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CHAPTER 1

 


 


 


“What in hell am I looking at?” Is what
blurted out of me.

What I was looking at was a cylinder, six,
maybe seven feet long and about three feet in diameter. The
cylinder was painted white. There where large, double pained glass
portholes, and the holes where someone could put their hand into
fixed, goofy rubber gloves to interact with the cylinder’s
contents. The cylinder was hooked up to banks of quietly purring
and softly beeping machines. One machine had a bladder that
expanded and contracted, pumping air.

It was all something from a cheesy, Sci-Fi
movie; an escape pod, or an alien incubator. At that moment I
couldn’t imagine how close my guess was.

It was the occupant of the cylinder that
freaked me out.

Her skin, glistening like wet tar, was sealed
completely in thick, shiny rubber. Her head, save the plume of wiry
red hair spewing from a hole in her crown, was a featureless ovoid.
A steel breathing-mask covered her lower face and jaw with flexible
metal hoses running in and out of it. Shining stainless steel bands
held her down to the bed. Her neck, upper arms, wrists, waist,
knees, and ankles were all securely fastened this way. Her hands
were embedded in bulbous rubber mittens that blended seamlessly
into the sleeves of the suit, but even if they had not been so
immobilized, there was no possible way she could reach any of her
restraints, let alone manage a way to unlock them.

Shining metal cups trapped her copious
breasts, and wire leads spiraled out from the nipples for reasons I
could only guess. Her sex was locked in massive steel underwear.
Hoses sprouting like charmed snakes made their way into fittings
and couplings in the cylinder’s hull.

She wreathed like a belly dancer, then grew
ridged, then twitched, and then relaxed, only to repeat the cycle
again.

I looked up at George for an answer, but his
face was only forlorn, his eyes helpless.

“What am I looking at?” I repeated, my voice
barely a whisper.

He looked up, almost surprised I was still
standing there, that I hadn’t run from the madness before us.

“My wife.” He said, his voice as dry as a
grave.

I had just been laid off and George had
offered me a full time job. He was having back surgery and would be
in the hospital for a month straight and then bed bound for another
two months. He needed his farm tended to.

I didn’t hesitate. It was serendipitous! I
was on the out with my louse of a boyfriend and needed a place to
live. As a young woman in a tiny, gossipy town, hiding out on
George’s little farm would be perfect for me. I accepted instantly,
but George cautioned me. I dismissed the thought. I already knew
how to care for the farm and the lay of the house, but he shook his
head and beckoned me to follow him to the basement. Looking at the
back of his head and consumed with curiosity, I followed him, then
stood in amazement when he pulled the workbench and its tool-laden
back plate away from the wall to reveal a steel door. He reached up
over the sill, retrieved a key from its hiding spot, and worked the
well-oiled lock. The door swung slowly outward and revealed a
windowless, hidden room. Stepping inside, he turned on the
lights.

What was revealed was a sterile chamber. The
floor tiles, walls and the ceiling were all a gleaming white, and
the room must have been fifteen feet on a side with a ceiling of
maybe seven feet; brilliantly lit by fluorescent lights mounted on
the ceiling. The room was packed with banks of machinery leaving
just enough space to walk around the cylinder. I stood hesitantly
in the doorway while George walked over to the long, large
diameter, shiny white cylinder with gleaming chrome hardware, then
stood looking down at it, his shoulders slumped despondently. I
came further into the room and saw the thing was essentially a
large diameter pipe with shallow domed ends, one of which was
fitted with sturdy hinges, a hand wheel and complex-looking locks,
with a smaller observation port located beneath the hand wheel.
Along the sides and top were oblong observation ports, about five
inches wide and twenty inches long, and the whole thing was held
about three feet above the floor; resting in what looked like the
skeleton of an old hospital gurney so it could be raised and
lowered and easily wheeled around. From the bottom of the gurney, a
small pipe led across the floor to the bank of computers and
machinery where wires and hoses emerged and were connected to
various ports on their respective panels.

I moved over to where George stood, almost
hiding behind him as I peered into the ports of the cylinder. The
woman confined inside was now bucking violently against her bonds,
at all of the machinery, at everything, and I could only mouth the
words, ‘What the fuck’ over and over again.

When I graduated college a few years ago I
was up to my eyeballs in debt. With little job options for a young
woman, I took to doing house keeping on the side. Like many of my
clients I met George through church. In his old life he had been a
government agent, a US Marshall. One day, he and his partner got
into in a gunfight with three bank robbers. In the first seconds of
the battle his partner was killed. Out matched, outgunned, and
wounded, George continued the fight. He got a medal and was given a
permanent disability. The robbers were given permanent graves. As
his housekeeper, I would come over twice a week for a couple hours;
vacuum, run the laundry, and cook some meals George could easily
heat up so he would have something healthy to eat. The job was
easy, if not somewhat rewarding, and when I got a real job I
continued being George’s occasional
housemaid/farmhand. He was kind, straightforward, and I
liked him. He was ruggedly handsome and a get it done kind of guy.
He lived on a micro-farm raising free-range chickens for eggs to
sell at market, and game hens, pheasants, and grouse to sell to the
sportsman club.

His little farm was a respite from the hectic
world, a quiet, quaint private place. I liked it.

I had once noticed his wife’s picture sitting
on top of the old, tube TV and I asked him about her. Her image in
the picture showed an amazing smile, full apple cheeks and a mad
blast of copper hair. Her personality radiated out of the
frame.

She was enchanting.

George’s dark look ended any further inquiry.
“She’s gone.” He grumbled.

That was that. I was the sometimes occasional
part time farmhand, who was I to question the boss?

I never asked again.

Now, standing in the basement in a mysterious
room I never knew existed, we were looking at his wife’s… life
support pod?

“George,” I squeaked, exasperated. “Just what
the hell is this?”

His face, resigning to have to explain the
unexplainable, only looked dubious. He turned to a bookshelf filled
with tiny, micro cassettes and pulled out the top one. He then
dropped it into a VCR, glancing over his shoulder. “One of your
jobs,” He said, nonchalantly. “will be to update these to a new
media. Digital or something.”

As the machine rewound the tape, he turned on
the monitor. It was like everything about George, technology that
had ended decades ago.

He hit ‘play’, and shuffled away.

There she was, a smile like a lighthouse
beacon in the fog, her hair moving as if there was always a breeze,
primeval forest green eyes looking right into the camera and right
at me. “Hi, my name is Barbra Wyer.” She laughed breathlessly.
“That’s right, Barb Wire, and I’m about to embark on an amazing
sexual experiment.”

She was so pretty! So vibrant! You hardly
noticed she was completely naked. She had the classic body of a
Greek statue, and breasts… well, as a woman, I could only envy. Her
hips and curves and lips and eyes and smile and wow and wow and
wow.

“I am a heavy bondage enthusiast,” She spoke
matter of factly, as if she was saying, ‘I’m a Gemini’, or, ‘I like
ice cream’. She said it conversationally, as if it were a normal
thing. “I’m a HEAVY bondage enthusiast”. Not light, not medium,
heavy.

“and after numerous sessions of deeper and
deeper forays into bondage and S&M,” She went on, “I’m putting
myself into a long term session that will be something for the
medical books. For the record, I do not wish to harm myself or
others and I am not being forced in any way.” She glanced over her
shoulder and there was George in the background working on
something that appeared to be double-checking hoses and scribbling
in a logbook. His hair was a little less grey and his beard was a
few inches shorter. He looked up and grinned, then resumed his
work. I noticed rather clearly his smile never reached his
eyes.

“In fact,” Barbra went on. “using long term
methods of influence and manipulation I have forced my husband to
be my accomplice. He is innocent in this scheme. He’s actually dead
set against it. But this is my choice and he will have to accept
that.” She was talking half to the camera, and half to him. If he
heard or pretended not to, I couldn’t tell. He only continued what
he was doing which appeared to be touching and jiggling every cable
to make sure they were properly connected.

I realized he wasn’t actually doing anything.
He was puttering to have something to do while he waited for
something real to do, something he dreaded to do.

“This is the last of my video diary, and the
beginning of my embarkation of this amazing adventure!” Barbra
announced.

As she talked about technical things such as
thrombosis and bacteria and boredom, I looked at current George. He
was scrutinizing a bank of machines, touching cables and hoses and
inspecting them. I looked back at video George who was doing the
same thing. Seeing them both mirror each other dizzied my brain. I
was looking at Barbra on the screen talking, and in a pod at the
same time. Past and current events were over-riding each other.

I was about to formally and elaborately freak
the fuck out, but current George turned back to look at me. His
face of sadness and defeat defused my building bomb. I glanced at
video George who was looking at his clipboard, wearing the same,
tragic expression.

“George,” I pleaded, glancing at Barbra who
in the video was emphatically pointing at her pussy. “What. The.
Fuck?”

He grasped for words with his hands and
pointed at the tapes, the pod, the room. “If you watch the…” He
tried to begin, then sagged, and buried his face in his hands.
“She…” He slapped his hips in frustration. “She was always a little
kinky. I was never really into the bondage thing. Seemed like a lot
of work, but she loved it. I went along with it and we were happy.
I learned how to build some things for her, how to weld, do a
little metal work… but she’s… was… is… insatiable.” He looked at the pod. “It always had to
be more.”

“…possibly permanently.” Barbra added.

I looked at the screen. Barbra’s cheeks were
a blazing red. “Because of the advanced locking mechanism I
designed, I may spend the rest of my life in this bondage device.”
She shuddered and her eyes thinned to slits. “The thought of
permanent bondage is thrilling! The rest of my life in total
restraint! My sex, my body functions, every aspect of my life
controlled completely by the set orders of an unmerciful computer!”
Her smile was orgasmic. “I know that I’ll be doing solitary
confinement; that I’ll always be constantly and strongly stimulated
and tortured, with no means of escape or avoidance and no possible
way to tell anyone that I want to be released. The computer will
apply whatever stimuli that is programmed to occur, and needless to
say, it has no feelings, sympathy, mercy, or concern about the
torment, or joy, it is inflicting.”

“Whoa, whoa, whoa!” I leapt forward and
paused the tape. “What?”

George’s face was wracked with pain. He only
waved his hand for the video to continue as he looked away.

“There is an electric auto-lock feature.”
Barbra explained. “Once I am secured, and the lock is engaged,
there are two number generators. Every twenty-eight days the
numbers will be randomly chosen. If the numbers match, the system
will unlock. So, it is possible I’ll be out in twenty-eight days,
but the odds of that happening is the equivalent of winning the
lottery five times in a row, so my chances are astronomically
small.” She shivered, but not from cold. “So you see, it is very
possible I will remain in bondage for, well, ever.”

I turned it off, leaving the hum of the
machines as the only sound in the room. I looked at the pod and
watched her wriggling around inside. “How long…” I murmured,
disbelieving everything I saw, “has she been in there?”

George pointed to one of the clipboards on
the wall. “Six years, eight months, eleven days, thirteen hours
and,” he checked his watch, “seventeen minutes.” His voice was like
sand.

The words flowed over my brain like a wave.
“She’s insane. She’ll never get out.”

George pointed to a bank of machines with
numbers rolling across their display. “This machine runs a
sub-routine, like mini lotteries with much better odds. Everyday it
runs and if Barbra ‘wins’, her odds in
the main lottery improve, as much as a million…” He sighed tiredly,
“…or less. Usually much, much less.” He looked at Barbra in her pod
longingly, watching her moving around for a while, and then back to
the odds machine. “The longer she stays in there, the numbers from
the sub-lottery will increase her chances dramatically in the main
lottery.”

“What are her odds right now?”

He pointed to the number display, counting
the placement. “Something with sixteen zeros to one.”

Stunned, I actually started counting zeros on
my fingers trying to visualize what that would look like.
“Sixteen zeroes?” I
gasped.

“Yeah,” He said gravely.

“So what will be her odds in ten years?”

He shrugged. “Depends how lucky she is in the
sub-lottery routine. Maybe winning the lottery four times in a
row.”

“And in twenty years?”

He winced. “There’s a diminishing return
value calculator so in twenty years it will be winning the lottery
three times in a row. In forty years it will be closer to winning
the lottery twice in a row.”

I was spiraling. “Twice in a row? Not just
winning the lottery twice, but in a row? What are the odds of
that?”

He coughed something.

“What?” I pressed him.

“Five and a half trillion to one.”

It was if I had been slapped. “Trillion?
Wait, meaning every twenty-eight days she has one chance to hit a
magic number…” My brain stumbled. “out of five and a half
trillion?”

He looked abashed. “Well, in forty years.
Right now it’s a number with sixteen zeros.” He pointed to the odds
machine. “They haven’t named that number yet.”

I looked at the machine with its flickering
numbers. It was overwhelming. “And you don’t have a key?”

He looked impassive. “There is a break out
panel. I would have to effectively smash the pod and manually
unlock it.”

“And why don’t you do that?” I almost
screamed at him.

“Because there would be another!” He barked
sharply, making me jump back. George was a bear in height and
stature. A cuddly, amicable bear, but a bear non-the-less; a bear
that once killed three men in the line of duty. He softened. “She
would build another. She would go in again. I thought she would
have this out of her system after her year long trial run, but
instead she spent night and day tweaking the machines to prepare
for this stage.” He looked up, his face so sad. “With or without
me.” He started looking over the bank of videocassettes. “I was
terrified I’d come home one day to find her locked up in her Death
Pod variant.”

My eyebrows shot up. “Death Pod?”

He went to the wall of tapes and sorted
through them. “One of these tapes she talks about it.” He gave up
looking. “She didn’t do it, but she designed a feature that if I
arbitrarily opened the pod it would initiate some protocol that
would suffocate her before I could get her out. It was to take the
decision of opening the pod away from me.” He looked down, his eyes
heavy. “To take away the guilt, really.” He glanced up. “I refused,
we argued, we compromised.” He waved at the pod. “This is the
compromise. Yes, I can let her out, but there would be a new pod,
stronger, and… well, a pod that would in fact be her tomb.” His
hand caressed the pod casing. “I don’t know, I guess I feel a
little better knowing that I have some power over all of this even
though I don’t. I didn’t want this at all, but at least this way I
have her with me. I dream that someday she hits the magic number,
or more likely a machine hiccups and produces the right number, and
unlocks the pod and she gets out and smiles at me and goes, ‘What a
rush! I’m good for now.’ and we go off and do things normal people
do.” His face was grim.

I thought about the image in the video. Her
aura in a low resolution, grainy, track-streaked video was
undiminished. In seconds I wanted to be her best friend, help her
move a couch, go clubbing. A woman I had never knew existed and all
I wanted was her approval. George had been in direct fire of that
glow every day for years.

I looked at her writhing around, sliding,
curling, then tightening and shivering. “Why is she doing
that?”

George pointed to another bank of machines.
“She’s being stimulated. Sometimes nice stimulation, some times not
so nice, sometimes painful, and sometimes... worse than painful.”
He waved at three machines. “It’s another lottery, sort of.
Intensity, depth and duration. They’re random. If all three
machines have the right stimulation simultaneously, long enough,
she might get an orgasm. If they are not, then she gets teased but
no joy, sort of a torture all on its own. On occasion, the three
will be in full pain mode together. Not fun.”

“And how many orgasms has she had in six
years?”

He pulled down another clipboard, flipping
pages. “One definite. I base that on heart, respiration, o2
saturations, endocrine perspirations, and blood pressure.” He
nodded to a monitor that looked like it was stolen from a 1970s TV
medical show to check if there had been another orgasm. A curl of
paper hung from a slot on its face. He ripped off the paper, noted
whatever it read, and tacked it with a nest of other printouts
which indicated there hadn’t. He then pointed to a metal box with
hoses connected to it. “This is an old lie detector machine we got
from the State Troopers when they upgraded a few years back. With
modifications it works as a rather accurate orgasm detector.”

My head jerked back as the information sank
in. “And it detected one orgasm in six years?”

“Yeah.” He grunted.

I mentally questioned the accuracy of his,
‘orgasm detector’ as I looked back at the
machines. “And that, worse than pain thing, one of those too?”

I predicted his answer. “No. She get’s
maximum pain more often.”

I ran my fingers through my hair trying to
think. “Of course it is.” I mumbled sardonically.

“See, the machine’s ‘brain’ is actually from
an old stereo equalizer component but the control is a random
generator cycling through One and Ten. On One or Ten the channel is
wide open and it hurts like… well, I tested the connections myself
and compared to when I cut my arm open on a ragged piece of tin
sheeting. I would prefer the tin sheeting every time.” He pulled up
his sleeve and showed me the faint, Frankenstein scar ripped up his
arm. “Twenty-one stitches.” His voice hinted with pride. “We had
chased a File 5 perp through a junk yard. Outta nowhere, SKKKERK!”
He drew his thumb across the scar.

I paused, almost looking for an oasis of
logic. “File 5 perp?”

He shifted his head, trying to switch back
into English. “A Perpetrator with an active Fugitive From Justice
Warrant.” He grinned a little. “Blood was every where. I tackled
him and got him in cuffs. We were both covered in blood by time my
back up arrived. The guys thought I’d inflicted a little street
justice on him.”

I nodded, then motioned with my head back to
the Pod, ready to address Barbra again. “So there are more chances
for pain.” I thought it through. “Another lottery.”

“Yeah.” He went on, although I could read in
his face he wanted to talk about anything but the machine that was
torturing his wife. “Pain is easy, pleasure… not so much. You can’t
just flip from agony to ecstasy. You still have to deal with…” he
struggled to find the words, “you know, the brain and the
body.”

“So the right mix, the right intensity, at
the right time.”

“and the right duration.” He finished.

I peered into the Pod and watched her. “So
when she moves like that, it’s good?” I watched her for a while.
George was watching the lights on the machines. Seeing a bunch of
green lights I smiled. “She’s doing good, right?”

He shook his head, pointing to the third
machine. “This one’s changing over, you can tell by the hum it
makes, it won’t be enough duration.”

Sure enough the lights began to change over
to yellow with a couple green and a couple red. “And red is
pain?”

He nodded.

“And how often does that happen? You know,
maximum pain?” I asked timidly.

He looked at another clipboard on the wall.
He leaned closer and squinted to check the date on it. He then
shrugged, almost a little embarrassed. “I, uh… I stopped keeping
track of it.” He pointed to a thick wad of printouts. “Answer’s in
there, somewhere. Couple times a week maybe, three… four…” His
voice drifted off as he mumbled ‘five, six’.

I watched the lights flicker. I cheered them
on and tried to will them green. I looked away when most of them
where red or yellow. I noticed there were no controls on the
machine. There was no way to adjust or influence it.

George
sighed. “I spend hours just
watching this machine.” He looked away when another light turned
red.

I leaned over Barbra, peering in. “How does
she not go insane?”

George stepped over and looked in on her.
“She has an inner mantra thing going. It’s worked in the past for
her.”

“I’m not so sure.” I whispered. I looked up
as a thought sparked in my head. “What about… uh, you know, the
thing, the security phrase?”

His eyes became confused. “A what?”

Flustered, I blurted out. “If she wants to
get out, a signal.”

“Safe word?”

I clapped my hands. “Safe
word!”

He shook his head. “No safe word.”

“So she has no way of telling you
she’s in distress?”

“Correct. She can’t speak or even make a
noise, thanks to the gag, throat and airway tubes. Neither can she
signal with her hands because of the isolation mitts, and her
wrists being locked to the platform. The only thing she can do is
to shudder and writhe within her restraints, which she does all the
time. So, there’s no way for anyone to know she wants out. She just
has to endure it as best she can.”

“And she can’t get out unless the lottery
computers simultaneously spit up the correct sequence of
numbers?”

He nodded. “Yeah.”

The sadness in his voice was heart rending.
We fell silent peering in at her, isolated and untouchable within
the shiny tubular prison. Suddenly, she began fighting her steel
restraints with all her might, but they remained unmoving and
inescapable, just as she’d designed them to be.

“So, there you have it.” George broke the
reverie. “I have my wife locked up in a homemade, permanent bondage
pod. If you are willing to take the job I need a full commitment
for three months. No days off, no vacations. You can’t be more than
a few hours away in case of a system failure. The back up systems
only last eight hours. You will have to be able to respond to get
her out before she suffocates.”

I looked at him sharply. “What?”

“To prevent bacteria and germs the pod is
filled with a noble gas, Xenon, or Argon or both, there’s a
chemical name for it.” He looked at the bank of air tanks sitting
neatly in a bracket. “Here, this one.” He squinted to read the
label on it. “Xenon. It gets recycled so you shouldn’t have to
worry about it.” He tapped it, then turned back to me. “The gas is
under pressure in the Pod, like a half bar or some such. It won’t
kill you, but you won’t want to breathe it in a confined space
because it displaces the oxygen in the air and… well, I guess at
that point it will kill you. You’ll asphyxiate. In a disaster you
have to smash this porthole out.” He pointed. “Then reach in under
and pull the handle. It will rip out the main bolts and you can get
the Pod open.” He pointed to a switch on the wall labeled, ‘IN CASE
OF EMERGENCY’ “Then hit that switch which will turn on the fan to
draw out the gas from the room.”

I pointed. “So the escape handle is in there
with her?”

“Yeah…”

I looked at the steel shackles holding her
arms down and leaving the escape handle just inches away and far
out of reach. “She likes irony.” I looked up at George. I was
surprised he looked so exhausted. Clearly his secret was draining
him heavily. “I’m in.”

“I’ll need an agreement in writing. We can
re-negotiate after the three months if you want to stay.”

“Done.”


Chapter 2

 


 


 


I moved in.

George arranged his surgery and taught me
everything I needed to know about keeping Barbra alive. I learned
about perfusion values, how to read a spectrometer, and how to
field strip a UV inducer. We ran simulated emergency drills until I
could do them in my sleep. All the tasks were simple, unscrew this,
remove that, install new one, but there were a lot of them and all
seemed to function without any maintenance. It was a job of being
ready if something did fail.

I then took George out to get a smart phone,
(actually saving him on cell phone deals), and a couple flat screen
TVs (floor model, huge discount). We mounted one to the wall in his
bedroom, and the bigger one in the living room.

I then ordered some smart devices and set up
a secure wireless network and closed circuit video. I linked it to
his new phone so at anytime he had a wireless network could watch
his wife on his smart phone via an Encrypted Virtual Private
Network. I then set up multiple cameras so with a tap on the screen
he could look at her vitals, the stimulator controls, and the odds
display.

While he was in the hospital for his surgery
and recovery, I ordered a video digital converter and got to
work.

The farm was a quiet place. In the morning I
collected the eggs and carted them to the road where the market guy
picked them up. Every once in a while someone from the huntsman’s
club came by to pick up game birds. Other than shopping, visiting
George, and church, I was alone.

Save my new bestie, Barb Wire.

George was right. Watching her struggling to
escape her inescapable little tank was mesmerizing. I could reach
in the gloved portholes and touch her, but because of the set up I
was limited to only stroking her arms or legs, none of the
interesting bits. The reaction however, was noticeable. I imagined
it intensified her bondage by reminding her of the outside world
and her unrelenting imprisonment, to say nothing of her isolation
and inability to communicate in any manner.

For company, I watched her videos as they
digitized. In some videos she spoke mechanically, like an engineer
to a colleague, in others, like a conspirator. Frequently she spoke
as if she was my mentor, but switched with a sly grin in her eyes
to become my friend. It was all there.

“This is what started it all for me.” She
held up a large, red ball gag, fondling it. “It was the cover of a
magazine in a newspaper stand. Just a beautiful woman, her eyes
closed, her lips stretched around a big, fat ball gag. I didn’t
realize just how amazing an image that was. Communication is such a
powerful thing, probably the most powerful thing humans can do, and
to take it away, stuff a huge plug into it...” She opened her mouth
and forced the ball gag in. She then let her fingers play across
her face and the ball, before pulling it out with difficulty with a
wet, soft pop. “Gags are very important to me. It intensifies my
bondage. It is my bondage. Sometimes I walk around all day
doing chores with a gag of some sort.” Her green eyes peered at me,
taking me in. “It’s liberating, bondage.”
She nodded, smiling at my confused look. “When you’re helpless,
you’re free of responsibility, of shame, of expectations.” She
looked at her ball and softly licked it. “It’s a head game, yes.
George is a judgment free guy and wonderfully understanding, but
this isn’t about him. It’s about me. I was raised that enjoying sex
is a sin; that ‘Good Girls’ don’t orgasm. I know, I know, it’s
programming and bullshit, but that was how I was raised. You can’t
just override ten thousand years of female suppression by simply
saying, ‘All right! You win! Stop burning your bras. Let’s forget
all that misogynistic nonsense and be totally equal. Oh, if you
would, start a pot of coffee, thanks. Milk, no sugar in mine’. See?
The important thing to know is…” She pulled the ball back into her
mouth and continued her rant, but only made murmurs.

I watched her play with it, changing her
mood. As she buckled the strap behind her head, I watched her enjoy
the feeling, the tightness.

She pulled it out when her rant ended. “This
one is so big you don’t even drool. It took a while before I could
wear one this big for any length of time. Smaller ball gags will
make you drool. Drool can heighten the bondage effect. You’re so
helpless you can’t even stop from slobbering all over the place.”
She regarded the ball. “Small gags have their place, but I prefer a
nice big one. It really cuts down on the sound. You can scream and
not worry someone might hear you. Or if they did hear you it’s not
your fault. You’re tied up. It’s the paradox of bondage. It makes
you free.”

She set down the ball and picked up another
type of gag. “This is a panel gag.” She explained. “It has a ball
behind this patch of leather. This is a good muffler, but you will
drool.” She put it on and modeled it for me, leaning closer so I
could get a good look before taking it off.

One by one she put on different gags. Some
effective, some out right silly. “It’s not bondage without a good
gag.” She said, wistfully picking up a black leather mask. “This
one’s my favorite.” She rubbed it across her cheek. “Soft kid
leather, very, very nice. It’s called a Sweet Gwen hood, made
famous by an artist named John Willie. This covers your whole head,
save your eyes and nose. This one has a hole for my ponytail. I
find it fits tighter without all the hair in the way. The hood cups
my chin and forces my mouth closed. The leather makes it real hard
for anyone to understand you. Then these straps here, one over the
mouth and one under the chin, cinches everything tight.” Her
fingers slid across the surface. “It feels as if your whole head is
locked up.” She picked up a ball and pushed it into her mouth then
closed her lips over it. She then pulled it out, curling her lip to
catch a line of spittle. “See? Drool stays on the inside. With
something in the mouth, and the chin strapped tight, there is
virtually no sound and I can wear it all day, or…” She winked,
“days.”

She pulled open the hood, letting out the
laces. “I love how this laces up. Putting it on I can draw the
laces so the hood fits perfectly. With each draw it gets more and
more snug. The anticipation is wild!”

With her eyes sparking with excitement, she
put the ball in her mouth and pulled the hood over her head, taking
a moment to fish out her ponytail, like a lava eruption.

She gathered up the laces and gave them
gentle tugs, slowly making the leather her second skin. When
everything was nice and tight, she sighed and shuddered, enjoying
the feeling encasing her head. She turned, giving me the view of
the back of the hood, before pulling down a zipper and sealing up
the laces. She wrapped a collar around her neck. Once adjusted, the
zipper tab fit over a slot in the collar buckle and with dexterous
and practiced fingers she slipped a small, but solid padlock into
the latch and snapped it closed, locking her into the hood.

With the click of the lock she twitched and
her breath skipped.

She turned and looked at me, her eyes a
little glassy, but very mischievous. With a wink she snugged up the
strap that went across her mouth to the back of her head and the
second under her chin to the top of her head.

I could clearly hear her heavy breathing and
see passion fill her eyes as she slipped a lock into each strap
buckle and secured everything in place.

Her hands played across her face and head as
she enjoyed the soft feel of the leather. Her eyes were closed as
her breath came hard against the back of her throat. She peered at
me through shuttered eyes as lust over came her.

She closed her eyes and leaned back.

As one hand caressed her hooded head, the
other was down below camera frame.

Imagine being at a fancy cocktail party and
your hostess goes, “Excuse me, ladies, I need to rub one out.” And
she stands there masturbating and everyone awkwardly pretends they
don’t notice. I’ve seen porn before. Usually it involves a blonde
fucking some guy with a huge penis. I don’t know why porn movies
have dudes with such huge cocks. It really screwed with my
expectations of penis size.

I had never seen someone I know doing
themselves.

There she was, moaning, breathing, her hand
caressing her leather bound head. She could have turned off the
camera or edited this part out, well, no, it’s tape so not so easy
to edit, but still.

I could have looked away.

I could have turned off the monitor, fast
forward, done anything but what I actually did which was watch;
amazed as her body began to shift gears and her orgasm rumbled down
the train tracks, faster and faster, steam pouring from the stacks
until the train was threatening to derail.

One hand moved below camera, the other across
her severe hood.

She spasmed in orgasm, almost falling out of
the chair, but she barely made more than a mew from her helmeted
head.

Her gag certainly worked!

She sagged in the chair for several minutes
and I was awed by her post orgasmic glow. She moved slowly, looked
up and nodded to let me know she was all right before resting a few
moments more. Her green eyes sparkled from under heavy lids as she
leaned forward and turned off the camera.

I finished for the night and headed up to bed
armed with a glass of wine. I lit a couple scented candles, piled
up some pillows on the bed, leaned back, and thought of Barbra. I
closed my eyes and looked into her’s.

My orgasm boiled quickly, already primed
after seeing Barbra’s bliss. I cupped my breast and rolled my
budding nipple between my fingers and like clicking on a light
switch I was there. My juices flowed warmly and freely, as if it
had been too long since I had quiet me time. I wondered then how
long had it been and then decided it was too long. Just massaging
below started me rolling down the hill and within moments I was
heading to the cliff. I tried slowing it all down, prolong the
moment, but it was no good. I was in free fall. I was already in
orgasm, like watching a lightning flash and counting the seconds
before the thunder.

Trembling, I reflexively had my fist to my
mouth, almost gagging myself. I felt my teeth sinking in and I
switched out for my pillow and buried my scream into it.

Lovely, lovely.

I sat on the bed trying to keep myself from
breaking apart from the chain of aftershocks that wracked my body.
All I could do was ask myself over and over again, ‘What the hell
just hit me?’

The following morning, as I drank my coffee,
I noticed I had bruised my hand. I replayed the adventure in my
mind; Barbra’s hood and gag, her locks dangling like jewelry, her
powerful orgasm. I didn’t understand why watching someone else
diddle themselves would have any affect on me.

But it clearly did.

The video had shown me something else,
something incredibly important.

Somewhere in the house was her vault of kinky
things.

George had pretty much frozen everything in
time waiting for her miraculous return so there was no way he would
have thrown them out or disturbed them. Somewhere in the house the
Tomb of King Tutan-KINK-haman was waiting for me to discover
it.

It was easy enough to find. It was the only
locked door in the house. With the aid of a chair I found the key
over the lintel.

I stepped into a candy store of
perversion.

Leather and latex, whips and chains, an
entire wall dedicated to handcuffs of all sizes and lengths.

And of course, gags.

I ran my hand through the curtain of dangling
straps. One called to me, then another, they all wanted me to try
them out for size. In the end I selected a simple ball gag much
smaller than the one Barb had demonstrated. I guessed it was clean,
but in that moment I didn’t care. I was unafraid of Barbra’s
cooties. I licked it as she had done in the video. It was a red,
solid ball, smooth and shiny. It just fit past my teeth and settled
on my tongue. The straps of leather were soft and flexible, and it
sank into my cheeks as I buckled it behind my head. I played with
the straps as Barbra had. I ran my fingers over the ball, my lips.
I said some phrases, and giggled at the sound of ‘maugh, maugh,
maugh’ I made.

It was big enough for me and I was certain I
wouldn’t drool.

I slobbered everywhere.

It was all alien to me. So much I didn’t
understand. Whenever I saw or heard about kinky stuff I always
thought it was a thing for perverse, weird creepy people, but
Barbra was so, normal about it. That sex wasn’t a secret or a
mystery. “Here is my vagina and here are the care and feeding
instructions for it.” She made it dignified and was unapologetic
about it.

I wore the ball gag for the rest of the day,
only taking it out to have dinner. I wore it like a necklace. As I
ate, the ball laid heavily against my collarbone, reminding me it
was there, that my freedom was only temporary and after dinner it
was right back in.

That night I decided to experiment. This was
a nice way to say, ‘masturbate’. Glass of
wine, scented candles, pillows and this time my gag.

My orgasm was explosive! My nipples were so
hard they ached, and they sparked with just the slightest touch. I
felt my orgasm come on just teasing my tits and I reached down and
touched my soaking mound just to make it all official. I moaned
loudly into the gag as my teeth sank into its firm but yielding
surface.

I realized it was all fore-play. Selecting
the gag, wearing it, playing with it, it was like running an erotic
sub-program behind my regularly scheduled thought process and when
it finished running I only had to click, ‘Come Now!’

And come I did.

Groggily I caught a bead of drool on my
finger and pinched out the candles. I then dosed gently sitting on
the edge of the bed, awake yet not awake with my gag still in place
before I pulled it out and lay back in bed.

And dreamed of Barbra.

I was in the pod, my limbs restrained, my gag
in place. Barbra was peering down at me, her eyes smiling brightly.
She reached down (through the pod walls) and played with me. As my
arousal grew I fought against my restraints but this only served to
amuse Barbra.

“We’re going to close this now,” She said,
“and lock you in here forever. Enjoy this moment, this memory. It’s
all you’ll have for the rest of your life. Come for me now, your
last time! Your last orgasm!

I dream came like a bucking bronco and
fell into darkness.

I woke the next morning with the dream
circling my brain like a lazy river. I gagged myself and then went
to feed the birds. I snorted with laugher at the sound I made when
I went to call the chickens. The chickens came over anyway.

The sensations of the gag, the tug in the
corners of my mouth, the drool, the inability to make any kind of
intelligible sound, was very…

Very…

I don’t know.

It was wild and fascinating and
indescribable. I was helpless but not helpless. It did, strangely
enough, make me more introspective, as if all that brain energy
used in talking was now funneled into bigger, more ponderous
thoughts, all without answers. Most of these thoughts were trying
to see what Barbra and her pod were all about.

So I went to talk to Barbra.

Some of the tapes where in order, and some
were not. She labeled them all dutifully, but sadly many of the
labels had bleached out, or she had used abbreviations that made no
sense to me. In trying to keep some semblance of order, she went
back to some tapes and added stuff, but in other tapes referred
back to another tape and more than likely to the wrong tape. Some
tapes were very detailed, if not scripted. Most were her just
rambling. Sometimes it was four hours staring at a wall with a
minute of her saying something and holding up a large dildo with a
clever smile and then back to the wall for another four hours.

None of the tapes were labeled with what I
wanted to know.

None of them were labeled in red marker in
large print the one screaming detail that I needed to make sense of
everything.

Why.

Why would she carefully build a permanent
bondage device and lock herself in it, leaving her life, her
devoted husband, her world, for an indestructible coffin built to
torture her relentlessly?

So I started at the top of the pile.

It was around the sixth tape I found out how
the pod worked.

And things got worse.

“I am going to be compelled to experience
extreme sensations for varying lengths of time and intensities that
I will have no control over.” She began, using her academic voice.
“These sensations and situations have been programmed into a
machine, then randomized so there won’t be a predictable pattern or
immediate repetition. Every aspect of my sensory world will be
completely controlled. These could be anything from light
sensations up to and including over-the-top electrical stimulation
of my most sensitive areas. I will be incapable of escaping or
resisting the constant, forced breath control, forced bladder
filling and flushing, and of course, large enemas of hot or cold
liquid and be made to hold them for varying amounts of time.”

In the video she held up black hoses of
varying sizes and nests of electric wire. She had router boxes and
switches and doohickeys that formed the brain to everything. No
computers, no AI, just a plumber’s toolkit vomited into a
carpenter’s nail bag and unceremoniously dumped into a welder’s
slag bucket. She clapped her hands in delight when she flipped a
switch on one end of the rubber octopus and a light came on at the
far end.

“My every orifice will be filled and
controlled in some manner.” She went on, assuming I would catch up
at some point and it would all make sense. “Starting at my head: my
air mask is equipped with a large custom-created mouth guard that
is built to completely fill my mouth. It is surrounded with a
dental grade sterile silicone epoxy resin that will encapsulate my
teeth when I bite into it. When it solidifies it will protect my
teeth from any tooth decay and cement my jaw in place. Through this
is a large hole that will accept a feeding tube. The tube will go
into my throat, then down my esophagus and into my stomach and is
equipped with a small anchor balloon at its end, that, once the
tube is all the way in, will be inflated so my body cannot force it
out. I can be fed and watered without having to remove the mask. Of
course, once I’m fitted with the mouth guard, I won’t be able to
taste anything so the first of my senses will have been
removed.

“In addition, there are two very long tubes
that will be inserted into my nostrils, pass through my sinuses,
through my vocal cords, and into my trachea and once fully
inserted, these will swell until they fill it. So, my breathing
will be assured but always under the control of the machines and,
of course, I’ll be unable to smell anything, thus removing my
second sense.

“My vision will be eliminated by the
isolation helmet. I will be totally blind. Similarly, I’ll be kept
in a world of complete silence. I will have custom made earplugs
that will fit deep into my ear canal. Over their ends and filling
my ears completely will be dense, formed, foam rubber appliances.
Over each of these will be a sound deadening dome clamped to the
sides of my head by the helmet. Sight and hearing, my third and
fourth sense, eliminated.”

I watched Barbra as she explained what was
going to happen to her, her eyes of excitement, her animated
gestures as she showed off some rubber hose or tube, and her
giggles as she went into specifics and nomenclature of the pressure
ratings the tubes could hold; her orgasmic delight at the horror
she was facing.

Her joy distracted me.

“This thing hurts.” She said, holding up a
shining metal bowl with wires leading out of one end. “I mean,
really, really hurts.”

I paused the tape. I leaned close to the
screen and there in the flickering blurry image, her face flash
frozen and distorted, I could see the glimmer in her eye. Whatever
it was she was holding in her hand she was already shivering with
anticipation. Whatever pain it brought would be delicious.

Letting the video play I turned and looked at
the pod. Fear gripped my heart as the concept wrapped around my
brain like a hungry anaconda.

Sight, hearing, taste, and smell would be
gone. She would be trapped forever in total isolation with only one
sense left to her: her sense of touch. The last link of her body to
her brain would be flooded with pain, or pleasure, as decided by an
unfeeling machine.

I looked back and Barbra was standing there,
looking at me, smiling that I was beginning to understand what she
was experiencing.

I blinked. I had been staring at video for
hours and when she looked at the camera, she looked at me. When she
spoke, she spoke to me.

I went to stop the tape and take a break, but
when she picked up a large, oval device I had to let it play
out.

“Now, the helmet. This is a form fitting,
stainless steel mask that fully encapsulates my head. It is lined
with a thin layer of high-density, water sealed, polyurethane. It
is sound-eliminating, and allows the helmet to conform exactly to
the shape of my skull and the ear covering domes, as well as having
a wide flange around the front opening so it will mate directly to
my air mask while covering my eyes under a pair of soft pads. Here,
you see this intake hose? This tiny one right here? This will force
a stream of gentle, ph balanced washing solution into the tiny
space between my skin and the helmet. Although we’ve taken every
defense against bacteria, just one errant microbe can spell
disaster. The best way to fight it is with good old soap and water.
My entire latex skin will have a similar set up to keep me clean. I
can tell you, the sensation of filling and draining, followed by
warm, or cold, drying, is wild!”

I paused the video and leaned closer to the
screen. The helmet in her hands did not match the helmet she was
currently wearing. As I continued the survey, I realized everything
was just a little different. The fundamentals were the same,
however. She was showing prototypes. The working parts of her pod
were, more than likely, the evolved components to the ones in the
video. If a feature didn’t work, she modified it, fixed it, tweaked
it. In rare cases I imagined she discarded them or cannibalized
them for something else.

“Moving down my body,” She continued. “as
I’ve mentioned, my breasts will be contained and controlled in a
specially designed bra and once it’s locked on it will be capable
of subjecting my girls to extreme vacuum applied to my nipples, and
to my breasts as a whole, as well as snaring their bases cruelly,
if that is what the machine is set to do. The bra’s cups have
inflatable collars around their bases so my breasts will seat fully
into the cup.” She held the cup to one of her ‘girls’ to
demonstrate. “There are narrow rings of electro-conductive rubber
on the inside of the cups that are spaced out to their tips.”

She then looked at the shinning breast cup in
her hand, scrutinizing it. She slid her fingers across its surface,
almost envisioning it, hefting it, dreaming of the moment she would
be trapped in its unyielding embrace. She sighed fondly and set it
down. She then picked up the next item.

“I’ll be wearing a very strict and tightly
laced corset/shoulder brace combination and over this and my outer
suit my stainless steel chastity belt will be locked on. Before
being imprisoned in it I will first be fitted with a urinary
catheter inserted in my bladder. It too has a small anchor balloon
which will prevent it from being expelled. I’ll be fitted with a
very large butt plug that is capable of extending far up my colon
and swelling hugely in diameter as well. It will be capable of
delivering electrical stimulation from mild to mind-curdling, as
well as being able to vibrate incredibly strongly. Obviously, it
will also be used to remove waste, and to also deliver the enemas
that are a part of the discipline therapy experience. The chastity
belt’s crotch band will have washing hoses attached to it that will
flush my crotch every day, so there’s no worry about assorted
debris collecting under it and causing any sanitary issues.

“Now, my suit ... it’s a very thick,
vulcanized latex garment with numerous connections for washing
hoses to be attached. One of the design features I required was
that it have under-sized openings on its chest for my boobies.
Stretchy, rolled-edge rings reinforce the holes so that my girls’
bases will always be constricted slightly in some manner. Lower
down, there’s the crotch opening and this narrow triangle that goes
from just above my pubic bone, all the way through to the back at
the base of my spine which allows all of the implements I’ll wear
to be easily inserted. So, I’ll never have to be removed from the
suit to be cleaned. The washing cycles will happen every
twenty-four to forty-eight hours, at some time between the twelfth
hour and the forty-eighth, so I will be unable to tell the passage
of the days. Sometimes the washing will be pleasantly warm and at
others will be unpleasantly cold and long.

“Behold my restraints! First, they are all
made of hardened, quarter inch thick high-grade stainless steel.
Starting from the top down, I will be fitted with a four-inch high
collar that fits very snugly around my neck and locks with my
helmet. My arms will have two-inch wide cuffs just above the elbow,
and a two-inch wide cuff around each wrist.

“Over the corset and suit, the chastity
belt’s waist band will be locked around my middle with its crotch
band pressing tightly into my lower belly and between my thighs,
then up between my buttocks to lock onto the center back of the
waist band. Naturally, this crotch-sealing band has mounts for all
of my lower body appliances and will lock them solidly onto me. As
well, from deep in the crotch towards the back, is a pair of narrow
metal straps that will be tightly cinched into the crease under my
buttocks. This will make my lovely butt into very distinct and
vulnerable hemispheres. Over each area cupping my buttocks are a
dozen narrow bands of electro-conductive rubber. These can and will
be activated with extremely strong electrical shocks to give an
inescapable electric spanking or, on occasion, shocks as strong as
a law enforcement grade stun gun. The electric stimulation, or
electric-stim, will vary randomly in power and intensity so my body
will never become tolerant to the sensation. The shocks will be
fresh and new every time; sometimes nice, sometimes
excruciating.

“Below this, half-way down each thigh, is
another pair of two-inch wide steel cuffs. These are gartered to
the waistband of my chastity belt by flat, stainless steel cables.
Below my knees and my ankles will also be fitted with two-inch wide
cuffs. Note that all of the cuffs are ‘skin-tight’. The belt is
rather constrictive, but not clamped onto the hipbone. This is to
prevent chaffing.”

Barbra paused and caught her breath. As she
looked around her little science dungeon her face filled with
pride. “Most of the equipment you see here came from salvage yards.
I spent days rooting around piles of twisted scrap metal for a
single piece George could re-work for me. Crews down at the navy
yard were so accustomed to seeing me sniffing around their scrap
pile they began to put stuff aside for me.” She smiled at the
memory. “They thought I was building lawn art.”

She laughed breathlessly, then looked at me.
“I found the company that took old medical equipment for recycling.
I discovered if you get to the hospital just as they were about to
load stuff into their truck, you could cut a deal with them right
there. A pair of ten thousand dollar heart monitors which work fine
but have reached their end-of-warranty so the insurance company
won’t cover them anymore?” Her fingers flittered through imaginary
dollars. “A hundred bucks, and we’ll help load it into your truck.”
She pointed at another memory. “That one there? It doesn’t work.
You can have it for fifty. No? Forty? Come on, give me something
for it, I don’t want to have to haul it down to the warehouse.
Thirty-five, take it or leave it.” She winked slyly then pointed
off-screen. “So there you see them both, primary and back up. The
third was supposed to be for spare parts, but George replaced a
transformer and it works fine. If one unit fails he just swaps out
the whole thing!”

I had thought George had stubbornly refused
to submit to progress like a grouchy codger, but the truth was he
was clinging to things he could repair himself, to things that
would not be made obsolete because of a software upgrade.
Everything had to be made so he could keep it all going
forever.

“Now, in regard to the pod itself,” Barbra
went on. “I’ve designed it to be inescapable, using the strongest
of materials, the best engineering, and top-of-the-line support
devices I could find in the junk yard. Hey! Permanent bondage isn’t
cheap! It’s crazy and expensive!” Her voice boomed like a carnival
barker. “It’s CRAZY EXPENSIVE!” She laughed quietly, then grew
pensive before smiling again. “George would be like, ‘What? The
thing let you out already? But it’s not paid for! Get back in
there!’”

She laughed breathlessly again. In that
moment, in the corner of her eye, I noticed a flicker of sadness. I
thought it was my imagination but I began to see it again and
again, every time she mentioned George. I soon realized she was
trying to shrug off what she was doing, leaving her love, her
partner, George.

Barbra touched the surface of the pod and
continued with her narrative. “The pod is made from a large
diameter, stainless steel pipe. Actually this one was from a
refinery. It has a wall thickness of a half-inch so it’s almost
indestructible. George had to buy a plasma torch to cut it. It’s
about seven feet long with a full interior diameter of three feet.
Observation portals have been cut into its wall and fitted with
double pane, high impact rated insulated glass. Two sets of
additional, six-inch holes are also cut into the wall a third of
the way down from the head end. These are fitted with heavy-duty,
long, thick neoprene gloves, the kind used in research facilities’
clean rooms. All of these portals and glove holes are hermetically
sealed to a value of plus or minus five bars of pressure.

“Although the domed ends are from different
equipment, the composition is the same hardened stainless steel
which George was able to modify to fit. One is welded into an
airtight joint and the other is the entry hatch with two heavy-duty
hinges and a tripled gasket system, as well as its fastening and
locking mechanisms and observation port.

“Its inside temperature will be kept cold,
because while wearing the rubber suit, and more particularly, the
helmet, I will always be in danger of overheating because I’ll be
sealed inside. With the human body radiating the majority of its
heat from the head, this is an absolute necessity. When the hatch
is closed and locked the pod will automatically fill with an inert
gas mixture that will be maintained at a half bar of pressure.

“On the inside is a pair of
multiple-extension rails. These hold the reinforced steel platform
bed and its air mattress. The rails allow for the entirety of the
platform to extend beyond the pod’s end hatch. On entry, I’ll be
laid on the platform with my head facing into the opening. Once my
shackles are locked and support cables secured, the platform will
slide in until the welded anchor posts under the platform are
seated fully into the mechanical locks.

“You’ll also notice on the platform,
projecting through the pad, are three small, raised blocks with
half circles cut into them, positioned on the platform between the
depressions for my legs at mid-thigh, just below the knee and at
the level of the soles where my feet will rest, each with, opened
metal half circles. These metal half circles will be swung closed,
then locked by the same system used for the restraint rods. These
are to clamp the external rod of the dildo and make it immovable.
Essentially, I’ll be skewered. Even if there are no other
restraints holding me down, I won’t be able to sit up, thanks to
the geometry of the vaginal canal. It’s a very intimate and
uniquely female form of restraint.

“The pad I will rest on is a medical grade
air mattress. It has different sections that inflate and deflate to
insure I will not suffer from pressure points. This particular
mattress is from a retired medical gurney used for coma
patients.

“The pod’s exterior is painted a gleaming
white. Originally I wanted it to be black. George thought it was
too depressing. We both didn’t like the brushed stainless because
it looked too, well… industrial.”

She paused, looking at the pod beside her.
“It’s funny. I haven’t gone in and I already miss George.” Her mood
darkened as if a cloud cast its shadow across her face. She paused
and sighed, and her cloud passed. “Finally, all the external hoses
and wires have been placed in an armored umbilical that leads over
to the machines controlling all of the functions of the pod... and,
well… me.

“In closing let me say that the entire
process of getting fully dressed and equipped, then inserted into
the pod is going to be a very intimidating ceremony, as it should
be for any serious endeavor. In a future tape, near the end of the
series, there will be at least one devoted to me getting dressed,
fitted with my restraints, fastened to the platform, having all the
hoses and wires connected, then undergoing a full systems check to
test and ensure that all the machinery and devices work as I want
them to, then finally imprisoned in the pod when George pushes my
pad into it, closes, then locks the hatch. Once I’m inside, there
will be no way to gauge the passage of time. I will just exist,
never knowing how long I’ve been in, the time of day, or even the
month and year.

“For the record, I am not being forced to do
this in any way. I want... no, I desperately need to do
this. I’ve been planning this in someway or another for my whole
life. This, is the end result; to subject myself to whatever the
machines have in store, and to do it for what will probably be a
very, very long time.

“Forever. Let’s not kid ourselves. The odds
are crazy, but there has to be hope, a sliver, that I will get out.
That tiny chance of freedom makes my imprisonment all the more
real, all the more intense. Mentally speaking, going in forever is
just that. Your mind can grasp that. Your mind can work around
that. But to know there is a chance for the ride to be over…” She
shivered, as if someone had dropped an ice cube down her back.
“It’s a whole new playing field. You are not just succumbing and
turning off your senses, but enduring, remaining sharp and focused,
waiting for that click when the Pod opens.

“More on that later. I know I will be totally
powerless to escape or in any way avoid the processes and torments
embedded in the machines. The Pod will become the whole of my world
and my world will be nothing but eternal torment.”

She smiled, her cheeks dimpling. “I can’t
wait!”

The tape ended.

Suddenly I was alone.

I saved the file, providing a title and
description. I couldn’t guess what date she had recorded it so I
tried to be as detailed in the description as I could, but as I
wrote everything down, the horror began to compile.

I looked at the Pod beside me.

I hit save again. You can never save
enough.

I told myself I was watching Barbra so I
could properly mark the new digital files, but in truth I wanted to
know more about her, her kink, her sexuality, and about my newly
discovered sexuality, but now it was more than I could imagine.
Knowing how the Pod worked, what it was, what she was feeling, was
terrifying and overwhelming.

I was afraid of the Pod.

I made myself watch as she squirmed around
inside. I tried to guess what cycle she was in. If I looked at the
machines they would tell me if she was being flushed or shocked or
teased or all of the above, but instead I looked at her in her
horrible machine. Not only did she have just one measly sense left,
it was confined to a small selection of her body.

How could she do that? How could she lock
herself up and leave George behind? How could she be that
selfish?

How could she leave me? She never met me and
yet she was my best friend.

I put my hand in the glove and touched her
thigh. Her response was immediate. I realized that I was a
completely organic, chaotic stimulus, another part of her
self-torturous plan.

I wanted to pinch her.

I realized I was angry and I wanted her to
feel my anger. I caressed her instead as I tried to figure out why
I was angry.

Why I was afraid.

Angry and afraid I stood there thinking of
Barbra, her flashing eyes as she described her torments.

I did not understand.

I needed to understand.


Chapter 3

 


 


 


“Slavery, like bondage,” Barbra began her
video, “is the removal of responsibility. Do as you’re told.” She
was pulling on a latex cat suit and dusting herself with powder.
“As bondage is liberating, slavery is control.” She modeled the
suit for me, stretching and smoothing out the folds and wrinkles.
“It is the slave that gives the master control. It is the slave
that sets the parameters, the limits, the agenda. They call it
topping from the bottom.” She paused, thinking. “It’s very true
with George and I.” She picked up a long wicker rod and flicked it
at her heavy tits. “This slave is a naughty slave, master. This
slave needs her breasts whipped to teach her.” She flicked a little
harder and surprised herself with a sudden sting. “Ooo!” She rubbed her breast. “Pain is sensation and
sensation is only determined by the brain to be good or bad. Your
brain can be taught to interpret certain pain as pleasure.” She
faced me. “So, pain is pleasure, bondage is freedom, and the slave
is in control, unless the year is 1862. If it is 1862 then slavery
sucked.” She paused. “And a broken arm just hurts. And bondage is…
well, bondage is always awesome.” She struck a strong, hero pose
with hands on hips and arms akimbo. “So what do you think about my
cat suit?”

I was gagged, but I said, “You look way hot,”
which sounded more like, “Mugh Waugh ah.”

She laughed at my plight. “Good! Now
let’s talk corsets!”

Barbra was longer in the waist than me, but I
found a short waist cincher. “Shoes first, then corset.” She
instructed not only how to put one on but how to wear it
constantly. “Back in the day women were constantly fainting because
of the tightness of the corset. That’s silly. A nice, firm feel is
all you need.” She said, pulling the cords until she panted.
“Remember, I’m a trained… professional.”
She gasped. “Don’t try this at home.”

I had never worn a corset before. I had
thought fashion wise it was a throw-back to the era where a woman’s
place was in the kitchen somehow scrubbing floors while wearing a
belt so tight it re-arranged her organs. It was a form of
subjugation, and standing there fitting one on while Barbra coached
me, I felt it clearly, but yet… I don’t know. I liked it. It was
wrong and I liked it. I couldn’t stop looking at myself in the
mirror. I liked… me! I liked this lovely shape. Something in the
back of my brain was whispering that corsets, like bras, were
uncomfortable demonstrations of oppression but yet, I liked the way
I looked and most importantly, how it made me feel.

Barbra encouraged me to start slow, which was
a good thing as George was home from the hospital.

And with him came a new Sheriff.

Simon.

He had the face and demeanor of a guy you
wouldn’t want to meet in a dark ally, a well-lit ally, or a bowling
ally. You seriously didn’t want to meet this guy at all and if he
wasn’t so terrifying I would have laughed out loud when he said he
was the nurse.

Incapable of responding I just stared at him
blankly.

“Yeah,” He grunted. “I’m a mother fucking
angel of mercy.”

We got along great.

He had been sent to look after George’s
incision and change the bandages, but he sorta sized me up and
decided I was more than capable of doing it. He was sweet and
patient, and showed me how care for George; to include how to
detect if George was in pain even in his sleep.

As Simon moved, I could not help but notice
his prison tattoos. “That was a long time ago.” He answered my
unasked question. “They are my history.” He smiled. “Everyone has a
back-story.”

Confident I had everything under control,
Simon signed me off as an uncertified trained nurse’s assistant and
left me to it, taking George off the hospital’s home nurse rotation
and leaving me fully in charge. He handed me a piece of notepaper
with a phone number. “That’s my personal cell. Any question,
anything you need, call or text me twenty-four seven and I will
respond. Seriously, you need anything, do not hesitate. Groceries,
a lift to the doctor’s office, whatever.”

I never called or texted, but it was nice to
know I had back up if needed.

I had George to myself.

Ah, the power! There was a lot to do and not
a lot to do. George was on heavy pain meds and slept all the time
but, like Barbra, I had to be ready if he needed anything.

Meanwhile, corset wearing was like personal,
portable bondage. Its constrictive embrace was a constant but
gentle reminder it was there. Properly laced and fitted, it was
deliciously comfortable and I could wear it all day. Barbra showed
me a collection of night corsets I could wear to bed, and wear them
I did.

As an added bonus, it gave me a lovely
shape.

George commented I had lost weight. I smiled
and told him hauling forty-pound bags of chicken feed was great for
my glutes. I then wriggled my butt at him as I walked away.

I don’t know why I did that.

I often found him asleep and the flat screen
set to monitor Barbra’s Pod. I would sit on his bed beside him and
join him, watching her. I’d switch over to the numbers of her
machinery busily flashing and softly beeping and then back to her.
She was a rubberized, squirming seductress, a latex siren. Her
bondage accented her curves, with shinny cups hungrily sucking her
voluminous tits and her heavy corset squeezing her waist. I could
see the muscles in her arms and thighs flex and contract.

I couldn’t look away.

She was beautiful.

 



Chapter 4

 


 


 


“Latex is your armor and your nakedness.” She
said in the next video, sliding a rubberized hand down her arm.
“It’s clothing, yet your bare skin. It’s tight, but unrestrictive.”
She turned and slapped her lovely bottom. “It’s your body, but its
own shape. Properly fitting, it smoothes out the wrinkles and
cottage cheese thighs. Takes years off.”

She then showed me a set of different masks
and hoods, ranging from alien monster to amazingly human. “Masks
hide your face, but reveal your identity.” She took a black latex
hood and pulled it on, taking several minutes adjusting and
smoothing it out. It had holes for her eyes and mouth and nostrils.
It had a hole in the back where she fished out her ponytail. Her
coppery hair splashed brilliantly across the tight, black crown of
her skull. “Masks and hoods dehumanize you, objectify you, and
things you wouldn’t do in real life are suddenly on the menu.” She
sprayed some polish on a towel and wiped it over her rubber hood,
taking a moment to check the mirror to be sure she got it all.
“With a mask on you can easily create a new persona. A new
you that is not you. A you without the burdens and
baggage that you carry around with you. A free you.”

She found one that was completely
featureless, save two tiny breathing holes. “Blind, hearing dimmed,
voice muffled, taste obviously gone, the slave now must rely on the
sense of touch.” She closed her eyes and reached out with probing
fingers. “Gloves can damp that down as well.”

Her eyes flashed as a thought came to her.
She turned and pulled black leather mittens from the wall. They
were padded and semi-ridged and didn’t have thumbs. They almost
resembled cat paws. “Oh, these are cool.” She said as she wriggled
her hand into one. Once it was seated, she buckled it firmly around
her wrist. “This has a locking zipper.” She showed me. “Now the sub
must explore her world almost cerebrally. In this state, the Sub is
trapped in her own world. She must rely and trust the Dom to make
sure she doesn’t walk off a cliff.”

She looked at me and grinned. “The Sub is
secured, but can move around. The Sub is helpless, but can be
helpful, capable of performing simple tasks with her paws, if the
Dom hasn’t bound them.”

Barbra recommended a latex hood for me
similar to the one she wore; its major difference was it didn’t
have a hole for a ponytail. It had large, almond shaped eyeholes
and mouth. It made my eyes look mysterious and my lips all pouty. I
liked the compression of the latex against my skin and it felt like
bondage all over. She also suggested a panel gag to keep me quiet
when I played with myself.

And play I did.

I had never been much in touching myself. I
guess it was something good girls didn’t do. No one ever told me
masturbation was wrong and yet I felt someone had. I sought
boyfriends because it was okay when someone else did it to you, but
not okay to do it yourself. It’s fine to be in a crummy, abusive
relationship, but by God keep your hands off yourself.

Barbra made it okay.

She said so, repeatedly, emphatically. At
night I felt her presence cheering me on. “You go, girl! It’s okay
to feel good!” Her green eyes
magically peered through the dim light. “Ooh! That was a good one!
I felt that! That felt really, really good! Tell me it was
good!”

I did. And it was good.

During the day I wore my corset under a
tee-shirt and soon I was beginning to feel naked without it. I was
very mindful of it as I leaned over George to flip his pillow,
change his position, or help prop him up.

I was unbound, and yet bound.

As I did my administrations I often saw the
flat-screen in the corner of my eye. The screen was filled with
Barbra in her pod, her body laid out and helpless, shimmying and
twisting in the confines of her unbreakable prison. The
juxtaposition was obvious. I was in command of George. He was laid
out before me. I was the master. When George wanted to get up and
do things himself I would simply shush him and do it for him. At
first it was a fight, but when he made a little mess of things with
his urinal, the argument ended. I had full control of
everything.

Yet, like Barbra and her pod, there was
nothing I could really do for George. I controlled nothing. I could
only spend the days noting the imperceptible grades of improvement
and healing.

During one of George’s position changes I saw
the old scar where the bullet had entered his body during the
gunfight with the bank robbers. It was just a little dimple,
nothing more. It had hit him below the bullet-proof vest, traveled
through his body, and thudded into his spine. The bullet lived
there for decades, too dangerous to try to remove. Slowly, over the
years, it ground away at the bone until it finally threatened his
spinal cord. Now, armed with new technology, the doctors removed
the bullet and the crumbling vertebrae and replaced it with a sleek
and sexy graphite one.

When George was able to get up, I helped him
shuffle into the bathroom. When he became stronger I loaded him up
into the cab of the truck and drove him every day to Physical Rehab
where they took him for four hours.

That became my time to hang out with
Barb.

“I call these my stupid shoes.” She
pirouetted like a ballerina in shoes that forced her to walk on the
tips of her toes. “You can either wear them and walk, or not.” She
paced back and forth to demonstrate before glaring at me. “It helps
if you studied ballet.” She pranced for a bit and gave a slight
hop. “I was always a big girl.” She confided. “And ballet is
brutal. I mean, bleed or die kind of brutal. I worked hard to do
all the positions.” She skittered around with her arms above her
head. “Ballet is not like BDSM. You have to perform and be perfect
and when you do they cast someone less talented than you because
they can fit the costume. You vomit and eat toilet paper to loose
weight and then beg them for another chance but in reality they
only want tiny girls. Being a big girl is a sin.” She skipped, then
bowed. “That’s just fucking abuse. BDSM isn’t about abuse. It is
about love and acceptance. Chaining someone to a wall and striping
their ass with a cat o’ nine tails is caring. When you paddle
someone you have to watch them like a hawk. You’re watching the
unspoken responses, alert to the tiniest twitch. You have to know
when you can go harder and when to back off.” She swung an
invisible whip. “Whapisssh!” She then reached out and caressed an
invisible buttock. “Caress. Smooth out the pain, spread it around,
spread that heat. Whapisssh! Caress. Whapisssh! Caress. That’s
love.”

She balanced on one toe and slowly rotated.
“And these shoes are hot as hell!” She leaned back as far as her
corset would allow. “Look at these lines! Look at them! Don’t I
look like a Lamborghini with boobies?” She hefted her ‘girls’ and
stood up straight. “I love the look and the attention they bring
when I arrive at the club.” Her green eyes flashed. “Do not try to
walk down stairs with these shoes. You will fall and you will break
your neck and you will die.” She watched me, making sure I was
paying complete attention. “Promise
me!”

“Mmm mmm.” I said around my panel gag.

She smiled. “Good! And don’t try to drive
with them or do any farming. It would be dangerous.” She balanced
on one foot, slowly spinning. “I only wear them outside the house
when George takes me to the S and M club. There, four gimps
magically appear to pick me up and carry me down the stairs.”

She regarded them. “Actually, now that I
think about it, I wear these all the time. I do love these shoes. I
wore these once to the supermarket. God, what a stir! But the bag
boy carried my packages to the car so it was all good. I had to
take them off to drive, though. I wear them in the kitchen a lot.
When I’m making dinner, I love the little steps I take to get to
the pantry. I’m the kitchen slave. I love the restriction when I
look at the three steps down to the mudroom and I have to call
George to get my apron because I am trapped in the kitchen.”

She shivered at the thought and the half
fantasy brewing in her head. “I love the height they give me. I get
to tower over things and feel superior. They are also about
bondage. They restrict your movement, your freedom. You can only
take tiny steps. So you’re superior and inferior at the same time.
High heels are the same, reminding you can’t easily run away while
making you large and in charge. It’s like Chinese foot binding, a
form of slavery and domination while showing wealth and power.
Women with bound feet could not work and were helpless. They
commanded others to work and to do things for them.” She scowled as
she glared at me. “Foot binding is bad! It was used to abuse women.
A mother bound her daughter’s feet until they were useless, just so
the child would then go to a noble house and be pampered.
Insane!

“So, ballet is abuse, foot binding is cruel,
bondage is freedom, domination is love, sadism is acceptance and
masochism is about pleasure.” She pulled down a set of high-heeled
pumps. “You can wear these anywhere but church.” She then pulled
down an even more reserved pair with two-inch heels. “These are for
church.”

The shoes didn’t fit and I didn’t go to
church.

George wouldn’t be able to sit in the hard
wooden pews so we skipped church. The Pastor did stop by and sat at
George’s bedside for a few minutes and assured him the standard,
“If there is anything we can do for you, don’t hesitate to ask”,
speech. He extended everyone’s love, said they all missed him, and
gave a prayer, asking God to speed George’s healing.

I made a big show of being the attentive
nurse and did my best to appear professional.

When he left, I was confident God knew George
was in good hands.

I was wrong.

The following week The Ladies of the Church
stopped by.

They came after church and were in their
Sunday formals, including white gloves and big hats. I had chosen
that day, unintentionally, to clean out the chicken coop. With my
corset covered nicely by my dusty coveralls, I ushered them
upstairs. One mentioned, after giving me a quick glance at my farm
fresh attire, that Barbra had always been properly formal, even for
chores.

The judgement had already begun.

Once they were safely upstairs, I snorked
back a laugh. I envisioned Barbra attending church in a beautiful
lavender and sea foam green dress of lace and taffeta, with a
veiled hat adorned with silk yellow roses, while wearing a full
rubber catsuit, chastity belt with inserted dildo and butt plug,
and a whale boned double laced corset beneath her lovely dress.

And of course, her dignified church going
shoes.

George was half asleep so they only stayed
with him for a minute, said a brief prayer, and came back down.

Then to my horror invited themselves to
tea.

I put the kettle to boil and dashed to the
mudroom. I stripped out of my coveralls and put on a blouse and
jeans. By time I had washed the chicken poop off my face and hands
and returned, they had found mugs, milk, sugar, and places at the
table.

It felt like an interview, but I quickly
realized it was an inquisition.

I didn’t know them, per say. I knew them by
sight and had heard their names rolled about in the church
bulletin, but I wasn’t much into the church social. Well, at church
there was the rumor mill: here’s a guy whose wife vanishes with
little explanation and a woman nearly twenty years his junior moves
in. Yeah, there’s gonna be chat around the baptism bowl. They of
course said none of that. What they said was a series of gentle
tugs for information, hoping I would deliver the spicy scandal they
wanted.

I sat nearly paralyzed. Any wrong move, a
slight turn of my head, a mistimed stutter, would speak volumes and
feed into a story they had already created in their romance novel
lust starved minds. One wrong slip and the new story was going to
be George and his cute mistress had murdered Barbra and she was in
a shallow grave out back.

I was panicking because that was really,
really close to the truth.

Then I remembered a tape I had digitized just
the previous day.

Suddenly I had reinforcements! The Marines
had landed.

I had Barb Wire!

Just like that, Barbra appeared invisibly at
my elbow.

“Don’t freak.” She said casually. “They’re
paper tigers. This is how they establish pecking order. Don’t take
anything they say to heart. Be polite! They can sense a snarky
attitude like movement to a T-Rex.” She scoffed. “Fucking
hypocrites.” She leaned close to my ear and whispered. “The only
power they have is the power you give them, but remember, it is
very easy for them to make it very hard for you.” She gave me one
of her serious looks with her emerald eyes, hard and cutting. “In
short, play nice.”

I was not so much a church go-er. I went
because of obligation, because of my boyfriend, because I got
contacts for jobs. I went because people looked at you funny if you
didn’t. In a small farming community everyone knew where everyone
was, or more importantly, wasn’t, on Sunday.

I sipped my tea and composed my thoughts. I
began to feel like I was living in the Tell Tale Heart. There I
was, talking to the authorities while beneath my feet Barbra’s body
laid buried.

I took control of the conversation.

“The hospital sends over a nurse to do all
the first-aid stuff.” I said offhandedly, failing to mention it was
only a one-time visit. I then tossed in a pinch of spice. “He’s an
ex-con.”

Boom! I had their attention.

“But you know George,” I went on casually.
“he’s willing to give anyone a second chance.”

They played into it like swarming piranha.
The ex-cop with the ex-con, duh, duh, dun!

“Yes, George is a firm, but fair man.” One
said.

“A saint, really.” Another added.

I then downplayed my involvement with
confident truth. “We have a contract, George and I. I care for the
chickens. If anything goes wrong with George I call for the on-duty
nurse.” Beside me, ghost Barbra’s lips curled in, trying to hide
her smirk. I gave her a quick glance, wondering why she did
that.

“And have you heard from Barbra?” The senior
lady and unelected leader of the pack asked almost bluntly.

For an instant I wondered if she could see my
imaginary phantom.

“Oh, Barbra?” I
said offhandedly, thinking quickly. George could dismiss the
question with a glance of his shadowy eyes, but I had no such super
power. “We communicate all the time.” I said, absent-mindedly
stirring my tea with my spoon. “I mean, we don’t talk because it’s
against the rules at the convent, but we communicate. They’re
rather modern there. They can except e-mails, but it’s very
limited. I’m not up on all the rules.”

That became the story. I had to say nothing
else and it quickly wrote itself. Barbra was on an extended
religious retreat and could return… whenever.

“Barbra was always dedicated.” One said.

“Just like her.” Another said.

“Barbra was always…” The senior mused.
“bombastic,” She delighted at the word. “but she never once spoke a
mean word about anyone.”

They all quickly agreed to that. “A saint.” They concluded.

They smiled to themselves and sipped their
tea.

Then the claws came out!

The women, so pretty and poised, switched
their tea for something far more venomous.

I was suddenly welcomed into the circle of
gossip. The news of everyone’s dirt was laid out on the table as
Barbra, and I as her stand in, was now seen as pious and proper.
Someone’s child didn’t make honor roll, someone’s business was
having tax worries, someone’s ten thousand dollar purebred dog
turned out to be a mutt.

I only sat and smiled, and looked scandaled
when appropriate. Barbra wasn’t impressed at all by the level of
gossip as she nodded to the lady on my left. “Mrs. Smith’s oldest
son was fathered by her brother-in-law.” She whispered invisibly to
me. “Her husband doesn’t know.” She continued around the table.
“Mrs. Carmichael continued to fight against legal abortions after
her own, secret, abortion. Mrs. Wilson there, helping herself to
more cookies? I spotted her at an S and M club once. I was masked
up so she didn’t see me. Her specialty is a demonstration on deep
fisting her husband. It’s amazing! Seriously, you have to see it
for yourself. All the way to here.” She motioned to her bicep.

Barbra then pointed to the senior lady, Mrs.
Howell. “She skims a little bit off the church collection plate. It
took ten years but it paid for her pool. She wrote it off her taxes
as baptismal equipment.” Barbra gave me a coy side-glance. “But you
didn’t hear that from me.”

Finally, mercifully, they were done with
their tea. “We will see you Sunday, yes?”

I begged off. “Ah, no. George needs someone
here.” I motioned to the barn. “The chores never end.” I gave a
satisfied sigh. “Working the farm is great, though. The hens,
however, are all in a tizzy now George got a new roster. Yup,
George’s big ol’ cock keeps all the hens in line.”

Their smiles never wavered.

I watched them prepare to leave. As they
stood at the car, helping each other un-pin their hats, my mind
clicked over to something Barbra had said. I then watched the cars
slowly make their way down the driveway until they were out of
sight. I waited another moment, enjoying the quiet. I then went
inside and found the clip Barbra had talked about church and
re-watched it.


Chapter 5

 


 


 


“Fashion is societal control.” Barbra had
interrupted herself in the middle of a spit-shine instruction.
“Some guy, probably in France, decided in a wet dream involving his
mother that you should wear your hemline at precisely three
millimeters above the center of the knee and God forbid you are
instead four millimeters. Four millimeters are for sluts and
whores. The following year whores will have hem lines of three
millimeters and only dignified ladies will have four.” She spat on
her shoe and continued polishing the toe with soft, circular
movements. “And we all know I am a fucking dignified lady.”

Barbra looked up at me. “I keep a bottle of
water here. You can use just water if you want, but I believe there
is something in saliva that brings out a deep, mirror shine.” She
spat again. “It’s slicker and you can get a smoother shine. It also
helps direct the water. You need just a tiny bit. If it gets
cloudy, you have too much spit.”

She mused as she worked. “In the clubs you’ll
find the Doms will have more clothes on and the submissive show
more skin. It’s the pecking order. It will be a million degrees in
the club but the young Doms will be in layers of Spanish Leather.
It’s a sexy sweat, I assure you. The older Doms don’t give a fuck
and know better. They’ll be wearing a thong, a Hawaiian shirt, and
little else. To establish rank they’ll have a utility belt with
keys. They may go to something, like a Sub’s chastity belt or
handcuffs, or they may not go to anything, but they are shiny and
shiny denotes rank. Keys go to locks and locks mean control.
Whoever holds the keys, has control. There always has to be some
rank structure because trial by combat isn’t allowed anymore.” She
snorted, disgusted. “I miss the old days…”

She went on. “In church, the bigger the hat
the more pious you are. Again, the pecking order. I do it because I
love the dress up.” She pointed off camera with her shoe. “In that
file cabinet you’ll find my dress patterns from 1910. You’ll also
find my vintage porn collection. People act as if porn and nudity
and S and M are new things, like we just invented it. Fact is we’ve
been paddling each other for thousands of years.” She held up her
shoe and it glistened like wet tar. “You can’t fight fashion. It
enslaves you completely. The best you can do is look good and keep
the chastity belt from making that heavy, ‘thunk’ noise when you
sit down on the pew.”

She looked at her shoe, trying to see herself
in them. “I go to church because of George. He goes because he
needs something normal in our lives.” She looked at me. “I’m kinda
demanding, you know, for an anal slave slut, and if I could spend
every waking hour strung up like a piñata over the dance floor
while people walked by smacking my ass I would be there. So the
trade off is a couple hours a week dolled up in people clothes
asking to be forgiven for the sin of wanting to be spit-roasted on
a giant ten foot cock.”

She continued her polishing. “It isn’t all
bad. The pastor is a wonderful speaker. He makes you want to do
something good. He’s very positive. We have a couple friends who
are wonderfully sane and noble and deserving. Most of the people,
however, are assholes. I sometimes glance around during church and
wonder, ‘Who else is wearing a butt plug? Just me? Nah, can’t be.
Oh, that guy! He’s got something up his poop shoot for
certain!’”

She looked back at me, motioning with her
shoe. “Don’t wear these on white carpet.” Her eyes flashed as they
looked at me. “Got it? You’ll get black polish on the carpet and
you’ll never get it out. Promise?”

I stemmed the drool from my ball gag, amused
about all of Barbra’s warnings. I thought them cute and it made me
feel we were sitting there together chatting and I was not watching
her through a video-tape she recorded ten years previously.

I ignored them for the most part, as often
they didn’t make sense, or more likely, didn’t have any relevance.
“When using an adjustable wrench,” She once instructed when she was
building a coupling assembly. “wear good gloves. This way, when the
wrench slips and you smash your knuckles into something it doesn’t
hurt as much.” Or, “When making tea
always add fresh water to the pot. Never boil water twice! Swear to
me!” and, “Don’t skimp on eye protection!
If I catch you with cheap glasses I will spank you ‘till you pee!
Unless there is no other eye protection in the house. Cheap safety
glasses are much better than no safety glasses. For failing to be
properly prepared I will spank you until I’m horny, which won’t
take long at all. Just thinking about it is making me horny.
Alright, I’ll let you off with a warning if you come here and get
me off right now!”

I took her warnings to heart after my
incident.

“Do not strike down with the cuff.” She was
showing how to ‘load’ a pair of handcuffs. “I know you see it on TV
all the time. The hero slams the cuffs on the perps wrist and the
strand, the swing arm of the cuff, spins around and locks snuggly.
No, no, no. If your cuff is accidentally double locked you’ll be
hitting your sub on the wrist bone and cause real injury. Real
injury isn’t fun play. Place the strand on the wrist,” she
demonstrated, “and push though.” The cuff sharply spun around and
locked neatly. “Adjust as needed. You want them skin tight.” She
peered at me with a lifted eyebrow. “Skin tight! Let me hear you
say it!”

“Magh mh.” I replied through my gag.

She smiled. “Practice with your Sub. You can
have practice time. Make practice time. You’re the Dom, or
you’re the Sub training your Dom, designate practice time. Practice
makes better play. You don’t always have to have sex. In fact, play
isn’t about sex. It’s about play. You can be tied up for hours and
get released. Done! Now go make dinner! Or a nice reward for the
Sub can be seven minutes and thirty-seconds with a vibrator. If you
cum, mazel tov! If not, go make dinner!

“George and I practice takedowns at half
speed.” She then took the handcuff key and used it to set in a pin
on the handcuff. “Always, always, always take the second to double
lock. This prevents the handcuff from tightening up. Failure to
double lock can result in permanent injury. Permanent injury isn’t
fun play.” She paused as she thought. “I need a rhyme here. What
rhymes with injury? Perjury… I’ll work on it. The first time a set
of handcuffs tightens up on you you’ll never again forget to remind
your Dom to double lock.”

She locked the free cuff to her other wrist,
taking a moment to double lock it. “Get yourself one of these long
keys. Always have two in case one breaks. The long ones are prone
to breaking because they have more torque. “ She tested the
solidity of the handcuffs. “Police consider handcuffs Use of Force.
They are not toys; so when you play with them, practice safe
techniques.”

She rolled her hands around, eyeing the
glinting shine of the cuffs. Her breathing deepened and she reached
down and slid the cuff chain over her latex clad breast. Through
the rubber I could see the growing little bulge as the nipple
perked up. “I love the solidity of handcuffs. They are unyielding
and very hard to get out of if you’re not psychotic or high. I love
that sound they make when they lock on, that clickckckck! These are
chain style.” She held up the cuff to show me, then reached off
camera and retrieved another pair. The chain was replaced with a
flat, double hinged bar. “I like these. You will have a hard time
getting out of these even with the key, so not for self
bondage.”

She looked up with her face of clarity. “Self
bondage is just that, tying yourself up. You can use whatever
fantasy you like. You just pretend you can’t escape and tug on the
restraints and have a nice, private time. I know handcuffs seem
like a great choice for self-bondage but don’t. Yes, there is the,
‘Key in an Ice Cube’ bit, but believe me, self-bondage can be
dangerous. I mean it’s fun, but dangerous and not worth it.” She
played with the hinged cuffs in her hands. “Shit happens, and when
you’re helpless, doubly so. You can do a scene a hundred times with
no issues and suddenly a knot snags on something, or a key breaks
and you’re fucked. If you’re gagged your breathing is restricted,
add a hood and it is more restricted. Add a little panic or stress
and suddenly you’re coding out.” She held out her cuffed hands.
“Right now I can walk over there to the big box of cuff keys and
get a spare, or open the door, walk out of this room and find
George to get the bolt cutters. I have a safety plan. George is
within screaming distance…”

She paused, remembering something. “Unless
he’s on the tractor and can’t hear me. Yeah, I see the flaw here.”
She mused, eyeing the door off screen. She looked back at me, then
reached down and picked up her foot. “And I’m wearing my toe-shoes
and corset so I’m even more restrained. I can’t go downstairs.” She
showed her ballet shoe, then let it go, still looking towards the
door. She got up of walked off camera. “Shit!” She called back.
“It’s a knob!” I could hear her bumping around. “If my hands were
cuffed behind my back I couldn’t get out of this room! The fucking
door isn’t even locked!”

Laughing, she sat back down in front of the
camera. “Okay, that was a little exaggerated.” She took the key and
expertly opened the cuff. “Every handcuff is a little different, so
make sure you know how they work.” In a flash she was free. “Get
into the habit to properly load them before putting them away.” She
pointed to the tiny teeth on the strand. “On the Smith &
Wessons, push the strand through the double strand and you should
just about see two teeth poking through.” She paused. “Go get a
pair of the Smiths and follow along, I’ll wait.”

I paused the tape transfer and ran upstairs
to her vast wall of handcuffs in her toy room. There were hundreds
of handcuffs, all different. She had them separated by style and
then maker. There were a lot more chain cuffs than any other.
Peerless seemed to be her favorite, but there were a lot of
S&W’s. I grabbed a S&W and ran back downstairs and
resumed.

I mirrored her loading the cuff. “You load
them so when you do this, it goes easy.” She placed the cuff on her
wrist and easily pushed through, spinning the strand and locking
it. She held up the hinged cuffs. “On these Peerless, the load
position…” She stopped. “Did you get a Peerless?”

“ah.” I replied into my gag.

“No?” She shook her
head realizing I did what she had said. “Never mind, just know that
on Peerless you line this little notch with the double strand. The
Asp cuffs are similar. You can feel it with your fingernail. When
you buy handcuffs they come with instructions. Don’t ignore the
instructions! Be sure to look them over.”

She then picked up a small bottle. “Light
oil.” She introduced. “A single drop on the hinge and another on
the prawl. Wipe off the excess.” She gave them a quick clean.
“Cuffs can rust and get hung up. Dust and hair
will get in there. The mechanism is simple so anything can gum it
up. It will be that moment when the Sub has a cramp or emergency or
mom’s calling and you’re trying to get the cuffs off but
it’s hung up and the panic begins. Panic isn’t play. Panic
kills.”

Barbra slipped the cuffs off and back on
several times and I practiced along with her. “These long keys are
great, but it’s easy to snap them off in a panic. Keep bolt cutters
in your travel bag.” She leaned back, testing the handcuff’s
strength as her cheeks flushed. “God, I do love these.” Her eyes
flashed as she looked at me. “Do not handcuff yourself behind your
back. It might seem like a good idea and you think you can get the
cuffs off, but if you’re over the age of thirty, you can’t.”

Even though I was over the age of thirty, I
didn’t put a lot into that sentence. What did thirty have to do
with anything?

Like many lessons, I found out the hard
way.

Days after Barbra had shown me her handcuff
collection I was up in my room. The TV was quietly muttering to
itself. I had my panel gag on and I was mindlessly playing with a
hinged pair of Peerless handcuffs. I locked them on in front of me.
I could feel my heart twitter just a bit as I sat with my hands in
my lap.

And a story began to curl up in my mind.

It wasn’t much of a story. There wasn’t a
plot, or character development, just me and the cuffs. I was a
prisoner, gagged and shackled, and allowed to watch some TV until
Master called for me. I hadn’t developed my Master character so he
was just a distant figure. Barbra was head slave and my trainer. My
assignment was to sit quietly and wait until called. How easy! How
relaxing! I was doing a great job by doing nothing!

Until I screwed it up big time.

I looked at the handcuffs. I tested them,
tugged on them. I felt them draining away my will, my ability to
make decisions, my control over myself, my body.

My sex.

I could feel my body moisten and warm.

I touched the gag on my face. I traced the
lines of the straps with my fingers. I took note of the restriction
the cuffs made, how I now had to move both hands as one. They were
a slight nuisance, but mentally they were far more reaching.

I was in control, but not in control.

I shuddered with an unknown sensation.
‘Good God!’ Is this what B&D and
S&M was all about?

With Barbra’s warning rolling around in my
head, I unlocked the cuffs and put them behind my back without
locking them. I could reach the keyhole easily. I tied a cord to
the key and looped it around my wrist.

Then I locked them.

The steel clicks the cuffs made as they grew
tighter and tighter simply went through me. The story in my head
was suddenly real. It was all real. I dismissed the notion that I
had the key on a string. In the story it just wasn’t there. I
wanted to assign it to Barbra, that the key hung from her utility
belt, but Barbra didn’t seem to want to be part of my story.

She wasn’t there.

I was alone in my little story.

I was locked up.

I leaned back and watched the TV for a few
hours while I absentmindedly tested my bonds. I enjoyed it, boring
as it may sound. I was comfortable and carefree.

When a commercial I was watching had a
commercial in the middle of it I realized it was time for bed. I
sat up and hauled up the key.

I could not reach the lock.

I twisted back and around and I could feel
the key tapping against the cuff but it was nowhere near the
lock.

Confused, I turned to the one thing I rarely
listened too, my brain.

When I had been sitting on the bed, my hands,
their circulation restricted, swelled just enough and stiffened my
joints and my flexibility. I could no longer reach the keyhole.

Fighting panic I tried again, straining and
stretching and rolling around on the bed and trying every position
to somehow get the keyhole closer to the key. It felt as if the
lock was further away.

The cuffs clicked tighter as I rolled over
them.

I felt a spasm of harsh pain as the hard
metal crushed my wrists and pinched the nerve. I kicked out and
squealed into my gag as I tried to sit up and get my body off of
them. I had not double locked them so they could only get tighter.
I quickly rolled over and laid on my front, hoping gravity would
help get the key to fall into place. As I kicked and thrashed I
felt sweat dotting my forehead. When my senseless struggling failed
I decided to change tactics. I thought if I could flex the muscles
in my arms hard enough, and ignore the pain, I could break the
handcuffs.

When this made sense to me, Barbra
appeared.

“Shhhh. Settle down.” Her eyes were soft, but
her voice was hard. “You’re panicking. Panic kills.” She swept
beside me. “You’re not going to break those cuffs. You’ll break
your wrists first and still be stuck.”

Even though she was a hallucination, I was
delighted to see her.

She was wearing her latex cat-suit and the
light glimmered across her full, shiny breasts. She wore her tall
corset that covered her from hipbone to just over her nipples,
offering her breasts up for a taste. When she walked she shrugged
her hips and I knew she was in her stupid shoes.

Her hair was a wild storm of copper wire.

She wasn’t wearing her utility belt.

“Mmmph, mmm.” I
said into my gag.

“Don’t lay on your stomach,” Barbra
instructed harshly, and her phantom hand slapped my ass. “it’s
restricting your breathing. With your hands behind your back and
your face in the mattress it’s doubly so! You’re gagged so it’s
even worse. Your heart rate is off the scale and you’re already
struggling to breathe.” She motioned with her hands. “You’re in a
dangerous position! This is Positional Asphyxia! You can die this
way! You are already hypoxic!” Her voice was sharp in my ears.
“Now! Shimmy over to the edge of the bed. Now, roll over. Try not
to lean on the cuffs, but you have to risk it. You have to get off
your chest right now because death is currently an option!”

As I struggled to comply, she sighed in
relief. “Good girl! Sit up. There you go. Sit on the edge of the
bed. Get some of your body fluids back into your legs and not your
arms. Sit up straight and take pressure off your diaphragm and take
a nice, deep breath.” Barbra demonstrated. “Chin up! Very good.
Take another deep breath for me. Feeling better?”

I nodded. “Mgh mmugh.”

Barbra smiled knowingly. “Yeah, you were in
quite the pickle, you doof. However I will wait until later to tell
you exactly what kind of idiot you are.” She motioned with her
head. “Come on, let’s go wake George.”

I looked at her in alarm, then shook my head.
“Murh muh mgh!” which translated to, “No. George is doped up on
his evening meds. I would have to wake him and somehow
explain…” I didn’t finish because I wasn’t sure what I had to
explain. I would be embarrassed, yes, but my little games with
Barbra had become personal. I couldn’t explain it to myself so how
would I explain it to George? “Hey George, I kinda, sorta, broke
into a locked room, kinda, sorta betrayed your trust, and found all
of your wife’s sex toys. I’ve been diddling myself with them for
the past few weeks.” I could not imagine how he would take it.

Barbra’s green eyes searched mine. “Well, I’m
just a figment of your imagination.” She said sadly. “I can’t help
you.”

I ignored Barbra and struggled, twisting and
writhing and shifting until I was cramped and exhausted.

I took a break and sat still, trying to think
of something I hadn’t already tried.

Barbra sat next to me. “What if my Pod
alarms?” She said, softly. “It’s Murphy’s Law, right? What if
George needs you?” She put a comforting hand on my shoulder. “With
your hands cuffed behind your back you are quite helpless. Very
sexy, and very helpless.”

“Mmmm, mmmgh, mmmph.”

“But I did tell you so.” Barbra said kindly,
but bluntly. “When you play with handcuffs, don’t play with them.”
She motioned with her head. “Come on.
Let’s see if we can wake George.”

Barbra was gone.

I resigned to wake George. I sighed, feeling
very stupid, and shifted to the edge of the bed. As I gathered my
strength and courage, I decided to try one last time.

The key almost accidentally fell into the
lock at the right angle.

I paused, not believing it just happened.
Carefully, with the tippy tips of my fingers, and praying the key
didn’t fall back out, I managed to turn the key and one cuff
loosened, just one click. Now with a little wriggle room I managed
to escape.

I was lucky. Very lucky.

Lesson learned.


Chapter 6

 


 


 


“Self bondage is all about head game.” Barbra
said, showing off a heavy leather waist belt. It buckled in the
back and had a huge D ring in front. She selected a specific pair
of cuffs. The loops of the cuffs were bigger and the chain was a
little longer. They were designed for larger people who may not be
able to get their hands behind their back. For her, it was perfect
for getting out of.

She passed the open cuff through the D ring,
then easily cuffed both hands in front of her. “You can spend hours
in this position with little danger.” She said, knowingly. “There’s
always some danger with self bondage.” She glanced at me, a little
perturbed I had ignored her warnings and almost died. “But if the
fantasy is right,” She continued. “you only need a bit of rope.
Just loop it around your wrists. You can tug on it and let the
fantasy do the job. To get out, just un-loop the rope. Yes, yes, it
isn’t real bondage, and I am in total control, but in a pinch it
will do.” She looked at her cuffs. “It’s better than nothing.”

She leaned back in her chair, tugging at the
cuffs. “I feel it sometimes… the drive to be bound.” She looked at
me. “It suddenly comes over me and I just have to be restrained.”
She shrugged. “Weird, right?” She pursed her soft lips as she
thought. “Maybe it’s like being a writer who has to write a story.
The characters are talking to him and the story flows right out of
his fingers.” She nodded, agreeing to herself. “Or like the people
who dress up as super heroes at Sci-Fi conventions: they have to
touch the story, feel the fantasy, and somehow be part of it and
make it real, just a little. Maybe I hear the fantasy and I have to
be in it.”

She clinked the chains of her cuffs. “The
fantasy is I’ve been kidnapped, or shanghaied or fallen into the
evil clutches of Dr. Malice! Again, you don’t have control of the
situation and therefore no responsibility.” She sat down, her hands
absentmindedly tugging at her cuffs. “In my head, George is my
abductor, but also becomes my rescuer.” She smiled, distantly. “The
villain transmogrifies into the hero. George plays both roles. He
ties me to the train tracks, then frees me moments before the train
comes.” She paused and glared at me. “Don’t ever play on
real train tracks. Seriously, people are killed every year on train
tracks. You think you can dodge a train, but you can’t. They’re
sneaky as shit. Sneaky train! Sneaky train!”

I did not go anywhere near train tracks.

She smiled. “The magic of fantasy is you
never have to go anywhere near train tracks. Blindfolded, your
brain is casually tricked into believing anything. All George has
to say is, ‘I must leave you now. The bomb is set to go off at
midnight!’” She looked at me wistfully. “Then I’m alone, helpless.
I’m sure George is there, but for the purposes of this fantasy, he
might not be, I don’t know. I can do nothing but squirm around, the
dildo and anal plug moving just so and the climax builds. George
then comes and rescues me. If he arrives too early and I’m like,
totally primed… GRRR! All red faced and my eyes are filled with
want… he has his way with me before he unchains me… Oh, that’s the
best! I mean, my funk is out to here,” She held her cuffed hands as
far apart as they could. “and George is trying to get the key in
the lock and I’m squirming and moving it just out of his reach
until he finally just holds me down and BAZONGA!” Her eyes closed, and she breathed in as if she
could smell wonderful cooking. “I love a scenario where George
succumbs to his own wants and my rescuer is overcome by my lust.
Granted, I made it so the only way he can free me is to hold me
down and take me, but I love that moment when that rock hard face
of his becomes human.”

“Mmm mmm?” I said,
meaning, “He’s
human?”

Barbra laughed. “I know, right? He does such
a good job suppressing his emotions he forgets he has them.” Her
face became contemplative. “What a world we live in. We retreat so
deep into ourselves we need chains to pull us out.”

 


George had been getting stronger and was able
to putter about the house. He made breakfast on Tuesdays and
Thursdays, which consisted of eggs, cheese, and meat. The rest of
the week I made something far healthier. On Sundays it was brunch
at the Pullman Car, a classic styled 1950s diner complete with
little jukeboxes on the tables playing the newest music from the
era.

With George around, my bondage adventures
became rather difficult, but I also enjoyed his company. In the
evening he would take his whiskey, two fingers, one ice, and sit on
the couch while I cleaned the dishes. Sometimes he dosed with his
drink in his hand but somehow never spilled it. After the kitchen
was cleaned we sat on the couch like an old married couple and
watched TV, occasionally switching over to see how Barbra was
doing. On occasion, all we watched was Barbra TV; her head shaking
back and forth and her muscles straining against bonds she knew
would never break. She would writhe and arch with a little shudder
and I would comment, “Oh, that’s a good one!” and George would
grunt in agreement.

Three months flew by and I readily signed a
new contract; fifteen days off and an additional fifteen sick days
a year.

As George returned to his life with more and
more energy, my nursing duties for his care grew fewer and fewer.
This paradigm shift allowed me to concentrate on the continuing
task of digitizing Barb’s massive video
diary.

I was learning what a marvelous pleasure
machine the human anatomy could be, and yet I kept it hidden from
George and from everyone. The more I learned, the more I hid.

“Never boil water twice.” I said, dumping the
kettle as I prepared our afternoon tea.

George looked at me. “What did you say?”

I hadn’t put any thought to it. “Never boil
water twice.”

“Oh.” He grunted.

Then I realized it was something Barbra had
said.

George never asked about the tapes or the
digitizing. I would mention briefly about my progress,
intentionally talking about de-interlace upscale, tracking clean
up, and data retention, because I knew he didn’t know what the
terms meant.

I knew he didn’t want to know.

“I guess I overheard it at some point.” I
said, filling the kettle. I looked at him. He was sitting at the
table sorting bills. “Why?”

He looked up. “Eh? Oh, it’s a tea thing.” He
went back to his bills. “Using previously boiled water supposedly
makes the tea flat.” He shrugged, dismissing it. “Eh, I donno.”

“I thought it was because it boiled all the
air out of the water.”

He shook his head. “Nah, it’s water changing
from a liquid to a gas. If anything, boiling water increases the
mineral concentration in the remaining water.” He frowned as he
tried to figure out the electric bill. “Barbra looked it up once
trying to prove a point.”

I nodded, and set the mugs down on the table,
eyeing the clock to mentally start the three-minute count down,
Barbra’s recommended steep time.

“Did the new filters come in?” He asked.

“Yeah.”

He nodded. “I’ll get those in this week.”

My eyebrow arched reprovingly. “No you won’t.
I’ll do it.”

His eyes flashed staunchly, but he quickly
saw I was serious. “There’s a special wrench…”

“I know.” I said gently.

He looked abashed. “You’ll need to…”

“Shut the water main, then re-prime the sump
when I turn it back on.” I finished. “It’s not my first rodeo.” I
glanced at the clock. “Tea’s up.”

We drank tea as if Barbra had served it and
thought nothing of it. We talked about normal things: oil change
for the truck, weeding out the tomato patch, picking up more
chicken meal, anything but Barbra’s video
tapes.

They showed Barbra alive. They showed her
passion, her glow, her unrestrained lust and love.

They reminded him she was locked in an
eternal prison.

So I let him believe I only set the tapes up
and let them run.

When he was strong enough to drive to rehab,
I continued watching Barbra’s videos of the explorations and the
enjoyment of her body.

As I began to explore and enjoy mine.

Once, after seeing George off, I suited up.
Barbra had, on more than one occasion, suggested I should dress up
for down days. “Be special when ordinary!” She said, thumbing
through her clothes rack. She found a leather jacket and squealed
with excitement. “I think this will fit you.” She exclaimed and
shoved it at me.

So, with chores done intentionally early, I
got special. I went to the
clothes rack and, buried deep between the evening dresses and
spacesuits of rubber, I found the leather jacket.

First, I rolled on black rubber opera gloves.
Barbra had showed me how to shine and protect them using car
products. “It’s not as good as what you get at the kink places, but
at a quarter of the price it’s good enough and does the job done.”
She said.

I loved the feel.

I wore a long tee-shirt over my bra and
panties, and put on my boots with just a simple buff wax shine so
they were clean. I then pulled my corset over my head and slinked a
snake dance to get it into place. I gathered up the laces, snugged
it up nicely, and knotted the cords in front with a simple bow.

The jacket Barbra had suggested came with a
knee length leather skirt that restricted my stride only a little,
enough to prevent me from running in it. It fit brilliantly and I
could not resist slapping my nicely shaped gluteus maximus. The
skirt had a heavy leather belt threaded through the waistband that
came with a special buckle which accepted a small padlock. I
cinched the belt and locked it, welcoming the tiny thrill as I
did.

I then put on the short leather jacket. Its
leather was soft and velvety, and felt wonderful. Its heavy,
reinforced zipper pulled all the way up to the top of my neck. It
had an attached heavy leather collar. It took a moment for me to
figure out the pull tab of the zipper latched over the collar’s
buckle and accepted a padlock. The jacket’s waist had a similar
strong belt and lockable buckle.

I was locked in! A shift of the zipper’s
overlap perfectly hid the locks.

I draped my ball gag around my neck. It’s
brilliant red shine contrasted with the deep black of the
jacket.

It was certainly a look.

I spent a few moments before the mirror. I
posed and enjoyed the feel of all the leather. I reveled in its
gentle grip, its curving shape, and I ran my gloved hands over my
body.

It was electric.

Attired properly, and armed with a hot, fresh
cup of tea, I set up in my little video laboratory tucked in the
corner of Barbra’s Crypt, just a few feet away from her. I wound up
an old alarm clock and set it to three hours. I then hung the keys
to my freedom on a hook next to it, pulled up my stool, adjusted my
cushion, and pressed Play.

George was standing there, his hard eyes
glaring at me angrily.

I gave out a yelp and bounded to my feet,
stammering and stuttering in surprise and trying to explain what I
was doing in his wife’s old hand me downs.

As I felt my heart pound, I let out a
laugh.

I had become to think of watching the
videotapes as visits with Barbra, as if she was actually there.
George was rarely on camera so when his big head filled the screen
I thought I’d been discovered.

I sighed a breathless laugh as I took my seat
and resumed my watching.

George’s beard was all black and his hair
only had shoots of grey here and there. His warm, handsome eyes had
a sagely gravity to them.

He stepped back. He held a remote control and
it looked tiny in his huge hand. Barbra, wearing her stupid shoes,
fluttered over to his side like a ballerina, and peered at the
remote. George pushed a couple buttons and the camera panned left
and right, and I could hear the tiny whine of a motor. Delighted
with this new toy Barbra went to snatch it away but George was
insistent to show her how it worked. She put her hands behind her
back submissively and stood patiently watching. George then walked
off camera and a second later the camera panned to him and
auto-focused. Then, without touching any buttons, he walked about
and the camera followed him. I could hear Barbra squeal in
delight.

After showing her a few more tricks, George
surrendered the remote and walked away.

Barbra then danced left, then right, letting
the camera find her each time. She discovered another button that
made the camera aim wherever the remote was. To prove this, she did
a ballet leap, first right, then left, then right into the
overloaded clothes rack and crashed into a heap.

I heard something indiscernible off screen. I
guessed by its tone it was George.

“I’m all right!” She called out as she
struggled to burrow out of the clothes. “That was graceful.” She
said sardonically, noticing me. “No, no. Don’t get up. I got this.”
She clambered over the pile, found her spot, then with perfect
balance, bent at the knee. “Back straight, tail bone down! Imagine
you’re a fish on the line being hauled up by your chin. Lift with
the legs!” Remarkably, on the tips of her toes, she hefted the
heavy, clumsy rack, with most of its clothes still on hangars, back
up to its footings.

“Ta Daaaaa!” She
said, pirouetting and taking a bow. “Thank you, thank you.” She
paused and looked at the fallen clothes. She sighed, and then began
to gather them up. “I’ve got to get rid of some of these things.”
She grumbled and held up a dress to imagine the fit. “Oh, I like
this.” She said and put it back on the rack.

One by one, everything went back on the
rack.

“These are no ordinary habiliments and
accouterments.” She announced, draping a coat dramatically across
her chest. “They all contain a secret or two.” She nudged the
sleeve at me and I realized it had been filled with some sort of
padding with the ends tucked into the pockets. She opened up the
jacket and then held open a reinforced hole in the back of the
jacket. “I made this one from scratch.” She declared. “And I’m
quite fond of it. Your arms go in this hidden sleeve in the back.
With your arms behind your back in this fashion your tits are
presented to the world.”

She shrugged the coat over her shoulders,
then fished out a belt from the coat’s inner folds and buckled it
around her waist. She then tugged at the collar and pulled another
belt around her neck. She had a faux turtleneck collar which she
shifted over the neck collar, completely hiding it. She then posed
with her arms behind her back and her impressive bosom forward.

Barbra looked as if she had her arms properly
in the sleeves and her hands in pockets. “Now, pretend I’m secured
in the single glove.” She demonstrated. “The glove brings your
elbows close together and forces your shoulders back and your chest
out. God, how vulnerable this makes you feel! Once you’re properly
secured you are really helpless. You can walk down the street and
no one is the wiser. Meanwhile my nips get rock hard and I can feel
my nipple rings push through.” A shiver gripped her body. “I love
it!”

She walked back and forth to demonstrate.
“Walking down the streets of Soho you look at all the freaks while
hoping they don’t find out you’re one of them is quite the
adventure.” She smiled at the memory, then remembered something.
She moved her hands out from behind her, briefly giving herself
four arms, and patted another little pocket in the coat. She found
an electric wire that had been sewn into the hem. She looked up to
her overhead shelves and after a moment of scrounging, found a
black box, the size and shape of a deck of cards.

“This is a sound meter.” She announced,
turning a knob on it. “Oh, right. I took the batteries out.” She
stated, explaining why it didn’t turn on. “It gets connected to
this wire here.” She indicated to the wire stitched into the coat.
“It runs inside the lining of the coat…” She flipped up the faux
turtleneck and showed a small, black bud. “to this microphone.” She
put her hands behind her back again. “So, properly restrained and
helpless in your magic coat, you have an invisible gag keeping you
silent. Any noise you made is picked up by the sound meter, which
is now connected to an electric stim. The stim is hooked up to some
sensitive parts of your body. You can walk around but you’re
helpless, a prisoner. You cannot call for help or you will be
shocked. This can get really fun if you’re standing on a street
corner and some twat blows his car horn and it gets picked up by
the mic and the stim makes you dance a little bit.” She gave a
little hop. “Because it’s a surprise you let out a little yelp and
that gives you another shock and another little dance.” She hopped
again. “It takes a bit of discipline to remain silent and stop the
shocks before people on the corner take notice of you.”

She shouldered out of the coat as she
thought. “Public bondage is kinda weird and unique. It’s fun
because it gets you out of the dungeon, and changes up the usual
rigamarole of being strapped face down to the x-frame, spanked
until you’re dripping, and then bored out by a hand-blown glass
dildo. As surprising as this may sound, that can get a little
repetitive. Public bondage brings the shadows out into the light of
day.”

Barbra hung the coat back on the rack and
brushed a bit of lint off the shoulder. I could see her eyes enjoy
the memory of her public adventures. “I guess there are three
factions of public bondage. The first faction is: let your flag fly
and declare that bondage is normal. It’s okay to be lead down the
street on a leash, decked out head to toe in heavy rubber while
wearing a gas mask. You’re not breaking any laws, you’re not
hurting anyone; you’re having FUN!” Her face saddened.
“Unfortunately, society isn’t so
accepting.”

She turned and pulled something down from the
wall. She stepped towards me then paused, remembering the remote.
“Psst, hey you. Ya, you. Cameeeeres.” She whispered and pressed
zoom. As the motor whirred, the image quickly auto-focused to a
small-framed picture in her hands. “I wanna show ya something.”

The hat, a Stetson, I supposed, dominated the
picture. Her emerald eyes peered out from beneath the expansive
brim as her succulent cheeks dimpled from her smile. I could almost
smell the starch from her perfectly ironed and properly creased
uniform.

And of course, the badge.

Barbra was a State Trooper.

She regarded the picture. “Look at her.” She
said with a little awe. “She was a badass.” She held up the
picture again and tapped the ribbon bar over her badge. “Those were
for pinching drunk drivers.” She laughed breathlessly. “I pinched
a lot of drunks.” She shook her head almost disbelievingly.
“Fuckers. Selfish pricks.” She regarded the picture. “I had just
got out of the army. I was twenty-two and indestructible. A
recruiter called my mom’s house and was talking like he knew me.”
She nodded. “I guess he did know me, because when I hung up my Mom
asked what the call was about. I said, ‘Ma, I’m gonna be a
Trooper.’ just like that.”

She zoomed out the camera, then smiled and
looked at me. “I met George on the job. The feds were serving a
warrant and needed the locals for support. I fell in love with him
during the briefing, courted him during the raid, and shocked the
crap out of him at the debrief when I raised my hand, and in front
of everyone said, ‘Yeah, uh, when we’re done here, you wanna go out
for a burger?’”

She fell silent as she looked at the picture
in her hand. I watched the flush of her cheeks spread across the
bridge of her nose and I realized she was crying. “Ugh! Look at
me!” She said with a sniffle, and wiped her tears away with the
back of her hand. “You’ll have to excuse me.” She sniffed. “I just
love George so much.”

It was impossible to tell in the video where
she was in her permanent bondage pod research, but clearly the
lurking thought of being without her love was weighing heavily on
her.

Suddenly, George’s voice sounded and Barb and
I jumped. “You all right?” He said, stomping in. “I brought your
tea.”

Both Barbra and I touched our hands to our
hearts to try to get it back down to a normal rate. “Yes, I’m fine.
I knocked over the clothes rack.” She took the offered cup. “Thank
you so much!” She sipped. “Oh, that is perfect!”

He motioned to her hands. “What’s that?”

She shrugged flippantly and held up the
frame. “I found a picture of some hot chick.”

He glanced at it dismissively. “She’s okay.
Not as hot as you.”

Barbra rose up onto her toes and hugged
him.

George didn’t return the hug. “I am literally
covered in chicken poop.”

“I was starting to question your choice of
cologne.” She kissed him lightly on the lips.

He glanced around and decided there wasn’t
anything heavy for him to lift. “All right, I’ll leave you to
it.”

Longingly, she watched him leave. “After you
shower you might want to come back, you know, in case I’m tied up
or something.”

His voice sounded off-camera. “We agreed you
wouldn’t do that alone.”

She clicked her tongue. “You agreed. I don’t
recall me agreeing.” She mumbled under her breath then
looked at me. “What? Don’t you look at me like that.” She became
defensive. “I was gagged! And being whipped with a single tail! It
will never hold up in Court! That agreement was under duress, ya
‘onah!” She clicked her tongue again, exasperated. “Ooh! Fine!
Whatever!” She looked at the picture in her hands and then back at
me. “What were we talking about?”

I had finished my tea and was busy buckling
my ball gag into my mouth. “Mugh mm phm.”

“Oh, right. Public bondage.” She looked at
the picture again. “Right, okay, yeah. So, imagine if people found
out sergeant bad-ass here liked to have her tits locked up in a
milking machine while she moo-ed for her master to breed her.
Imagine how a male dominated law enforcement community would handle
that tid-bit? Try getting respect from your co-workers. Promotion?
Forget it. Real assignments? Sure, if you think school-crossing
guard is police work, then yeah, you’ll get lots of that.

“Now, let’s flip the script. Imagine I’m the
Dom, which has happened, and the public finds out I like whipping
Subs until they hand over their rent money in exchange for an
orgasm, which may have happed that one time in Indianapolis, and
again in Vancouver, and every weekend on Fire Island for a whole
summer. Well? I’ll tell you; the first time I handcuff a perp for
resisting arrest I’ll be on trial for Assault Second.” She
relented. “That’s not an exaggeration. In short, my life would be
fucked simply because I’m a kinkster.”

She pulled up a chair and glanced towards the
door. “And George? He’s a Fed! They scrutinize everything!
He could lose his job if he wrote a bad check. Imagine what would
happen to him if they found out he zebra striped the underside of
wife’s tits with a bamboo cane?” She unconsciously rubbed her
breasts, feeling a still active memory. “A reassignment to
Kalamazoo, that’s what. Most agents fake their own death before
going to Kalamazoo.” She leaned in. “Do you know what’s in
Kalamazoo?” She glanced left, then right, then looked me in the
eye, her face dead serious. “Seriously, what? I have no idea.”

Barbra sighed as she thought. “Bottom line,
people don’t look at you the same. A schoolteacher posts some
lingerie photos? A minister with a shoe fetish? A grocer who’s a
furry?” She shook her head. “Are you hurting anyone? No, but
sometimes letting your freak flag fly has consequences.”

“So you hide it.” She said as she hung up her
clothes. “Which brings us to the second group…” Her eyes lit up as
she picked up a short, leather jacket.

The one I was wearing. The one in a future,
or past, video she flung at me.

She let her fingers slide over its soft
surface. “Oh, this!” She cooed. “I remember you.” She immediately
went to put it on, but her arm didn’t quite fit in the sleeve. She
looked at me a little embarrassed. “It seems to have shrunk.” She
said, dubiously.

Then her jungle eyes looked at me.

Like a puma stalking her prey she came over
to me. I looked around, a little weirded out and confused, but she
ignored that and homed in on the jacket.

“We have a little history, this jacket and
I.” She almost moaned as she gently took my arm and pulled me to me
feet.

She was strong.

“This fits you perfectly,” She purred and
caressed my arm. “but let’s get you
properly attired.”

She tugged at the cuff of the sleeve and
pulled it inside out, extending the sleeve beyond the tips of my
fingers. At the end of the extension was a little, brass buckle.
Amazed, I watched as she repeated the same with the other
sleeve.

Then, her eyes twinkling, she reached under
my left breast to the seam of the jacket. There, she pulled on the
hidden tab of a concealed zipper. She then eased my right hand into
the opening. She pushed her hand into the jacket’s pocket, which
was now a through and through space, and in the folds of the pocket
found the buckle’s mate, which locked the sleeve in place with a
sharp staccato.

With my left hand, she crossed my arm over to
the right and repeated the process.

Her bemused smile was intoxicating as she
peered at me and enjoyed my amazement.

I then felt her pull down another hidden
zipper on the base of the jacket’s
spine.

With a tug, everything tightened up!

Properly concealed in a leather straight
jacket, Barbra savored my predicament. “But wait!” Her hot breath
tickled my ear. “There’s more!” Her hands roved down to the hem of
the jacket and there she found hidden buckles, two in front, two on
the sides and one above my butt, which clicked to hidden points on
the skirt’s waist. Then at the skirt’s hem she found another belt,
which with a tug, brought my knees almost together.

Paralyzed by what was happening I stood
stock-still and watched the show unfold. Barbra was all smiles as
she ran her finger along my bottom lip and picked up a drop of
drool. She ran my spittle across my lips before taking her finger
and plunging it into her mouth and suckled it.

“Straight jackets,” She explained, her voice
soft. “by design are very comforting. The act of crossing your arms
in front is a pacifying, defensive behavior.” She eased me back in
to my chair. “And you can be in them all day.” She winked at me and
went back to her clothes rack.

I shifted my arms to test the jacket. Unlike
straight jackets I had seen on television, this one conformed to me
perfectly, comfortably, and by its construction I discovered if I
pushed one arm in, it did not cause the other to slacken. With my
wrists trapped in the pockets, no matter of wriggling would get me
any respite. I shrugged and quickly felt it softly pull on the
skirt, making pulling it over my head impossible. I was trapped as
long as Barbra saw fit, and it appeared she wasn’t keen on letting
me go any time soon.

“So, the second public bondage group is the
fantasy that your Dom is so powerful, has so much control over you,
she can parade you in pubic. Your escape is right there! Yet,
you’re helpless. This blends into the third group: bondage is the
public norm. You’re expected to be in bondage and shown around as
an object, a fashion accessory. Your job is to make your Dom look
good.”

Barbra flittered about on her toes like a
ballerina. She held her head aloft as she peered down her nose
haughtily and judged other imaginary slaves moving by. “It’s all in
the look, you see.” She sniffed, getting into character. “Gagged,
the Sub can only cast a scornful side eye at any other slave.” Her
eyes flickered like a dagger’s edge. “Oh! Look at that bumpkin!
Does he not know how to properly spit shine? Did he really use
liquid polish?” Her face twisted in disgust. “How boorish!”

She relaxed, laughing to herself. “Or
whatever. You have fun with it. You enjoy the sunshine. You let the
story play in your head, and for at least a little while the
crushing pressures of life are gone. You’re free in bondage.”

Barbra smiled as a memory rolled over her.
“So, the story of the jacket. George declared he wanted to do
something normal.” Barbra said, revolted. “Normal, like regular
people.” She shivered at the thought, but relented. “I really
couldn’t refuse. Any of our time-off together usually involved me
being suspended from a saw horse trying to learn sign language for,
‘Please, please, please, let me cum!’ while he sat around with only
the buttons on my vibrator to entertain himself with.” Her eyelids
hung at half-mast as she peered at me, disinterested. “So yeah, I
had to agree to do something…” She retched a little, as if she were
about to vomit. “normal.”

“‘We’ll go to the Cape,’ George announced,
‘and sit on the boardwalk drinking beverages served with little
umbrellas and watch the ships off in the distance sail to exotic
lands and make up stories of their adventures.’”

Her green eyes flicked at me. “Or, words to
that affect. What he actually said was something like: ‘We’re going
out. Pack an overnight bag.’ He said that because usually I pack a
car trailer with about a mile of rope, a dozen leather hoods, eight
pairs of handcuffs, three pairs of leg shackles, thirty gags, and
several cases of color-coded duct tape. ‘We’re gonna be normal.’ He
said. ‘So just a bag.’

“It was the end of October. All the tourists
and leafers were gone. It was that awesome time of the year before
everything closed for the winter and it was just the locals.
Everything was sane and quaint, and we could walk into a fine
restaurant without a two and a half hour wait before a pager
flashed and buzzed and called us to our table.

“We had a wonderful time! I smiled because I
was happy and George was content and that night we cuddled and
snuggled and bow-chika-bow-wow like young people do and I really
did miss my big ball gag because I came way crazy hard.

“The next morning I was pre-bored. I wasn’t
bored yet, but the premise of the day was, well… boring. George, to
the untrained eye, wasn’t excited, but to the trained eye was giddy
like a kid in a candy store. Over breakfast he went on about
lighthouse spotting, and the mansion walk, and looking at a larch…
or some kind of tree, whatever… I stopped paying attention long
before, and only nodded and smiled because I was happy he was
excited… all while dreading the boredom to come.

“‘Let’s get back to the room and get
dressed.’ He announced. ‘It’s a little chilly out so we should grab
our jackets.’ A little false start to our adventure, but he was
right. With the wind coming off the shore it was down-right nipply.
So, back to the room we went and there he pulled out the
jacket.

“I stared at it with mouth agape. He had
commissioned it months prior and had been secretly planning the
entire adventure. I was speechless as he strapped me in. Oh! How I
wished I wore rubber panties because I creamed so hard in that
skirt.” She looked at me. “Yeah, you’re sitting in it right
now.”

“Hgm, mughugh.” I responded, meaning, ‘I’m
creaming right over it.’

She nodded approvingly, imagining how I was
feeling. “Oh, yeah. Nice.”

She toed over to me and eased me up into a
standing position. She fumbled under my collar and pulled out a
knotted cord. The cord held two sets of plastic beads. The upper
set had four beads and the lower set had nine beads. She could
easily slide the beads up and down in their respective segment, and
they stayed wherever you set them on the cord. It draped nicely
down my shoulder and I had to crane my head down to see it.

“This was my gag.” She announced, sliding the
beads in the up position. “In real life we used this in the Army
for orienteering. They’re called Ranger Beads. While in the
backwoods you count how many times your left foot hits the ground.
Each time you get to sixty, you pull down a bead.” She
demonstrated. “When all nine are down, you put them back up and
pull down an upper bead. This keeps track of how far you’ve hiked.
It’s a simple and brilliant device in the era before GPS and I
never knew anyone who didn’t get utterly lost using it, but on this
day, this magic day on the Cape, George re-purposed it.” She re-set
the beads and then pulled them down one by one. “As we walked
around, if I made any noise, spoke any word, other than, ‘Look out
for that run away pram!’ which I actually did have to say at one
point, or ‘may I have some water’ or ‘may I pee?’” She paused and
ticked off her fingers. “Yes, those three things… Anything else, I
got a violation.” Barbra pulled down a bead. “At the end of the
night, my violations would be tallied up and I would receive a
punishment for each one.”

Barbra slid all the beads up. “I asked what
the punishment was. Well, that was my first violation.” She pulled
a bead down. “The fact that I didn’t know what the punishment was
added to the experience.”

As her cheeks flushed with the memory, she
reached behind me and took the little leash that hung out of the
back of the jacket. “Then George and I, like young lovers, walked
out of the hotel.” She began to walk me around the room. With a
grip on the leash, I was easily guided around.

Slowly, because of the skirt, we meandered
down the tranquil, historic streets and admired the colonial and
industrial age houses. Barbra had a brochure and talked about the
history of the people who had lived there. It was hard to focus on
what she was saying. People passing by nodded and smiled, and
admired the loving couple, not realizing I was a helpless
prisoner.

We made it down to the end of the boardwalk
and crossed over the walking bridge to the lighthouse. There,
Barbra gave a brief history lesson. We then went inside and visited
the little museum there. We looked at the artifacts, mostly about
whaling, and Barbra read each of the little cards out loud,
explaining what the display was. Each and every one. The torment
was subtle and delicious as we walked within arm’s reach of the few
other patrons browsing around.

Barbra declined to climb up the tall spiral
stairs to the light. She didn’t say why, but I imagined it was
because the tight hem of my skirt would make climbing the winding
stairs impossible. Instead, we wandered to the promenade. It was
lined with merchants trying to bilk the last of the seasonal
tourists with cheap trinkets and curios. Barbra let me drink from
the water fountain. She then ordered herself some ice cream from a
vendor. We sat on a bench and overlooked the ocean while she
savored her ice cream. I could smell it, taste it, feel its
coolness and creaminess and sweetness and I scored another
violation when I let out a pathetic little whine.

We moved over to a seaside bar and Barbra had
a fruity cocktail while I was given a glass of water. I wasn’t
allowed a straw. I had to lean forward and drink from the glass
like a bird and I earned another violation for giving her ‘a
look’.

We watched the sky drift into twilight as
evening approached. She told several ghost stories with a gleam in
her eye. Most chilling was Execution Rock, where prisoners were
chained and left to drown as the tide came in. Her face brightened
and she looked at me. “Let’s get dinner! I’m famished!”

As we sat down at the restaurant I was really
aware of my predicament. Unable to manipulate my environment was
weird and thrilling. I felt the gentle tightness of the jacket, my
arms pinioned securely. I watched the other diners from the corner
of my eye and I thought everyone was aware of my predicament but
intentionally ignored me. I looked down at my silverware, my tools,
mundane things right there yet inaccessible. They mocked me.

When the waiter came, Barbra ordered herself
a Manhattan. When he looked at me for my drink order, Barbra
interjected. “She’s just having water.” The waiter looked at her
with a nod and a smile, then back at me to confirm. I smiled
prettily at him and nodded. My heart resumed beating when he went
away. I realized I was blushing crazily.

When Barbra’s drink arrived, she fished out
the cherry, and with a smile, held it out for me. She placed it
just in my teeth and told me to hold it there. The whiskey soaked
sweet cherry was like a bomb slowly going off in my mouth and
within seconds a line of drool fell from my lip. Barbra waited for
a second fat drop to fall before she let me eat it.

Divine!

I had eaten very little all day and the
cherry was flavor overload. I whimpered slightly and shuttered it
was so good. I even did a little happy butt dance. I shifted my
shoulders against my jacket prison in a gentle attempt to escape.
Reliving my entrapment again, for a moment, I imagined I had a
phantom mini-orgasm.

For dinner, Barbra ordered for herself the
special: Beef Wellington. For me, she ordered fish sticks from the
kids menu. When the waiter went away I earned another violation for
giving her another look.

I earned yet another violation for my
expression when Barbra took my fries!

For dessert, Barbra ordered me the fruit
platter while she had the chocolate lava cake. She fed me a grape,
then took a bite of her cake. Her eyes rolled back in her head as
she moaned in ecstasy as she savored the deep, rich treat. I did my
best to keep my expression neutral, which was a compromise between
trying to look pleased and furious at the same time.

Barbra finally had mercy. She laid a bite of
her cake on my tongue. “Hold it there,” She whispered. “and savor
the taste.”

I had to hold my chin up as my mouth flooded
with saliva. When chocolate drool rolled down the corners of my
mouth she finally let me eat it. My cheeks bulged as my mouth
wrestled with everything so I could swallow without drowning. As
Barbra dotted my lips and chin with her napkin, I glanced around at
the other patrons.

No one paid us any mind. Barbra was free to
do as she wanted and I was her complete prisoner.

The idea ripped through me and right into my
clit. I struggled to keep my face deadpan as another phantom
mini-orgasm bubbled up within me.

Public bondage was very fun!

Barbra treated herself to a second Manhattan
and to my delight she fed me the cherry. Again I held it in my
teeth and my mouth went wild with taste. Struggling to hold my
flooding saliva, I was nearly looking at the ceiling when she
allowed me to eat it.

Delicious.

Barbra paid the bill and we retreated to our
room for the night. There, she made me put my nose to the wall
while she prepared the room. My heart pounded as I heard her draw
the curtains, and then fiddle about at the sink.

It was time to receive my punishment for my
violations.

The anticipation made me quiver. When she
took me by the arms and lead me away from the wall I felt another
mini-gasm. I tried to bury a moan in my throat but failed, earning
another violation.

She turned me around and counted the score on
my ranger beads. Sixteen. She subtracted one for when I called out,
‘Look out for that run away pram’, and declared fifteen violations.
She then reached to my side and with a simple press of a button
un-clicked the brass lock holding my right hand in my left pocket.
I stood stock still as she casually unlocked me. Each of my locks
had been just out of my reach.

She slowly pulled the jacket and skirt away,
then stripped me naked. Waves of gooseflesh scored across my body
as I stood there. She then bade me to hold my arms straight out at
my sides and turn my palms down. She took two paper cups filled
nearly to the brim with water and declared them her ‘whiskey’.
These she placed on the backs of my hands.

Barbra then picked up a two-foot long bamboo
switch.

I trembled so much I nearly spilled her
‘whiskey’.

“You will receive one lash for each
violation.” Barbra explained. “If you make a sound you will repeat
the lash. You are allowed to thank me, but only whisper. If you
spill my whiskey, you will earn another violation and must take a
lash for it.” She laid the cane across my perking nipples. “Do you
understand?”

“Yes, Barbra.” I whispered.

The cane stung violently across my breasts
and I gasped at its suddenness.

“That was a violation.” She said sternly.
“You may only thank me for your punishment.” She laid the stick
along the forming welt on my breasts and I felt it sizzle. “Do you
understand?”

I nodded.

Her green eyes sparkled. “Then
let’s begin!”

My heart threatened to leap out of my chest
as I watched the bamboo switch rise up just a few inches. I curled
my lips in as Barbra flicked her wrist and snapped it down
sharply.

Instead of crying out, I whispered; “Thank
you, Barbra.”

Her hand caressed my breast and I felt the
new welts burn softly. I did everything in my power to keep from
squealing as another little orgasm gripped me. The next two lashes
came quickly and I felt water dripping from my hand.

“You’re spilling my whiskey.” Barbra growled,
and rewarded me with another lash.

More strikes came. When she ran her hand
across my chest after a ‘good’ hit, it was as if she was touching
my clit. I wondered if it was possible to have a real orgasm by
just flicking a bamboo cane across my nipples.

I lost count. More water was spilling and
more lashes were added. My arms were quivering from the strain but
fortunately; she didn’t refill the ‘whiskey’ making it harder to
spill. I cried out a few times, adding lashes, but I found by
whispering my thanks I could bury some of my extraneous noise and
avoid more punishment.

To my surprise I mewed, which earned another
lash. It had just popped out of me. Not because I felt the sting,
but because I wanted it. I wanted to see if enough hits could make
me come.

My arms were shaking for being held out for
so long when Barbra finally counted fifteen and my punishment was
done. She took her whiskey, then softly rubbed my red flushed
breasts. I bit my lips to stop from crying out.

“Okay,” She said. “We’re done for now.”

Without thinking, I grabbed her arms and
pushed her back into the cushy chair with a crash. I ignored her
look of shock as I climbed over and straddled her. I wasn’t sure of
a plan, or anything, or anatomy for that matter, but right then, at
that moment, I somehow wanted her.

A rolling klaxon tolled through me and I
looked up in alarm and confusion. I was in my chair in front of my
video transfer station. I was dressed. Barbra was locked in her pod
while video Barbra was on the screen talking about dying rope
different colors.

Bewildered, I looked to the sound and saw the
clock I had set. It was shuttering and bouncing around as it rang
its horrible bells.

I turned it off.

I listened to the machine noises of Barbra’s
pod while I blearily wondered what had happened. Obviously I had
fallen asleep and had a bona fide wet dream; but it felt like much,
much more.

I had gooey creamed.

I moved my hands away from my sides slowly. I
was unrestrained. I slowly brushed my hands across my breasts,
awaking the ghost pain of lashes that had only existed in my mind.
I then reached to my soaked lap.

‘Wow…’ I mumbled into my gag as the sparks
leapt from my fingers into my moistening sex.

I then remembered the reason for the alarm
clock.

George was on his way home!

I jumped up with a start. I turned off the
video and ran out of the room as fast as my skirt would allow. I
quickly pulled the heavy, secret door shut, locked it, and stashed
the key into its hiding space. I pulled back the workbench, trying
to calm my self. I then clunked up the stairs to Barbra’s equipment
room to undress. I had set the clock to allow me plenty of time to
get appropriately dressed before George walked in the door.

Seconds ticked as I looked for the keys that
locked my jacket collar and gag.

I had left them in the Pod room!

Fighting with panic I tried to think. George
had to be coming down the driveway! I was trapped! I was going to
be discovered and Barbra’s talk about public bondage was suddenly
real.

I turned to Barbra’s key collection. She had
them organized in labeled drawers with a code that only made sense
to her. I poured through a couple drawers before I realized the
futility of my plan. In my mind George was pulling into the garage.
I was done for! I tried to pull the gag out of my mouth, but I had
properly secured it. It wasn’t budging.

“Breathe…” Barbra coached, gently holding my
shoulders. “Panic kills. Empty your mind and find the solution.
Make the plan, then execute the plan.”

I was gagged and locked in a leather bondage
jacket. I was wearing a skirt that slightly limited my stride, but
other than that I was unrestrained. My hands were free. The keys
were in the basement and George was probably walking up the back
steps. There was no way to get to the basement without being
spotted.

Walking purposefully, I went to my bedroom
and grabbed my big, poofy turtleneck sweater and pulled it over my
head. I rolled up the neck to cover my mouth. I then grabbed my
long skirt and hiked it up over my hips.

Calmly, carefully, I walked down the stairs.
At the bottom step, I could see George make his way into the
kitchen. I ignored him. I turned and went down the basement steps.
He called after me, but I pretended not to hear him.

With a pounding heart, I opened the door to
the pod room.

“Is everything all right?” George said with mild alarm as he stepped into
the pod room.

I turned and faced him. “Yeah, why?”

He peered at me curiously. “You kinda hustled
down here.” He then looked to the machines. “I thought an alarm had
gone off.”

“Your phone would have alerted you.” I said
as I picked up a clipboard and casually checked it.

He nodded slowly, eyeing me again. “You’re
all bundled up.” He said and I could feel his investigator hackles
begin to rise.

My turtleneck was rolled up over my lower
face to hide the red marks in the corners of my mouth from the gag.
When I dashed in, I had only a couple seconds to unlock the gag and
get it out of my mouth before George had followed in. I spoke
through the weave of the sweater. “I had a bit of a chill.” I
motioned to the thermostat. “You know how it gets down here.”

Not seeing an emergency, George grunted in
agreement. He turned and peered into Barbra’s pod. He watched for a
moment, then glanced at me. “I’ll see you upstairs.”

I looked up from my clipboard as if I’d
forgotten he was there. “Yeah. I’ll be up in a sec.”

As he stomped away, my heart re-started.


Chapter 7

 


 


 


“I’ve discovered Neoprene!” Barbra exclaimed.
“It’s soft like leather, and stretchy like latex and, and,” Her
vibrant green eyes were locked on mine. “It’s machine
washable!”

She slowly and sexily slithered into her
neoprene suit; stretching, twisting and bending to get it to settle
fully into place. I watched her hands chase away imaginary wrinkles
knowing she was only using the excuse to feel her soft, silky
smoothness.

She then picked up a large, black anal plug
with wires hanging from its flared base. She looked at me and
winked as she lathered it up in a white, silicone lubricant. She
bent forward as she undid a rear zipper. The plug vanished behind
her.

I watched as she squirmed a little, her eyes
half closed. “Always take your time with plugs. Don’t chintz on the
lube. Nice and easy. You can push out a little bit, like going
poop, and that opens things up.” Her eyes perked up as the plug
sank home. “The feeling is, well if done right, nice.” She zipped
up her rear with her one hand while she held up her lube-covered
hand at George. “High Five!”

He pretended she wasn’t there and continued
his puttering.

She giggled, and picked up a dildo. It also
had wires dangling from the bottom. She used her remaining goo and
shined it up, then eased it into her vagina. Her eyes fluttered.
“It makes me feel so full!” She paused, and a micro tremor flashed
across her cheeks. “I’m already primed.” She whispered. “We better
do this now or I’m gonna come standing right here.”

She wiped off her hands and picked up two
wired dome bowls which she slid up to encapsulate her teats. She
then ran the wires down her front and threaded them through a small
gap in the zipper along with her vagina and anal leads.

Slowly, carefully, she
pulled up the long zipper to the top. She
ran a finger around the high turtleneck to get it to un-bunch, then
slid her hands down her front, enjoying the sensation. “You
need to try this.” She mewed. “Neoprene fits you better the more
you wear it. I can wear it all day.” As she pulled back her hair
into a ponytail, she glanced at George who appeared ready for the
next phase. She gave him a half smile, then with the remote, turned
and adjusted the camera to show a tall, steel welded, body shaped
cage.

She began prancing around it like a game show
host showing how it worked, opening and closing each horizontal
bar. She was soon stroking the cage as if it were a giant cock. It
did look a little like a flattened condom. The cage was designed
that once secured she would be forced to stand at the position of
attention, unable to move her arms or legs.

“There’s just enough play so I don’t lock my
knees.” Barbra explained, standing in the cage to demonstrate. “My
time in the army showed me what happened to anyone in formation who
locked their knees. They keeled over.”

She glanced back at George. Although he
wasn’t looking at her, he clearly knew she was ready.

It was there Barbra introduced an early
version of her orgasmic machine designed to deliver all the
pleasure in the world, or not. Once hooked up, she would stand in
the cage and George would slowly lock her up into the cage’s
intimate and inescapable embrace.

“There is such thrill,” she explained, “as
each bar is closed shut. With each passing moment you’re loosing
more and more freedom until finally you’re locked in its grip and
completely helpless.”

She plugged in her machine’s leads to the
wires hanging from the crotch of her suit, then stood in the cage.
She trembled as each lock was snapped shut, the bars squeezing her
tightly. As George neared her head, he slipped a pair of earmuffs
over her ears. He picked up a red sponge ball, the size of a
grapefruit, and packed it carefully into Barbra’s open and
welcoming mouth. With bulging cheeks, and eyes of deep yearning,
Barbra closed her mouth as best she could. George then shut the gag
plate, which had a small strap on the bottom that forced her chin
up and mouth closed. Barbra made soft, mewing sounds as George
closed the last bar over her eyes. As the lock clicked shut, Barbra
twitched, then shivered, her whole body locking up as if a small
orgasm gripped her.

Blind and deaf, she stood like a tin soldier
while her diabolical machine teased and tormented her. George
regarded her for a moment, then sat down in an old, comfy chair and
switched on a portable TV, one with aerials, and watched the
Steelers’ play the Browns.

Amazed, hypnotized, and transfixed, I watched
as Barbra writhed and twitched and shivered. Her body convulsed and
she slammed into the bars holding her. George looked up at her for
a moment, then picked up a pair of earphones and plugged them into
the TV set.

Muffled, Barbra screamed, and screamed and
screamed.

“You can’t see it too well in the video.”
Barbra said disappointedly as she appeared next to me and startled
me. “I had planned to talk about the machine in this video, but I
had to put it in another video.” Her breathing quickened as she
watched her video self twitch. “I was distracted.” She confided. “I
like this set up. I really do. It’s just, lock the cage, flip the
switch, and let the program run. Maybe you come, maybe you don’t.
There’s nothing to do but let it run its course and enjoy the
ride.”

Barbra walked over to the magic box where, in
the video, all of her wire connections lead too. It was twelve
inches long, eight inches wide and three feet high. “We used the
guts from a muscle stimulator we got from a physical therapy
office. It uses electricity to, well… stimulate muscles. The
technical term is Transcutaneous Electrical Nerve Stimulation, or
TENS for short. They use it for treating carpal tunnel and other
muscle and nerve pain.”

She turned a dial on it and a little red
light flashed and video Barbra shivered in response. “It uses high
voltage but low amperage.” Her eyes twinkled as she toyed with the
dial and video Barbra shuddered. “This box uses milliamps, one or
two and no more. A thousand milliamps equals one Amp. A single Amp
can cause permanent injury. Your house runs on anywhere between a
hundred to four hundred amps.” She looked at me with her stern
face. “In short, you don’t plug a home-made gizmo into the wall and
then into you. You’ll be lucky if it only kills you.” She watched
herself dance in the cage for a moment. “Me next.” She
whispered.

Breaking her reverie, she touched the box.
“To be clear, this unit has a fuse which will cut out if there is a
power surge. As a back up, there is a secondary fuse. Then, as a
thirdary, the wire leads will melt before excessive amperage gets
to you and cause electric burns. Electric burns are not BDSM.
Electric burns are not fun.”

Barbra played with the knob and made video
Barbra dance in her cage. “So this thing is designed to stimulate
nerves and can make your muscles twitch. This can feel very
pleasurable, but it can ramp up to give pain, like a police stun
gun. Sometimes both. We built the pain/pleasure randomizer, which
connects to the unit’s output, so it is safe. You might call it an
orgasm lottery. Enough pleasure, long enough, and you come, simple
as that. We have no way of knowing what you’ll get. It just runs
its cycle and shuts off. I might come, several times in fact. Or I
might not.”

She shuddered just as video Barbra did.
“That’s the fun.” She whispered. “Not knowing. Not being in control
of the outcome.”

Barbra picked up the short glass rod I saw
video Barbra use inside of her pussy earlier. There were two strips
of shinning steel along the sides. From the bottom came two
electric leads. “The electric pulses,” She explained, “can make the
vaginal muscles contract and relax which makes this thing shift
around ever so slightly and ever so wonderfully. With the
electricity tingling, it feels like it’s vibrating.” She picked up
the anal plug and held it beside the vaginal probe. “These two
things just going at it…” She then reached up and cupped video
Barbra’s metal clad breast. “Combined with the stimulation going
through the nipples…” She shivered. “It’s just, bzzzt pow!”

Watching video Barbra in the cage, her wild
breathing, her muscles straining as she struggled, all I could
think of were two words.

Me next.

As I watched video Barbra thrash in either
agony or ecstasy and pretended it was me locked in the cage, I
noticed the background of the video. It looked like the barn, but
somehow a part I had never seen. Leaning closer and squinting at
the screen, I realized there was a secret dungeon.

I was a little miffed Barbra never mentioned
this.

The following morning, while George was off
at physical therapy and after chores, I went to the barn. Looking
around, everything was as I had left it before. Tractor, feed, hay,
stuff covered in layers of dust--it was the barn, a place I went to
everyday.

No implements of torture.

On the walls were four different kinds of
rakes, six kinds of shovels, three pitchforks, two sledgehammers,
and one pick axe. There were shelves of rusting coffee cans filled
with nails, nuts, bolts, and washers. Every square inch of wall
space was used to hang or store something.

It was where I found nothing, I found
everything.

There was an empty three-foot by six-foot
section in the back wall. Nothing was hung on it, nothing was piled
up in front of it. Looking at it carefully, I found a small hole
where a key could go.

I stepped back, disbelieving what I saw. I
went back outside and walked around the barn. As I passed the over
grown crepe myrtle, I stopped and peered at the outer wall
carefully. It was a perfect distraction, a trick on the eyes. The
slope of the landscape and carefully planted shrubs created an
optical illusion. Pacing it out, I realized the barn was much
larger than it looked! I ran clumsily back inside the barn and
looked at the empty space on the back wall.

I got the stepladder. Over the lintel I found
an old fashioned key.

Like a page from an adventure novel, I
slipped into the dark opening and the smell of must and dust
assailed me. The dim, tiny circle of light from my flashlight
hinted of scary things hiding in the shadows as I walked down the
stone steps.

I found the light switch.

The hum of fluorescents blinked to life and
filled the space with bright, hyper-white light.

I had found Torquemada’s playroom.

Chains hung from the ceiling. Shackles were
bolted to the walls. Tantalizing shapes hid beneath canvas tarps. I
felt very curious, but also very small and very afraid. What if I
walked somewhere and a door closed and I was trapped? Whispering,
better part of valor, I slowly, reverently backed out and locked
the door, returning the key.

I needed backup.

I went to my video station. There I found a
tape marked DGNTLK. The title had previously made no sense, but now
I realized it was Barbra talking about her dungeon. I digitized it,
sight unseen, and downloaded it to my phone.

Barbra and I were now on the move.

Together, we entered the chamber of
horrors.

Barbra brushed her hand along the top of a
cage. It was built out of two-inch square pipes welded together.
“George gets all the metal at the scrap yard.” She said, eyeing it
affectionately. “The cost of steel is pennies to the pound. Just
cut and weld. He likes building stuff.” She opened the cage and
showed off the ridiculously tiny space. “Even though I like it, we
don’t use this one very often. It’s three foot square with an
interior space of two feet and eight inches. Being inside is a
different kind of bondage. Every move is a complex wrestling match.
You’re just crammed in there.” She smiled, her eyes longing to be
inside. “George won’t let me stay in there for more than an hour or
two.” She rolled her eyes. “He’s so afraid of thrombosis.” She
scoffed. “What a made up word! Silly! Like there is such a thing as
thrombosis!”

She then looked at me, her eyes steady.
“Thrombosis is a real thing and it will kill you.”

Barbra walked over to another, larger cage,
and ducked to get inside. “George keeps me in this one for extended
periods. I can stretch my legs out. I once took two weeks vacation
and spent every second of it in here. I had a steel belt locked
around my waist and my wrists cuffed to it.” She mimed her wrists
being shackled as she pointed. “There’s a chamber pot in the
corner.” Barbra moved around the little cage and carefully balanced
to get into a squat position. “Such a struggle just to use the
toilet!” She then eased to her knees to show the challenge of
eating. “There’s just enough chain in my wrist cuffs so I can reach
the plate and grab something and bring it to my mouth.” Barbra then
shifted an inch or two to the corner. “This bowl is welded to the
bars. Here I can drink.” She put her head down to show me.

Smiling warmly, still pretending to be bound,
Barbra shifted to sit on her butt. She touched the cage floor.
There was a thick foam rubber pad over the floor bars for her to
lie on. “Laying on this is punishment enough. Sit on this for an
hour and it starts to hurt. So you adjust, and lie on your side
until that hurts. You then roll over to the other side until that
hurts. You then move back, but your butt hasn’t recovered and still
hurts. Soon, everything hurts. The floor in due time just beats you
up. This pad is much nicer than concrete, though.” She mused. “You
don’t need any other torment. Just the cage.

“Slavery play, dehumanizing play, allows you
to be you without being you.” She ran her hand along the bars, her
fingers flittering. “Cages keep you in, but it also keeps others
out. It can protect you. Here is your little fort. Here is your
safe-place. Nothing can get to you.”

Barbra looked around at her dungeon. “This is
an oasis. It isn’t just about sex. Although there is a lot sex,
it’s often just an excuse. What it really is about is fantasy world
building.” Her eyes saddened. “It’s building a pretend world to
hide from the real world.”

She smiled distantly, and laughed
soundlessly. “I’m supposed to be the badass, charging into barroom
brawls to make arrests and take down perps twice my size.” She
looked at me. “Those expectations can bring a boatload of stress.
You have to be the strong one, the brave one. For a woman in a
man’s field, you have to be stronger, braver, crazier. You have to
be the hero. The hero who never cries.” She shrugged and shook her
head. “Nope, not today, no badasses here. Today I’m just the
unnamed slave locked in her little cage. Here, I can do whatever I
want while I can’t do a thing.” She paused and looked at the cage.
“I often have conversations I wish I could have with people and
tell them what I really think. It usually winds up with me doing a
lot of nonsensical screaming.” She pointed up. “Acoustic
tiles.”

I looked up at them. I then noticed the sound
insulation on the walls.

“Scream your head off, no one will hear.”
Barbra pointed to a small shelf. “Baby monitor. George can keep an
‘eye’ on me while he does chores.” Her fingers air quoted the word,
eye.

She crawled out of her cage and walked over
to a device consisting of two sets of triangle legs connected by a
padded bench. She laid over it and reached down where shackles
would hold her arms. “This one’s nice. Simple and effective.” She
said, wriggling her butt. “Blindfolded, gagged, exposed. Nothing
you can do but wait in anticipation. We tried oral, but the neck
position was really unworkable. George may spank me, or fuck me, or
both, or neither. Neither really fucks with my head. He’d just
leave me here for an hour or so and then take me back to the house.
With me in cuffs, we’d just sit and watch some t.v. and then go to
bed. It sort of reinforces control. The Dom demonstrates his
control by not controlling. He can have me by not having me. He
proves he can have sex with me by not having sex with me.”

She peered at me with lidded eyes. “At that
point I have to be cuffed and muffed because I’m totally raging,
like… chewing on the gag. If I sit on the floor, George has to put
a towel or two down to keep me from staining the rug. If I get
rowdy, and I will, he puts me over his knee and gives me a few hard
slaps on my butt and puts me back on the floor. The sting on my
butt just kinda simmers warmly and I’m hoping he’s going to ride me
like a cowboy breaking a stallion… but he doesn’t. I just sit there
by the couch, gagged and shackled, until we go to bed. That’s when
it all feels very real and very beautiful for me.”

Barbra stood up, then sat on the bench as the
memories flooded in. She looked at me, her face contemplative. “Men
are told their penis and their penis alone should be more than
sufficient to satisfy a woman. Now George can, and has more than
satisfied me, but think about something: imagine the pressure it
must be on a guy. The stress! You have to make a woman scream bat
shit EVERYTIME with only your penis! Fail once, just once, and
you’re branded forever as a failed man, the worst of the worst.”
She brightened. “Luckily, George is a former Marine. If they can’t
get the job done with their rifle, they’ll use their bayonet. If
that doesn’t work, then it’s hand to hand and if that doesn’t work,
well, they call in naval bombardment.” She stood up and walked over
to a wall of dildos. “And if naval bombardment doesn’t work?” She
chuckled. “No one knows. Naval bombardment always works.

“BDSM isn’t about bondage, domination, or
sadomasochism. You don’t have to be bound or dominated or torture
or enjoying to be tortured. It’s about a loved one who takes the
world off your shoulders for a few blessed hours through the use of
bondage, domination and sadomasochism.”

Barbra watched me as I walked over to the
tall, body cage I had seen before. It was measured for her to be
wearing her stupid shoes so everything was mis-fit for me. I stood
in it anyway and imagined each bar closing across my body, my skin
nicely squeezed. Beside it was the magic electric box that somehow
tormented and stimulated her. I thought about the different zappers
and toys Barbra had and how they would tease me. It felt like half
a dream. I didn’t know what it would feel like, but I wanted to
give it try.

“You’re going to need help.” Barbra said,
watching me. “Trying to bind yourself is way dangerous. You need
someone who understands and will look out for you. It is a tough
job. George has to be right there in case something happens. For
all the hours I spend locked up, George has to be there for every
one of them…” Sadness filled her face and she looked away.
“alone.”

She looked up. “Again, the paradox. He’s the
guy locking me up, but I’m the one locking him up. He’s shackled to
this spot as long as I’m shackled in this spot.” She looked at me
tenderly. “So, if you want to be shackled, you will have to shackle
someone.”

“Easier said than done.” I said, my voice
surprisingly loud in the echoy space.

“Quid pro quo.”
Barbra said simply as she reached for one of the dildos mounted on
the wall. “I mean, what do men want? Their cocks sucked.” She
picked up a good-sized dildo. “This one is about George’s length,
but he has more girth.” She circled her fingers around the shaft.
“He’s a grower, not a shower.” She held it up in front of her face.
“For a man, there is a certain demonstration of power to have his
dick sucked. It also relieves him of all the stress of having to
perform. It’s the best of both worlds for a guy. He just has to sit
there and let it happen.”

She opened her mouth wide, then paused.
“Tongue out, you’ll need the room.” She said smiling, then slowly
moved the cock in, about half way, then backed up a quarter, then
pushed it all the way. I watched her sliding it in and out a few
times before taking it out. “Remember to breathe.” She
demonstrated. “Keep the head of the cock in your mouth at all
times, your tongue right here on the ‘V’ of the helmet. It’s like a
little man clit right there. Take a breath through your nose, go
in, back out, take another breath, repeat.” She did. “If you hold
your breath you will eventually have to interrupt the rhythm to
gasp for air. Then it takes longer and you get tired. When you’re
tired you start jerking him off and really, that just kills the,
how do you say? Je ne sais quoi.” She slipped the cock in her
mouth, exaggerating her motions. In halfway, out to the head, in
half way, out, in all the way until her tongue licked the scrotum,
then back out, keeping the cock head in her mouth, sliding back and
forth slightly, getting a couple breaths, then back in again. “Gag
control is only practice.” She smiled, cuffing drool from her
lip.

I found the dildo in its place on the rack.
It was covered in dust, so I decided to take it to the house to
clean.

Barbra was an excellent coach. “Make yourself
comfortable!” She emphasized time and again. “I use two sofa
cushions because it’s nice on the knees and puts me at the right
height. Take your time, slow and steady wins the race.”

I practiced.

I practiced not because Barbra told me to,
but because in my mind I was thinking of somehow finding a Dom who
was willing to lock me up and tease and play with me. I thought
about submitting, being a Sub on my knees and taking my Dom in my
mouth. Submissive, yet in control. In and out, sliding my lips back
and forth. It was often like patting your head and rubbing your
belly.

Barbra watched me, nodding. “Slow down, not
so rough, keep that tongue right on the little man clit there. He
will enjoy it and will want to make it last.” She smiled, her eyes
twinkling. “Right before he comes he’ll get rock hard, harder than
ever. Pull back to half way, this way he won’t choke you when he
comes. It will all be on the back of your tongue so it will swallow
easy. Yeah, I’m all about the swallow. Swallow big or go home.
Swallowing brings home the whole, ‘domination’ thing. He’s dominating me just as I’m
allowing him to dominate me. This works well in a proper
relationship. Balance. If it isn’t balanced then one takes
advantage of the other. That is abuse. Abuse is bad.” She regarded
the dildo. “It is possible for the Sub, the slave, to abuse the
master. I abuse George.” She said, sadly. “I make him tie me up all
the time. I seek balance by sucking his cock. I put him on the
pedestal so I can serve him which forces him to enslave me.” Barbra
looked at me, smiled, and slid the dildo down her throat. Her eyes
flashed as she remembered something and pulled the dildo out. “Oh,
and if you don’t like to swallow?” She discreetly put her hand to
her mouth and pretended to spit up. “If you’ve done it right, he
won’t notice, or if he’s a real man, won’t care.”

I took the dildo, magic box, and electrodes
back to the house with me. I gave everything a good clean and hid
them in my room.

That night, I went to bed early.

I set everything out. Imaginary Barbra laid
out the wire leads to conductive pads, and demonstrated key places
on the body where they would go. Sadly, the conductive adhesives on
them were dried out, making them useless. Undaunted, Barbra showed
me how the probes worked. “For your first time,” She said. “we’ll
just use this one.” She held up the vaginal probe.

With the aid of a gob of conductive lube, I
inserted it. It was cold, uncomfortable, and rather off-putting.
Barbra dismissed it. “Give it a moment, it will warm up.”

I donned my latex hood and took a minute to
get it to sit correctly on my head. I let my fingers spend a moment
exploring the smoothness of my hood against my head. As I did, I
felt the probe warm within me.

Barbra eased me back against my pile of
pillows. Her soft green eyes shimmered as she reached down and
gently took hold of my wrists. She lifted my hands above my head
and locked them into shackles bolted into the headboard above my
head. She then picked up a huge red ball gag. With a finger, Barbra
touched my chin to guide my mouth open. I submitted and opened my
mouth wide, and then wider. She wedged the ball against my teeth,
and with a forceful wiggle, pushed it into my mouth. She then
methodically tugged the straps tight and buckled them. A strap
behind my head pulled the ball into the corners of my mouth. From
the corners, two straps went up and connected over the bridge of my
nose. A strap lead from there over my head and connected to the
strap that went behind my head. Finally, a second strap from the
corners of my mouth went under my chin. Each strap had its own
buckle. It was all a process; a little tug here, then a little
there, then back to the first, until the harness fit my skull
perfectly and secured the ball completely. The harness forced me to
bite into the ball silencing me.

Properly muted, Barbra slipped the padlocks
into place. The click of the locks ripped through me and tickled my
sex. I was now a prisoner.

I was now primed.

Smiling, Barbra pushed the ‘On’ button, and the magic box came to life.

Nothing happened.

Barbra ignored my questioning look and turned
a knob on the device ever so slightly.

I hummed into my gag as a soft tickle spread
through me.

Delighted with this new power, Barbra grinned
as she turned another knob. I could feel vibration spread into me
like a flower blossom. It grew, and filled me quickly. Barbra sat
back and let that do its thing for a while. She looked at me as if
I was a bit of fine art in a museum, occasionally touching one of
the knobs on the magic box. With each adjustment I felt the
tingling wax and wane within me. It edged me, and played me, and I
felt my climax rage. Barbra gave a toothy smile and touched the
knob again. A fan of pleasure narrowed into a painful spike and I
squeaked. With another slight turn the spike spread open and it was
joy again.

I pulled on my shackles as a climax ambled
along. Eyeing me carefully, Barbra pushed a button on the magic box
and the probe began to move on its own.

A squeal of pleasure erupted from me and
Barbra backed down her two dials to keep me from popping too soon.
My eyes pleaded to her to let me come. I begged her to unleash her
magic machine in exchange for promised service, dedication, and
rent money, but she was unmoved. She only leaned forward and
slipped a blindfold over my head.

And the games began.

The pattern changed, the depth and intensity
changed, the volume and spread changed.

And the probe plunged into my depths.

Mercifully, after an eternity, Barbra finally
whispered, “Come, now.”

My body locked violently. As waves of orgasm
clenched my core, my fingers pulled at the headboard and I heard
the wood crack and threaten to break.

I gurgled and choked and coughed as I tried
to shut down the magic machine. Desperate, I pulled the cord from
the back of the machine to stop it. I then lay on my side and
trembled.

I may have slept, I’m not sure. I had already
mastered the art of sleeping with a gag. At some point I pulled the
probe out and set it aside. I also took off the blindfold, because
I remember the light of dawn rousing me.

I remembered little else.

I found the keys and unlocked my gag. I then
surveyed my headboard for damage. I had cracked it, but it was
fixable with a little wood glue. I briefly thought about attaching
real shackles to the headboard, but I dismissed the idea. The wood
would not structurally withstand my thrashing around.

Sitting on the bed, I thought about
Barbra.

I took the remote from my nightstand and
turned on my TV

It was already set to the Barbra channel.

There she was as always, locked in her pod. I
watched her struggle against her inescapable bonds.

I wanted her to know I existed. I wanted her
to know I was her friend. I wanted her to be with me and to
actually shackle me to my headboard with real shackles and torment
me with her magic box.

What I had was a ghost of everything.

I needed it to be real. I needed the shackles
to be real. I needed to be where she was.
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My time with Barbra was becoming limited as
George became more active. I looked at the shelves of tapes. Barb
recorded a lot, but I was running out of episodes.

I restricted my watch time in order to savor
them.

“These are the pod proto-types.” She pulled a
tarp away with a flurry of dust. “This was the last one.” She eyed
it critically. “I had wanted it to be more automated.” She pointed
to the empty space under the pod. “Once a year you replaced the O2
and feeding goo, then slap in a new carbon filter and boom you’re
done. I wanted to give George less to do so he could get out and do
things.” She shook her head. “Not so much.” She thought for a
moment looking at the pod. “Everything has to be replaced more
frequently than I originally planned which forces George to be here
all the time.” Her eyes creased with sadness. “I also envisioned it
not locked away. I sort of, kinda hoped to be in the living room on
display. Guests would come over and I would be the conversation
starter. They’d ask, ‘How’s Barbra?’ and
George would be, ‘See for yourself.’ and they would look down at me
in the pod and oooh and ahhh.”

“Wagh wa ahrg oagh.” I said brightly into my
panel gag, meaning the big flat screen TV practically put her in
the living room.

“I guess I want to feel remembered.” She said
distantly, then looked up at me. “Just you being here, watching my
video diary, is special to me.” She then looked back at her pod. “I
want to be in there and yet still in here.” She laughed
soundlessly. “So strange sometimes, I don’t even understand it, but
I know that I need it more than anything else.”

“Argh aghmmm.” I said as I stepped over to
the pod and looked it over. I had to search for the differences
between it and the current one. I saw the stainless steel
restraints glint dully in the light and imagined them locked around
my body. I shuddered with a delicious terror wondering what
something like that would feel like. I could not imagine, at that
point, the totality of her submission and sensory overload
imprisonment. Not only would she be sealed inside a thick-skinned,
restrictive, impervious rubber suit and helmet and inescapably
bound, but she would be utterly blind and deaf, unable to speak,
scream or in any manner, beg or plead for release. Then there were
all the insertions into her body, all with the most soul-destroying
abilities to tease or torture her, all while the machines could and
would torment her to the point of manic insanity, driving her to
violent and futile attempts to escape.

Although I didn’t have Barbara’s
well-developed chest, the thought of having my nipples forcibly
extracted from my breasts by an irresistible vacuum made me cringe
and automatically move my arms to protect my ‘girls’. The machinery
would treat me exactly like a cow being milked and I’d just have to
endure it! Then the final torment option for my breasts would be
mild to extreme electrical shocks emanating from electrodes around
their bases passing through the masses of swollen and super
sensitive tissue through my nipples. It was a thought beyond
comprehension.

It was unimaginable to think of, but Barbra
did it regardless. Once fastened and connected, then sealed inside
her pod she would have no choice in any of the things that the
computer program would do to her. It was only a merciless,
unfeeling machine that cared nothing for her feelings, emotions,
and pain that it was inflicting.

I was afraid.

“Magh ug maugh?” I asked.

Barbra’s eyes grew in alarm. “You want to try
it? No, no, no!” She shooed me back. “It isn’t safe!” She paused
and sighed. “If the lid closes it will lock and you won’t get out.
You won’t be able to swing a hammer hard enough to break out the
panel, assuming of course you had a hammer.” She pointed inside.
“See? No release.” She shrugged. “George wouldn’t budge on this. I
had to re-design the entire thing from square one. He didn’t like
only the break out panel because it involved me actively crawling
out and therefore assumed I was conscious.” She regarded her
creation. “He was right, of course, and I had an entirely new
scenario I had to contend with, one George probably hoped would be
the insurmountable option to my plan. He didn’t think I would start
over again from scratch. He thought wrong.” She looked up. “Let’s
cover them up again before George sees them. He hates them.” Her
voice wandered off. “He hates me. He hates that I am dong this. He
hates the pods because they remind him that he hates me. There’s a
lot of hate here. He can’t hate my current pod because I’m in it,
and he loves me, so he hates the pods that brought the new pod.”
She smoothed out the tarp. “He’s furious at himself for not coming
up with a better obstacle to thwart me.”

As I pulled the tarp back in place a notebook
that had been tucked in one of the prototypes fell to the
floor.

“Whagh ugh?” I said, holding it up.

Barbra’s face brightened when she saw it.
“Oh! My college note book!” Her voice became reminiscent. “I
haven’t seen this in a while.” She said longingly, turning the
pages. “I was using this as inspiration for the new pod design.”
She flipped quickly to the back and pulled open a hidden part that
contained several loose pages. It was a slew of crude drawings she
obviously drew during lectures instead of paying attention. The art
formed a karma sutra of kink.

She slowly turned the pages, the memories,
and pointed out the stick figures chained to walls, or being lead
around on leashes, or pulling a cart like a mule. Many of the
drawings came with scribbled notes explaining them. The notes sadly
were indecipherable.

“When you’re young, you are convinced you’ll
remember everything.” Barbra explained. “And because kink was a
no-no, I wrote in code, and because I was young I thought I would
remember the code. Yeah, that did not work.” She went over to the
back wall, behind the proto-types, and brought out more books. Her
drawings had become better, but her handwriting, even when she
wasn’t in code, was worse. She looked at them with sad fondness. “A
lot of history, lost like a sand castle at high tide.”

She sighed morosely then shook it off. “When
I was in college, girls were discouraged from taking engineering or
science. I majored in sociology just so I would have a science
degree.” She turned to a page showing a complex bit of bondage. The
girl was held fast by an exoskeleton robot. It had antennae with
jagged lines coming off it to indicate it was receiving a signal.
“It’s a trainer.” She explained. “The girl is locked into the robot
exoskeleton. The main computer remotely guides the robot. The girl
must move with the robot’s movements or she will be shocked
painfully. She must dust, vacuum and do house things. After a while
the main computer will expect her to anticipate commands. If she
doesn’t start to move before the computer directs her to move she
will be shocked. Soon she will be accustomed to the pattern
repeated everyday and the robot will do less of the work. She will
do the work. Finally she will be removed from the robot. She will
discover to her dismay she has been conditioned to follow the
pattern even though she will not be disciplined.” Barbra admired
her drawing. “She will become a robot. She will try to stop
herself, she may even hesitate to follow her conditioning, but she
will be driven to comply. She will be distressed and uncomfortable
until she completes her tasks. She will finally succumb and
complete her assignments with tears in her eyes. Eventually, she
will surrender to her programming and know happiness as a human
robot.”

She pointed to another image of the girl in
the exoskeleton. “Here she is bent over to receive her master. Her
head is up and her butt is out. She will remain in this position
for an hour or until the main computer senses the master has taken
advantage of either end of her position.”

Barbra looked at her books, then pointed to
even more on the shelf. “I’ve been at this kink thing for a while.”
She said. “People don’t get that. They think kink is a thing, a
fad. That you wake up one morning and want to be tied up and then
another morning you don’t.” She looked at me. “Many people are in
fact like that.” Her eyes became introspective. “They can play
bondage games every once in a while. Add a little spice to the pot.
Not me. I can’t turn it off. It’s all I think about.”

We stood there and looked at the pages,
leisurely noting them.

In scribbled pen, I found the pod and how she
wanted it to function.

“That was before I even knew what is was.”
She turned a few pages and found another pod. “This one is on a
street corner in a futuristic city. People waiting for the bus
could ease their boredom by dropping a quarter in the slot. The
girl would be stimulated and they would watch her wriggle around
for five minutes. Maybe she came, maybe not.” She turned another
page. “This one is the same set up, except the girl has a
contract.” The picture was pretty much the same but a different
angle. Barbra pointed to the scribbled caption at the bottom of the
page explaining the contract. “The girl will remain in her machine
until she has raised a certain sum of money. She will remained
locked in the machine until that happened. The possibility existed
that if she was on a bad street corner, or no one liked the show,
she would remain there forever.” Barbra became serious. “So when
she felt the machine activate, she was motivated to put on a real
show. She would thrash around against her bonds and people would
keep dropping in their quarters. This was the first time I
conceived the notion of permanent bondage.”

The girl in the picture was hooded, blind,
and unaware of time passing.

The anonymity of the girl locked in her
vending machine quickly became me.

“Have you ever gone on a rollercoaster?”
Barbra asked. “The kind with gravity ripping turns and stomach
heaving drops that just rip the screams out of you, and at the end
you scream, ‘Again’, as you stagger out of the car and walk right
back to the end of the line to go again?” She touched the pod.
“Have you ever imagined the rollercoaster never ending? The thrill
uninterrupted?” An invisible shiver ran through her and she gripped
the edge of the pod. “The moment when you near climax, when reality
ends and rapture comes for you and nothing makes sense; you want
that moment to somehow last forever.” She looked at me as her green
eyes burned. “But that moment of utter bliss is fleeting, like when
you pull into the station at the end of the rollercoaster. There’s
a tiny flicker of sadness that the ride is over and reality
returns. Did it take out something for dinner? I have an eye doctor
appointment tomorrow. When was the last time I changed the oil in
the car?” She looked to the pod. “Just a moment ago you were as
light as air and now you’re grounded like a wounded bird gazing up
at the sky.”

Barbra looked up at me. “What if the
rollercoaster never ended?”


Chapter 9

 


 


 


My dreams were becoming more focused.

I pictured Barbara as my captor, making the
preparations. She held my hand as she assisted me to sit on the
edge of the platform for the proto-type pod. The thin pad on its
sliding platform was actually quite firm and had shallow
depressions in it that would fit my body, legs, arms and hands
perfectly, and at the appropriate positions were the reinforced
holes for the posts from the restraint equipment.

I was already wearing all of the snugly
fitted cuffs, collar and chastity belt, with the large dildo and
butt plug, as well as the tight, open-faced rubber helmet. Barbra
stroked my face and slid her finger across my helmeted head before
she stepped back, picked up the harness gag, and looked me in the
eye.

“Open!” she commanded authoritatively and I
dutifully did so.

The flaccid, partially deflated,
thick-skinned, rubber balloon slipped between my teeth and all the
way into my mouth. Barbra then spent a couple of minutes fitting
the dams between my cheeks and teeth and lips before flipping the
wide strap over my cheeks and back around my head, pressing the
chin cup tighter and upward to make me bite down on the ‘neck’ of
the gag pad. When I did, the internal balloon formed itself to the
intricacies of my teeth and mouth, making me almost retch when she
tightened the straps then uncaringly locked them all. I stared
dolefully at her when she produced black, flexible tubes.

“This next part is going to be quite
unpleasant.” She stated unsympathetically, holding up the long,
slippery looking, larger stomach hose. “Hold still, then start
swallowing when you feel the end at the back of your throat.”

With that, she slipped the end piece into the
front fitting of the gag pad, then slowly pressed it all the way
through until I convulsed when it touched the back of my
throat.

“Swallow! Swallow, swallow, swallow!” She
barked as she pressed the flexible tube deeper and deeper.

I managed to do it without retching too
violently. I watched her hand move closer and closer to my face
while I felt the slick hose pass down my esophagus, until at last,
she twisted the end fitting on the hose into that of the gag pad
and locked it fully into my body. She stood back and inspected her
handiwork for a moment.

“Time for the nasal tubes.” She said
casually, as if it was the most normal thing in the world. “Hold
still.”

She produced a wiggly pair of narrow hoses
and carefully inserted one into each of my nostrils. They went
deeper and deeper into my head, and she jiggled them a little to
move them through my sinuses. It was mildly painful, but that
changed to continuing discomfort while the hoses moved along. I
felt them emerge at the back of my throat. It felt as if they slid
into my trachea, and then slowly descended down about the level of
my collarbones, but in reality they were not long enough to reach
that far.

The entire fitting process of these tubes
were frightening and weird as fuck, but she had said it was
necessary to insure an open airway.

“Ok!” She announced
with a bit of triumph. “Time to fit you with the last parts of your
head gear: your air and isolation mask. You will be fed while
wearing it, and of course the mask will regulate your breathing and
your ability to see, which will be nil. With your hearing already
controlled, you’re going to be totally mine to play with as I see
fit. Now, hold still while I fit this and lock your helmet.”

While she moved it forward I stared at the
shiny, massive and ugly steel device that would utterly imprison my
face and control my life. I shut my eyes when its interior
feeding/watering and air fittings were connected to my nostril and
mouth hoses. Without hesitation she slowly pressed the cool, black
rubber inner liner firmly onto my face, then quickly flipped the
mask’s thick rubber straps into their adjustable locking buckles.
She then tightened them all, leaving me squinting to see through
the tiny vision ports.

I felt the pressure when she closed the lock
on each buckle, and knew with certainty that I was completely
sealed away; silenced, and helpless, but it was about to become
much more real when my ear buds hissed with her commanding voice to
lay back on the bed. I responded immediately and shifted into the
depressions for my body and limbs. As I settled in, she adjusted
the posts of all of my restraints until they pressed through their
respective holes in the pad and platform. Under it, each post
passed through its auto-locking clamp. She then ensured that I was
held down as firmly as possible by pressing on each restraint until
it was held tight to the thin pad. The only way these could be
released from the locks was to access the digital control panel and
key in the correct sequence of numbers and letters.

I could barely move. Fear began to ooze
though me. It stiffened my joints and my muscles and paralyzed me.
I fought. I tugged at my restraints and found them immovable.

I was helpless, and strangely it calmed
me.

A soft wave rolled over me and I was somewhat
surprised by the sensation.

Barbra smiled knowingly as she watched the
change move over me and took that as a sign to proceed. Somewhere
near my head she touched a button and activated the noise-canceling
feature in my ear buds and left me in a soundless universe.

I could still see though, even if it was only
to stare straight up at the ceiling. I was unable to twist my head
in its depression, thanks to my collar’s rear post being drawn down
and locked. She intentionally left me with only vision for the
moment because she wanted me to see and have the full experience of
being inserted and sealed into my imprisoning pod. She wanted me to
know I was powerless to prevent it from happening.

As I lay there helpless, shackles clutching
my limbs and my head locked in its own prison, I was incredibly
turned on.

I didn’t want the rollercoaster to end.

Barbra disappeared from my field of view. I
then felt the movement of the bed as it slowly slid along its rails
and into the depths of the pod. I went into it head first. I saw
the thick steel rim and its locking lugs, then the black painted
inner surface of the steel cylinder that was now to become my
prison, my entire world. As I moved deeper into the tube I saw the
light from the observation ports. I could see Barbra looking in.
Her face was of longing.

The platform stopped abruptly and I felt the
vibrations of the clamps locking down on the pad. The layers of
security were soul crushing. I was locked in a suit, locked onto a
pad, and locked into a steel pod in a secret, locked room. Just as
I felt she was done and nothing more could be added to my prison,
something at the top of my head harness pulled up towards the top
of the long platform, stretching my neck inside the tight collar,
and further immobilizing me. Below my clamped-down feet I sensed
the pod’s thick door close, and then more vibrations when the locks
engaged and sealed me fully inside the imprisoning tube. I felt,
more than heard, the hiss of the inert gases pumped into the
chamber.

Panic exploded in my mind when I realized how
fully and securely imprisoned I had become. I clung to the bit of
vision I had. I could see Barbra peering down at me through the pod
windows.

She smiled.

Then she was gone.

She turned off the lights and I was in
complete darkness.

In my dream I could see her leave, lock the
door, and pile stuff in front of it to hide it. I then watched
Barbra seal herself in her bondage coffin. George didn’t know where
I was and would never find me. No one would know where I was and I
needed quarters or I would never pay off my contract. I struggled
against my cuffs to no avail.

I would be locked up forever!

I was on a never-ending rollercoaster,
looming at the deep drop into infinity.

Then George was there. He slowly opened my
pod and released me.

I woke up.

I remembered everything so vividly that it
was uncanny.
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It was time to follow Barbra’s advice.

I had watched her put herself into a
permanent, inescapable pod and absolute sexual torment, and all I
could think of was, ‘that looks fun!’

I needed a partner, a new boyfriend; one who
was completely different from my last partner.

He would be strong, independent, dutiful, and
faithful. He would also be a he. While Barbra certainly made me
question my sexuality, so much so I could see another woman in my
bed, I still wanted a man to be there.

I went on-line and created a profile. I
posted a selfie, nothing too crazy; just me, a small smile, normal
clothes. I did have a corset on because I began to feel naked
without one, but my shirt hid it.

“You call that hidden?” Barbra scoffed,
looking over my shoulder.

I cuffed the drool from my ball gag, then
waved to disperse her ghostly presence.

She ignored my fussing and pointed to the
screen. “Click on fisting. You’ll love it.”

“Ngh ghn ugh!” I countered.

“But you haven’t tried it!” She pleaded.
“Just write in your bio you’re fisting curious.”

“Agh ugn nggh huch ng.”

Barbra sniffed contemptuously. “Spoil sport.”
She reached for the mouse and I swatted her hand away. “You are so
vanilla!” She whined. “Is that what you want? Plain Jane?” An idea
flashed on her face and she reached over me and typed: “Seeking no
limit Master for crazy, slightly illegal, shit.”

I deleted that.

Barbra threw her hands up. “I did put,
slightly illegal.” She gave an exasperated sigh and pulled
up a chair. She sat beside me and rested her head on my arm,
looking at the screen. “You’ve been staring at the same screen for
an hour now.” She said. “Just looking at the blinking curser:
blink, blink, blink.” I felt her eyes on me. “Okay, don’t think,
just write what you want.” She motioned to the screen. “Go ahead,
do it now.”

My fingers hovered over the home keys.

“Fisting…” Barbra whispered.

As seconds turned to minutes, Barbra nodded,
then pulled my hands away. She spun me around and straddled my lap.
I felt her heavy breasts press against me and smelled the latex in
the outfit she wore. “What do you want?”

I couldn’t help but lay my hand on the crest
of her corseted hip. “Eyugh.”

She smiled sadly and kissed the corner of my
mouth, right where my cheek met the strap of my gag. “I want you
too, but I’m locked in my pod.” Her fingers played with a scruff of
my hair. “I don’t even know you.” She motioned to the monitor. “I’m
just your contrived fantasy.”

“Ugh hurgh ug.”

Her eyebrows rose. “But I must remind you.”
She said softly. “You are a woman, and you want something. You’re
trapped in a castle with an ogre who’s keeping a princess locked in
a magic coffin.” She looked at the keyboard. “Write this story.
Where do you want to be?”

For an instant, I wanted to be locked in the
magic coffin.

Not getting an answer, Barbra took the
keyboard. “Let’s see who’s out there.”

She typed in some filters and we scrolled
around. She then expanded the search.

Barbra’s lips scrunched up as she clicked
through. She then expanded the search again. “Boom!” She exclaimed. “Your new master. He’s
skilled, compassionate, intelligent, and a virtuoso of kink. He’s
got his own crazy dungeon! I would totally let this guy Dom me.
This is your guy.”

“Er erghg.” I pointed out.

She read the screen, noticing. “British
Columbia?”

“Agaga.”

“Canada isn’t that far away.”

“Urk ugg yagah.”

She looked at me. “Really? Three thousand
miles?”

“Agh eh aughphst.”

Barbra was aghast. “Since when do you need a
passport to go to Canada?”

I didn’t bother try to explain it. Instead I
added to my very plain profile a single, final word, and clicked,
post.

Kink?

Perhaps I was too broad. Maybe my picture was
too, picture. Whatever I did wrong, I certainly did it wrong. I
glanced over and dismissed the first forty-eight hours of, let’s
call it responses and not creep-fest crazy shit, and reviewed the
more sane contacts.

I wanted to seek the safety of Barbra’s tiny
cage. I wanted to lock myself up to keep the weird out.

I wanted kink, not, KINK. I wanted to
explore. I did not want to leap into the pool of lava. I wanted a
safe word, a safe sentence. What I got was layers of abusive
fantasy. I got guys who had horrible lives and instead of standing
up for themselves wanted to take it out on their girlfriends under
the guise of BDSM.

I did not know what I wanted, but what I got
was what I did not want.

I was literally sitting on an amazing dungeon
that I could not use or tell anyone about, while pointing and
saying, that thing, yeah, lemme try that, all while trusting that
person to lock me up in those things.

Trust that person.

Maybe I was still recovering from my old
dickhead boyfriend? Maybe I wasn’t ready to plunge into the shark
pool of dating? Maybe I didn’t want to be in a shark pool at all?
Why the hell did we have a shark pool? Where did all these sharks
come from? Why was Barbra lifeguarding over a shark pool?

Barbra tried to put a consoling, but firm,
spin on it. “Okay, calm down. Yeah, this isn’t working.” She
slouched in the chair and looked at the screen. “You’re in the
middle of fuck nowhere and a bazillion miles from anywhere. There
is stuff out there if you’re willing to drive.”

I was willing to drive, but I wasn’t willing
to leave George alone for that long.

Barbra honed in on the thought. “Why not?
He’ll give you time off, you’ve earned it.” I only looked back at
her as her emerald eyes glinted. She smiled. “He’s been running the
show without you for years. He can run it again.”

“Uough e ugh!” I shouted into my gag.

The room lit up as Barbra smiled. “So there
you have it. You’ve written yourself into the story.”
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“What story?” I shouted at the pod.

It had been a week since I tried to find a
Dom online and Barbra talked about writing myself into the story
and I didn’t even know what the story was. She was the princess,
George was the ogre, and I was…

I wasn’t in the story.

Standing over her pod, I watched her
struggle. I pushed my hand into the goofy rubber glove and touched
her and for a moment I was in the pod with her, locked and trapped
forever.

I took my hand out just to prove to myself
that I could. I was free, capable of walking away. I could go for
ice cream if I wanted too. I could go to the movies, or get my car
detailed, or have a pedicure. I could do anything.

I stood there and watched her.

Barbra stood next to me, watching herself in
the pod. “You’ve got issues.”

I was aghast. “I’ve got issues?” I pointed to
the pod. “You’re the one trapped in the pod!”

“And what are you trapped in?” She
retorted.

If she had slapped me right across the chops
it would have stung less. I wanted to respond; ‘I’m not trapped!’
but I didn’t.

I couldn’t.

I just stood there.

Trapped.

Barbra smiled, taking me in with her eyes.
“We all struggle with life and desires. We confusedly set up
bridges and barriers and rules of right and wrong.” She tapped the
pod. “Well, there are no bridges, there are no barriers, and no
right or wrong, unless you’re drunk driving because that’s wrong as
fuck and I will catch you and put you jail.” She motioned with her
head. “You need a little de-stress. Come on, let’s blow this pop
stand.”

I followed her out of the pod room, pausing
to lock it up, and up to the living room. She turned on the stereo
and put in a CD. Soft tones, like distant chimes and bells, filled
the room. She then pulled two cushions from the couch and dropped
them on the floor. Barbra sat on one and motioned to me to sit on
the other.

“Sit up straight.” She coached. “Focus on
your breathing.” She took a deep breath. “In through your nose and
out through your mouth. Let your thoughts wander, then let them
wander back. Soften your face, unclench your jaw, let your
shoulders sag.”

I did. I left myself go and drift away. I
felt comfort and ease and quiet.

George’s voice dragged like a woodman’s saw.
“Barbra.”

My eyes popped open. I stammered that I found
the CD and I thought it was meditation music and I was just…

I was alone.

I could hear the distant rumble of the
cultivator and I remembered George was out on the tractor in the
field. It was just me sitting on a couch cushion on the living room
floor with headphones on.

Horror flashed against the back of my skull
as another level of Barbra’s torment was revealed to me. The CD she
had showed me in her video was a copy of the background sound she
was playing in her earphones in the pod. It was a series of soft
sounds with layers of other sounds, sounds that were not so
pleasant.

“Imagine being in a room with a fluorescent
light,” Barbra explained, “and the light is turned off. You then
realize that there was an electric buzz slowly driving you crazy
the whole time. Suddenly it’s gone, and you feel as if a weight has
been lifted from you.”

Barbra had created a repeating CD of soft
sounds with random interjections designed to pull her back to the
here and now. It was George calling her name, or tones akin to
fingernails dragged across a chalkboard, hidden under soothing
bells or rain tapping on a window.

“Science, and shit.” Barbra explained. “We
set up speakers that would play audible tones in frequencies only
teenagers could hear, but sub-audibly, so they couldn’t hear it.”
She pointed to her ear. “Sound hidden in sound. It’s there, but you
don’t know it’s there. The police had a program where we would play
these sounds that only kids could hear in places we didn’t want
kids hanging out. It wouldn’t bother adults because they couldn’t
hear it. See, as we get older our hearing, well, it dulls. Kids, on
the other hand, can hear it, but they don’t know they hear it. What
happens is they feel uncomfortable but don’t know why. They move on
and hang out elsewhere.

“It is easy to get lost,” Barbra said,
listening to the ‘music’. “and let
yourself get swallowed up into the eddy of oblivion. We numb
ourselves to everything because something might be unpleasant.
Well, there lies madness. We layer scars over scars until we forget
why we had scars.” Her green eyes drew me in. “But scars are there
for a reason. They are the shadows of pain we endured but survived.
They are evidence of healing. We should cherish them, but instead
we hide them. Eventually, parts of the scar rise to the surface and
remind us of the pain. That memory of pain makes us do things
against our will, like the girl locked in the robot exoskeleton.
Well, this sound track is designed to bring me back to reality and
to remind me that I am locked in a torture pod of my own design. It
will ground me, and keep me sane, and I will not become numb to the
wonderful and horrible sensations I must endure.”

Barbra had figured out a way to torture her
ears. It would drown out any sound, while at the same time fill her
with sound.

In the stereo cabinet I found six CD’s. Each
one had about eight hours of ‘music’
broken into two-minute tracks. She then transferred them to a
digital recorder, hi-tech for her, to play the over fourteen
hundred tracks randomly.

I stood there and stared at the CD in my
hand. As I did, I realized there had been something buzzing in the
background of my mind. Barbra was aware of her imprisonment. George
had dismissed it rather insouciantly, but I had figured with all of
her tortures, locked in an inescapable prison, her brain would have
crumbled; she would be numb to the repeated sensations.

She wasn’t.

She was aware.

I went back to the video library. What I
thought was more explanation about sound was a new rabbit hole
altogether.

Barbra was in George’s workshop. Her hair was
gleaming and beautiful and I realized I was looking way back in
time. She wore spandex that showed off her never-ending curves,
which were exaggerated by her wicked tight corset. She pranced
around excitedly in her stupid shoes. I could see George’s profile
as he sat at his bench, clearly annoyed at our intrusion into his
private, inner sanctum workshop in the basement.

“We scored parking meters!” Barbra shouted as
she heaved up one from George’s bench, just as he was reaching for
it. She stumbled, surprised at how heavy it was. “We got it for
scrap!” She struggled with its ungainly weight. “Scrap!” She
wrestled with it, eager to show it to me. “The city is re-doing
them on Main Street and retiring these!” She snatched a tool from
the bench, again as George was reaching for it. “You take this
key,” She inserted it into the meter, “and pull out this center
core.” She paused, then shook it, her face lightening. She set the
meter down and pulled back a little door on the core and peered in.
“Ooooh! We’re rich! This one still has money in it!” She up ended
the core on George’s bench and dumped a cascade of dimes into his
lap.

I blinked and the screen flickered with an
instant of speckled white noise.

Barbra was now sitting on a stool. Her hands
were behind her back. She was idly swinging her feet, which had
been cuffed together. “Show what you’re doing.” She insisted.
George rewarded her with a look, then ignored her as he opened the
meter case. “So, the parking meter is kinda like a clock.” Barbra
explained to me. “Inside are gears and crap, but the important bit
are these disks. There are three disks that spin at the same
speed.” She nudged George’s chair with her foot. “Show the disks.”
George didn’t. “Well, if George showed you the disks, you would see
they are perforated with holes. A pin in one of the holes denote
how long the meter will run when you put money in it.” She shifted, bringing both hands together from behind her
back to try and point to something on the meter, and I could see
her hands had been cuffed. “The pin spins around and hits a
trigger and that clicks off time. The pins can be adjusted, thus
changing the time you can park. The city planners can make the time
long or short, depending how much money they think they can make
from you parking. Well, the whole thing is mechanical, and in a
near indestructible housing. It’s a brilliant bit of technology,
really.” She kicked George’s chair again. “Zoom in the camera.” She
instructed.

I blinked.

Barbra now had her big, fat ball gag wedged
in her mouth.

“Hughg, eyphgu gu.” She said. “Ghu hugh,
errgu.”

I blinked.

She was now blindfolded. She sat ramrod
straight, her breasts tantalizingly thrusting forward. As she
shifted about, testing her bonds, I saw her elbows had been cuffed
together. In protest, she kicked George’s
chair.

George sighed and his roguish eyes flashed at
me.

I blinked, and Barbra was seated on her stool
about two feet away, out of kicking range. As George struggled to
pull a slug jammed into the meter, Barbra got up, balanced on her
toes, and began to hop around the room.

George growled, and with tight lips, tossed
his pliers on the bench.

I blinked.

Barbra was against the back wall, slightly
bent over. A short chain, maybe eight inches, was attached to her
collar and secured to the wall, forcing her to stand still and face
the wall, giving me a wonderful view of her lovely ass. Unable to
fully stand, or sit, she could only shift around to try and ease
her muscle fatigue. She mewed quietly into her gag. Occasionally
she rattled her chain by tugging on it.

George sat at his bench and reveled in the
peace, before picking up his pliers. He adjusted the pins on the
disk, then wound the meter. He touched something in the clockworks
and the disk began to spin. He glanced at his watch and timed the
rotation. Satisfied, he took up a soldering iron and began to wire
the meter. He connected it to a small outlet box. Finally, he
plugged in a vibrator wand into the outlet box.

He picked up the meter and wand, and carried
it to where Barbra stood. He set the meter on the floor. He dropped
a coin into the meter, wound it, and stuffed the wand into Barbra’s
nether.

The reaction was instant. Unexpected, and at
full bore, the sudden sensation tore through her with pain and she
jerked back, but the chain on her collar anchored her. She squirmed
and shimmied as a moan escaped her throat as the sensation turned
into harsh pleasure.

George only kept the wand on target while
looking at his watch.

Thirty-seconds later, the meter shut off.

Barbra stood stunned and dismayed while
George picked up the meter and carried it over to his bench. She
hummed piteously, but George didn’t seem to hear her as he picked
up another meter and began to work on it. He opened it up, adjusted
the pins, soldered it up, and connected it to its own outlet box.
He then tested it on Barbra, giving her thirty-seconds of angry
bliss. When it was done, he put in four coins, wound the meter, and
gave Barbra two full minutes.

The effect was astounding. Her thighs
clenched on the wand and she drove her body into it, forcing George
to struggle to keep it steady. I could see her pulse ramp up as her
heart raced. Air hissed in her nose as her breathing became faster
and faster.

The meter clicked off.

It was as if the rug had been yanked out from
under her. She slumped against the wall, and then pulled back
against the chain that held her in place, as if she forgot it was
there. She moaned sorrowfully, clearly unfulfilled, but George was
having none of it. He only returned to his bench and pulled apart
another meter. Out of six meters, he got four working; each he
tested on Barbra.

The sporadic tease was just a torment for
Barbra. She retaliated by doing an exotic worm dance when she
thought George was near and tried to lure him with her magical
breasts, but he only began the next phase, which comprised of
half-inch plywood and a horse saddle.

After he piled up his materials, he brought
over another chain several feet long. He swapped out Barbra’s short
chain for the longer one. He then set the baby monitor, dragged
over the stool, and let her sit. He tested the monitor, and then
left her.

She was surprising quiet.

I realized if she made any noise he would
assume it was distress and run back, so she remained still.

When he came back he had two bowls of food.
Hauling his stool over and sitting in front of her, he ungagged
her. “Not a word.” He cut her off in mid-syllable and put a
spoonful into her mouth. She complied and ate.

They had dinner.

After he feed her, he ate. As he did, she
leaned close and whispered something. He looked around curiously,
and then patted his pockets for the video camera remote.

As if I had moved my chair closer, I zoomed
in on Barbra.

She whispered something else to George and he
responded: “No.”

Barbra fumed for a moment, then opened her
mouth wide. “Ahhhh!”

George looked up from his bowl; which I
recognized as his signature dish of rice, hamburger, and mixed
vegetables. He set it down and picked up Barbra’s ball gag and
wedged it into her mouth and buckled it closed. With her silenced,
he resumed eating.

I blinked and it was daylight.

They were outside. Barbra was fidgeting with
the camera. I recognized the interior of George’s truck. I had a
perfect view of Barbra’s breasts from the perspective of the glove
box.

“Can’t put that there.” George’s gravely
voice was flat and curt.

Barbra looked back at him, a little irate.
“What?”

“Air bags go off,” George went on, “and
you’ll eat that.”

She looked at me as she realized the obvious.
Her face flashed with, ‘fuck…’ and ‘I’m sorry’, as she looked at
me.

An instant later I was in the back seat.

In reality, George’s aging truck didn’t have
a back seat. It had a small space to store things, but now,
magically, it was where I sat.

Barbra was wearing ultra-tight jeans, a black
tee-shirt, and a satin green corset. She had on her stiletto shoes
with five-inch heels. She bound her wild hair into a ponytail with
a black ribbon.

She was out in front of the truck,
dancing.

George slid into the front seat. After
buckling up and starting the truck, he looked up and watched Barbra
as she went from the Mashed Potato to the Twist. As she started
doing the Loco-Motion, he tapped the horn.

Startled, she ran around to the passenger
side and leapt in. She slammed the door and shouted, “Go! Go! Go!” Then, without being asked, put on her
seat belt. As George shifted the truck into gear, she looked back
at me. “This is going to be great!”

 


The tape ended.

I scrambled for the next tape, praying the
adventure continued.

 


Barbra’s concerned face peered back at me, as
if I had passed out. Assured I was okay, she shifted back around in
her chair. We were in the truck and adventure bound.

Had I not known them, I would have thought
Barbra and George were normal people on a road trip. They debated
with talk show radio hosts, yelled at crazy drivers, argued over
the map, and swatted at each other excitedly if they saw a
Volkswagen Beetle.

They moved like a NASCAR pit crew as they
drove into a gas station. Barbra’s door was ajar as they pulled in
and she was out of her seatbelt and out of the truck before it came
to a full stop. George worked the pump as Barbra reported the
trailer was okay. As he fueled up, she went to the restroom. He
topped off, hung up the pump, got a receipt, and slid back behind
the wheel. He drove away from the pump and slid up to the
mini-market. He hopped out, and Barbra slid in. She drove the truck
around and found a shady spot out of the way. Clicking on her
seatbelt, she adjusted her mirrors. George slipped into the
passenger seat and as they pulled away, clicked his seat belt. As
Barbra drove, George dispensed the snacks.

At their second pit-stop, the process
reversed.

Back on the road, Barbra looked at me. Her
face was filled with smiles.

The tape ended.

I glared angrily at the monitor, blaming it
for my sudden return to reality, and glanced at my clock. I watched
it click toward my set alarm and hit the off button the instant it
tried to ring. I looked at the next tape.

I left it there.

Something was happening, something important,
but I had a chicken coop to clean, a dinner to make, and chores to
do.

That night George sat across from me. His
graying beard and deepening eyes told me about the passing of time.
Earlier, I was in the back seat of his truck with his younger self.
I felt as if I was passing like a ghost back and forth through the
pages of time.

“Arugula.” He said,
looking at the salad.

“Antioxidants.” I reminded him.

He looked at it suspiciously. “Has anyone
ever seen an antioxidant?”

“Yes.” I said
definitively, even though I wasn’t sure.

George’s investigator skills picked up on my
lackluster response. “And what does an antioxidant look like?”

I glared at him. “It looks like spinach.
Spinach is good for you. Now eat your arugula.”

We ate; gently arguing about whatever there
was at hand to argue about, and cleared the table when we were
done. He took out the trash and I loaded the dishwasher.

When I finished cleaning the kitchen I went
into the living room. George was there, slouched and snoring on the
couch. In his hand was his whiskey. The only light in the room was
the shifting glow from the TV

Barbra was on the screen.

I sat next to George.

The living room light timer clicked on and
filled the room with light.

I watched Barbra struggle against her bonds.
I watched the seething pull of her muscles beneath her skin of
latex as she fought against her indefatigable restraints.

As if a veil had been ripped back, I saw
through time. I watched her body shift, just as George held the
vibrator wand against her nether when he tested his parking
meters.

“I think she just came.” I said.

“Yeah.” George grunted, as if he wasn’t
asleep a moment before. “We’ll check the printouts in the
morning.”

I shook my head. “I’m sure.”

George watched the screen. In the corner of
my eye I could see Barbra reflected in his eyes. He shifted
forward, sliding that much closer to the screen, and to her. “Yeah,
I think you’re right.” He nodded, and I knew whatever the results
were, a new standard had been set. I said Barbra had an orgasm, and
that was it. In that moment, I had rewritten the code.

The following morning, after chores, George
and I found ourselves in Barbra’s crypt, scrutinizing her
printouts. I had not re-written the code, but I had gotten it
right. It was a sliver, a moment, a spike in everything, and to the
untrained eye, nothing of note had happened, but to George and I,
it was a bowel shaking orgasm and we had watched it happen. Her
printouts confirmed it handedly.

George added it to the nest of other
printouts and noted it to the log with an asterisk.

I looked at it longingly.

He eyed me. “What?”

What I said was the dumbest thing anyone
could have said.

“It means she’s still there. She still
feels.” I watched her wriggle around in her pod. “Sensations are
just the body sensing, but an orgasm is something special, right?
An orgasm is mental. It’s perceiving everything coming in as
pleasure, and all the brain chemicals mixing with all the body
chemicals and, and… Zap! Pow!” I looked at George, my face hopeful.
What I was saying was total bullshit, but I guess I wanted it to be
true. “She’s here! She’s with us!”

George walked out.

I stood there for several minutes before I
realized what a heartless thing I had said.

Barbra had locked herself into an eternal
prison and George held the keys. While he understood she had mental
protocols in place, he didn’t have much faith in them. Deep down
inside George was banking on her being numbed by the overwhelming
sensations of her imprisonment and she felt nothing and knew
nothing of the passing of time.

I confirmed what he suspected but didn’t want
to believe.

Barbra was sane and knew what was
happening.


Chapter 12

 


 


 


 


 


What was there to do but continue my
assignment?

I went back to the video pile and back in
time. Barbra and George were driving somewhere and hopefully the
next tape was the destination.

Back in the truck, I watched George drive as
Barbra navigated. They were now in a city, a major metropolis. I
could see the distant vanishing point of the converging streets and
the tall buildings with sidewalks garnished with green, bushy
trees.

I could gage George’s stress level by his
steady increase in swear words and Barbra’s proportional decrease
in her fucking around.

“I can see it up ahead!” Barbra announced,
pointing. “Can we park there?”

“Not with the trailer.” George countered
through gritted teeth.

“Is that Greg?” She asked. “Yes! They saved
us a space!”

“Okay.” George said as he dispelled all of
his building tension with a sigh of, mission complete. He
downshifted and pulled the truck into a parking space as Greg
pulled orange traffic cones out of the way.

George stopped the truck, set the brake, and
turned off the engine.

Barbra and George looked at each other,
kissed, and then donned masks. George wore an austere white Italian
renaissance mask, while Barbra wore something far more bacchanal, a
green and gold Mardi Gras mask adorned with glitter and
sequins.

As George rolled out of the truck, Barbra
turned back to me. “Come on!” She said brightly and eased me out of
the back seat, out the window, and into Greg’s awaiting arms.

Greg was bald, clean-shaven, and excessively
handsome. He wore a fishnet tee shirt that did nothing to hide his
zero-body fat abs, and leather pants so tight I could tell his
religion.

“Welcome to Bastille!” He said.

While I wanted a moment more to savor Greg, I
turned and watched Barbra climb out of the truck. She stretched,
then ran over and hugged Greg, blinding me briefly with her right
boob. She then turned with delight as four guys came up the stairs.
Two wore leather hoods with zippers over their mouths, one wore a
collection of straps positioned precisely to keep him from being
arrested for violating indecency laws, and the fourth was an older
gentleman wearing a Hawaiian shirt, flip-flops and a thong.

His name was, Earl. He was in charge.

The two men in leather hoods turned, faced
each other, and clasped wrists. They then leaned down and presented
a chair of arms to Barbra. With a queenly air, Barbra sat and
draped her arms over their shoulders. They picked up as if she
weighed nothing and carried her down the stairs into the club.

Earl came over to me and Greg and the guy
wearing straps for clothes went with George to the back of the
trailer. They began to unload quickly and efficiently. I saw the
sheets of plywood, plexiglass, and horse saddle. They then unloaded
a compressor, rolls of high-pressure hoses, and milk crates of rope
and duct tape. Lastly, the men wearing leather hoods returned and
they moved an ungainly, and very heavy, clothes rack. Earl shouted
in a very heavy southern accent, “Y’all be careful with that! If
y’all drop a single sock….” He paused as the thought became too
much for him. “Well, just don’t, ya hear?”

Greg joined them as sort of backup support,
and the three made their way down the treacherous steps. George got
back in the truck and drove away.

With the sidewalk clear, Earl and I went down
the cracked and uneven steps. “This here’s the Author building,
cornerstone laid in 1809 by Reverend Arthur Author. Watch your
step.” Earl warned as we stepped in. “This here’s the first floor.
Each time they re-pave the street, the sidewalk rises a couple
inches, so it’s not the club being down here, but the street being
up there.” He laughed at his well-told joke. “By 1860 the building
already had three steps to the street and people began to think of
this floor as the basement, forgetting there is an actual
basement.” He pointed down. “And that became part of the
Underground Railroad.” He smiled proudly. “Imagine that! A century
and a half later and slaves still flock here for a chance of
happiness.” He pointed down at a square hatch in the floor. “This
is a modern door installed in 1953. It’s a ladder to the cellar. It
isn’t safe right now. We’re restoring it to what it was in 1860 and
I will be happy to show y’all next time y’all come visit.”

We stepped into the club. Since it was
mid-day the club was sort of closed, but there was a lot going on.
All the lights were on, which showed the secret to the magician’s
trick usually hidden in the shadows. There were scaffoldings
adorned with light cans and smoke machines, and towers of speakers.
Mirror balls hung like Christmas ornaments. Amidst the standard and
boring discotheque equipment were implements of fun and pain;
stocks, pillories, a Judas cradle, a vertical rack, and a gibbet’s
cage. Chains hung randomly from the ceiling. An Iron Maiden stood
solemnly in the corner.

“This wall here that has no reason to be here
was erected in 1983 to comply with city fire codes,” Earl
explained, pointing at the most disinteresting thing in the room.
“but if y’all look back here y’all will see the original brass
marker from the 1883 fire marshal approving the building habitable
for human occupation.” He walked me around the club, glancing over
modern things as if they didn’t exist, and regaled the history of
the building, highlighting the salacious conducts of the occupants.
“If y’all look here, y’all will see the outline of a door. This was
the original entrance where Mary Author, age thirty-seven,
granddaughter of Reverend Arthur Author, brought unaccompanied
spinsters, unwed girls over the age of twenty, to meet with elite,
single gentlemen of wealth, in a private setting for the intent of
marriage.” He peered back at me. “Match making, you see.” He then
gave a dubious shrug. “A very respectable endeavor. She had all the
town and city permits, and listed many successful matches made.” He
cast a side-glance at me. “Although there seemed to be many, many
clients and many, many visits, there where very, very few
weddings.” He winked. “In 1818 she received a letter of
commendation for her contribution for the defeat of the British
during the war of 1812. There is no documentation as to the reasons
for this commendation, so y’all will just have to speculate.”

We made our way around the club, briefly
watching Barbra teach a class on Shibari, Japanese rope bondage.
Where we stood, I could not see any faces of the students and I
knew that was intentional. Barbra, wearing her Mardi-Gras parade
mask, was handedly tying up a young man. She noticed us. “Show them
the bar!” She motioned with a tilt of her head.

“I’m getting to it!” Earl countered and
turned towards the bar. It was a massive, polished dark oak counter
adorned with hand carved crenellations and accents. The back wall
was a myriad of shelves filled with exotic liquors and potions. “In
1920, with the passing of the Volstead act, bars closed nationwide.
Politicians made quite the display of sending a wrecking ball
through any establishment that served liquor. What y’all see here
is from a demolished Chicago club.”

As we looked at the historical bar in detail,
I couldn’t help but notice at the far end of the bar George and
Greg were assembling a booth. It was four feet long, four feet
wide, and eight feet tall. The first three feet of the bottom half
was dark stained plywood, and the remaining upper portion was clear
plexiglass, framed by two by fours. Inside, level with the bottom
of the plexiglass, was a padded floor, and at the center of that
was the horse’s saddle. The saddle had been shrink-wrapped in black
plastic sheeting. From the seat of the saddle were two wire
leads.

Bolted on the outside of the booth, at the
line below the plexiglass, were the four parking meters. Each one
was painted a different color, red, blue, yellow, and green.
Beneath them was a small hatch with a plexiglass door. Inside was a
small space where a large, empty pickle jar was suspended by
braided wire.

“Y’all wanna explain this rig?” Earl
asked.

George’s harsh glare was unimpeded by his
fanciful parade mask.

Unnerved, Earl turned to Greg for an answer,
but Greg nervously glanced at George before he looked at us. “Let’s
not ruin the surprise, shall we?”

Earl agreed, and instead turned and watched
Barbra’s rope bondage class. Her subject, a young man with short,
blonde hair, was bound neatly in a web of rope, which despite its
complication, took Barbra only a few seconds to spin. He was
balanced on one foot, while the other was tied ankle to thigh. One
of his arms was tied akimbo, his hand secured to his hip by a belt
of rope. His other arm was bent behind his back in an arm-bar.

A line ran from the network of rope behind
his back up to a block and tackle. The lead then ran to Barbra. As
her audience watched enthralled, she wrapped her fist around the
cord, pulled, and lifted the subject several feet into the air to
the applause of the crowd. As he slowly rotated in the air, Barbra
tied the line to an anchor point. Casually she gently pinched his
toes and fingers while she talked about how the subject’s weight
was distributed so he could remain suspended in the air without
pain or cutting off circulation. She then held a question and
answer period as members of the audience came up and inspected her
work.

Although Barbra had more to talk about, she
glanced up at the clock. “The witching hour approaches!” She
announced cheerfully as someone handed her a cloth bag. She reached
in and stirred the contents. “Sir Earl, would you be so kind?”

Earl was delighted. We walked up and he
reached his hand into the bag and pulled out a small ticket. “All
right y’all, check your stubs.” He called out a number and someone
in the crowd squealed in delight. “Y’all come on up!”

A man came up. Before he came into view,
Barbra handed him a simple eye mask. “Congratulations, Grimdog! You
come with me.” She then turned to someone in the crowd. “You are in
charge of him, yes?” She thumbed at the man suspended behind her.
Getting an affirmative, she looked back to me. “Let’s get this show
on the road, shall we?”

With Earl punctiliously reciting the history
of nearly every beam and tile, we followed Barbra through a maze of
corridors to a back room. Here, we found where they had set up her
clothes rack. The room was a little tight, so I squeezed into a
corner.

Grimdog’s prize was to help Barbra get
dressed.

Barbra stripped lasciviously while Earl and
Grimdog somehow kept their gentlemanly composure. Naked as she was
on her birth, she danced to a tune only she could hear. As I
watched, I could see she was in a world all on her own. She smiled,
closed her eyes, and turned her face to a sun only she could feel.
She paused, and came back to the real world. As she put her hair
into a ponytail, forming a ball of copper wire bigger than her
head, she did some stretches.

Earl had been busy at the little sink. When
he turned back, he held up an enema rig. Seeing he was ready,
Barbra pushed a chair over. She grabbed the arms of the chair,
leaned forward, and put her face right into the camera.

She pointed the crest of her ancestors right
at Earl who took a brief moment to bask in its radiance.

Barbra winced in mild surprise as Earl did
his enema administrations.

“Back in the day,” Barbra explained as Earl
held up the rubber sack and let the enema gravity feed into her.
“enemas were a common, normal aspect of life. Somewhere along the
line they fell out of fashion.” She scoffed. “As if we don’t poop.
Well, a little warm water keeps it all nice and clean. The health
benefits are well documented.” She glanced back at the bag to check
its progress then looked back at me. “You can use a little saline,
glycerin, or Castile soap. I switch back and forth, depending what
I have on hand. Some people use all sorts of concoctions with their
enemas and some of it can be dangerous. Your lower intestine
absorbs that stuff and it by-passes your liver and dumps it right
into your bloodstream. Your liver is one of those important organs
and skipping it is a bad idea.” She looked at me, her eyes hard.
“So don’t do it!” She smiled. “Just warm water at body temperature,
really, that’s all you need, it’ll do the job. The sensation can be
comforting and disconcerting, and so there is a certain… pleasure
one can derive from it. Some people with skills may adjust the
temperature to induce a little discomfort for a little, internal
torture.” Her eyes lidded as she reached down and massaged her
filling belly. She glanced back. “Are we done?” Earl nodded as he
gathered up his hose. “A half-quart?” I couldn’t hear Earl’s
response, but Barbra repeated, a little surprised. “A whole quart!”
She looked at me. “That went nice and easy. There is a complexity
to the simplicity of enemas.” She said, rising. “It works fast, but
try to hold it for a few minutes.” She said walking behind a
screen. “But be ready to evacuate.” I could see her silhouette
through the screen. “You should try for five minutes. Oh! We’re not
doing five minutes! Here we go!” She sat down on the commode.

As Barbra did her business, Earl showed
Grimdog what he had the honor of doing as he laid out electric
pads. “These are for the calves and these are for the thighs.” He
instructed. He then laid out steel breast cups, pointing out valves
where the nipples were. “These are vacuum actuated. Inside, these
spring contacts press against the nipples.” He pointed to the
rubber rim of the cups. “These are conductive rubber, so the
electricity flows in a closed circuit, electrifying the whole
breast, but not across the chest and the heart.” He held up the
cup. “The whole thing sucks and shocks simultaneously.” He nodded
to Grimdog conspiratorially. “It’s like a whole party in one
spot.”

As Earl began to lay out other toys, I
recognized one as the vaginal e-stim probe. He then put out
packages that looked like medical supplies.

I heard a flush, and Barbra came out from
behind the screen. She leaned on the screen casually. “There is
always a bit of a false signal where you think you’re done.” She shooed at me. “Pay
me no mind.”

Earl looked at her. “You wanna pick out what
you wanna wear?”

She pointed at the rack. “The red one.”

Grimdog found the full body latex suit from
her clothes rack and laid it out. Then she pointed to a box where
Grimdog found a red, full-face latex hood. He set that beside her
suit.

Barbra stepped back behind the screen. “Round
two!” She exclaimed.

Earl surveyed the equipment, double-checking
they had everything, while instructing Grimdog on the process.

With another flush, Barbra stepped back
around the screen.

She gave herself a quick sponge bath, then
gave Grimdog the honor of washing her back and rubbing her dry with
a towel.

Meanwhile Earl had donned surgical gloves and
a mask. Barbra sat down on a sheet covered lounge chair as Earl
instructed Grimdog how to don his protective gear.

“A clean environment is important during
catheterization.” Barbra said as she leaned back and lifted her
legs. “That’s where everyone gets a little lax.” She took a
pre-moistened cleaning wipe and sanitized around her quivering
oyster. “You want an Urinary Tract Infection? Use cheap stuff.” She
then took a second wipe and cleaned again. “Spend the extra coin
for medical grade equipment.” She nodded at Earl she was ready.

Earl was methodical in his process as he
inserted a catheter into Barbra. “Go slow.” He instructed Grimdog.
“Watch y’all’s patient. Look for any signs of distress or pain. If
you see them wince, y’all are doing something wrong. When y’all hit
the bladder, urine will dribble out. I have a cup here for just
that.” He held up a clamp. “Keep this at the ready.”

Sure enough, urine poured into his cup. He
let it fill before he clamped off the hose. He then connected a
syringe to the catheter’s second shunt and pressed down. “This will
inflate a little balloon in the line and lock the catheter in
place.” With that done, he checked his work. Satisfied, he held up
his glass with Barbra’s urine and
peered at it like a wine connoisseur.
“Remember, your urine is clean to you. Someone else’s urine is
not.” He then knocked it back and savored the taste. “So, y’all
should know the source.”

He took the e-stim probe and held it in his
gloved fist. “I’m gonna warm this up a bit.” He motioned with his
chin. “Get me a glob of that conductive jelly.” He held out his
hand. “Drop it right here.” He rolled the probe around in it. “All
of this is medical grade and latex safe. Don’t chinz.” He looked
up. “Ready Barbra? Barbra?”

She was holding her ankles presenting herself
to Earl while staring at the ceiling. She was lost in whatever zone
she created for herself. Her fantasy had begun.

“Barbwire!” Earl shouted.

She snapped back. “Yes, sir!”

“Y’all ready?” Earl
questioned.

“Yes sir.” She said, distractedly, as if she
wasn’t exposing herself to two men.

“Y’all all right?” Earl pressed,
cautiously.

Her eyes thinned as a wave of erotic passion
washed over her as her whole body flushed red and prickled with
gooseflesh. “Oh, yes sir.” She half moaned.

Grimdog leaned over to Earl. “Did she just
come?”

Earl nodded knowingly. “Makes this part
easier.” He said and slowly inserted the probe. He kept his target
as Barbra seethed and flexed with blossoming arousal. That done,
Earl sat back and carefully peeled off his gloves and dropped them
into a bin. He then pulled on fresh gloves. He repeated the same
procedure for an anal probe.

He and Grimdog paused and watched Barbra’s
body flex and heave as she clutched her ankles tightly.

“That’s the hottest thing I have ever seen.”
Grimdog whispered in awe. “Are they, you know, open?”

Earl looked at him horror, not believing what
Grimdog was hinting at. “How many men have you killed?”

Aghast, Grimdog
stammered. “None!”

“George has you up by three.”

“Message received.” He whispered. “Question
retracted.”

“Smart man.” He said as he put on fresh
gloves. He then leaned forward and called Barbra’s name. She didn’t
respond until he called, “Barbwire!”

“Yes, sir!” Her eyes popped open.

“Time to get you dressed.”

She nodded slowly and released her ankles.
“Yes, sir.”

Grimdog took her hands and helped her to her
feet. Her knees buckled and she almost dropped, but Grimdog’s
reflexes caught her and held her upright until she could find her
legs. She nodded her thanks.

Holding onto Grimdog for balance, Barbra
stood still as Earl began to slather her in a silicone lubricant.
He then switched positions with Grimdog, and took her arm.

Grimdog picked up her suit. He knelt before
Barbra and, bunching it up, held it open. With Earl holding on to
her, Barbra dipped her toe into her suit and Grimdog began sliding
the suit up. With one foot done, Barbra put her other foot in and
slithered into her suit while Grimdog slowly brought it up. Higher
and higher, Grimdog eased up the suit until with a shrug of her
shoulders Barbra was in. Grimdog pulled up the zipper in the
back.

Outside, I could hear someone testing the
sound system. Earl took that as a queue to move things along.

The suit ran from the top of her neck to the
bottom of her ankles. There were holes for her opulent breasts to
fit through, and her crotch was exposed. She stood as still as a
statue as Grimdog painstakingly smoothed out the wrinkles in the
suit and made it part of her skin. He then knelt before her and
held her in-pointe shoes. She nudged her feet in and leaned into
Earl for support as Grimdog laced up her shoes for her.

With that done, Barbra stood on her own,
carefully balanced on her toes. She held out her arms, not so much
for balance, but as a pose.

Her emerald eyes were glazed as she watched
something a thousand miles away.

Grimdog was allowed to shine her suit. He
sprayed polish on her red, latex clad body, then buffed it with a
clean cloth until her body shimmered as if she had been dipped in
fresh blood.

Barbra was safely in her world. Any response
from her was a simple, ‘yes, sir’ or
‘no, sir’.

Outside, someone was making announcements on
the overly loud sound system. The words were distorted and
unintelligible.

Earl held Barbra’s
hands and Grimdog laced her corset. He balled the cords in his
hands and drew it tight. He then wound the cord around his fists,
put his knee in her back, and as Earl held her, pulled the corset
tighter.

“More!” Barbra gasped, but Earl gave the
order to tie it off.

Outside, music began to play and the walls
trembled from the thudding bass.

Grimdog picked up a steel belt and clasped it
around Barbra’s waist. He secured it with a padlock. Two large
chains were then locked onto the belt. One hung in front and
dangled past her pussy, and the other in back, draping down over
the crack in her butt. At the bottom of each chain was a polished,
stainless steel ring about three inches in diameter.

Black leather bondage mittens were secured
over her hands and padlocked onto her wrists. Her mittened hands
were guided up behind her back, hand to opposing elbow. A black
leather satchel was guided up, over her folded arms to her armpits.
Straps ran over her shoulders and held the satchel in place. A
steel cable was threaded through a hole in the satchel. The cable
ends had welded eyeholes through which a padlock was passed
through. The lock hung below the satchel. Barbra’s arms were
comfortably restrained, but the cable, which wrapped around her
forearms, insured that even with her flexibility, she couldn’t get
her arms free.

Barbra shrugged gently against her bondage,
sub-consciously testing and fighting her restraints. She began
shifting like a serpent and Earl and Grimdog couldn’t help but
watch the steamy show.

Outside, the DJ made an announcement,
shouting over the music.

Earl snapped out of his reverie and picked up
another medical packet. He donned his mask and peeled open the kit.
He retrieved a small, white hose, maybe an eighth of an inch in
diameter. It was already slathered in lubricant.

While Earl made his preparations, Grimdog
guided Barbra to sit in the chair.

Earl leaned down and inserted his hose into
Barbra’s nostril, giving it a little twist with a roll of his
fingers. “Don’t rush this.” He said to Grimdog. “The sinuses are
very sensitive. Swallow for me, Barbwire.” He instructed as he
pushed the hose in.

“Yes, sir.” She whispered, her voice barely
audible over the thunderous beat of the music outside.

Earl threaded several inches of hose into her
nose. Reaching a set point, he stopped, and then connected the end
to a syringe. “Just a half-drop of saline.” He said, gently
squeezing the plunger. “If we missed, and the tube is in her lungs,
she will cough that up.” Not getting a reaction, he pushed a little
more in. Still no response, he secured the outside of the hose to
her cheek with a bit of surgical tape. He then ran the hose back
behind her head and into the bush of her ponytail. “When this is
hooked up, it will keep her hydrated and provide a bit of glucose
for energy.” He explained.

He then picked up a fatter hose that wriggled
as he held it. He smeared a bit of lube on it, then slipped it into
her other nostril. “This is to insure airway. Give it a half turn
towards her ear as you guide it in. If she gags, it’s too long and
y’all need to get a shorter one. Don’t try to cut it, just get a
shorter one.” He then looked at her. “Take a deep breath for me,
Barbwire.”

“Yes, sir.” She complied and her breasts
heaved. Earl and Grimdog took a moment to marvel the majesty of her
swelling bosom before slipping the steel cups over her breasts and
securing them in place with black leather straps and a padlock.

Back into Earl’s medical chest, he took a
gauze pad and placed it over Barbra’s eye. He carefully taped it
down, running white strips of medical tape in an ‘X’ pattern. He
repeated the same for the other eye. He then took a two inch strip
of tape and carefully ran it across both eyes, tapping it down to
insure no light could possibly get in.

He gave her cheeks a little squeeze and she
opened her mouth wide in response. He packed a red sponge ball in,
and with bulging cheeks, Barbra’s lips wrestled to close after it.
Earl ran a stripe of tape across her lips, then crossed over with a
second and third. He ran a couple more horizontal stripes and
Barbra’s face, save a tiny sliver under her nose, was a nothing but
white.

Barbra moaned into her gag.

Earl took foam earplugs and rolled them
tightly in his fingers before he packed them deep into her ears. He
held them in until they fully expanded.

Blind, deaf, and mute, Barbra arched her back
as she shivered. The two men paused and silently wondered if Barbra
had yet another orgasm. Shrugging, Grimdog picked up the latex
hood. He threaded his fingers through the crown hole before
grasping the base of Barbra’s ponytail. He pulled the ponytail
through the hole, and then stretched the whole hood over Barbra’s
head, shifting and wriggling it into place until her head was
nothing but a featureless orb, save two tiny holes for air. Earl
provided a third hand and grasped Barbra’s feeding hose and guided
it through the crown hole along with her hair. There, he let it
hang.

A wide, black leather collar was wrapped
around Barbra’s neck. Grimdog gently tugged the laces in back to
tighten it up while Earl held it and Barbra’s head steady. The
collar was wide and contoured; the bottom rising over the crest of
her shoulders while the top swept from under her chin and then up
by her ears.

Carefully, the two men stood her up. While
Earl held her steady, Grimdog picked up his polishing cloth and
after giving it a couple good sprits of polish, gave Barbra a
final, glistening shine.

“Y’all get the camera and head out.” Earl
instructed. “She’s gonna want you to film her entrance.” He gave
her an acknowledging nod. “‘Cause Lord knows where she’s at right
now.”

Nodding, Grimdog came over and the world
suddenly jerked around. Earl said something like, “Watch your
step,” and Grimdog took that as a signal to film his feet as he
walked.

 


I fumed a little as I was suddenly back in
the real world.

I stood up, stretched, and looked over at
Barbra’s pod. I could see the rhythmic heave of the air bladder
lifting and falling, circulating her air. Tubes seethed and wormed
as they flexed under pressure. The lights of her orgasmizer
flickered.

“Lord knows where she is at.” I said.

The trembling bass sounded and called me back
to the video.

 


It was dark and loud. Images flashed in and
out like ghosts. The DJ was saying something over the din.

Greg stepped out of the shadows. He said
something and gestured. “Turn that on.” He pointed.

Sunlight erupted from a light mounted on the
top of the camera. In the center of the spot light, Greg smiled,
although half blinded. “Welcome to the freak-show!” He shouted.
“Welcome to Bastilles!”

I could smell the sweat and lust of all the
latex and leather. People glided around, and quickly posed
dramatically in front of the camera. Every time the camera’s harsh
light flashed by, those not wearing bondage hoods, quickly donned
the simple masks Barbra had brought and previously handed out.

A girl, I’m assuming, walked by with a small
tray secured to her waist. Chains ran up from the front of the tray
and connected to clamps on her nipples. Her arms were neatly bound
in a single glove behind her and her mouth was sealed closed with a
panel gag. Her eyes squinted with delight as she carefully balanced
a fruity cocktail on her little tray. The drink had been filled to
the brim and I imagined for any drop spilled, a punishment awaited
her.

She expertly dodged as a heavily muscled man
wearing a horse’s tackle and bit pranced by with a leather-clad
mistress riding his shoulders. Someone with a dog head of neoprene
with a leash attached to his collar flashed into and out of the
camera’s light.

The music dimmed, and the DJ announced.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, Lords and Ladies,
Knights and Dames, Slaves and Servants: tonight, Bastille presents
the myth, the legend, Barbwire!”

Everyone turned and cheered as the spotlight
lit up the landing to reveal Barbra in her red and black latex
leather combo. Her mirror polished steel breast cups and shackles
flared hard in the video and flashed iridescently.

Magically, four brutish gimps in full rubber
appeared. They picked Barbra up and carried her down the two steps
to the dance floor. There, they relinquished Barbra back to Earl,
who gave her a guiding touch. With Earl’s lead, Barbra slowly,
robotically, walked on her tiptoes, lifting her knees waist
high.

The crowd went wild.

Over the undulations of the crowd, the DJ’s
voice sounded. “This weekend, Barbwire brings you her latest wild
creation, The Vendorgasm!”

Like Moses parting the sea, the crowd stepped
back and left a path to the box George had assembled. George had
changed his clothes and was wearing black military fatigues,
spit-shined boots, and his white, Italian renaissance mask. As she
approached, he opened the front of the booth. He then turned and
received her from Earl, lightly taking her upper arm.

Amongst the turmoil, the cheers and shouts of
the crowd, and in the center of everyone’s focus, George seemed
incognizant. He only beheld the object that was his wife. Through
his mask, in his shadowy eyes, his aura, his Georgeness, I could
see his sad face.

He leaned forward and nuzzled her rubbery
cheek.

Barbra’s body locked tight and rocked back,
her chest lifting up as her back arched. Although unexpected,
George held onto her, keeping her on balance while Earl came up
from behind to lend support. The crowd gasped, then cheered at what
must have been a powerful and spontaneous orgasm.

George watched her carefully for a moment,
and when she seemed to relax, he nodded to the magic gimps that
again appeared. George turned her around so her back faced the
booth, and the gimps picked her up. As she floated in the air, she
bent her legs at the knees.

The gimps backed her into the booth. They
slid her over the horse saddle and lowered her down. As they did,
George craned in the booth at a weird and painful angle and
connected the wires and hose that dangled from Barbra’s crotch to
contacts in the saddle. As George slithered out of the way, the
gimps lowered Barbra down to settle on her knees into the soft
cushion of the platform. Sensing she was where she was supposed to
be, she sat herself down on the saddle, shifting to sit
comfortably.

George then guided the chains from her metal
belt to hang through holes in the platform. He then reached into
the back of the booth. There he found a thin, white hose and
connected it to the hose that had been hidden in Barbra’s ponytail.
He then traced the hose to the back corner of the booth and
followed it up to an IV drip chamber attached discreetly to the
corner post. Satisfied it was functional, he eased out of the
booth.

Taking a moment to catch his breath, George
connected curly air hoses to the aureoles of Barbra’s breast cups.
The bitter end of the hoses vanished into the padded base of the
platform and I imagined they connected to the compressor housed
somewhere beneath.

George eyed the set up for a moment, and then
pulled the front of the booth closed. He turned a garage door
assembly handle and audibly I could hear the locking studs slam
into metal strike plates to lock the booth. He then turned a second
handle and the chains connected to Barbra’s belt twitched and drew
slightly taught as, what I imagined, hooks on a rod under the
saddle caught the rings of Barbra’s chains and secured her to the
saddle. When the handle clicked, George gave it a good rattle to
test it was properly locked.

The crowd cheered as the DJ announced the
obvious. “She’s locked in!”

George then knelt down and peered through the
window into the hatch that had the pickle jar. I peered over his
shoulder and I could see the tiny trickle of urine line the bottom
of the jar.

George nodded, and then went through the slow
process of clambering up to his feet. I almost felt the pain. I
could see even then his back was fucked up.

Standing straight, George held up a small key
and the house spotlight focused on it.

“There it is, folks!” The DJ announced.
“Barbwire’s freedom!”

George turned. While everyone watched with
bated breath, he put the key in a metal box mounted on the front of
the booth, just below the parking meters, and shut the lid. He
tested it with a shake to show it was locked. On the front of the
box were cut outs for numbers, but because of the shadow from the
waving spotlight, I could not read the numbers.

“The only way to free Barbwire,” The DJ
explained. “is to meet that number! Line up! Bring your stripper
biscuits! Enjoy the Vendorgasm! Remember all proceeds go to fund
cancer research, so pony up!” The DJ touched a control on his panel
and the pulsing music resumed.

A line had already formed, and a cute girl
with light blonde, curly hair in a leather jacket, skirt, and calf
high boots, who had queued up when they had first brought the parts
to the booth and even helped with some of the assembly, stood
anxiously with a dollar in hand.

She thrust it triumphantly at Greg as he took
his seat behind a table. Despite her oozing excitement, he
insouciantly exchanged it for four tokens. “For being first, Wynn,
you get a bonus.” He winked and slid her another four tokens.

Feeling the weight of the tokens in her palm,
Wynn approached the booth. She paused, and held her fist to her
chest as she took in the spectacle. Lights in the booth showed the
object that was Barbra. She had no features; she could be anyone.
The lights glinted off her shiny red latex skin, contrasted by her
black leather corset and wide collar. She could shift about, but
just so; the chains from her belt kept her secured to the saddle,
the crest of which pressed right into her mound.

I saw plain as day that this was Barbra’s
ingenious, terrifying design from her sketchpad from college. It
was the machine that would sit at a bus stop, or train depot, where
bored patrons would drop coins in to watch a girl twitch and dance
around. If she was good, or had generous patrons, she would pay off
her contract and be free. If not, she would remain there for the
rest of her life.

I looked down at Wynn as she tried to figure
out the game.

There were no instructions.

Behind her, people with tokens in hand,
called for her to get on with it, but she wouldn’t be rushed.

I shifted my arms in the satchel. It seemed
to be so simple, yet perfectly confining and escape proof. I could
feel the pull of the steel belt around my waist that held me in the
saddle. As I watched Wynn, I thought it was odd that I could see
despite being perfectly blindfolded.

She looked at me with determined eyes and
dropped two coins in the first meter on her left, my right, and
turned the knob with a definitive twist.

As the full bore of the vibrator threatened
to tear me apart, I realized I was somehow, magically in the
booth!

I jerked hard as the vibrator ripped into my
sex like a lightning bolt. Confined by my corset and collar and
shackled kneeling to the saddle there wasn’t far for me to go, but
I was compelled to go as far as I could. I lifted and danced and
wriggled on my saddle as I arched my head back and forth. I didn’t
have to put on a show, the vibrator tore it out of me. It was hard,
painful, and like a lingering aftertaste, distantly erotic.

Wynn watched with a scrutinizing eye as she
dropped two tokens into the third meter from her left.

Lurching, I heaved in surprise, almost trying
to escape my own breasts.

Nodding, Wynn dropped two tokens into the
fourth meter and I began to bounce up and down, driving my sex into
the saddle.

The first meter clicked, ‘Expired’ and shut
off the horrible vibrator as Wynn dropped her last two tokens into
the second meter.

I shivered, then spasmed, then twisted back
and forth.

Her blue eyes transfixed, Wynn stepped out of
the way as the next person moved up and confidently dropped all
four tokens into the first meter. They looked at the meter,
commenting that slot had closed off. Greg explained something about
the meters could only take four tokens at a time.

I was being torn in half. I wanted to come
like an avalanche, but with each drop of a token it was snatched
away.

When the third meter clicked off, Wynn nodded
to herself. I could see her lips speak the words,
fifteen-seconds per token. She then turned and hurried to
the back of the line just as someone in the front of the line
complained they could only get four tokens at a time.

I was locked in Barbra’s machine, a public
vending machine where people could spend their money to watch a
girl thrash around and hope it was their token that gave her a
massive orgasm.

The first meter sent painfully powerful
vibrations right to my clit, while the second sent pulsing electric
trickles deep into my pussy, ass, thighs and calves. The third gave
soft suction to my breasts, while the fourth drove wicked shocks to
my tender nipples. As I watched Wynn cycle back and forth through
the line, she didn’t know which did what. Since only four tokens
could be added to a meter at a time, there was always an
interruption to whatever sensation I endured.

Wynn had made it her personal mission to give
me a killer orgasm.

Everyone in line had the same ethos and they
shouted over the music their theories on how to bring it about, but
Wynn was the one who identified the third meter activated the
compressor that gave the soft sucking of my breasts while the forth
gave hard shocks to my nipples.

It was then, in their enthusiasm to give me a
wonderful, sexual euphoria, plunged me into complete torment.

They decided the first meter was a
pleasurable clitoral vibration, and the second meter was painful
vaginal shocks.

I shouted at them, but the thick, spit soaked
sponge in my mouth negated anything I said and I could only watch
helplessly as their mistake unfolded.

The vibrator was set to ‘insane’. Each time
patrons dropped a coin into the first meter, the vibrator in the
saddle ripped into me like a jagged saw. I danced and thrashed my
hips around in an uncontrollable attempt to escape the harrowing
over-stimulation, but the chains kept me in place. What they
thought was joy, was agony.

If they had put all of their tokens into the
second and third meter, I would have a near constant, mind bending,
time spanning orgasm. Despite the torment, and the tokens in the
wrong meter, the orgasm begrudgingly called. I felt it stir in my
pulverized pussy and burst into flame. It began to fill me, control
me, re-wire me. I was coming like a missile strike to the tune of
air raid sirens. As the first orgasm rumbled toward me, threatening
to just kill me outright with euphoria, everything stopped like
blowing out a candle.

I looked around blearily and confused. I
bucked forward to drive my poor battered pussy into the saddle,
but… nothing.

The first meter refused to accept any more
tokens. Everything stopped as the music softened and the spotlight
shined on George as he opened the meter’s core and pulled it out.
He then dumped the tokens into the metal lock box, then adjusted
the number in front. The DJ announced the totals towards my
freedom.

George then replaced the core and got the
meter working again. The next eager patron came up and put their
tokens in. After a several minute interruption, what hit my sex was
like drinking from a fire hose while being fucked with a cactus.
Trying to ease the pain, I lunged forward and smacked my head into
the plexiglass, startling George. He watched me carefully for a
moment, but I came nowhere near the glass again.

The crowd cheered, and more people lined up.
Everyone complained about only being allowed four tokens at a time.
The first meter had to be emptied again just in time to thwart
another orgasm.

I could see both George and Barbra’s plans
for redesign, their fresh blue-prints for a better Vendorgasm. Next
time there would be a new restraint to prevent me from hitting the
plexiglass. Meanwhile, George mentioned to Greg something about
smaller tokens and using a coin counter to automate the release
mechanism.

Wynn asked if she could be in the booth next
time.

I couldn’t tell the passage of time. I think
at some point Grimdog turned off the camera to change the battery.
While the line to the Vendorgasm never seemed to shorten, the night
began to wind down. The pickle jar full of my pee was auctioned
off. Not being up on the concept, having never heard of why anyone
would buy pee, I didn’t register it. A woman came up and claimed
the prize and held the jar aloft like a trophy.

Whatever.

The club lights finally came on and the
patrons all wandered home.

Although the lock box keeping track of my
tokens remained locked, George was somehow able to retrieve all the
tokens from it. Just as they had promised, the front of the booth
remained secure, but the back was a secret entrance and George was
able to release me from the saddle. He held me as I shivered from
exhaustion. I pressed against him and he cradled me, and in his
embrace he touched my smooth, featureless head.

I exploded like Mount Krakatoa.

No stimulation, no electrics, just the
consoling touch of George and I went off like a firework.

George, almost sensing the impending tsunami,
held on to me and rode out the massive wave of sensation and kept
me safe from smacking my head into anything.

When the storm passed and I regained
composure, George went to free me, but I wouldn’t have it. I
stiffened or shifted away from George’s attempts at unlocking me.
Somewhere a compromise was reached. The collar was removed and my
corset slackened. I was allowed to lie on the padded floor of the
booth to rest.

I didn’t want the roller coaster to end.

George had planed for this contingency.
First, he took a rolled up pillow and placed it easily under my
head. Then, with Greg’s help, he set up a cot. The video ended with
George on his cot, Barbra in her vending machine, a gimp standing
watch, and me at my station a thousand miles and twenty years
away.

 


Back in reality, I watched the blank screen
until it turned to white noise and then black. Still waiting for
something, I watched until I heard the click and whirr of the
machine as it spat out the tape. I looked at it sitting in its slot
as I listened to the hum of Barbra’s
machines.

I then looked at her.

I got up and walked over to her pod. I
climbed up on it and lay across it, peering into the porthole to
watch her. I mumbled into my gag, Where are you, Barbra? But
she didn’t answer. I watched her shiver and shudder as the machines
did their work.

I pounded my fist down in frustration and
shouted into my gag, You had it all! You had the vendorgasm! You
had George! What more did you want?

“I wanted it to never end.” She said.

I sat up and watched her with narrowed eyes.
Without George?

“George is with me.”

I pulled on the straps of my gag to pull it
out, but it was locked and the key was upstairs. What does that
mean? I mmphed at her.

She smiled, almost blinding me with her
radiance, and in an instant we were back at Bastilles.

 


Barbra was in her place in the vendorgasm.
The lights to the dance floor were on, but there were classes being
held. Cat-o-Nine Tails is Foreplay, the Authority of the Sub, and
Cuckhold Happiness, were some of the subjects, but the center focus
was Barbra in the vendorgasm. Frequently, the classes took recess
by announcing: “I see the line is getting short. We’ll take a break
here.”

The line never got short.

Before the club formally opened for the
night, a tarp was draped in front of the machine and Barbra was
given a break. When the DJ began his seemingly endless mic check,
the tarp was pulled back and the early clubbers beheld the
spectacle of the Vendorgasm.

I noticed a new chain ran from the back of
the booth and was hooked into Barbra’s corset. It was a quick,
jury-rigged addition to keep her from putting her head through the
plexiglass.

And the show went on. Wynn was back, but
mostly it was a new audience and they made the same mistake of
putting their tokens into the first meter despite Wynn now
suggesting to focus on the second and third meter.

Near the end of the night, the DJ announced
that the magic number had been made and Barbra was free! The
spotlight shined on the booth and George was able to turn the
numbers on the lock box and open it up to retrieve the key.
Everyone cheered as George opened the front of the booth. Barbra
ducked him, but this time George was ready and he quickly undid the
laces on her neck corset. She shook her head, denying the
intrusion, but with one, smooth motion, George pulled off her latex
hood. He deftly plucked out one of her earplugs.

“You did it! You paid off the contract!”

She shook her head.

With all the sweat, the tape on her mouth
peeled off easily. She struggled to get away but George held her
jaw and pinched until he could pry out the sponge.

“No!” She cried.
“Put me back in!”

“The club is closing!” George pressed.

“Not yet! Not yet!”

George hugged her. “Shhhh. Come on, let’s get
you unhooked.”

She sagged as exhaustion caught up with her.
She lay limp in his arms while Earl undid her belt, corset, and
boots. With moist eyes she squinted in the dim light as she peered
around. Greg fanned a stack of bills at her to show how much money
she had made with her machine. She nodded sleepily, then dosed in
George’s arms.

As they packed up, and the magic gimps
arrived to carry Barbra, I could just about hear Greg talking to
George. “Yeah, leave it here. We’ll buy it from you. It will be a
permanent exhibit.”

The tape ended.

Dutifully I saved and marked the file. I then
walked over to Barbra’s pod and put my hand in the glove and
touched her arm. I had to feel her and verify she was there with
me.

I felt her shiver.

I wonder how much Greg would pay to have
you as his new permanent display? I mumbled into my gag.

Barbra seethed as she slammed into her
restraints.


Chapter 13

 


 


 


 


 


I was making oatmeal. I added a pinch of
nutmeg and cinnamon, and a heaping tablespoon of brown sugar. As it
thickened, I turned off the heat and tossed in chucks of
banana.

I could feel George slide up behind me as he
breathed in the aroma. “Grab the toast, would you?” I asked,
stirring the pot.

He grabbed me in his strong arms.

His grip was unyielding, like bands of iron,
but I didn’t resist as he spun me around and kissed me deep, and
then deeper, his rough beard bristling against my cheek.

I woke up.

From my bed I could see out my window the
dark blue-sky yielding to the deep orange line of the fiery
dawn.

I closed my eyes for a second.

When I opened my eyes George clamped a
chloroformed rag over my face and held me down in my bed until my
struggles slowly faded and unconsciousness took me. I was awake,
yet out, helpless to move or call out. George picked me up easily
and carried me out to the dungeon and leaned me into the body cage.
As the final bars swung close, I began to stir. As the last bar
clamped tightly across my mouth, I mewed piteously.

The sun sat opulent and content on the
horizon as I woke up again in my bed.

A flash of disappointment struck me as I lay
there. I was unrestrained and ungagged and I wanted desperately to
be both.

What was happening?

As I stared at the ceiling and watched the
line of sunlight creep across, I felt Barbra snuggle up to me.
“Chloroform? Really? Chloroform is not a good idea.” I could feel
her eyes sweep across me. “By the way, how’s that dating website
working for you?”

“Freaks.” I said dismissively.

“Are they?” She pressed. “Maybe they don’t
know how to talk to a pretty girl.”

I almost laughed out loud. “Pretty?”

“Oh, quit trying to play it off.” She
admonished me. “You’re a bootyllicious badonkadonk with a tushy
full of spank-o-spank. The reason you keep getting freaks is
because the normal guys take one look at your face and think you
can’t be real.” She softly smiled with her eyes. “If I wasn’t a
contrived fantasy made up of your boredom and loneliness I would
make a play for you myself.” Her green eyes glinted in the rising
light. “Maybe you reject the on-line guys because none of them are
George; and now that I’ve broached the subject yet again, what
about George?”

I gave her side-eye as I laughed
breathlessly. “And how many men have you killed?”

She smiled deeply. “Ask me how many combative
perps I administered free dental care?” Her nose scrunched up as
she winked. “Go on, ask. How many belligerent fucks have I taken
down to the ground?”

I had forgotten whom I was talking too.
Barbra was the submissive, the slave, the object in a booth
twitching for tokens to entertain patrons at a bus station and the
badass armed with a nightstick who waded into drunken bar brawls to
drag out the instigator of the fight and haul him kicking and
biting off to the slammer.

I sighed as I looked back at the ceiling.
“Message received. Question retracted.”

I could feel Barbra’s breath on my cheek. “I
don’t think you’ve received the message or retracted the question.
Do you want George?” My cheeks flashed with blush and Barbra cooed.
“Wow, I felt that in the pod room.”

I turned to her, but she was gone.

I eyed the empty space. “Yes, I retract the
question.” I argued with the shadows, checking to make sure
Barbra’s ghost hadn’t reappeared. “I… yes, I have a sort of
quasi-crush on your husband. A lot of women do.” I quickly added.
“But for George, there’s only you, Barbwire.”

It’s not like I hadn’t tried.

Subconsciously, I guess. Or maybe as an
experiment, or a tease, I don’t know, but it was like I was
radioactive. I did everything to garner his attention while trying
not to garner his attention all while I garnered his attention.

He never touched me. Even in the tight
confines of the chicken coup he would slide around me despite my
attempts to rub up against him.

I found myself wondering what he wanted for
this birthday, knew it was socks, but got him a shop apron anyway,
because… George.

So I went to go see Barbra.

“Chloroform is not a good idea.” Barbra said
while showing off her arm-binder. George had put her in it, sliding
her arms into a long leather pouch effectively making her two arms
into one useless one. When laced properly it was very escape proof.
“Chloroform is extremely flammable. Also if you use too much you
can kill the victim.” She had her back to me, her arms as one,
writhing behind her. “Chloroform is just a cheap B movie plot
device to kidnap the girl. And it is always a girl. When was the
last time you saw a guy get knocked out with chloroform? Exactly.
It’s great for kidnapping the girl in fantasy, though. That’s the
thing about kidnap fantasies, you can be the strong heroine but
taken down and made helpless by just a whiff of good old
chloroform. Now you’re not in control and can just enjoy the ride.
The bad part about kidnapping fantasies is if you act them out in
public it can alarm people to calling the cops.”

She faced me, her face filling with happy
memories. “The best is when George puts on a big coat and some
stupid hat and walks up behind me puts his fingers like a gun to my
back. I have no choice but to follow him to a secluded place where
he can put me in the car and chain me up. He puts clear tape on my
mouth and eyes. We then drive around. That’s it, just drive around.
I am helpless and can barely see, but I can imagine the other
drivers looking at me, seeing my red hair like a flag and thinking
nothing is amiss; not realizing I’m being kidnapped and taken to a
slaver’s lair to be his plaything.” She smiled dreamily, then
frowned. “Now there are cameras everywhere.” She shrugged, and
struggled against the confines of her arm-binder.

She was wearing a stainless steel collar and
her heavily boned corset, which not only confined her waist but
also held up her large breasts, making them giggle and jiggle as
she twisted her body. She closed her eyes, thinking of her
kidnapper.

“Mmm mm?” I asked
into my gag.

She looked at me surprised, then down to
where I had been looking. “Oh! My chastity!”

“MMM?”

She took a moment to think. “It’s not about
sex denial.” She squinted, thinking. “We haven’t talked about sex
denial, have we? We did? I’m not sure. Well, refresher. If you can
make yourself come like a stampeding herd of buffalo every time, it
isn’t so special, right? So you deny having sex to make killer
orgasms killer again.” She shook her head emphatically. “Wrong!
Mount Kilimanjaro orgasms are always special. Have a hundred
AHWOOGAH! orgasms and you’re ready for one hundred and one. Sexual
denial isn’t the point of chastity. Chastity is someone else has
control over you. If you’re not in control of your body, you are
not responsible for it. If you’re not responsible, then you can
enjoy whatever you feel.”

She looked fondly at George. He had the
little charcoal forge going and was heating up bars and bending
them. He glanced back at her, his face a little confused as to why
she was looking at him before deciding to ignore her.

As the sharp metal ring of the anvil sang in
the background, she looked at me. “It’s hard being the master all
the time. It’s really a lot of work. So to relieve George some of
the tenets of his job, we lock up the key in a box. George made one
out of hardened steel. The keyhole is a phone jack. Steve down at
Radio Hut did the program part. The computer is connected to the
metal box by phone cable. George then logs into the computer and
sets the date of release. Once it is set it cannot be changed. This
prevents me from nagging him to release me. The fun part is George
can add time, but cannot take away time.” She looked over at the
aged computer sitting in the corner. “I know the day of release
ahead of time, but I have no way of knowing if George added time.
It’s hidden.” She eyed him, scowling. “Nothing is worse than going
six months in chastity only to find another week or two has been
added for some imagined slight or violation. You’d think, ‘I just
went six months, what’s another seven days?’” She looked at me
pointedly. “Those seven days is like another six months, let me
tell you.” She laughed.

“It’s not the sex, but the anticipation of
sex. Imagine checking off calendar days, getting closer and closer
and then on Christmas Day you get a note from Santa that Christmas
will be next week. Meanwhile everyone else around you is having
Christmas. Yeah, you’ll be ready to chew through your chastity
straps. Or at least try. These straps are indestructible.” Her face
brightened as she watched George work, then looked back to me, her
eyes a little sad. “Yes, George cannot simply take me and have his
way with me. For me,” A shiver crawled over her. “chastity is
wonderful and powerful. For George, not so much. I’m the one in
chastity, but he’s the one denied sex. The leash pulls both ways.”
She eyed me. “But there is a certain comfort not having to perform.
The chastity protects and denies.” She smiled. “It’s also hardcore
as fuck.”

She got up, taking a brief moment to balance
on her toes, and then modeled the belt she wore. “This is my
favorite.” She said. “It’s heavy and strong and most importantly,
it feels secure. It also sets off every metal detector in the
city.” She pointed with her chin at the wall where another belt
hung. “That one is just as secure. Carbon fiber. It is designed to
be worn months or years at a time.” She regarded it. “Forever,
actually.” Her eyes roved across the black surface. “Lightweight,
you hardly notice you’re wearing it and with no metal parts you can
wear it anywhere. All your hygiene considerations have been
considered. You can visit auntie flow with no problems. The straps
are resin-sealed kevlar. That’s right, this is a bulletproof belt.
It also means it can’t be cut off. It’s actually more secure than
the steel one I’m wearing. To cut it, you have to melt it, and to
melt it you have to melt me, so you can’t cut it. Once you’re in
it, you’re in it until George lets you out.” She smiled at me with
an arched brow. “Let’s get you locked up!”

She showed me how it went on and how to
adjust it. It was a contoured belt that slung over my hips and
locked in back. From the belt were four straps. Two ran over the
front of my hipbones, along the creases of my thighs, to a shield
that cupped over my mound. The shield was adorned with tiny holes
for urination, and one larger hole, three-eighths in diameter, for
a douche hose. Then, two straps ran from the back of the plate,
under the crease of my buttocks, back up to the belt, just behind
the hipbone.

Once the belt was properly adjusted, a flat
plate on the belt was closed. A plastic key was removed and the
belt was locked.

I shimmied, sashayed, and sauntered around
the room. I then poked at the plate over my sex and tried to defeat
it. I could shift it about slightly, but I came nowhere near the
awesome bits. I lay back and rolled around and tried everything I
could to get out, or get off, but I was handedly defeated.

I was locked in.

It was… enjoyable. I felt what Barbra had
said. In control and not in control, released from the burdens of
having to perform.

Safe from George…

No, George was safe from me. I was in a new,
portable cage and everyone was safe while I was locked in it.

I had to get out.

With rising panic, I tried getting the key
into the tiny hole to open the belt. It was behind me, so I had to
feel around blindly to get the key precisely aligned before it
could be pushed home.

That took me an hour.

I took a calming breath, closed my eyes, and
let the key slide home.

With the belt slack, I regaled in my success
before I locked it back up.

I wore it every day.

I also got good at taking it off.

Every day.

Barbra was right. One hundred screaming,
fiery orgasms, and you’re looking for one hundred and one. I wore
the belt day and night, only to take it off when I wanted to play
with myself, which became daily. Yes, that defeated the purpose of
the belt, but it became part of my slave fantasy.

I was hitting a bondage plateau; a limit as
to what I could do alone and Barbra often was oblivious to my
plight. Worse, I was quickly coming to the end of her video
journal. The thought of being alone in my new found slavery without
my new found friend was distressing.

I carried on, but videos became increasingly
random as she scrounged for things to say to avoid the elephant in
the room, the pod she was building.

“I pull my hair through this ponytail hole.”
She demonstrated. “I find getting all this hair out of the way
makes the hoods fit better and tighter against my head.” Her hands
slid against the leather and caressed her head. “I love this
tightness! There are two types of bondage: glamour bondage and real
bondage. Glamour bondage looks pretty, but doesn’t really secure
you. Real bondage doesn’t look pretty, but does the job.” She
looked at me, smiling. “I try for a combination of both with a
priority of real bondage.” She couldn’t help but touch her helmeted
head and she closed her eyes dreamily. “I often thought about
shaving my head. Your hair is your identity. It’s one of the
reasons they shave a guy’s head when they enlist in the military,
it takes away his identity and it’s easier to conform to the army
way.” She flicked her ponytail. “It’s stronger for women. That’s
why they don’t shave your head when you enlist. Identity is so
weird sometimes. I’ve had big burly bearded biker dudes drop trou
to show me their pink chastity device. Executive CEO types in five
K designer suits show me their diapers. They wear one identity yet
live another! I guess I’m the living example of that. I’m a big bad
trooper and all I want at the end of shift is to go home so my
husband can lock me in a cage at the foot of his bed.”

She looked at me. “Who the hell are we?
Really?” Her hands slid across the severe leather helmet and she
cooed. “Well, right now I’m a slave. Maybe I like this tight hood
because it makes me feel like my head has been shaved? That I have
had my identity stripped away and my submissive roll defined?” She
ran her hand across her head. “It would certainly make life
easier.” Her eyes gazed down retrospectively. “My problem is I have
to do everything to its extreme. I wouldn’t just shave my head but
have it all removed with a laser and then take an alopecia drug to
kill the roots. That would be so hot.” She looked at me. “But in
the end, I couldn’t. It is my hair. I love my hair. I had to
re-engineer the pod to accommodate my beastly hair.” She ran her
hands across her hood. “But in my fantasy it’s all gone. Every
follicle.” She shivered at the thought.

As did I.

As she ran her hands over her leather helmet,
the outline of her skull, I knew my next step. I wasn’t so
connected to my hair.

I rooted around to where George kept his
clippers. I had always kept it a little boyish because it never
really grew long and I saved a lot of money to have the beautician
just trim the split ends.

Since it wasn’t long enough for a real
ponytail, I made it much, much shorter. I had never cut my own hair
and it was surprisingly awkward looking in the mirror while holding
a second mirror behind my head with one hand and running the
buzzing clippers with the other.

Out of all the things I had done that George
seemed not to notice, he noticed my hair.

He gaped. “What the hell did you do?”

I smiled cutely, posing. “Do you like
it?”

Has face was a mask of confusion. “You look
like you have a disease.” He grunted. “Get the clippers. Let me see
if I can fix this.” He pulled out the kitchen chair and set it in
the middle of the room. “Sit!” He ordered. “What possessed you to
butcher your hair?”

“I figured cleaning out the chicken poo would
be easier.” I tried to be snarky, but my voice was meek. I felt
tiny as I sat, trying not to tremble as he draped a towel over my
shoulders and snugged it around my neck. With the towel about my
shoulders like a tight cape, my arms were lost to me.

My heart pounded.

“The back of your head looks like you combed
it with a weed whacker.” He mumbled as the clipper buzzed softly.
His fingers firmly touched my head, tilting it down. “You got
patches and tufts and, ah, it’s a mess!”

He had never touched me before.

I had gooseflesh.

In my head the fantasy ran. This was my slave
haircut, the removal of my identity. I was his thing, his object. I
was being prepared to take his mark, a brand, or tattoo. I couldn’t
move, helpless in my transformation into his servant, his mindless
doll.

I squeezed my legs together and felt the
chastity belt cage at my loins as the clippers worked; George
moving my head, left, right, up, down.

Controlling me completely.

“There!” He pulled the towel off and brushed
away an errant hair. “Take a look in the bathroom mirror.”

I sprang into the bathroom. It was a
beautiful pixie cut, a little butch, but neat and clean and short.
George slid behind me, holding up the hand mirror so I could see
the back. It was a proper military fade.

What I saw in the mirror was me, my face open
and simple, and George towering over me like a dark sun, his
graveled, unshaved face carved from stone.

I spun around and hugged him. “Thank you,
George!”

It was as if he’d been struck by lighting. He
stood there, stock still, his hands hovering, uncertain what to do
before they decided to pat me gently on the shoulders. “Well, it’s
just a hair cut.” He motioned to break, but I held on a second
longer. “If you want it that short, I’ll cut your hair for you.” He
said, turning away.

I knew then, it was time.

It was obvious, overwhelming. I was his slave
and he was my master. Everything before that was faded and distant,
as if that wasn’t my life.

I spent a few days practicing and rehearsing,
but mostly screwing up my courage to finally commit.

Barbra was way ahead of me.

The video began with her adjusting the video
camera. It was the living room. She was moving some books around
before she finally looked at me and winked. She then left. For an
hour and a half nothing happened save the slow slide of shadows
against the wall as the sun set. George walked in, his glass of
whiskey in hand, and sat in his spot on the couch. He picked up the
remote, and then pointed it at the TV, clicking through channels
before stopping on the News.

Slowly he began to nod off.

Soon after, Barbra slipped into the room. She
wore her latex jumpsuit, steel belt, and cuffs on her wrists and
ankles. Soft as a whisper she placed two sofa cushions on the
floor. From the video angle, I couldn’t see past her conflagration
of hair, but her arms were moving, obviously undoing George’s pants
and freeing his member. Then began the slow bob of her head. George
roused, blinked, looked down and regarded her briefly; before he
slouched down to give her better access.

He sipped his whiskey, leaned his head back,
and closed his eyes.

Barbra’s movements were like a machine, never
speeding up, never slowing down. George was stoic. His body
responses, twitching and tensing, were subtle, if not invisible,
until he neared zenith. His breathing quickened as he clutched at
the drink in his hand.

The living room lights on timer flicked
on.

George’s body convulsed ever so slightly
before relaxing.

Barbra got up and fixed George’s pants while
he sipped at his whiskey. She then put the cushions back on the
couch, took the remote, and snuggled up to George. They watched TV
and enjoyed their shows. When it was time for bed, Barbra clicked
off the set. George got up and took his empty glass into the
kitchen. Barbra watched him go before she stepped back over to
where she’d hid the camera. She smiled at me and winked again
before shutting it off.

As the tape ended, I looked over at
Barbra’s pod. “Okay.” I conceded.
“Message received.”


Chapter 14

 


 


 


It was two weeks after my haircut.

I spent that time practicing and rehearsing,
but mostly screwing up my courage to finally commit.

I cleaned up quickly after dinner. As George
dozed on the couch, his glass of whiskey in hand, I stripped. I was
already wearing my latex catsuit under my clothes, along with my
steel belt and cuffs on my wrists and
ankles. I put an inch wide steel collar around my neck and shivered
as I locked it closed.

Softly I padded into the living room. George
was lightly snoring. I quietly pulled two sofa cushions off the
couch and laid them on the floor by George’s feet. Sliding up
easily between his knees, I slowly undid the buttons of his fly and
nudged his manhood through the flap in his boxers.

There it was.

Nervousness grabbed me. My heart raced with
fear and excitement. This was it, my commitment, and my servitude
to my master, my fantasy become reality. I lifted his cock to my
lips and felt its soft, spongy flesh with my tongue. As I kissed
and licked it, I could feel it slowly swell, and I let it explore
deeper into my mouth, holding my head steady. Larger and larger, I
opened my mouth wide, remembering Barbra’s words, “Tongue out,
you’ll need the room!”

I let it grow into my throat. I pushed in
slightly and tickled my nose on his curly scruff of hair before
sliding back half way, taking a quick breath, and going in again. I
was seeking rhythm as I pulled all the way back to the head and
slowly went back down.

He just kept getting bigger and I had to
adjust to take him all in.

I felt George awaken, grunting, and I waited
for him to slouch slightly and let me do my work.

All hell broke loose.

He shouted, his legs kicking up widely and
somehow missing hitting me as he stumbled to his feet, his hands
protecting his crotch, and trying to stuff his raging, turgid cock
back into his pants. “What the hell are you doing?” He roared.

Startled by his reaction, I quickly regained
my composure. I bowed my head submissively and tried not to sound
too precocious as I stated the obvious. “Sucking your cock.”

I almost laughed as I was filled with
unexpected joy. I was a slave and George was my master. All was
right with the universe.

He stood there for several seconds. I was
still kneeling, head bowed, watching his mud spattered boots. I
anticipated his shock would dissipate and he would relent and sit
back down, acquiescing to his new role as master and enjoy his
well-deserved blowjob.

He continued to stand there and I continued
to kneel.

“George,” I whispered to his shoes. “would
you please, sit back down.”

Out of all the things I had imagined, he did
what I had not imagined.

He ran.

I watched his feet turn and run out of the
front door.

I stared at the space where he had been
standing, trying to comprehend what had happened, before launching
to my feet and running after him. I made it to the gravel front
walk before the sharp stones against my latex clad feet stopped me.
I peered out into the dusk and shadows but saw nothing. I called
for him with no response. I ran back in the house and stuffed my
feet into boots and ran back again, making my way down the
darkening path to the barn.

“George, come back!” I cried. “Please!” My
voice ringed with panic as I made my way down to the barn. “Please!
I’m sorry! I’m so sorry!” I didn’t know what I had done wrong and
nor did I care. I wanted to undo it. I wanted to go back to the
safety of my wild fantasies and set things back to the way they
were.

I stopped when I heard his truck start up. I
ran to the driveway just in time to see him drive past, his eyes
hard and locked ahead. I screamed, feeling tears welling in my
eyes.

The truck stopped, sliding on the gravel.
Through the window George’s rough voice bellowed. “Get back in the
house!” Then he softened. “Just, go back to the house, okay?”

I watched the taillights of the truck as they
went down the driveway and vanished into the night.

I went back to the house, closed the door,
and knelt on the floor like a good slave.

When the living room lights clicked off, I
checked my phone.

Nothing.

I texted George. “Please, tell me you’re
ok.”

I held my breath.

When his text came back I gasped, fighting
with my flowing tears.

“Im ok.” He wrote.

I cried for a while. I felt I had been left
in desolate darkness and confusion. I needed Barbra to explain it,
coach me on what I had done wrong, but there was only prevailing
silence.

I went to bed.

I didn’t sleep.

George never came home.

The following morning I did my chores
stripped. No bondage, no rubber. Just jeans, boots, and a flannel
shirt. I was silent, confused and very afraid. With work done I sat
in the kitchen mentally wrestling with everything. I convinced
myself I had startled him, that’s all. George was a regimented,
follow the plan guy. I had done something random. Yes, that was it.
I just tossed a wrench in the works. He would come home and I would
hug him and that would be that.

My whole mood brightened as I believed my
lie.

George didn’t come home.

Fear plunged a dagger into my chest.

I texted him. “Are you coming home?”

He responded curtly. “No”

With tears in my eyes I went to the cellar
where Barbra lay. Peering into her coffin, I watched her twitch and
shift, trying to find a comfortable spot. I could hear from the
machines most of the lights were yellow and red. She was being
tortured and I could commiserate. I wanted in. I wanted to be
locked away from it all and welcome the pain, the sharp jabs of
torment. It would be paradise compared to the suffering I was
wallowing in.

The following morning, during my chores, my
phone chirped.

“Meet me at the diner.” George texted.

My heart was beating wildly as I walked into
the diner. He was at a booth, looking down. I quietly slipped in
opposite him. His jaw was clenching as he continued to look
anywhere but at me. I listened to the people moving around, the
chatter, the clink and clack of plates.

I hated them for being happy.

The waitress slipped up and filled our mugs
with coffee without asking.

“You guys all set to order?”

I looked up and caught her gaze. Her blanched
expression was chilling.

My face had been washed clean with my tears.
My lips were tight and I was certain my nose was running.

She glanced at George who was full on big bad
wolf, and then back to me, her eyes saying, ‘If you need help, give
me a sign.’ She instead said, “Y’all okay?”

I nodded emphatically, unable to speak.
George just continued to look away.

The waitress didn’t say, ‘If you need me,
I’ll be right over here.’ What she did say was: “Ah’ll give y’all a few moments to look over the
menu.” She moved away to other tables, pouring coffee as she went.
Her eyes glanced back at me.

To the waitress, and anyone else, we looked
like a rolling domestic violence case. How wrong and how right they
were.

I took napkins and wiped my face, sniffing
before trying to speak. George cut me off.

“There is a line,” He began, his voice
sounding like a cinder block dragged over concrete. “between
employee and employer. You were hired to be a farm hand and that is
all.” I started to plead, but he silenced me with a sharp wave of
his finger. “No. I am not going to discuss this. You’ve been a
model employee, an exceptional employee, but what happened…” He
voice trailed away. “is unacceptable.”

“George, I’m so sorry.” I whispered, my tears
refilling. “It won’t happen again.”

He shook his head. “I’ve rented you a room at
the Inn. It’s paid for through the next three months. You will
receive four months severance pay.” He pulled a hotel keycard out
of his pocket and slid it over to me. “You have forty-eight hours
to move out of my house.”

It felt as if his massive, calloused hand had
slapped me dead in the face.

I stared at the card as he slid out from the
booth. He stood, towering over me. I wanted to take his hand. I
wanted to explain. I only stared at the card.

“Have you eaten?” He whispered.

I mumbled something, I’m not sure what.

He dropped some money on the table. “You
should eat.”

He walked out.

Seconds later the waitress was back to check
on me. I tried to hide in a fistful of napkins and dry my tears.
“I’m fine.” I blurted out. “Just a bit of
bad news.” I looked up at the chalkboard for the blue plate
special. “I’ll have the special, but no mushrooms.”

She looked at the board. “It’s a mushroom
omelet.” She said, skeptically. “Are y’all sure y’all okay?”

My face was raw from the grainy table
napkins. “Yeah. Um, the western omelet then.”

When the omelet came I ignored it. I then
asked for a to-go box.

Then I went home.

Home. I thought.

My home.

Yes, it was George’s house, but it was my
home.

I went down to see Barbra.

“Why am I crying?” I screamed at the capsule.
“It’s just a job! I’ve been fired before, so why does this hurt so
much?” I watched her body slide around like the inside of a lava
lamp, her arms and legs occasionally tugging at her restraints.

She ignored me.

I watched the lights flicker, her orgasm
cresting, then falling as the hum of the machines changed. Silently
I was hoping for more red lights. I wanted her to feel my pain.

I wanted her to talk to me.

She didn’t know I was there. She didn’t know
I existed. It had all been in my head. It had all been my
fantasy.

I looked to the video rack and the last
cassette to be encoded. The sight hit me like a lightning flash.
George had left me and now Barbra was leaving me. My best friend
was going away. If I watched the last tape I would never see her
again. It might be four hours of her masturbating, or telling
stories of bondage, or going over how to properly use the pressure
cooker, but no matter what, it was her saying goodbye.

I knew precisely how George felt.

I sat at my little station. To my right,
Barbra lay in her pod. She was there and a million miles away.

If I watched the last tape, it would all
end.

Her ghost would be gone.

I would be alone.

No George, no Barbra, no
one.

Alone.

I had been hired to digitize Barbra’s video
journal and I had decided her words needed to be heard. If only one
person heard them, just one, then Barbra lived. It was too painful
for George, but I was now Barbra’s lifeline. I had to finish the
job!

I got up and popped it into the machine.

Barbra’s face and radiant smile filled the
screen and she told me what to do.

Forty-eight hours after I had met George at
the diner, I knelt on the living-room floor. I could hear George’s
truck wheel up, the engine cut off, and the door slam. I counted
the seconds as I imagined he was glaring at my car parked in its
place, his face hardening. I trembled as I heard his boots crash up
the front steps.

“I thought I was clear…” His voice trailed
off when he saw me.

I was wearing a steel collar and the steel
chastity belt. Other than that, I was naked. “I get a rebuttal.” I
announced quickly and determinedly.

“What is this?” He growled with building
anger and confusion.

“As an employer,” I began. “you gave me a
reprimand. As an employee I get a rebuttal.” I glanced up briefly,
then looked back down submissively. “You want to do things
properly, then I get a rebuttal.”

The silence became unnerving before he spoke.
“Fine. You’ll get your rebuttal. We’ll do
it at the diner.”

“If you’re looking to have a witness to these
proceedings, I set up the video camera.” I retorted. “I wish to
have my rebuttal here where we can discuss things fully.” Again, I
risked a glance. “I don’t want anyone overhearing our conversation.
Your business is confidential and I will never violate that trust
regardless of the outcome of my rebuttal.” I watched George’s face
as he studied me, trying to figure out my plan. “You said I was a
model employee. I feel I deserve a rebuttal. I also feel I need to
speak openly.”

He walked over to the camera and peered
through the viewfinder.

“Press record.” I said.

“I know how it works.” He grumbled, hitting
the button. “We will not have this discussion until you put some
clothes on and sit in a chair. I will not talk to you while you’re
on your knees.”

I conceded and quickly put on a shirt, the
tails just about covering the tops of my thighs. I then dragged one
of the dinning room chairs over.

George sat when I sat.

“I am not Barbra.” I said firmly.

“I know.” He said.

“And you’re mad at
Barbra.” As I spoke, I watched his face pale and his mouth
slowly sag open. “You’re mad at her because she choose a hobby over
you. That’s what it is for you. A hobby. You can take it or leave
it, but for Barbra it was more than that, IS more than that. She
had to have more. Deep down inside you’re mad at her but since she
isn’t here you take it out on yourself. You brutally punish
yourself and lock yourself up in this house to care for her. She’s
the slave, the submissive, but it is you who is the slave.”

His face thickened as the cords in his neck
twitched. “You’re wrong.” His voice was thin and thready. “I’m not
mad at Barbra.”

I went on. “If there is anything I’ve learned
from Barbra, it is we do things opposite of why we do things.
You’re angry, because you love her.”

He shifted in his chair, his fingers
interlacing and partially hiding his face. “So you’re saying I need
to admit I’m angry at her.”

“You need to admit you’re mad at you.”

His eyes flickered back and forth as he
looked for what part of the conversation he missed. “What?”

I slid to the edge of my seat as my heart
pounded. “You built every toy, every cage, every crazy thing hoping
that would be the thing to satisfy her. You kept building a better
rollercoaster thinking if it were fast enough, with enough crazy
loops and drops, she would have enough and not go into her
permanent pod and leave you. You’re mad at yourself for failing;
but you need to understand she didn’t want a better rollercoaster,
she wanted one that never ended. You didn’t fail, George. You did
the best in an unwinnable contest with rules only Barbra knew.”

George sat back numb, as if I had lifted a
huge weight off of him. He hid a sob building in his throat with a
cough. “Yeah, maybe.” He mumbled. “I
dunno.” He looked at me. “Fuck, I’m not into figuring out
who’s mad at who.” He struggled to find words. “So, yeah, maybe I
am mad at me.”

I shook my head before nodding. “Then there’s
me. You want a farm hand, but you take me for milkshakes and
movies. You worry over my hair cut.” My eyes softened. “You care
for me.”

“As any good boss would.” He responded
quickly.

“See, George? You’re hiding behind employee
and employer, making everything formal and impersonal. You’re
hiding so well that you’ve convinced yourself you have no feelings
what so ever for me. You stormed out of the house when you saw me
in my slave’s uniform because someone else who you cared for was
choosing bondage over you.”

His eyes were wide and frightening and his
breath rasped in his throat.

I held to my resolve and went on. “You are
afraid I will leave you like Barbra did.”

He got up and began pacing, his large hands
rubbing his face. He turned and faced me. “Well are you?” He waved
his hands helplessly. “Is that what this is all about?”

“I am not leaving you.” I said, my eyes
steady. “I swear to you. You may send me away and I will go away
and I will think fondly of my time with you. That is the only way
to get rid of me. I have feelings for you, George. I love you.
There, I said it. As weird as everything is George, I love you. I
love being with you. I want to be here on the farm to care for the
chickens and birds and goats.” I wiped the sudden tears from my
cheeks with the back of my hand.

He looked startled. “Goats?”

I waved my hand dismissively. “Old man Kinley
is moving and selling his milking goats and equipment. He asked if
you’d be interested. Organic goat milk is going for eight times the
price as regular cow’s milk.”

“Goats.” He repeated.

“The back field is over grown and the goats
will make short work of it.” I looked at him carefully as I
realized he was clutching at any distraction. “My point is we can
easily care for them. We: as in, the two of us. Like, you know,
normal people.”

“Except you’re wearing a chastity belt.” He
said, sitting back down.

“I may have found I have a little of Barbra’s
flair for kink…”

“A little?”

I nodded, giving in. “To the point of not
leaving you. I want to be more than your farm hand and more than
your girlfriend. I want to be your slave.”

He held up a finger to stop me. “I will not
call you slave.” He said determinedly.

“And you won’t treat me as one.” I said,
smiling. “Which is why I can be your slave. You will respect me
while disrespecting me.” My eyes searched his face. “I can’t be
normal, I know that now. Maybe that is what screwed up all my
relationships before. I can pretend for a while, but deep down
inside I know what is right. The idea of being your slave is what
is normal, natural. I want the rollercoaster ride, but I also want
to sit on the couch beside you and remember the ride.”

He rubbed his face and groaned inwardly.
“When I was on the force, I was always called in to deal with the
crazies.” He looked at me, his eyes softening. “My sergeant said,
crazy knows crazy.”

I brightened. “Yup.”

He looked down as sadness gripped him. “I try
to convince myself she isn’t gone.” He looked up. “The machine will
unlock and she will bound out and it will all be out of her
system.” He shook his head. “But it won’t, will it?” He looked at
me somberly. “I check every day, every hour. I wake up in the
middle of the night and check.” He pulled his phone out of his
pocket and held it out to me. “Here it is now. Instead of getting
up every hour and walking down two flights of stairs, I open one
eye and see Barbra is safe. I know there are alarms and alerts, but
I check anyway. This thing will sound like the bells of Notre Dame
but that’s not good enough. I have to wake up in the middle of the
night and check for myself.” A sob clutched at his throat. “You
don’t know what it’s like: waiting her to come home.” He looked
away. “I don’t think I could endure that again. I’m sorry, but I
can’t take the chance.”

I shook my head. “I know a little of what it
is like.” I said softly. “In these past months I watched Barbra’s
videos. I got to know her. For a little while she became real for
me. She became my friend, showing me new things and new
experiences.” I let my breath slide out sadly. “I’ve imagined
conversations with her. In my mind when she looks at the camera,
she’s looking at me, talking to me. But with each tape I watched,
Barbra was leaving me, slowly going away. Now I’ve finished them
all. Now, I’m without my new best friend, my guide and mentor.” I
studied George carefully. “You and I have something in common. I
know a little of your pain. We love a woman who had to leave
us.”

We sat in silence for many minutes before I
announced. “For my rebuttal, I have a witness who will
testify.”

George looked up sharply, his face wrapped in
surprise. “What?”

I picked up the TV remote and switched it
on.

Barbra’s face lit up the room.

“George, my darling, my rock, my center. In a
few minutes I will be placed in bondage. Let’s not beat about the
bush. It will be for the rest of my life. It will be a thrill ride
for me, but it will suck for you. Listen, please. Don’t be alone. I
know we talked about this, but it’s show time. Get a girlfriend, a
lover, a new wife. Find someone to sit on the couch and grow old
with. Find someone worthy of your love. I have filled out and
notarized the paperwork for divorce. Just submit them if you need
to re-marry. I also have all the paperwork making you my caregiver.
I love you George, but it would break my heart to know you’re being
a prisoner to my prison and cooped up in this dark house. I love
you, George. I’m sorry I have to do this. I wish I had a different
brain. I have to go on this journey, but you do not have to follow.
George, don’t be alone. I love you.”

The video clicked off.

George stemmed a tear. “Um, yeah.” He
grunted. “Yeah, you’re right. I’m mad at her and I’m mad at me and
I’m mad at you.” He looked up, his eyes red as tears streamed
uncontrollably. “Mostly her. Fuck, I am fucking mad at her and I
love you.” he suddenly admitted. “You have a nice face and you’re
smart and you don’t say stupid shit, and I don’t mind seeing you
every day. I love her,” He pointed at the blank screen. “and I’m
cheating on her by having your pretty face around.” He glanced at
the screen then threw his hands up. “No wait, I hate you both.”

“George,” I whispered, getting his attention.
“Don’t be afraid of me.”

He looked at me, his eyes saggy like a
bloodhound. “I will try.”

I struggled against the smile spreading
across my face. “To conclude my rebuttal, I think we can move
forward under a different arrangement.” I slipped from the chair to
my knees.

“What… what are we doing?” George asked,
carefully.

“I’m giving you, my reluctant master, my
slave oath.” I said, brightly.

He rubbed his temples tiredly. “I’m not
calling you slave.”

I nodded. “Agreed.” I pulled off my
shirt.

George paused. “Wait… why are you naked?”

“I have to be naked.” I insisted.

“What for?”

“I must be exposed, no secrets, nothing to
hide, nothing to be ashamed about.” I smiled as I made up random
things that sounded right. “I must surrender to my master
completely. No armor! No disguise!”

“Oh, boy.” George
sighed. “Let me get this straight. I’m the master, but I’m
not in charge.”

“Yes!” I chirped.
“That’s exactly right!”

“And you have to be naked.”

“Absolutely!”

He wiped his face on his sleeve, and then
waved his hand regally. “Carry on.”

I sat up, my hands on my thighs. “I humbly
request you accept this,” I paused. “servant. This servant swears
for as long as she lives to be at her master’s side. She will work
hard for him so he will not send her away. He may wish to keep her
bound so she does not wander. He may reward his servant by letting
her suck his cock.”

He cringed visibly. “Are you always going to
speak in the third person?”

I nodded. “A little. But I swear to be at
your feet, my body available to you.”

He leaned forward. “And this is what you
want?”

I nodded. “A
servant’s only want is to please her master.”

He sat back, his mind still struggling with
it all. “Right,” He said, sarcastically. “Your want is my want
which is your want…” He rubbed his eyes tiredly. “I need a chart or
map or something.”

“This servant so affirms,” I concluded. “as
recorded this day and witnessed by whoever watches this video.”

He sat there, looking around. “Now what?”

I crawled over to the coffee table and picked
up a small wooden box. Then I knee walked back over to him and
presented it to him. I opened it and showed him the chastity
key.

“Ah, right. The key.” He took it. “Uh, I
don’t think that computer safe still works.”

“We can upgrade it with a phone app.”

He signed, throwing his hands up in
surrender. “Of course.”

I smiled, my heart light. “Thank you for
trying this George, for accepting me.”

He studied the key in his hands, a slow smile
on his face. “Maybe it’s you accepting me.” He said, looking at me
as he slipped the key into his pocket. “All right then. Now what?”
He looked dubious. “Do we, hug or shake hands or something?”

I chirped a little laugh. “We can hug and
kiss later, but first you have to give me my servant’s mark.”

“Mark?”

“A little tattoo on the back of my neck. I’ve
picked out several designs based on you and the farm. Your brand.”
I watched his face turning to distress. “That will be our
permanency, our contract. It will signify my pledge to not go in
the pod and lose you forever.”

He nodded, resigning. They were the words he
needed to hear. “I can live with that.”

“Then we should celebrate at the Diner and
have milkshakes and let the waitress know we’re okay because I
think we kinda freaked her out. Then we can come home and hug and
kiss and shake hands and feel comfortable with each other as master
and servant. Then I can suck your cock.”

 


There you have it. To whoever watches this
video I hope it answered all your questions.

Over the years now past, our relationship has
grown deeper and become more than I’d ever dreamed was
possible.

As you can see, George has built me my own
body cage and I am frequently locked in it. It is lovely! I can
just about bend my knees but otherwise I can’t move a muscle. I can
stand like this for hours because I can just sort of slouch and
rest. If George is nice enough to pan the camera you’ll see that
tonight George has removed my chastity and filled me up with some
very nice toys and electric pads. You can follow the leads to that
amplifier. George will then close the top of the cage, gagging and
blinding me. I will also have ear buds playing brown noise. I will
be blind, deaf and mute. George will then sit on the couch and
stream a movie. We don’t know what the movie is yet, but the sound
track will go through the amplifier and transformed into e-stim for
my tender parts. If it’s a big, boomy movie, it will hurt and I
will not come. If it is a quiet movie, I will receive little to no
stimulation and also not come. If the movie is just right, I will
orgasm. This will be my first orgasm in, gosh, eight months now. To
be honest, I’m a little barking mad. Well, orgasm or not, at the
end of the movie I will go back into chastity and the key locked
away for another thirty days. I will then thank George by sucking
his cock if that is his wish. Incidentally, it is always his wish
and it is always my reward to please him!

Now of course there is a lottery. I had an
app made. Each time my key is locked away I gain a point. Once a
month, George can add, or subtract a point, this is so I don’t
pester him about points. The app has a randomly generated number
from four to twenty-four. When my points add up to that number, I
will get twenty-four hours unlocked and I can do whatever I want.
For each hour I return the key early, I get a quarter point towards
my next unlock. There are other point generators, and it means I
should be guaranteed an unlock at twelve months, but I think eight
months should be the max. Yes. Eight months should be the longest
George should go without fucking me. But I can’t change the program
until it unlocks, so George will just have to wait. Sorry, George;
and by George, I mean me. I’m going to rethink this plan, maybe.
It’s a delicious torment and I just may let another cycle go, I
don’t know.

I’m shivering, you can see it in the video.
I’m not cold, I’m primed.

Well, it appears we are ready and George is
going to close my gag plate now. Thanks for listening to my
story!


EPILOGUE

 


Barbra’s New Life In Total
Confinement

 


 


 


There is no sound. There is no light. I
cannot move. Am I alive?

There is a vast compression of my waist, and
my shoulders ache from their enforced, pulled-back posture. I
become aware of other things. My breasts... oh, they ache! Every
breath I take makes them hurt. I try to move my fingers... nothing
happens. Am I paralyzed? Oh, God! I try to scream for assistance...
to be released... but my mouth is filled and there is something
going down my throat that I cannot displace, no matter how hard I
attempt to swallow and retch. Within my sex I feel a long thick
presence that presses deeply into me, inescapable. My face is
clamped in unforgiving rubber containment.

Then, I remember.

My name is Barbra Wyre and I desperately
wanted, no… needed to be totally confined in all possible manner,
then disciplined unmercifully by a computer program that cared
nothing about my screams, tears, and begging. I am compelled to
continue breathing against the restriction of a far too tight
corset clamping my chest and waist. A machine mercilessly and
continually inflates and deflates my lungs and I cannot change or
escape its constant control. Then I remember that at some unknown
point it will cease to give me any air to breathe and I will be
suffocated to unconsciousness, but it will begin its work again
minutes later, to bring me back to full awareness.

My wish has been granted in full measure and
now I cannot escape the consequences of my compulsive desires.

I remember that I am wearing a hi-tech
chastity belt and punishment bra and that both will be employed to
make my life into a living Hell, but I don’t know when that will
happen... or has it already? I do not remember the trauma because
it was so awful?

For the longest time I lay quietly, hoping,
then praying for some sort of sensory input to break the infinite
boredom of my life of being bound to near immobility in the total
blackness, but the only thing I sense is that the thing in my mouth
infrequently warms and pulses slightly when I am fed, then nothing.
In a fit of panicked terror I frantically attempt to pull or bend
my legs and arms, but restraints hold them almost motionless, then
I surge my body against the steel bands keeping me clamped to the
thin pad. I cannot lift my head or even to twist it from side to
side! Again, but a long time later, I feel the thing in my mouth
become warm and seem to shudder with a life of its own when more
nourishment and water is forced through it and down into my
stomach. I taste nothing other than the rubber of the gag’s
pad.

Then, my desire to have something...
anything... happen to relieve my boredom and loneliness is
eventually answered with small sensations and I know I cannot stop
what is about to be done to me, no matter how desperately I scream,
but my reward is even more horrible shocks both to my tongue and
nipples.

My tongue, trapped to the underside of the
gag pad so that I will be unable to swallow it, suddenly begins
twitching and shivering when a series of mild electrical shocks
pulsing through it, making me attempt to retch and withdraw it from
the increasingly awful sensations. I know that this only the
beginning of the horrors to be visited upon me for the rest of my
life!

At first it’s almost unnoticeable, then an
irresistible vacuum, making the captive tissue of my nipples swell
and extend inside their caging tubes and around the thick pins
transfixing them, slowly, rhythmically, pulls upon my nipples and
breasts. I remember the day that my nipples were fitted with their
‘jewelry’ and locked permanently into and around my breast’s flesh.
For the moment, the sensation of the rhythmical suckling remains
constant and pleasurable, but soon the unending tugging on my
sensitive nipples will become both irritating, then increasingly
painful. I attempt to shrug my shoulders to somehow remove my
breasts from the leech-like things fastened to their tips, but of
course the brace and the tight bra prevent any such freedom, and
the steel cups remain tightly clamped onto my chest with my nipple
hardware locked into the fittings at their tips. I cannot even roll
from side to side, but am kept immobilized on the thin pad, my body
and limbs shuddering and straining to escape.

Increasingly desperate moans flood against my
gag but are silenced utterly, then the next sensations begin when
the huge dildo slowly slithers further up into my sex, swelling and
vibrating fiercely. Mentally, for that is all I can do, I wail and
howl from the sensation of being skewered by the monstrous device,
twisting my shuddering hips what little I can, but I’m unable to
escape the invader. At first its assault is a slow insertion and
withdrawal, teasing the super-sensitive flesh that tightly embraces
it, driving deep, strong vibrations of sensory arousal into my
reeling brain. I don’t know how long it goes on, but then more
sensation is added to the mix already destroying my sanity. The
thick, vibrating shaft begins to emit an electro-shock that moves
up and down the corrugated rings from its fat, silvery head,
driving me wild!

My attention rises again to my shuddering,
still-being-sucked upon breasts, when the pneumatic snares around
their bases begin to squeeze tighter and tighter, making them swell
even more into their compressing cups. Any sort of arousal on my
part is seemingly impossible to attain because in seconds my
harnessed buttocks are harshly lashed with horridly painful shocks
from the electrodes pressed into them. The lines of flaring fire
that laser up and down my bulged flesh make me attempt to scream
from the pain as my eyes fill with frantic tears.

My clitoris is the next area to be subjected
to waves of vibration. After many minutes of arousing teasing, just
as the waves peak, short bursts of electricity pulse through my
nerve-laden pleasure center and I immediately attempt to scream
from the awful spikes of intimate pain, while my hips and body
convulse in spasms.

I desperately want to die and be freed of
this horribly intimate torture! I don’t know how long it goes on,
but all of the other devices and their stimulation continue
unabated, until at last, the torment of my electric spanking stops.
I become utterly crazed to escape the insistent and constant
sensations.

My body is the entire world. I know nothing
of what lays beyond it. I am encased in a tight, thick rubber suit
and helmet; my face contained and imprisoned in an unforgiving
steel mask. Oh yes! I remember being dressed in it, and all of the
other equipment, made deaf, dumb and blind. Being fastened to the
platform was a terrifying experience, but since then, my situation
has become immeasurably worse than I could have imagined! Despite
my wild masochistic streak, I could not have conceived of the
totality of what I am now compelled to experience, because it is
far, far beyond what I anticipated. The enforced, almost total
immobility, is frightening enough, and I expected the sensations
created by the various equipment to be strong, but they don’t stop
when I am unable to withstand any more!

To my immense horror and despairing screams,
my breathing air was slowly stopped, and the prolonged process
making the situation of being suffocated horribly intense. I gasp
in frenzied panic, but nothing comes to my lungs! Suddenly all of
the shocks and vibrations became extreme and drive me into a
howling black vortex of perturbation.

The cruel, cruel machines again trick me. It
pinches off my air just a fraction and my imagination does the
rest. What pleasure I had brewing within is lost as the panic of
suffocation claims center stage. I am its toy, and it never fails
to bring my suffering.

Was that George’s voice? Did he call me?

I thrash into my restraints. I feel them
clamped tight to my limbs and they are as unyielding now as they
have been the million times I’ve tested them before. It wasn’t
George’s voice, just the hidden, white noise forced into my ears to
keep me sane.

And I am sane.

I can feel it all and it is maddening!

Did someone touch my leg? Yes! Someone did!
It wasn’t George’s massive, rough paw, but soft and delicate touch.
A woman? Who are you? What is your name? Are you fucking my
husband? Please film it! Don’t go! Come back! I was kidding! No I
wasn’t. If you’re fucking my husband please film it! You owe me
that! Suck his cock! He likes that! Sucking cock puts you in the
submissive role, but in command. You can totally dominate him by
submitting to him. Really, just suck his cock!

And for God sake, film it!

She’s gone.

I felt her touch before. She’s around. Yes.
She and George are happy. I can feel it. That makes me happy.

A feather dances across my nipples as the
vacuum pulls at my breasts. It is beautiful! I feel it all working
as my pussy blossoms warmly. I can feel the probes softly inflate
and tease and I am on the rambling, rumbling train moving faster
and faster to Climax, Georgia. I have my ticket to ride! I feel my
breath lighten as I pull against my bonds. I am coming! This time
the machines, the heartless, cruel machines, will let me come!

A buzzsaw grinds against my clitoris as the
vibration flips to max. It is too much! It hurts! I am coming! I
can’t come! Stop!

Yes! Too much! My torture begins! I cannot
escape! There is no end! I will be suffering forever, permanently
locked in a wicked machine.

It is rapture!
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