get herself off anally in just three minutes, but for the desperate, even a slim hope is still hope.
“Yes!” she answered and pushed her ass backwards so that she was almost bending over. The fourth image flickered and changed as Marlina powered on the Anal Intruder. Again, the image showed a close up of Alisha’s almost closed rosebud as the tip of the Intruder pressed between her cheeks.
Marlina drove the vibrating and wiggling device deep into Alisha’s bowels as Alisha thrust back against it, grunting heavily with each thrust. The grunts were just beginning to turn into short sighs when Marlina suddenly pulled the Anal Intruder out and immediately pushed the anal probe back in in its place.
“No!” screamed Alisha. “I was so close. I was so close. I was so close,” she sobbed.
She felt a slight pressure against her back and heard the soft click of the lock. Marlina had put the rear flap back in place.
As Marlina was putting the camera and notepad and other equipment back into her duffle, she said dismissively, “Make sure that you clean up the bathroom before you go back to your room. Your roommates will be back in about fifteen minutes.”
With that she turned and left Alisha standing naked and trembling in front of the toilet.
Alisha grabbed a roll of paper towels from beneath the sink and frantically began wiping up all drips, splashes, and other evidence of what had occurred. She wasn’t sure how strong the smell was in the bathroom, so she left the exhaust fan running when she went back to her room. Marlina had left a small plastic bag behind, and Alisha used that to carry the wet and stinking paper towels. She would take them out to the trash once she had her skirt and blouse back on.
She was sitting on her bed in her room crying when two of her suite-mates got back from classes. “Are you all right?” they asked.
“Yes,” she replied, “I’m just a bit frustrated. Things are rather stressful right now.”
“If we can do anything to help, let us know.” they both answered.
“You don’t happen to have a hacksaw?” Alisha asked very softly. Neither girl heard her, but Mister Masters did. 
“Thinking of cutting your way out?” he asked.
“Not really,” she answered. “That would displease you. But I really, really, really need to cum.”
“I know you do,” he responded in a soothing voice. “But I would really like you to wait until this coming weekend when we do another product demonstration. If you wait until then, I promise that you will cum as hard as you want as often as you want for as long as you want. Do you think you can do that?”
“If that is what you desire,” she replied.
Alisha didn’t sleep at all that night. Part of her problem was her need to cum. It was so bad that she could think of nothing else. She even tried pushing the handle of her duster down the front of her chastity belt, but she couldn’t rub in the right places
She might have still been able to finally fall asleep except she began thinking about this “product demonstration” scheduled for the weekend. She was pretty sure what product would be demonstrated. She was wearing it. But where would this demonstration occur? And who would be there?
She was still going over possible scenarios in her mind when light began filtering through her curtains. She had just started to drop off to sleep when her alarm woke her with its shrill order to get out of bed.
The question of where the demonstration would be was answered before breakfast. Her suite-mates were just starting to stir when all of their cell phones chimed at the same time indicating an incoming message. Delores, who was the first one up and the most awake, was the first to actually read the message.
She began hopping up and down and screaming, “We won! We won! We won!” Soon, all eight suite-mates were doing the same dance of joy.
“What did you win?” Alisha asked.
“Marlina dropped by yesterday afternoon before you got back,” Delores explained. “She had some tickets left for their sorority raffle. It was a weekend getaway at the cabin of an alumni. Actually it was only one ticket, but it was for eight people.
“Marlina said that she had held a ticket back for someone who welshed on the agreement and she had to get it sold because the drawing was going to be last night. The tickets were $200 each, but she said she would give it to us for $100 and pay the rest herself just to get rid of it.”
Delores smiled broadly. “We told her that we didn’t think it was worth more than $10 each, but if she would make up the difference, we would buy it.”
One of the other suite-mates began bouncing up and down and shrilly added, “She went for it... and we won! We won! We won!”
Delores suddenly looked almost sad and said, “We’d take you with us if we could, but it said that eight was the maximum. I guess they thought there wouldn’t be more than eight because all of the other dorm suites have four double rooms. Ours is kind of weird with the small single room added in the corner. I’m sorry.”
“That’s OK,” Alisha replied. “I think I will find something to occupy my time while you are away.”
She stepped back into her room before saying softly, “Master, you are so devious.”
“It’s actually one of my cabins,” the voice responded in her ear. “But I made a very generous donation to the sorority so they would be willing to fake the drawing.” 
He laughed. “Actually, only one ticket was ever sold.” Another laugh. “You really didn’t think that the women of Tri Delta would ever stoop so low as to sell raffle tickets to dorm students, do you?”
“You are so very devious, Master,” Alisha answered.
 



Chapter Ten
A Tour of Denial
 
Delores and the rest of the girls were picked up by a limousine shortly after noon on Friday. At three, several workmen wearing university maintenance shirts came up to the suite and began installing cameras and a strange-looking frame in the large, central study room.
“I guess it’s going to happen here,” Alisha told herself silently. “If I only knew what ‘it’ was.” She sighed deeply and then said aloud, “Master will tell me what to do when the time comes.”
Knowing that something was going to happen Saturday or Sunday made getting to sleep on Friday night very, very difficult. With all the other bedrooms in the suite empty, she was all alone and it normally would have been a perfect time to bring out her worm or even the Maiden’s Dream. But with the chastity belt and denial brassier in place, there was nothing she could do.
That doesn’t mean that she didn’t try. She tried sticking something under the front of the denial belt. She tried rubbing– actually pounding– the front flap against the edge of her desk, but even with hitting the desk hard enough to chip the edges of the wood, she was unable to get herself off. She could feel the pressure, and the vaginal probe moved slightly, but even her most extreme attempts couldn’t do what she needed.
Somewhere around 1:00 am Alisha finally ended up throwing herself face down on her bed crying. She eventually fell asleep wailing softly, “Master, please let me cum! Please let me cum! Please let me cum!”
She was awakened at exactly 8:00 am by a loud knocking on the front door of the suite. Quickly throwing on a short robe, she padded barefoot out through the common room to see who it was.
It was Marlina.
“We have a full day today,” Marlina said brusquely. “We have to get you totally prepared for the demonstration, and it is scheduled to start at 1:00 o’clock sharp. That doesn’t give us much time to get you totally cleaned out inside and absolutely cleaned off outside.”
Alisha wasn’t sure what Marlina meant. She was pretty sure what getting cleaned out inside meant, but what had she meant by cleaned off outside?
Mister Masters greeted them both with a cheery “Good morning” through the earwigs. He then went on to explain, “After reviewing the logs from last night, I don’t think we can risk removing the device unless you are restrained. Am I wrong, Alisha?”
In a rather forceful voice he repeated the question in a slightly different form, “Alisha, do you think you could control your hands if we remove the denial covers?”
She trembled slightly and gnawed at her lower lip before dropping her shoulders and looking down at the floor. “No, Master,” she answered. “I don’t think I could control my hands if you opened the flaps.”
“Then why don’t we get you set up in the restraint frame?” he said quickly. “Marlina, do you remember how to open the flaps and locks?”
“I think so,” she replied.
“Well,” he answered, “no matter, I can release them from my control panel once you have Alisha in place.”
Marlina motioned to Alisha for her to come stand beneath the large, square, metal frame that had been set up in the middle of the room. There were four cameras on the frame itself and an additional eight cameras mounted around the room. In addition, there was a large monitor on the wall directly across from the frame so that when Alisha stood beneath it she was looking directly at the screen.
As she stepped into place, the familiar almost-image of Mister Masters appeared on the monitor. As before, it was set up so that he was life-sized and at the correct height so that he appeared to be standing before her. The monitor was mounted in portrait mode, so it seemed tall and thin, but Mister Masters’ image occupied only the top portion of the screen so it appeared normal. The bottom portion of the screen was divided into four separate images. Two Alisha recognized immediately as the feeds from her vaginal and anal probes. The other two were obviously from cameras somewhere within the room.
“Just hold out your arms and legs and let Marlina attach the wrist and ankle cuffs.” Master instructed and Alisha stood in a large “X” beneath the frame.
Marlina expertly wrapped each cuff carefully around Alisha’s wrists and ankles and checked that they were properly tight. She pulled slightly and twisted each restraint as she checked for binding or pinched flesh. Alisha found herself thinking that Marlina seemed to really know what she was doing. She wondered if Marlina didn’t have a lot of experience with such restraints– perhaps with some of the other girls in Tri Delta.
“First, let’s let the girls out to play,” Mister Masters said with a laugh, and there was a loud click from the middle of her back followed by two softer clicks as the wire mesh shoulder straps also released. Without the support of the straps, the metal bra felt very heavy on her breasts until Marlina lifted it off and set it on one of the chairs.
“Now, let’s remove the belt.” said Mister Masters and there were three very distinct clicks as the front flap, back flap, and the belt itself unlocked.
Marlina opened and removed the two flaps and then opened and removed the belt itself. At first Alisha was concerned that it couldn’t be taken off because her arms and legs were tied to the frame, but then she realized that the belt also separated from the thick wire strap which went down between her legs.
“Let June clean that up,” Mister Masters said quietly and Marlina handed the belt and covers to another woman who seemed to be waiting behind her. Alisha hadn’t seen anyone else come in and wondered who it might be.
When the woman walked slightly around the frame to retrieve the two flaps, Alisha could see that she was naked... and totally hairless. Her bald head glistened slightly under the additional lights which had been set up in the room.
In response to her gasp, Mister Masters explained, “Yes, Alisha, June is one of my company slaves. She is quite well paid in that position, but would probably do everything that is asked of her just for the sexual satisfaction she gets from obeying my every wish.
Alisha gasped again– not because June was a naked, hairless, slave, but because the thought of being able to obey Master’s every wish caused a flood of juices between her legs.
“June will make sure that you are totally cleaned out,” Mister Masters now said. “Is that OK with you?”
“Yes, Master,” Alisha replied trying to keep the lustful thoughts racing through her brain from overly distracting her. “Uh... Yes, Master, it is fine with me if June cleans me out.”
“We need you to be very clean today,” he explained. “This demonstration will be streaming worldwide on our website. It is the official premier of the new version of our Lover’s Embrace chastity / denial belt, as well as the vaginal and anal probes which have been re-designed to work with it.”
“I will do my best, Master,” Alisha said.
“I know you will,” he responded. “I know you will.” 
June wheeled a small machine into position between Alisha’s legs. It looked somewhat like one of those carpet cleaners that you can rent from grocery stores except that it had a much smaller hose on it and the hose ended in a very strange-looking tool that looked very much like a long, thin butt plug. That was, in fact, exactly what it was.
“June,” Mister Masters said, “wait ‘til I verify that the HD recorders are running on all cameras. This state-of-the-art auto-flush system will also make its official debut later this month and we are planning to use some of the footage from today in those ads.”
A few moments later he said, “Everything’s ready,” and June reached up and pulled the anal plug from Alisha’s ass. She then squirted some lube directly into the gaping hole that remained and immediately pushed the hose up in its place.
As soon as the tool was inside her, Alisha felt it begin to expand. The portion going through her sphincter remained small, but just above that, the tip expanded to four or five times its original size– much larger than anal probe. “I guess I don’t need to worry about it slipping out,” she said weakly.
“No, you don’t,” Mister Masters responded with a laugh. “And we don’t have to worry about any mess to clean up because everything will stay inside you or inside the machine.”
Alisha heard a strange whirring sound and could feel warm liquid of some sort flowing into her bowels. The pressure built up slowly and wasn’t really painful, but it was still less than comfortable. After a few moments the whirring stopped and the pressure let off slightly.
“Now we wait,” said June. “I used a very mild solution so there should be no cramping, but it takes a few moments for the chemicals to work properly.”
Alisha wasn’t sure what June considered “no cramping,” because a minute or two later she had a tremendous desire to empty her bowels. That desire grew quickly to need which soon grew to very urgent need and then to desperation as the seconds passed. 
She was about to ask June– or Master– if this was the way things were supposed to work when June walked over and pressed a button on the very top of the machine.
A different whirring noise filled the room and the pressure went away. In fact, it felt like the liquid was almost being sucked from her body.
“You should be feeling a slight negative pressure,” Mister Masters said. “What does it feel like?”
“Weird,” answered Alisha, Then she gave a loopy smile and added, “but a nice weird. I could almost get off on this.”
“Starting second cycle,” June reported as the whirring sound once again changed and the pressure returned to her intestines. This time it wasn’t as uncomfortable. Again June waited several minutes before switching the pump to reverse and pulling the fluid back out of Alisha’s body.
“Final Rinse,” June said as she started the machine into a third and final cycle. When that cycle completed, she twisted something on the side of the machine and the tip of the hose deflated back to its original thin size so that she could pull it slowly from Alisha’s ass. After putting the hose into its proper place on the machine, she returned and thoroughly wiped between Alisha’s legs with a small, rough towel.
“Normally, I would recommend a douche,” said June as she ran her fingers lightly over Alisha’s puffy pussy lips. “But you have been flowing so regularly for at least the past twenty-four hours that everything is rinsed pretty well clean by your own juices.”
As if to emphasize her point, June let her fingers slip inside Alisha’s very wet slit, drawing a moan and a deep sigh and causing Alisha to rock her hips trying to force June’s hand deeper into her cunt.
“There’s a little stubble here,” June said to the monitor, “and quite a bit of rough hair between the cheeks on the back side.” She reached down and picked up another small hose and said, “But the depilatory brush will take care of all of that.”
She then held up what appeared to be a very large version of one of those electric toothbrushes with the little section in the middle that spins as you brush your teeth. The handle was almost as big as a baseball bat and the brush area itself, was two or three inches across and very, very soft.
There was some sort of fluid which was seeping out of the base of the brush and spreading all over Alisha’s body as June slowly rubbed it EVERYWHERE below her neck. Every so often there was an odd sucking sound as June wiped the brush slowly back and forth over an area. The second time this happened, Alisha could see what appeared to be foam being drawn away in a clear tube that came out of the side of the brush. She couldn’t see where it went, but a soft humming from behind her made her think that the suction machine was back where she couldn’t see it.
“That looks very clean,” Mister Masters said. “Run across the openings again so I can see what the close-ups will look like.”
Alisha suddenly realized that the brush, like the probes and almost everything else, evidently had a video camera mounted on it. June ran the brush slowly between Alisha’s legs. Two of the smaller images on the screen showed very detailed close-ups of her labia and the crease of her ass. 
As the brush passed over her vagina, June pressed a button on the handle for just a second causing her to gasp and groan as the spinning section tweaked her clit.
“Clean, clear, and ready,” June said with a smile. She looked into Alisha’s eyes as she said, “Very, very ready.”
“Then let’s wipe her off and get everything back in place,” Mister Masters answered.
As June wiped her body down with a moist towel, he asked, “Alisha, are you ready for this? It might get a little intense, but I promise you that you will be safe.” He paused for a moment and continued, “And you will remain anonymous. At the office, the camera software automatically obscured you face. These cameras don’t do that, and even if they did, I don’t want that for today. I want the customers to be able to see your eyes and mouth.” He chuckled slightly in that deep sort of way that Alisha loved and said, “So, we are going old school and using a mask.”
June held up a deep purple cowl mask and began to fit it over Alisha’s head. It completely covered the upper portion of her face, but allowed her eyes to be seen. There were two pointed ears on the sides of the mask primarily to stiffen the mask and disguise the true shape of her head, but they also caused her face to appear very kitten-like. 
As June was putting the mask in place, the sounds of soft Celtic harp music began to fill the room. Alisha immediately began to relax and warm sexual feelings began to flood through her body.
“If it wouldn’t cause all sorts of copyright problems for me,” Mister Masters said, “I would publicize this as a session with Catwoman in heat.”
Alisha giggled slightly and responded with a throaty meow.
She was concentrating on her image in the monitor and on the memories the music was stirring within her and almost didn’t notice as June and Marlina slipped the bra and belt back into place. There were a series of clicks and snaps as everything slipped back into place.
“Did they not put the probes back in place?” she thought to herself. “Surely I would have felt it.”
As if in answer to her thoughts, both probes gave a short buzz of vibration and the internal images from their cameras appeared on the monitor.
“We need to get you properly hydrated,” Marlina said as June held up a water bottle to Alisha’s lips. “Cleaning you out like that can dehydrate you, so you have to drink all of this.”
Alisha didn’t feel all that thirsty, but forced herself to finish the bottle. June held up a second and then a third bottle. “I can’t drink any more,” she whined.
“Finish this one for me,” Mister Masters said. “Then we will be ready to start.”
“OK,” Alisha answered. “For you...” and she sucked deeply on the straw, drawing the last of the water into her mouth.
“Almost all the preparations are complete,” he said. “We just need to set the stage and draw the curtain. Then we can bring in the studio audience.”
Alisha’s eyes went wide open and she struggled slightly against her bonds. The thought of perhaps thousands of nameless people watching her on the net excited her, but the idea of a dozen or so live people watching here in the room terrified her.
June lightly stroked her back and the top of her ass and murmured, “You can do this. You know it’s what Master wants. That’s always been enough to get me through anything.”
Alisha settled down. June was right. It was what Mister Masters wanted, and if Master wanted it, that was enough for her.
Marlina held up a dress in front of Alisha. It looked like one of her dresses from before she started changing, except it hung strangely in Marlina’s hands. Then Alisha realized what was wrong. The dress had been slit up the back and along the sleeves. Small Velcro tabs had been sewn into the seam created by the cuts. It had been turned into a stripper’s breakaway costume that could easily be torn back off her body.
After Marlina made sure that all the seams were properly sealed she reached up under the dress and stroked alongside the covering which hid Alisha’s slit. “Just making sure the motor is still purring,” she said with a smile as she held up her fingers and displayed Alisha’s wetness.
She then stepped back slightly and began attaching a purple curtain to the top of the restraint frame. The curtain was the full width of the frame and just touched the floor. It would not be possible for anyone to see Alisha while it was in place, and likewise she would not be able to see who was in the audience.
 



Chapter Eleven
From Denial to Fulfillment
 
“Showtime,” said a woman’s voice. Alisha wasn’t sure if it was June or Marlina or perhaps another female who had entered the room as the curtain was being put in place.
The same voice then said, “Come in, ladies. Everything has been prepared. I promise you will enjoy this afternoon’s little show.”
Alisha could hear perhaps a dozen or so people milling about. Then there was the sound of chairs being moved about and the sound of people taking their seats.
Another woman’s voice– this one was definitely Marlina’s– greeted them. “Welcome, sisters,” she said. “All of you were present when our little adventure began. I can even say with certainty that we wouldn’t be here today if you had not decided to tease one of our fellow students about a very interesting job offer posted on the bulletin board.”
Alisha blinked as the curtain was suddenly pulled down and the bright lights of the room flooded over her.
“You didn’t think that she would respond to the ad,” Marlina said.
Alisha could feel herself turning slightly red as she could hear shocked whispers, “It’s Alisha Donaldson.”
“And you didn’t think that they would be interested at all in ‘Miss Priss’ as a model or tester for their products.”
She reached up and grabbed the front of Alisha’s dress. “But you were wrong,” she said loudly as she pulled downward on the dress, tearing it from Alisha’s body.
“Oh, my God!!” several girls gasped.
“Alisha, it turns out,” Marlina said with a smirk, “is a horny little minx who loves testing all sorts of sexual toys. ... Don’t you, ‘Lisha?”
Alisha felt herself turning totally red in shame and embarrassment. “Don’t you?!” Marlina yelled.
“Yes,” Alisha said softly.
“Complete answers!” came the command from the monitor.
“Yes, Mistress,” Alisha almost shouted. “I love testing all sorts of sexual toys.”
“What about this one?” Mister Masters asked. “Do you love testing it?”
“I am not sure if I love this one or not,” she answered. “On the one hand, I haven’t been able to get myself off for over a week and I am very, very horny. But on the other hand, the thought that I am so totally under the control of whoever controls this device causes me to be as high as I can be without someone doing something to me.”
“Are you saying that control and humiliation turn you on?” he asked.
“Yes Master,” she answered softly, looking down at the floor. “I am saying that control and humiliation turn me on. I know they shouldn’t, but they do. And knowing that they shouldn’t makes me go even higher.”
“Are there any questions from our audience?” asked Marlina.
“Yes,” one of the girls said, “How does a girl wearing this take care of... bodily functions?”
“That is a good question,” Mister Masters replied. “If you look at the monitor, you will see an earlier session where we removed the anal probe by opening the back flap and twisting the wires of the strap.”
He waited for a few moments while a video of Marlina’s earlier actions played on the monitor. Then he said, “The front flap likewise gives total access to the vagina for changing tampons and so forth, but Alisha has been implanted with birth control medicine that totally prevents her periods.”
“And of course,” Marlina continued, “there are slots and holes in the stainless steel crotch to allow urine to drip through.” She turned and gave Alisha a very evil smile and said, “Why don’t you demonstrate that for us, Alisha?”
Alisha did not think it was possible for her to turn any redder, but the soaring temperature of her skin told her otherwise. “I can’t do that,” she stammered out.
“Yes, you can,” replied June. “The water you drank was dosed with a rather strong diuretic that should be taking effect about now. In a few moments, you won’t be able to help yourself. Why wait until the drug forces you? Do it now as a gift to your Master.”
Alisha had never thought of peeing as a gift to anyone. But, then again, she had never thought of peeing in public with a dozen women watching her in person and thousands of eyes watching her on the net.
She forced herself to relax and think about nothing other than what Mister Masters wanted. He wanted her to demonstrate his products and this product allowed a woman trapped in it to pee though special little slots in the crotch. So, pee through it is what she would do.
Again, she could hear several murmured cries of “Oh, my God!” as warm liquid began to puddle between her legs and drip through the slots to the floor below. One of the sorority girls looked around herself and said “I can’t believe she’s actually pissing on the floor with us watching. She must be an absolute slut. I can’t imagine myself being willing to test these products.”
“No, Stephanie,” Marlina answered her, “you just wait for someone else to test them and then you use them.”
Alisha found herself giggling with the other women even though she was still staring at the floor in shame and embarrassment. That’s when the first girl said loudly, “I have to have a picture of this!”
She then got up and stood in front of Alisha with a cell phone that flashed several times as she took picture after picture. Soon all of the girls were surrounding Alisha snapping away.
“Master, they know who I am,” she wailed. “Those pictures can go out on the net with my name attached to them!”
The thought that such a thing might happen filled Alisha with terror, but at the same time her cunt literally overflowed. The liquid now dripping from the slots between her legs was no longer just urine. The smell of female pheromones... the smell of a very hot cunt... filled the room.
“Oh, God! Oh, God!, Oh, God!,” Alisha mumbled softly. How could Master do this to her? Was it to punish her? Or did he know how much it would turn her on?
“I call your attention to the nipple lights on the denial brassier,” Mister Masters’ voice said from the monitor. Alisha assumed he was speaking also to those viewing the streaming video on line. While he was speaking, Marlina motioned for the girls to return to their seats, which they did.
“Our test subject has been unable to touch her own nipples for almost two weeks now,” he continued. “I’m sure that by now they are very much crying out for attention.”
“There are four LEDS built into the tip of each cup,” he said, starting to sound very much like a professor giving a lecture. “The blue light, which you can see is on, indicates merely that the unit is powered up. The green, yellow, and red lights indicate the strength of the electrical pulse being delivered to the nipple.”
The green light began to flicker dimly. “A green light,” he continued, “indicates a pulse that can barely be felt, but overall is very pleasurable.”
The green light was now staying on full and the yellow light began to flicker. “The yellow light indicates a stronger pulse that is pleasurable, but can be too pleasurable... if you know what I mean.”
As if to demonstrate his point, Alisha began to pant and moan and sway in the bindings. “Test subject,” he said, “tell us how this feels.”
“It is torture, Master,” Alisha quickly replied. “It is taking me higher and higher, but I know that it can’t get me off. It is just making me unbearably horny. I need something in my cunt or ass in order to cum. Master... please... please... please...”
Her begging trailed off into silence only to be replaced by a loud, shrill, scream as the yellow lights came on full and the red light began to flicker. “Obviously,” stated Mister Masters, “the red light is a level that causes pain.
Alisha’s vocalization were now a continuous screaming moan punctuated with grunts which corresponded to the flashes of the red light. “Tell us,” he said, “what would you be willing to do or promise to end this?”
“Anything,” screamed Alisha. “I will do anything to stop this.” She wasn’t sure that she truly meant that. Yes, she wanted it to stop, but somehow, mixed in with the pain, or perhaps beyond the pain, she found herself being driven higher and higher.
“Maybe we will take you up on that later,” he said and both the red and yellow lights went out. The green lights, however, were still slowly pulsing, and Alisha switched back to moaning softly in pleasure with each cycle of the light.
“Do you still think this is torture?” asked Mister Masters.
“No, Master,” answered Alisha. “But also, yes, Master. It feels good... very good, but it makes me want to get off that much more.” She began to wail as she cried out, “and I CAN’T in this damn metal bikini.”
“What would you do to get out of the restraining belts so you can go high and find release?”
“Anything, and then some,” Alisha breathed back. “I’d fuck anybody, anything, anyway, anywhere, if I could just CUM!”
Mister Masters didn’t say anything in response, but in the silence as everyone waited for his words, a soft buzzing could now be heard that was getting louder and louder.
The vibrators in both the vaginal and anal probes had activated and were moving toward their maximum settings. Alisha was now thrashing violently in her bonds, almost tearing her wrists free from the restraints.
Although she was far from the orgasm she desperately sought, she was beginning to chant, “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!”
“In the ass?” asked Mister Masters.
“If that is what you desire Master, yes!” she breathed heavily. “Fuck me in the ass! Fuck me in the ass! Fuck me in the ass!”
“Shall we demonstrate how the rear panel removes and the strap turns to open up the ass cheeks?” he said, sounding even more like a professor ready to start a class demonstration.
Alisha felt, but did not hear the clicks signaling that the rear flap had been released. Marlina lowered and twisted the rear flap so it would release from the rest of the belt. She also twisted the small knob which turned the wire frame of the lower strap so that Alisha’s ass cheeks were opened wide.
June reached in and pulled the anal probe from Alisha’s puckered hole. As before, her rosebud gaped open and did not close fully when the probe was removed.
Marlina, meanwhile, brought the Anal Intruder up between Alisha’s legs. In the image on the screen, her gaping hole seemed to be winking as it tried to close before the tip of the intruder could enter it.
The image on the screen also showed that, even from the strange viewpoint of the camera in the tip of the Anal Intruder, it was apparent that Alisha was desperately driving her ass downward trying to impale herself on that vibrating hunk of plastic.
Marlina pushed the flashlight base forward so that the vibrator was now in contact with Alisha’s ass cheeks. That slight touch was all it took. Alisha rammed herself down heavily upon the device.
“Look at that,” One of the blond-haired girls screamed as she pointed at the first of the lower images on the monitor. It was obvious that the camera was going deep within Alisha’s bowels and then pulling out almost to the point of her sphincter closing back in front of the lens.
A loud grunt from Alisha accompanied each downward thrust that moved the camera back to deep within her bowels.
“I can’t cum... I can’t cum... I can’t cum...” Alisha was now chanting. “I need more... I need more... I need more...” she began desperately wailing.
“June,” Mister Masters said, “please remove the front flap and the vaginal probe.”
June hurried to respond, and Alisha moaned in frustration as the vibrating dildo was removed from her dripping cunt.
“Now let’s see what the Maiden’s Dream can do, shall we?” he said. His pride in this almost real dildo showed in his voice.
Several of the girls gasped as June lifted the penis to between Alisha’s legs. One said, “My God!” as she pointed as the swinging ball sack. They all watched with wide eyes as June, without any hesitation or preparation, rammed the giant penis deeply into Alisha’s quivering cunt.
“Ahhh... Ahhh... Ahhh... Ahhh... Ahhh...” Alisha was now hoarsely screaming as June matched Marlina’s thrusts and drove the fake penis deeply into the thrashing woman’s cunt in time with the large anal dildo which was being driven equally deeply into her ass.
Alisha’s words and movements were no longer at all coordinated. Instead, they were primarily senseless sounds and random movements. Her head was tilted back and her eyes were rolled up into her head.
Suddenly she shrieked out loudly and went totally stiff. It was obvious that her body and mind were overwhelmed by a tremendously intense orgasm. While Alisha was still rigid with orgasmic ecstasy, both June and Marlina pulled their devices out of her body and replaced them with the appropriate probe. Then both flaps were again put in place.
The rigor-orgasm passed, and from the thrashing of Alisha’s muscles, it was obvious that the two probes were once again at maximum. And from the flashing of the lights on the front of the brassier it was obvious, also, that it, too, was also active at maximum. The red lights were flashing brightly and barely going dim between flashes. Strangely, though, Alisha’s body was now interpreting the intense pulses as pleasure rather than pain. The combination of sensations was driving her into another mind-numbing orgasm.
Orgasm after orgasm followed, each slightly less intense that the one before it until Alisha was hanging almost senseless from her restraints. Finally, her body was barely twitching and the sounds coming from her throat were no longer recognizable as a human voice.
“That ends our demonstration for today,” Mister Masters said matter-of-factly. “Our website will now switch to a looped recording of tonight’s events. The link at the bottom of the page will take you to the proper page to order any of the devices demonstrated this evening. Remember, you must be at least 18 years of age and the devices must be legal in the state or country from which you are ordering.”
The images along the bottom of the screen disappeared indicating that the streaming video had signed off. Mister Masters spoke now to the sorority girls assembled in the room. “Thank you for your participation,” he said. “Our agreement was that in return for your cooperation tonight, there would be a fifty thousand dollar donation to the Tri Delta trust fund. In addition, my company will pay off any student debts you have accrued to this point and provide scholarships so that you will not have to take out any more loans for the rest of your undergraduate studies.”
He coughed slightly and his voice suddenly became very stern and serious. “And if any of you are thinking of perhaps keeping the cell phones I provided for you to use in our little performance so you can post embarrassing photos of Alisha on your favorite websites, consider this: If I was willing to spend all this money just so she could put on this little show, think of what I would be willing to spend to track you down and punish you if you cross me.”
He paused and looked directly from the monitor at Jennifer, one of the girls who had taken great delight in tormenting Alisha in the past. “And Jenny,” he said curtly, “if that spy camera brooch you have pinned on your sweater isn’t in the box with the cell phones by the time you leave, the next time you are looking at spring break in Cancun, it will be from one of the barred, upstairs windows of the local whore house.” After a short pause, he said, “Same for the booby cam you’ve got in your bra, Stef!”
He then chuckled. It was that deep, resonant, reassuring chuckle that Alisha loved to hear. It was perhaps good that she was hanging almost unconscious and did not really hear it. There was something different about it this time. It sounded neither loving nor reassuring. In fact the faces of all of the sorority girls who heard it blanched significantly, and two of the girls suddenly moved their purses to their fronts to hide the spreading stain that had formed between their legs when they lost control of their bladders.
“Good night,” he said quietly and motioned for them to leave.
After they were gone, Marlina smiled at the cameras. She had not been afraid. She had known what Mister Masters was like as soon as he called and asked her to help with his plans for Alisha. One Dom recognizes another, and Marlina had recognized a Dom of Doms in Mister Masters.
June more than smiled. She laughed and practically danced. It gave her great pleasure to see the power of her Master demonstrated against these silly coeds who would never have the strength to be such a person, nor ever have the will to submit themselves totally to such power.
“Take good care of Alisha, ladies,” he said. “She will need very tender care tonight.”
With that, the monitor went black.
June and Marlina carefully removed the belt and brassier from Alisha’s unresponsive body. They then released the restraints and lowered her to the floor. A soft knocking on the door announced the arrival of Julia. She was dressed in casual slacks and was carrying a medical bag.
“Lay her on the bed,” she instructed and the three of them together carried Alisha back to her bedroom.
After a removing the probes, Julia gave Alisha a very thorough examination and pronounced her fit. “She is just exhausted,” she said. “I’ve seen this before in someone who has been kept in denial for months and then allowed to release all that sexual tension in just one night.”
She looked down at Alisha, who was beginning to stir slightly in the bed, “But this is the first time I have seen such extreme sexual release in someone who was kept in sexual denial for only a few days.”
“Such a natural,” Marlina said softly.
“I will stay with her tonight,” June said. “She needs someone to be with her when she awakens. She will need to be able to touch another human being as she tries to understand what her body told her tonight about who and what she is.”
“You sound sure of that,” Julia said.
“Doms know doms when they meet them...” June replied. “I am not a dom, like Marlina. Nor am I a sub, like you, Julia.” She stopped and took a deep breath. “ I am a slave. That is what I am and always have been. Alisha is even more than that... but I know what she needs tonight and I will give it to her because it will please my Master... and hers.”
 



Chapter Twelve
Withdrawal
 
Somewhere in the middle of the night, Alisha’s mind cleared of the lust-induced, coma-like fog which blanketed it. She found that she was in her own bed and cuddled in a soft embrace against June’s warm, naked body. After a moment of fear as she tried to remember what had occurred, she snuggled back against June’s loving embrace and fell into a deep, natural, sleep.
When she awoke late on Sunday morning, June was gone, and all evidence that anything had occurred in the rooms the day before had disappeared. Even the small screw holes created by mounting the cameras and monitor in the study room were gone. The only hint that something might have happened out of the usual was a slight paint-like smell and the fact that the study room was much neater than it normally was.
“Should I tell them?” Alisha thought to herself as she scattered the papers and magazines around the room in a closer approximation of their normal state.
“No,” she answered herself aloud, “if Master wants them to know, he will arrange to tell them... under his terms.”
After saying that she stopped and cocked her head. There was a memory that was just beyond the edge of the fog that still remained in the back of her mind. It was something about the sorority girls. Master was telling them something. Alisha couldn’t remember what it was, but somehow she knew that what he said– and the way he said it– meant that he loved her and would always keep her safe.
She scrounged some food from the small refrigerator in the corner of the room and, smiling contentedly, returned to her bed. She did not hear her suite-mates return late Sunday night. Their breakfast conversation Monday morning was all about the wonderful time they had enjoyed at the cabin. They were so wrapped up in their just-completed marvelous experience that none of them noticed anything out of the ordinary in the suite, not even the fact that Alisha was as nervous and twitchy as a junkie in cold turkey withdrawal.
Alisha was frantic because the chastity / denial belt was gone... and so were the probes and earwigs. Her body felt empty without the probes which had filled her so snugly for weeks. But more importantly, her mind felt empty without the earwigs. With no earwigs she was cut off and alone. Without the constant connection to Mister Masters’ voice, her life itself seemed empty.
All that was in the box which should have held her devices was a short note from Julia which said, “Come see me. I will explain everything.”
After reading that note, Alisha did something she almost never did. She cut her morning class to walk the several blocks over to the M.I.D. offices. As she scurried through the entrance into the lobby, Julia held up a finger and said, “I will be with you in a moment.” Julia then moved that finger to her lips and gave Alisha an obvious sign that she was to remain quiet.
It wasn’t until Alisha started to respond that she noticed that someone was standing in front of Julia’s desk. “Yes, the Lover’s Embrace chastity and denial belts are in production,” Julia explained, “but I am not sure that we can provide such a large quantity in the next week.”
The man replied, “Well, give me what you can and get the rest to my warehouses as soon as possible. That demonstration video has gone viral and my customers are clamoring for the belt and those two probes. Mister Masters has always assured me that he would never forget guys like me who were some of his first customers. If I get cut out of this on the upward curve, it could destroy my position in the market.”
“We should be able to provide as many units as you need by the end of the month,” Julia assured him.
As he turned to leave he stopped and said to Alisha, “Do I know you from somewhere? You look familiar to me.”
“No,” Alisha replied, “I’m just a friend of Julia’s that goes to school at the university.”
“Then you know how powerful some of the stuff M. I. D. sells can be, don’t you?” he answered as walked out the door and turned toward the parking lot.
As soon as he was gone, Alisha blurted out, “Where are my things so I’m connected to Master?”
Julia answered in a very calm voice like you would use to quiet a skittish pet. “You were very sore and abraded from the activity of Saturday and I thought it was best that you not use the probes for at least a week while you heal.” 
She gave Alisha a smile and added, “We don’t want to risk infection, do we?”
“Couldn’t I just carry it around in my purse?” Alisha asked hopefully. “That way the ear thingies will still work.”
Julia laughed. “If that is what is bothering you,” she said, “we can use a different set of ‘ear thingies’ that connect directly to a cell tower or a local Wi-Fi signal without having to go through the probe’s hot spot.”
She walked through a doorway behind her desk area and returned moments later with two small boxes. From the first box she removed what appeared to be a small headset which was intended to slip over the ears and hang behind the head.
“Why don’t you slip this on?” she said as she handed it to Alisha.
Almost as soon as Alisha had the headpiece in place, the familiar voice of Mister Masters sounded in her ears. “Good morning, Alisha,” he said cheerfully. “June tells me that you were mostly recovered by the time that she left Sunday morning and were sleeping naturally.”
He coughed slightly, which Alisha now recognized as a tell that he was going to say something more serious. The tone of his voice changed to meet Alisha’s expectations as he continued, “Julia, however, is concerned that there might be some micro-tearing of the rectum or the vagina or both and has recommended that testing be suspended for at least two weeks.” He paused. “That also means the probes,” he said, continuing in his serious tone of voice.
His voice became lighter and much more assuring as he added, “There is nothing to worry about. There are no obvious tears or abrasions. The devices are properly designed. They were thoroughly cleaned and we used the proper lubes, but micro-tears are what most often lead to infection and we don’t want to take that risk– no matter how small it is– when it can be so easily avoided.”
“But that means that I can’t talk to you,” Alisha whined. “I can’t always wear these weird headphones.” She choked back a sob and continued, “I know you don’t always listen to me, but it means so much that I can call on you at any time if I need you.”
“Which brings us to plan B,” he said softly as Julia held up the contents of the second box.
“This unit is designed to be implanted beneath the scalp in contact with the skull,” Julia began. “It requires so little power that it can recharge itself from the energy in the air.”
Mister Masters’ voice took over the explanation. “The surgery is quite simple and the incision sites heal within three days. I have doctors standing by if you want to do this. It is totally your choice.”
“Yes,” she said, shaking her head up and down.
Early that evening, Julia dropped Alisha off back at her room. “You need to sleep,” she told her. “Mister Masters promised that he would personally wake you up in the morning.”
 



Chapter Thirteen
Sybians and Unicorns
 
Mister Masters kept his promise. Just before her alarm was scheduled to sound, his voice called her from sleep with, “Time to get up, Precious.” That was followed by several seconds of the familiar harp music which had accompanied all of the testing and demonstration sessions.
“Good morning, Master,” she answered as she reached to shut off her now blaring alarm.
“Have a good day,” he replied. “I will talk to you again tomorrow unless you need me before then.”
She didn’t need to talk to him for the rest of the day, but she did need to relieve the horniness that came from hearing his voice. Following Julia’s medical advice, she forced herself to refrain from using any of the wonderful M.I.D. toys or inserting anything, including her fingers, into either opening. So, before she got out of bed, she used her old-fashioned method– her fingers circling her clit– to take herself to two very satisfying orgasms.
As usual, she buried her face in her pillow to prevent her suite-mates from hearing her cry out, “Fuck me, Master!” as she quivered and shook in orgasm.
That routine– including her morning masturbation session– was repeated for the next two weeks. She began to so trust this morning greeting, that she no longer bothered to set her alarm.
On Wednesday of the second week, the routine changed slightly. Mister Masters still awakened her from sleep and called her “Precious.” But instead of saying, “Have a good day,” he said, “Remember, you have a testing session today. It could be rather intense so we might have to reschedule if you have anything important happening later today.”
“Nothing is more important to me than you, Master,” she answered truthfully.
“We will expect you at the regular time then, Alisha.”
She noted the change to her given name. Perhaps that was Mister Masters’ way of separating their professional relationship from their personal relationship. For their business relationship she was “Alisha,” but for their personal relationship she was “Precious.”
As soon as that thought entered her mind, Alisha asked herself out loud, “Do I have a personal relationship with Mister Masters?”
She thought for several moments before answering her own question. “No, I have a business relationship with Mister Masters. ... But I have a very personal relationship with Master.”
With that thought in her head she took herself to her most intense orgasm since the demonstration session.
Classes that morning were a blur. She knew that she took notes and that some of it was important, but her mind was fixed on the afternoon session at M.I.D. The professor for her second class was also somewhat distracted. Alisha was sitting in the front row and it was very obvious that she wasn’t wearing anything under her short skirt.
After a quick lunch and a hopeless attempt to study, Alisha hurried to the M.I.D. offices. The increasing coolness of air blowing up under her skirt accentuated the fact that she was growing more and more excited as she approached the doorway.
Julia, the receptionist, company nurse, and sometimes participant in the testing of the sexual aids, greeted her warmly with, “How are you feeling this afternoon, Alisha? Do you think you are up for a rather heavy testing session, or should we reschedule things to something less intense?”
“I’m ready,” Alisha answered firmly. “And I think I need something really intense after two weeks with nothing but my fingers.”
She immediately turned red after so boldly speaking the truth, but it was the truth. There was a deep, gnawing need within her loins that could be filled only by the intense experiences that were available through Mister Masters’ marvelous machines.
She startled slightly when the voice of Mister Masters said within her, “Thank you, Alisha. I was pretty sure of your response, but I thought it best that Julia ask you.” He coughed lightly before saying more softly, “I was concerned that if I asked you would say ‘yes’ regardless of how you felt because you would have thought that is what I wanted you to do.”
“I would have, Master,” she replied. Somehow, hearing that he was truly concerned for her made her feel different. There was still a deep gnawing need within her, but a different need– one that she hadn’t recognized was there– seemed to now feel fulfilled.
“We are using a different testing room today,” Julia said as she pointed down the familiar hallway.
The test room was across the main hallway from the bedroom-like area Alisha had previously used. This room was obviously not a bedroom. For one thing the walls and ceiling were all mirrored. For another there was no bed in the room. Instead there was a small mirrored platform on which sat a strange-looking machine that looked like a black, padded, half-barrel.
There were also no camera pods visible in the room. There was, however, a monitor mounted on the silvery glass wall opposite what appeared to be the front of the machine.
Alisha studied the device. On the top of the barrel was a small, padded strip of pink plastic with two attached dildos sticking straight up in the air. Two small pads lying flat on either side of the barrel were covered with matching padding. She was pretty sure how it was supposed to be used.
“This is a Sybian,” Mister Masters said. “It is the gold standard in female masturbation machines. Unfortunately, it is not one of my products, but since anything that I offer will be compared to it, that is what we are going to do today. We are going to compare my new Unicorn to the Sybian. After you get undressed, Julia will help you with the test.”
Alisha quickly stripped. Julia took her skirt and blouse into a small closet similar to the one in the other test room. When she returned, she helped Alisha onto the platform and had her kneel straddling the machine.
“It’s a lot easier to get on it when it is on the floor or a bed rather than on a platform like this,” Julia said, “but there are additional cameras behind the mirrors of the platform.”
Alisha looked down at the mirrored tiles beneath her and wondered who all was watching as she slowly settled herself down onto the well-lubricated dildos. The anal dildo was rather thin and smooth, so it slid in very easily. The main dildo was comfortably thick, but wasn’t overly long. It also entered easily. Alisha shifted her hips and pelvis slightly settling herself down completely onto the device.
“So far, I’m not impressed,” she thought to herself. 
Then Julia brought the Sybian to life.
A tremendous hum filled the room. It reminded Alisha of an industrial grade floor sander her father had once used to refinish the floors of their house. She wondered what Mister Masters thought of the terrible noise.
Alisha soon learned, however, that the powerful hum was because the Sybian was equipped with one of the most powerful vibrators she had ever experienced. She gasped and opened her mouth and eyes very wide as she immediately began to soar toward an orgasm.
Julia noted her response and slightly dialed back the level on the vibrator. Alisha moaned softly and smiled at Julia with the loopy, crooked smile which indicated that she was now floating in sexual bliss.
A few moments later, her eyes once again snapped wide open as Julie flipped the second switch on the control and began turning up the dial for rotation. The vibrating dildo now began slowly rotating within Alisha, pressing against the walls of her vagina and rubbing past that illusive point called the G spot with each turn.
Soon, she was once again panting, moaning, and rushing toward an orgasm. She was also rocking wildly back and forth, leaning far forward and far backward on the humming machine as she used her motion to add to the pleasure flooding her body. As she went higher and higher she started having trouble supporting herself with her hands on the smooth front of the barrel and once or twice nearly fell forward off the machine. Both times Julia reached forward and held her in place. 
The orgasm finally erupted and it was tremendous. “Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!” Alisha screamed. She repeated that same mantra much shriller and much louder as Julia turned both control knobs up to maximum.
The first explosive orgasm wasn’t a peak, it was just a stop along the way to a second... and third... and fourth orgasm before Julia once again turned the knobs back to zero.
Alisha sat rocking slowly on the Sybian. Her body was drenched in sweat. Her breath was coming is long, shallow gasps. She was still softly repeating, “Oh, God. Oh, God. Oh, God.”
“When you are able,” Mister Masters said softly, “tell us how you are feeling. What was good? What do you see needing improvement?”
“I felt so out of control,” Alisha gasped out. “I was so high and didn’t think that I could stand anymore, but it kept driving me higher and higher and higher.”
“Did that bother you? Did you want it to stop?”
“Yes... no... yes...” Alisha stammered. Then she took a deep breath and answered, “When the machine was totally in control, it frightened me at first, but it also excited me very much. I thought I couldn’t go higher, but I did... and I kept going higher and higher until I thought I would explode.” She gave one of her crooked smiles to the monitor and finished with, “I think I did.”
“What do you think could be better?” Mister Masters asked.
“Better?” she answered, sounding slightly surprised. “Maybe if I had a safety switch in case things actually did get too much for me. Or perhaps if I had something to hang onto so I didn’t feel like I was going to fall off the front of it.”
“There is an accessory for that,” Julia interjected. “It is sort of like a box that you can set in front of the barrel. We were going to use it, but it blocked some of the cameras.”
Alisha looked very thoughtful and then said, “And I was disappointed in the anal thing. It really didn’t do much except bring the vibrations deep inside me, but my whole pelvis was shaking anyway.” After another thoughtful pause she said, “It think it might have added to the feelings from the rotation. I could feel the pressure each time the dildo rotated past it. But that didn’t really do anything for me.”
Julia stepped up and said, “Let me help you off this. We want you to take a shower, clean yourself up, and relax while we reset for the other half of the test.”
“If you think you can’t handle another session today,” Mister Masters said, “we could try to work something out.”
“No,” she answered. “I said I needed something intense today. We might as well see how intense a session I can actually handle.”
As she followed Julia out the door to the shower area, she thought she heard Master say very, very softly. “Such a precious natural.”
When she returned an hour later, the room had changed. At least the equipment on the platform had changed. Rather than a black, half-barrel which sat directly on the platform, there was now something that looked more like a portion of a horse with a saddle on it. The horse itself was all metal and had a bright rainbow flowing across both sides of it. The saddle appeared to be leather, and was a very dark brown. And from the front, extending upward at an angle, was a large spiral, twisted, horn.
“The Unicorn can be ridden at floor level like the Sybian, or raised slightly, or even raised completely so that you are basically standing over it.” Mister Masters explained.
“The leg mechanism makes it heavier than the Sybian,” he continued, “and harder to put away, but our research says that most women keep their Sybian in a closet near where they use it, or in a special play room where it is out most of the time.”
Julia helped Alisha onto the platform. As she did, she said, “For the best comparison, we decided that it would probably be best to use it in the lower position.”
Alisha hovered over the saddle. She wasn’t sure what to do because there were no dildos for her to settle herself down onto.
Mister Masters sensed her confusion and explained, “The Unicorn’s horns are withdrawn when the machine is not in use. They are computer-controlled and will properly align themselves to your openings as the computer moves them into place. Just sit down and grasp the main horn.”
Alisha did so. As soon as she was seated, the soft sounds of the Celtic harp music began. She reached forward, and when her hands touched the white, spiraled horn, several lights came on within it. A mechanical voice sounded in her ears. Evidently the machine could connect to her earwig implants.
“Do you wish to begin a session?” it asked.
“Yes,” she answered timidly.
“Are the vaginal and anal horns the size you desire?”
She looked over at Julia who shook her head ‘yes’. Alisha mirrored that answer, saying, “Yes, they are the right size.”
“Are you ready for insertion? If so, say ‘Insert.’ To stop insertion, just say ‘Stop.’”
Alisha took a breath and said, “Insert.”
She twitched slightly as she felt something touch between the cheeks of her ass. It slid slightly back and forth as it centered on her rosebud and then it began to rotate very slowly as it pushed into her. It was well-lubricated and only slightly larger than the anal post on the Sybian, so it slid into her with little resistance.
There was a slight beep and then something touched her labia. Again, it moved slightly as it centered on the opening and then began rotating very slowly as it pushed into her cunt. The dildo was comfortably large within her.
There was another beep and she felt the saddle change shape slightly as it pressed more tightly against her crotch. A bump seemed to grow in the saddle which pushed slightly against the front of her cunt, just below her clit.
“Choose level of session,” the mechanical voice instructed. “Say, Mild, Moderate, Intense, or Extreme.”
Alisha looked over at Julia. She intended to say “Intense.” That is what she had discussed with Julia, but at the last minute instead she blurted out, “Extreme.”
“That will involve features of the Unicorn that you might find unpleasant,” Mister Masters warned. “Are you sure you want to do this?”
“I am sure that you want me to test all the features of the Unicorn,” she answered. “And I trust that you will shut it off if it gets to be too much for me.”
“You ARE precious,” he answered. Then he coughed lightly and said, “Thank you, Alisha. It will make the test much more useful. ... And I will shut things down if I think you cannot stand it.”
The mechanical voice interrupted with, “Extreme mode requires use of breast unit.”
Julia stepped around from behind Alisha carrying something that looked very much like the chastity / denial brassier except that it was made of leather and matched the Unicorn’s saddle.
Once it was in place, the mechanical voice said, “Breast unit active. To begin session say ‘Start’ or squeeze glowing red area on main horn.”
Alisha moved her hands slightly upward on the long Unicorn horn and squeezed. A soft, but deep and powerful hum filled the room as the vibrations began between her legs. She gave a satisfied sounding, “Hmmmmmm” and began slowly rocking her pelvis against the grip of the saddle.
“This is different,” she said aloud. “I don’t need to rock to keep it against me. It is pressing against me in front and in back like it has molded itself to my body.”
“It has,” answered Mister Masters. “And it will continue to adjust to give you maximum pleasure.”
Alisha let herself drift in the pleasure it was now giving her. An intake of breath– not quite a gasp– indicated that the dildos had started to move. The slow rotation of the dildo in her vagina felt very similar to what the Sybian had done and it had similar results. She was climbing rapidly toward an orgasm.
She didn’t know if the Unicorn’s computer brain or perhaps Master was controlling the action, but the rotation and vibration both adjusted slightly downward to extend her march up mount ecstasy. Then the dildos began thrusting.
Alisha’s mind tried to understand what was happening. She could feel them thrusting, but they didn’t really feel like they were moving in and out within her. It felt very, very good, especially in her ass, but she didn’t quite know what was happening.
“You are feeling the Unicorn’s knot,” Mister Masters explained. “It is modeled after what happens with a dog, whose penis expands into a giant ball on the end to keep him locked inside his bitch. Except in this case, the knot can travel up and down the length of the dildo on the inside.”
Alisha began to writhe and moan as the distraction of trying to understand what was happening was removed from her mind.
“Since there is no actual rubbing of skin to plastic,” he continued, “there is none of the micro tearing you usually get in anal penetration. It’s like your lover is wearing a very thick condom and sliding within it.”
Alisha was now imagining her lover sliding in and out of her ass and cunt. How one man could do both at the same time, she wasn’t sure, but then, her lover in her imagination was just a dimly visible shape, the shape in the monitor that she called “Master.”
Her first orgasm was rapidly approaching. “This is better,” she thought to herself. “I’m just as much out of control, but my body has time to experience the sensations rather than just explode.”
Almost as if to make that thought into a lie, the brassier activated. The leather cups seemed to squeeze like hands cupped on her breasts. It even felt like fingers were tweaking her nipples. There was little time to experience these new sensations before her body began to shake and tremble.
She could hear herself crying out, “Fuck me, Master! Fuck me, Master! Fuck me, Master!”
Just as the crest of the orgasm began to fall slightly, the hum increased, and the rotation increased, and the speed and size of the moving knot increased.
“Oh! No. Yes. Yes! Yes!!” she screamed out.
She was totally out of control of her body. Her body and mind were overwhelmed with sensations of pleasure. It was almost as if this were truly a Unicorn between her legs and she were sailing across the sky on its back.
The second orgasm peaked. Again the hum and size and motion increased. Alisha was no longer forming words, but rather just grunting out in the throes of continuous passion.
The third orgasm was quick in coming. Alisha felt almost as if her mind were leaving her shaking and quivering body behind. Her senses were on overload. There was no way that she could even accept more sensations within her body.
And then the Unicorn entered its extreme mode.
A blue light at the very tip of the Unicorn’s main horn and the tingling of her inner thighs were the first indications that electrical pulses were being sent through the saddle. She could barely see a blue lights on the fronts of the leather brassier.
Soon the pulses were more than tingling. Intense... no extreme pulses seemed to travel from the saddle, through her legs, and through the dildos in her cunt and ass. The little bump that was now pressed against the front of her cunt also added its electrical pinch to her clit.
The forth orgasm was truly mind-shattering. As it washed over her, not only was there no coherent speech or muscle movement, there was no coherent thought. She had flown off on the Unicorn and was now tumbling through space high above the world.
But this devilish machine wasn’t yet done with her. The hum became almost deafening and the electrical pulses began to twitch her muscles to the point that her legs began to straighten and almost lift her from the saddle. The ever-expanding knots on the dildos seemed to be the only thing holding her in place.
She felt like she was an exhausted slave being driven to complete a task by a cruel taskmaster. And her task was that fifth orgasm. But that orgasm was just beyond the horizon. And it seemed to be moving away from her as her strength faded.
Then the machine paused. Everything stopped. No motion. No hum. No tingle. No anything for several seconds... or was it several minutes. She felt like one of those Fourth of July fireworks that had been blasted out of the launch tube and was now silently lifting into the sky.
She tilted her head back until she was looking at herself in the mirrored ceiling and took a deep breath. Then the fireworks exploded. The motion... the hum... the tingle... everything returned at maximum. Her mind and body exploded across the sky in a brilliant flash followed by total darkness.
“Alisha? Alisha? Alisha?”
A voice was calling softly, but she had no energy to respond.
Then the voice said, “Precious, are you OK?”
“Your machine is too wonderful, Master,” she replied groggily.
“Are you able to make a report?” he asked.
Still speaking slowly as if not totally recovered from the tremendous experience, Alisha replied, “I hope when you finally fuck me, it is as wonderful.” She suddenly shook her head and stared at the monitor.
“I said that out loud, didn’t I?” she asked. Her voice was now normal except for the overlay of fear.
“Yes, Precious, you did,” he answered with a laugh. “But when that day comes, I don’t think we will be in a test bedroom.”
Alisha remained silent. A wave of emotion flooded over her. Master had said he would fuck her.
“Is there anything that you would add to my Unicorn?” he asked, bringing her back to the test, itself.
“I didn’t feel quite so out of control,” she answered. “Not being in control adds to the excitement. Maybe if there were something to hold my hands or tie me to the saddle so I couldn’t get away.”
“That is already on the drawing boards as an option when we get into production,” he replied. We will have it ready by the time we demonstrate the Unicorn at its unveiling in two weeks. What it took our team of engineers hours to even think about, you knew instinctively. You are the perfect person to test my new devices and I think I will have you test all of them in the future... if you are willing.”
Alisha started to ask something, but he cut her off with, “For now, I would like you to go back to wearing the denial belt and brassier. It is totally up to you, but I think the demonstration of my perfect sex toy will be much better if you do.”
“If that is what you desire, Master,” she answered. “Will you still continue to wake me up in the morning?” Her words sounded more like a plea than a question.
“You have my promise, Precious,” he answered softly. There was something different about his voice as he continued, “And I have other promises that you will find out about later. I will keep those also.”
There was a slight cough and the screen went black. Julia asked, “Do you need help getting off the Unicorn?” She then stepped up alongside the platform and steadied Alisha as she swung her leg over the saddle and stepped down to floor level. She also walked alongside her as she went the short way down the hallway to the shower area. “Let me know when you are cleaned up,” she said as she left Alisha at the door to the shower area.
Alisha again stood for a long time in the soothing rain of the warm shower. It wasn’t so much that her body needed soothing. It was her mind. To what additional promises was Mister Masters referring? Was it a promise that he would, indeed, fuck her? Was it a promise that she would test all of his new devices? Hopefully, she would find out when she demonstrated Mister Masters perfect sex toy at its public unveiling.
 



Chapter Fourteen
The Perfect Sex Machine
 
True to his promise, Mister Masters’ voice awakened Alisha each morning for the next two weeks. His voice in her head had the same effect it had before. But unlike the previous weeks, she was unable to relieve herself with her hands before she got out of bed.
As a result, she was feeling the full effects of the denial devices. All she could think about was sex. Every object that was even vaguely tubularly-shaped became a possible penis or dildo in her mind. Each night she lay on her bed pleading softly, “Master, please, let me cum. Open the front flap... or the back flap... or the bra cups... so I can finger myself.”
Sometimes she would bargain. “Master, just turn on the probes for a little while. I don’t need a big orgasm, I just need to cum a little.”
But Mister Masters’ response would always be the same. “Hang on, Precious. You only have nine days to go...” or however many days were left until the product launch party. Finally his response was “You are almost there, Precious. The party is tomorrow night. A special limousine will pick you up in front of your dorm at 6:30. I will send over the dress and jewelry I want you to wear.”
“Yes, Master,” she answered softly. “I will be ready.”
To herself she added silently, “God! Will I be ready! I am already ready. I could wear out that Unicorn tonight and still be ready!”
The dress was a rather simple A-line dress made from a very soft, very expensive feeling white fabric. It was just sheer enough to hint at the outlines of the chastity belt and denial brassier, but not quite thin enough for anyone to be certain. There was no underwear included, but Alisha had not expected any. She had stopped wearing anything under her dresses weeks ago. The one thing which seemed odd about the dress was that all of the seams felt thicker than she thought they needed to be. Maybe it has something to do with making the dress hang properly. Or maybe it was just the designer’s way of accenting the lines on the top and sides of the dress, but Alisha thought that a slightly mis-matched thread color would have been a better way to do that. High-end designers often did weird things with simple dresses.
The jewelry also appeared to be very expensive. The earrings almost appeared to have real diamonds hanging in a cluster from her ears. There was a matching necklace with a fine gold chain and a pattern of diamonds which hung in the small amount of cleavage which was visible in the neckline of the dress.
A few minutes before 6:30, Mister Masters’ voice interrupted her inspection of herself in front of her mirror. “Your chariot awaits you, Precious,” he said softly.
Alisha found herself nearly running downstairs to the waiting limo. Tonight would be the culmination of all that Master had done with her. The perfect sex toy was complete, and tonight Master would show it to the world.
A uniformed chauffeur stood beside a long, black, stretch limo. As she approached, he opened the door and beckoned for her to enter. She slid easily into the rear-facing seat as he had indicated that she should.
As she settled into her seat, Mister Masters’ soft voice said, “You look exquisite tonight, Precious.”
She immediately replied, “Thank you, Master,” and then gasped shrilly as she realized that she had hear the voice with her ears, not just from within her head.
She looked across at a dimly lit figure sitting directly across from her on the rear seat. “It is time that we met in person,” he said. Then he chuckled slightly. It was that deep, rumbling chuckle that so excited Alisha when she first heard it.
“Master!” she exclaimed. Then she looked down like a nervous school girl checking her outfit for a first date.
“Are you ready?” he asked.
“More ready than you can imagine,” she answered quickly, surprised at the strength of her own voice.
She thought he was asking if she was ready for the demonstration, but that was not his intent. Instead a light came on and for the first time Alisha could clearly see his face. “I am Dominic Masters,” he said with a smile. “Either my parents had a warped sense of humor, or they could foresee the direction my life would take, since they named me both Dom and Master.”
Alisha was surprised at his youth. She had expected him to be perhaps twenty or more years older than herself, but it was obvious that he was only five or six years older than she. His tall frame and muscular build did match her expectations, but then she had seen his silhouette many times. The eyes were also a surprise, though. From his deep voice she had somehow expected dark eyes, but instead steel blue– almost gray eyes watched her as she struggled to speak.
“Master,” she said softly, “what do you want me to do?”
“Accompany me to the demonstration,” he said simply. “I am sure that you will please me very much.” 
He chuckled. Alisha felt a flood of wetness between her legs. That deep rumble was even more exciting when she could see it coming from his lips.
With that, he turned the light back off and sat silently in the almost darkness as they drove several miles toward a remote lake area south of town. Alisha knew that there was a very upscale subdivision of some sort on the east side of the lake. She wasn’t sure, but thought that the entire western shore was privately owned by one person. She assumed that they were going to one of the large estates, but as they approached the lake road, the driver turned west, rather than east.
Several more miles later, they came to a large set of iron gates with a small security post. Mister Masters lowered his window as the car came to a stop. The guard stepped forward and looked into the limousine.
“Good evening, Mister Masters,” he said. “Everyone on the guest list has already arrived. Do you expect any special guests?”
“No, Fred,” he answered. “The only special guest is arriving with me.”
The guard gave a quick, “Yes, sir,” and almost appeared to salute as he stepped back into his little booth. A moment later, the gates swung open and the car rolled silently forward.
 A uniformed doorman stepped up to the car as it came to a stop beneath the huge portico on the front the mansion. “Does someone actually live here, Master?” Alisha asked wide-eyed. “Do you know them?” 
She felt very stupid as she heard herself speak. She felt even more mortified when he answered, “Yes, as a matter of fact, I do. I know him very well. You see, this is my family home.”
Alisha felt herself blushing deeply as his eyes seemed to bore through her body. “I probably could have gone to my parents for the money for medical school,” he said through a smile. “But it has always been the Masters’ tradition to show that you could make it on your own, if you had to.”
“Besides,” he added with a chuckle, “I have actually added greatly to the family fortune.”
As he stepped out of the limo and reached back for her, he said to Alisha, “Come now, Precious, there is much to be done before we sleep tonight.”
With that, he took her arm and escorted her through the front doors of the mansion. The main doorway opened into a huge vestibule area. Across from them, a large staircase rose to the upper floors. To the left appeared to be a large dining room of some sort which was already set up for a banquet. And to the right was a large ballroom filled with guests. They turned to the right.
In the center of the ballroom a small stage had been set up. On that stage something stood draped in a black curtain. “Ladies and Gentlemen,” he called out as they entered the room, “Masters and Doms from throughout the world and those watching on this special internet feed, we are here tonight to unveil a very special device.”
As he spoke, lights bathed the stage in brilliance as the rest of the lights in the room faded away. He and Alisha were now standing alongside the black curtain. “I present to you,” he said with a flourish as the black curtain was pulled upward into the darkness, “...The Unicorn.”
The device which stood upon the stage was almost identical to the one which Alisha had ridden two weeks previously. One difference was that it stood slightly up from the floor on thin tubular legs, almost like a gymnast’s vaulting horse. The other was that there were several attachments to the main horn which had not been there when she had ridden it. As she watched, the long, spiraled horn began to glow brighter and slowly shift through the colors of the spectrum.
Alisha began to move toward the machine, but Master held her back and said softly, “Not yet, Precious. Your part comes later.”
She looked at him slightly confused and opened her mouth to speak. No words came out, however, as a dark-haired woman in a sparkling, black, evening dress walked into the light alongside them. The woman’s face was masked with a cat mask similar to what Alisha herself had worn for the original demonstration.
“Are you ready?” he asked.
“I’m ready,” sounded within Alisha’s head.
She knew that voice. She couldn’t yet place who it was, but she knew that voice.
“When I first began to design The Unicorn,” Mister Masters began, “I envisioned it being used as a device to overwhelm the mind and body and senses of one’s personal slave.”
He chuckled. “It does that very well... very, very well. But this young Dom pointed out to me a use that I had not considered.”
He gestured toward the lady in black. “She told me that when she watched the videos of the final testing of the prototype,” he continued, “she became jealous... jealous of the slave who was receiving so much pleasure from this mechanical beast. She pointed out to me that many Doms... or Masters... often yearn for a moment where they could lose themselves in pleasure without responsibility.”
His voice changed and became harder and slightly softer at the same time. “No, she didn’t yearn to submit. A Master is a Master. A Dom is a Dom. She yearned to be able to give over control while at the same time remaining in control. That can only be done with a machine that is subject to your will while you are subject to the will of the machine.”
The lady in black reached slightly behind her neck and undid a catch of some sort. The black dress slid to the ground and pooled beneath her feet.
“And do not doubt that our young Dom is in control– for now,” Mister Masters announced loudly. “You will hear her tell the machine what to do through an earwig link to the control computer. She will select pleasure or pain or a combination of both. She will select the intensity and duration. And then she will give herself over to the machine effectively becoming both Master and slave at the same time.”
The now naked woman stepped up to the gleaming Unicorn and swung her leg over it to place herself on the saddle.
“And having given the commands,” he continued, “she will be at the mercy of the machine until it has fully and completely fulfilled her wishes.”
The woman placed her wrists in the restraints near the top of the glowing horn. There was a barely audible click as the restraints closed and locked into place. A second faint click drew Alisha’s attention to the woman’s ankles, which were now also restrained in a slightly pulled back position which forced her full weight onto the front of her body where it came in contact with the saddle.
Alisha could hear the mechanical voice of the machine begin its startup questions. She gasped slightly as she heard the woman ask for the extreme cycle. 
In response, the mechanical voice announced, “Extreme mode requires use of breast unit,” and June, in all her naked and hairless beauty, stepped forward and strapped the leather brassier in place around the woman’s bound body.
Once the blue lights on the front of the bra came on, the machine said, “Please understand that this is your absolutely last chance to cancel the session. There will be no safe word or action that can stop the program once the cycle has begun. If you wish to cancel, say ‘Cancel’ now three times. If you wish to continued, place the bit into your mouth and bite down slightly.”
The woman moved her head slightly forward and pulled what appeared to be a thick, but stubby dildo into her mouth. She evidently bit down as instructed, because shortly thereafter, two halves of a metal restraint swung around from behind the dildo to encircle her head and hold her firmly in place.
Alisha watched as the woman squirmed slightly on the saddle. Unknown to most of the crowd, but obvious to her, the dildos were sliding into the woman’s cunt and ass. A gasp from the masked woman told Alisha that the saddle had conformed to her shape and was now pressing against her clit.
A soft, but powerful hum filled the room. The deep brown eyes behind the mask were now very wide and a moan escaped the bound woman’s mouth. She rocked her pelvis slightly against the saddle as the dildos began to move within her.
“Marlina didn’t know about the knots,” Mister Masters said softly.
“Marlina! That was Marlina on the Unicorn?!”
“Why her, Master?” Alisha asked softly. She tried to not show her disappointment. “I thought you wanted me to demonstrate your masterpiece.”
“I assure you, Precious,” he replied with a smile, “you will be right there when I unveil my perfect sex toy. For now, let’s watch as Marlina demonstrates the full capacities of the production model of the Unicorn.”
Alisha had thought that part of the reason she had gone so high on the Unicorn was that she had been wearing the denial apparatus for over two weeks. But Marlina seemed to be going just as high, and she had not been wearing the device.
Marlina’s body was now covered with sweat. She was struggling frantically against both the wrist cuffs and the head band which held her tight to the now glowing Unicorn spear. From her screams and the reaction of her body, she had already experienced four orgasms, but the fiendish device was still driving her ever higher.
The red lights on the front of the bra cups and on the tip of the spear were now flashing brightly. Mister Masters stepped forward and addressed the crowd, “At a certain point,” he said, “pleasure and pain merge. The body can stand no more pleasure and further stimulation is useless.” He gestured toward Marlina’s sweat-drenched body. “But as long as you are still conscious, the body is always open to more pain.”
He chuckled. “Our daring little Dom is now well past the stage of knowing the difference between pleasure and pain. In a moment she will be just at the edge of consciousness. In her mind she is standing on the top of a mountain of pleasure, poised to leap into the brilliance of true ecstasy. But her body doesn’t know how to take flight.”
Alisha held her breath. She knew what was coming next. She, after all, had ridden the Unicorn up that same mountain.
Marlina was on the very edge. You could hear it in her muffled cries. You could see it in her struggling body. She was a micro-second from her leap into ecstasy when... EVERYTHING stopped.
“Did I look that desperate?” Alisha thought to herself as she watched Marlina’s quivering and whimpering body rocking against the now silent machine. “Get ready for a surprise,” she then thought and a wry smile crossed her face.
It was totally silent in the room. It was as if time had stopped. No one spoke. No one moved. For added dramatic effect, Mister Masters had arranged for the lights to slowly dim as the seconds passed.
The voice of Mister Masters softly filled the room, “But you will fly into ecstasy on the Masters Intimate Devices’ Unicorn”.
That’s when it happened. Spotlights flashed on, totally illuminating the Unicorn and reflecting brightly off Marlina’s sweat-drenched body while at the same time, the hum slammed back, only now it was much louder and much more raspy. The Unicorn’s spear flashed brightly, strobing through the colors of the rainbow, except the tip, which flashed bright red indicating that all electrical pulses were now at extreme maximum.
Marlina’s body exploded. It was more than quivers. It was more than spasms. It was violent thrashing almost strong enough to tear loose the bindings on her arms, legs, and head. And despite the penis gag, her wail was loud enough to fill the room and drown out all other sound.
Her extended scream continued well past the minute mark. People began looking at one another wondering how long she could keep up such a crescendo of climax. Some even began to look at their watches. Several of the women present squirmed slightly where they sat or stood. All were wondering what it would be like to experience such an intense orgasm. Would they even be able to survive it?
At last the wail trailed off like a steam whistle running out of pressure. As the sound decreased, Marlina’s body began to relax until she was hanging senseless in her restraints. Several large men dressed in black jeans and T-shirts walked in and rolled the equipment out of the room with Marlina’s unconscious body still hanging in place.
Mister Masters stepped forward and two spotlights centered on him as he spoke. “That, my friends,” he said, “is the Masters Intimate Device’s Unicorn in its extreme cycle. Yes, it is a bit pricey, but the best always is.”
He made a sweeping hand gesture across the entire crowd and then toward a camera crew which had moved in slightly from one side. “The Unicorn can be used, as it was tonight, for self-fulfillment. Or you can use it as punishment... or reward for your favorite submissive or slave.”
He smiled at the camera, “These units are now in stock. Those of you watching this demonstration on line can place orders by clicking on the link shown in the video feed. There are also links to chat with customer service or replay this entire demonstration.”
The red light on the front of the camera went out. The monitors around the room which had been showing the camera’s video image switched to a screen with a beautiful white unicorn flying through a rainbow-filled sky. Across the bottom of the screen were the words, “You can fly wherever you want on an M.I.D. Unicorn. There was also a countdown clock indicating that the Unicorn Demonstration Video would replay in 04:10.
 



Chapter Fifteen
The Perfect Sex Toy
 
Mister Masters now turned his attention to the gathered crowd. “Those of you here,” he boomed out, “can place orders by speaking with any of my associates who are circulating among you. Just look for someone in a blue blazer with the M.I.D. logo on the pocket.” 
Then, holding up his hand, he said, “But, before you do, I have one other special unveiling.” His voice changed in tone to something slightly more serious. “I do not use the word ‘special’ lightly. This is a very special product. It is the ultimate sex toy... in fact, it is the perfect sex toy.”
He motioned for Alisha to step forward. “Some of you are aware,” he began to explain, “that several months ago, after years of talking about it, I began a quest to create the perfect sex toy. In the beginning I was thinking that the Unicorn, or something very much like it, would be that perfect creation... and the Unicorn is the perfect sex machine.”
He pulled Alisha close to himself and continued, “By developing the Unicorn, I created the perfect sex machine, but in the process of creating that perfect machine, I FOUND the perfect sex toy. When I began interviewing young women to test our product line, including the Unicorn, I stumbled onto something which makes the Unicorn seem... trivial.
The very familiar sound of a Celtic harp began to fill the room and Alisha found herself trembling slightly. She also felt herself becoming wet between her legs. 
“I realized that a perfect sex toy isn’t created, it is discovered,” he said as he made a motion with his hands, indicating that Alisha should remove her dress. Alisha understood what he wanted and immediately began obediently pulling the white dress slowly over her head. Soon she was standing there next to him in just the chastity / denial belt and denial brassier.
“In this beautiful young woman,” he said, “I discovered the perfect combination of a pure, natural submissive and an extremely high, but extremely repressed, sex drive.”
The probes within Alisha began to vibrate softly. She groaned and reached up to steady herself against her Master. He raised his hand almost like a college professor making an important point and continued, “As rare a find as that combination is, that alone is not enough.”
Pointing to June who was standing obediently at the edge of the spotlit area, he said. “If that was all there was, you would have an obedient, submissive, satisfied slave.”
June bowed slightly to her Master. He laughed and wagged his hand slightly as he said, “There is nothing at all wrong with a good, obedient, submissive slave.” Looking directly at her he added, “June, you are a wonderful slave and you make your Master proud each day.”
Turning back to face the crowd, he said brightly, “But I have found something more than a perfect slave.”
He took Alisha’s hand and lifted it above her head so that he could turn her to display her to the crowd. “If the obedient, submissive is drawn to you by love... true love... love of you, not love of your power... love of you, not love of serving you...”
He turned to face Alisha and asked, “What is it that you scream out when you orgasm on the machines, Precious?”
Alisha turned deep scarlet and answered softly... too softly to be heard by the crowd.
“Complete answers,” he replied tersely.
She raised her head and said loudly, “Master, when I orgasm while testing your devices, I scream out ‘Fuck me, Master!’ over and over again.”
“Why do you say that?”
“I want you to fuck me, Master,” she answered timidly.
“Why?”
Her eyes darted back and forth for several moments as she fought with herself about telling the truth. Then she blurted out in tears, “Because I want you to love me.”
“Why?”
“Because I love you!” she sobbed out. “I loved you from the moment I first heard your voice. Before I had any idea what you wanted from me, I loved you. Even when you were just a shadow and I couldn’t really see you, I still loved you.”
“As I loved you, Precious,” he replied very softly.
He turned again to the crowd. “I, and several professors from the university, have studied exactly how– and why– things progressed as they did over the past few months. I am absolutely positive that, with the correctly chosen young man or woman and the correct loving match to a Master, I can create the proper conditions to reveal your perfect sex toy to you.”
A holographic display screen appeared above his head. “It is a very complex process,” he continued, “And as you can see, the price is very steep. That is why I am making this offer only to those of you who are present at this special showing tonight.”
Someone shouted out, “What would you take for her?”
“Ah,” he said with a smile. “Don’t you remember? I always keep the prototype. But if you want a demonstration of her capabilities...” He leaned in close and asked softly, “Are you willing to show them what just the probes can do?”
“Yes, Master,” she answered. Both probes began vibrating at maximum and within moments she was shaking as she tried to stand next to him. Soon she was unable to stand and was writhing on the floor in the throes of orgasm. She was crying out, “Thank you, Master,” as the orgasm began, but that soon changed to her continuous litany of “Fuck me, Master!” as she soared over the top.
The room erupted into wild applause. Two red checks appeared on the holographic screen indicating that two orders had been placed. He reached down and helped a panting Alisha to her feet.
“I think my sales people can handle the rest of the evening,” he said softly to her. “I have other promises yet to fulfill.”
“Will you fuck me tonight, Master?” she asked hopefully.
“Oh, yes,” he replied, “I plan to do that. But there are some papers I want you to sign first.”
They were now in a small ante-room alongside the ballroom. He guided her to a small desk and set three sets of papers on the desk. Julia and a well-dressed gentleman stood beside the desk.
“Julia is here as a witness,” he explained. “... as is Mr. Smithers, my lawyer who drew up these papers.” Taking both her hands in his own, he turned her slightly so that he could look directly into her eyes. “Which one you sign is totally up to you,” he said softly. “This first set is a completion of contract form which releases you from all obligation to M.I.D. except for keeping secret any information on products not yet released to the public. If you wish to leave all of this, you may.”
“This second set,” he said as he pulled it into the center of the desk, “is a standard slave contract, similar to what June has signed with me. It promises a certain salary with additional amounts to be set aside each month against that time when either of us becomes too old or too jaded to continue a proper slave-Master relationship. If all you wish to do is properly serve your Master, you have that option.”
“And this third set...” He paused to once again look deeply into Alisha’s eyes. “... is a pre-nuptial agreement which would guarantee you 50% of all my wealth if you were ever to leave me for any reason. If I were to ask you to leave, it would be 75% of all my wealth.” He paused before saying deeply, “You have it in writing that you are worth more to me than half of all I have.”
“Master!” she exclaimed, “Are you asking me to marry you?!”
“I always keep the prototype,” he said. “Or in this case, I will keep the prototype if she is willing.”
“Oh, yes, Master,” she cried out. “Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes. YES!”
“I do have one request, though,” he said softly.
“Anything,” she answered.
“Most of the time, in public, and especially at the country club, you will need to call me ‘Dominic’ or ‘Dommie’ or ‘Dom,’ like my friends do.”
“And I have one request for you,” she replied with a knowing smile.
“What’s that?” he asked.
“Could we have a live harpist play for the wedding?”
 
 
THE END
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