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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Wren's fingers waggled above the keyboard as lines of code appeared before her eyes in the holoprojector. She paused here and there to examine one portion, then either backspaced to retype it or continued on as soft music played in the background. 
 
    She finished and lowered her hands, eyes skimming the code which floated in mid-air above the desk. This, she thought, ought to address the problem. And if not, well, it was worth a try, and would shut off one avenue of exploration. 
 
    “It's getting late, Wren.” 
 
    She chewed her lower lip and turned away from the desk, blinking in surprise as she saw it was dark out. The floor to ceiling, wall to wall screen showed the lights of downtown Manhattan aglow in the night.  
 
    She looked down at the 300th floor of the Kayasoma building and the other skyscrapers crowded around it and yawned. It was getting late. 
 
    “I finished anyway,” she said. “You want to have a look?” 
 
    “There are no obvious bugs,” Daemon said. “That does not mean it will satisfy the client, of course.” 
 
    She snorted. But then, one of the reasons she was paid for this was that writing porn software was not really something the AIs did very well. It was also not something skilled software engineers had a lot of interest in – at least professionally. It certainly wasn't something you wanted to tell your family about. 
 
    She glanced again at the lines of code floating over the desk, then waved her hand. The code, and the keyboard, disappeared from view as the holographic program shut down. 
 
    “Send it to them and give me the beach,” she said. 
 
    The view shifted instantly. Now it looked like her apartment was on the ground floor of a Hawaiian estate, looking out at a white sandy beach, palm trees swaying in the breeze, and waves washing ashore. The muted sounds of the city coming through the closed 'window' were replaced by the muted sound of waves and birds on a bright sunny day. Hawaii was five hours behind New  York, after all. 
 
    “Number 4 dinner, Daemon,” she said. 
 
    “Nine minutes,” he replied. 
 
    “Open the window,” she said. 
 
    Now the 'glass' slid aside and the sounds became much more audible as a wave of fresh ocean scented air spilled into the room. The image was so perfect it looked like she could simply get up and walk right out onto the beach. 
 
    Not damned likely. You had to be rich or a servant of the rich to get into Hawaii these days. Her pay rate was higher than most, but that didn't make her rich, nor anywhere near. 
 
    She turned back to the desk and brought up the news and entertainment menu. Her eyes moved through the top items Daemon had selected for her. Her finger pointed briefly at each in turn, then flicked the menu closed. On the other wall screen, the news came on. The CGI newscaster, resembling a Greek God in a suit, sat smiling warmly at her, waiting. 
 
    She watched the headlines scroll up. The moment her eyes lingered he started to speak in his warm, calm, friendly voice, reading the news which corresponded to what she had paused on. 
 
    He? Don't personalize, she thought. It. 
 
    The newsreader wasn't a real person, after all, but a computer-generated image. 
 
    First were images of riots in Brooklyn where the Puerto Ricans fought it out with the Haitians. Then a story of a large terrorist explosion in Queens which had destroyed a robot factory. There was a report of the delays at the bridges and tunnels as State Security tightened up inspections again. Then political discontent as the politicians fought over raising the basic income stipend. 
 
    The Democrats argued that the BIS wasn't enough to give people a meaningful life while the Republicans argued that too high a BIS caused people to drop out of the workforce. 
 
    Which made her snort in amusement. It was AI and computers which were pushing people out of the workforce. Only about a third of people were employed at anything these days. And if her work came to fruition she'd even put the prostitutes out of a job. 
 
    She glanced at the package in the corner. The newest iteration of the body sheath had arrived from Chiyan Corp just this morning. It was supposed to be even more advanced in terms of tactile sensory realism, incorporating nanobots.  
 
    Her work was on the developmental enhancement of sexual entertainment media. But it wasn't cutting edge. Those were the people working on projects which would someday be able to plug directly into the cerebral cortex to directly control the senses. 
 
    But that was medware stuff. Not in her zone. And as far as she knew it would be at least a decade before that sort of stuff hit the streets, especially for the masses. 
 
    “Dinner, Wren.” 
 
    Daemon's mechanical rolled across from the kitchenette carrying a tray with a hot bowl of chicken ramen and Wren began to eat as she flicked through other headlines. Various wars in the Middle East, Africa, and Asia were continuing.  
 
    The Muslim Caliphate and the Hindutva war was in its third year. The Caliphate continued to insist that polytheism was an offense against Allah. The Indians had better mil-spec, and their killbots and drones tended to slaughter their Caliphate counterparts fairly easily. The Caliphate refused to give up, though. 
 
    Africa had eighteen wars ongoing, but she bypassed that. Africa was a shitshow without resolution. Meanwhile, the Europeans continued work on the string of artificial whirlpools they were building across the Mediterranean in hopes of stopping further migration. The civil war in Sweden seemed to have ended with the last of the Muslims taking ship for the Caliphate but the French were still fighting it out. 
 
    She moved on to industry news and saw Sony had come out with a new sex robot that was super realistic. That was a dying industry, she thought. And she was helping kill it. Why have a robot for sex if you can do it online with artificial reality that had full sensory feedback? 
 
    Instead of having sex with some robot in your apartment, you can have sex with a sheik in his harem, or a king in his castle or a caring, sensitive lover in a sunswept meadow or before a crackling fireplace. The artificial reality was nearly perfect. All that remained was to get the sensory feedback down right. 
 
    “Your mother is calling.” 
 
    She sighed, then glanced down. She was wearing a tank and scruffy shorts, neither all that clean. 
 
    “Focus head and shoulders only,” she said. 
 
    The newscaster disappeared and her mother appeared on the screen. 
 
    “Wren, what are you up to?” 
 
    “I was working,” she said. 
 
    “So late? Don't use it up or you'll wind up on the BIS.” 
 
    “There's plenty of work to do, Mom.” 
 
    Her mother looked a lot like Wren. A lot. She'd had facial enhancement laser treatments to make her look a lot younger than she was. The two could have been sisters rather than mother and daughter. Her mother had a better nose, courtesy of surgery, and had dyed her hair blonde while Wren remained a brunette. Wren was a lot more slender, though, despite the gym-work her mother put in. 
 
    “Your grandmother wants us to come to dinner Friday.”
Wren made a face. “I hate Staten Island.” 
 
    “It's a perfectly respectable housing project, with very little violence.” 
 
    “And I hate her talking about how it was when she was young.” 
 
    Her mother sighed. “You know Millennials, dear. They love to relive their youth.” 
 
    “Fine. I'll be there.” 
 
    Wren signed off and ran her fingers through her hair. Seeing her mother reminded her she needed to get some exercise or she'd turn into a blob. Well, she couldn't do it right after eating. But she made a mental note of it. She considered telling Daemon but didn't want him nagging. 
 
    She gave herself a mental slap for personalizing the AI. She could just tell it to shut the fuck up, after all. 
 
    “Remind me to exercise,” she said. 
 
    “As soon as your food is digested,” he – it – replied. 
 
    “Yes, mother,” she snorted. 
 
    She brought up the menu to see what was happening in her social circle – such as it was, and checked her messages. Her cousin Sannia was rock climbing, the budgie sized drone standing off recording her as she made her way up a wall.  
 
    “Why?” Wren demanded. “What's the point!?” 
 
    Her friend Arabella was shopping – in an actual store -  holding up this and that to the drone-bot as she chatted away. Maverick was... what the fuck was Maverick doing anyway? It looked like he was throwing rocks. Oh, he was at some sort of protest. Maybe the one in Brooklyn. Did he really think his ziplock on this wasn't going to get broken by the SS? What a dorp. He'd probably be arrested as soon as he got home. 
 
    She skipped through various other vids, some live, some recorded, of various people doing mostly uninteresting things. Her mothers showed her gardening. Bleh.  
 
    “Incoming call from Silas Parker.” 
 
    She made a face. 
 
    “Fine.” 
 
    The screen was replaced with Silas Parker, her work manager at Cutting Edge People Power. Or at least, what he wanted her to think he looked like. She'd never met him in person, of course. She doubted he was as handsome as the video image she was seeing. 
 
    She was slouched on the sofa in her shorts and tank but his video feed would show her in business-wear sitting upright at her desk. 
 
    “Ms. Farrington,” he said in a warm, pleasant, and thoroughly fake voice. “I was wondering how you were getting along with the Chiyan project.” 
 
    “Fine,” she said. “I've completed the rewrite of the interface bridge and sent it to them for inspection.” 
 
    “And the suit? You've tried it out yet?” 
 
    She glared at him, knowing Daemon would remove the glare and show her face alert, attentive, and friendly. 
 
    “Not as yet,” she said. 
 
    His face took on a sad look. “It is part of the contract, Ms. Farrington. They will be expecting a report. The development costs of the new suit were extraordinarily high.” 
 
    “I'm sure they've had many testers so far,” she replied. 
 
    “Of course, but they like to have input from a wide variety of people.” 
 
    “Fine. I'll get to it.” 
 
    “Soon,” he said, his voice hardening slightly, his eyes doing the same. 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    He hung up and she gave the empty screen her middle finger. She was a coder, not a tester of sexual entertainment gear. That the requirement was part of the contract had made her uncomfortable from the start. And she suspected Parker was some lecherous middle-aged male who liked the thought of her using the latest sex gear to get off with. Well if he asked her for a report she'd simply tell him she'd submitted it to Chiyan. 
 
    This new suit was supposed to be extremely intimate. The last one could do a lot to make virtual reality sex seem realistic, like squeezing in on her breasts and buzzing like a vibrator over her pussy. The new one was supposed to be able to reshape itself, to stretch and harden its fabric, and essentially to penetrate her as if it was a man. 
 
    That was going more than a little too far for a coding contract as far as she was concerned! But the pay rate they were offering had been too high to turn down. Plus she had a good record at Cutting Edge and if you pissed off your manager there you'd find fewer contracts coming your way. There were lots of eager coders out there, after all, pursuing fewer and fewer jobs now that the AIs could code routine software. 
 
    She got up and padded across the room to examine the new sheath suit, then stripped off shorts and top and stepped into it. 
 
    It slid along her legs like a second skin and felt very much like one. She pulled it up over her hips and slid her hands into the arms, shrugging the suit up, then pulled the hood over her head and down over her face to fasten around her throat. 
 
    Every inch of her body was now covered by the sheath. It was surprisingly breathable, though, either through the mouth or the nose. She could see through the fabric, too. At least for the moment. She swept her hand over the desk to bring up the keyboard, then linked the suit into her home net as she walked to the VR box. 
 
    “All right. Let's give you a test,” she said to herself after strapping the suit in. 
 
    She brought up the magic carpet ride. The blank walls, floor, and ceiling faded away. She sat down on the carpet which had appeared on the floor. It even felt like a soft carpet courtesy of textual modeling. She had it rise and zipped off a cliff, then was racing downward at a steep angle as the wind blew into her face. Below her, the 'carpet' was tilting down at an angle to add realism. The straps held her suit in place preventing her from sliding off. But she didn't feel any pressure from them through the suit. 
 
    The towers of New York appeared suddenly and the carpet leveled off at about two hundred feet or so, racing between them, zipping around them at an often steep angle as she turned. The display was very nearly real-time, so she could see the traffic below and see what was going on. 
 
    She zipped down Broadway to south Manhattan, then across the bridge to watch the riots for a bit. The crowds surged back and forth, screaming abuse at the police bots, who stood stolidly in rows, ignoring them. Occasionally they'd fire off tear gas or splat guns if people came too close. 
 
    Idiots, she thought. You couldn't really hurt a pol-bot without heavy weapons, and you sure couldn't push it aside. So what was the point? Just to get the story on the net? People were just bored, she figured. They needed her software. 
 
    Speaking of which... She brought up a menu and then shifted to the porn program. Why not give it a try since she was here? 
 
    The carpet turned back for Manhattan, slowed and rose for a better view. Now the city shimmered and the towers began to shrink. She hovered, watching as tower after tower disappeared, replaced with something smaller and older. 
 
    The city was going back in time. 
 
    Eventually, even the aircraft stopped flying as the city dropped back into the nineteenth century, then the eighteenth, then continued to sink back into time. The buildings turned to wood, and more and more greenery appeared. The last building disappeared and the carpet landed. She stood up and looked down at herself. 
 
    She was wearing (or so it appeared to her), a long, heavy dress and clunky shoes. She could feel rough ground under her feet as she walked. She knew the floor below her was moving in time to the program, much like a treadmill, that she was just walking in place, but it sure didn't feel that way. 
 
    She walked past flowers, bushes, and trees as she followed a dirt trail, wondering what was supposed to happen. She should have checked, she told herself. This particular program was only called “Dutch Girl Settler Meets Handsome Indian”. It sounded like a typical enough sex fantasy to her. 
 
    Anyway, her software was guiding the interface with the suit, not the progress of a particular fantasy. 
 
    She was getting hot under the bright sun. Or at least, the suit was. Was that on purpose or a design flaw in the suit? She rounded a curve in the trail and there before her was a lovely pond. This would be an interesting test, she thought. 
 
    She stepped to the edge of the little pond, then kicked at the water. It felt like she was kicking at water!  
 
    “Stuns!” she said, which meant, approximately 'cool.' 
 
    She stripped off her 'clothes'. Her body was, of course, perfect. 
 
    Then again, it is anyway, she thought a little smugly. 
 
    She stepped further into the water, which cooled her down nicely and lapped around her thighs very realistically. 
 
    She dove forward and slid into the water. In the real world, of course, the straps attached to the suit kept her from diving flat onto the floor, suspending her in place. It didn't feel like it, though. The suit spread her weight out so it felt as if she was actually floating! The suit was doing some remarkable work! 
 
    “Excellent!” she said. 
 
    She turned on her back and floated, her bare breasts bobbing along the water. Everything was very realistic, including the feel of the cool water across her naked skin. The one exception, of course, was that she couldn't drown. Still, she could feel water splashing against her face as she moved. 
 
    She stood up and waded back to shore. She could feel her long dark hair heavy with water and reached back to wring it out. 
 
    And there was the handsome warrior brave, no doubt, she thought. 
 
    He stepped out from behind a bush, smirking at her. He was tall. The top of her head came to just below his shoulders. He was also broad of chest and shoulder, muscular and lithe. 
 
    She supposed she should pretend to be coy or something and try to cover her nudity, but she wasn't embarrassed in front of a software character. 
 
    He spoke, but she didn't understand the language. Was that deliberate or a flaw? 
 
    “Sorry. Don't speak barbarian,” she said with a shrug. 
 
    His big hand swept out and caught her long hair, and she gasped as she felt an actual pull on her hair that made her scalp sting! It forced her head back as she brought her hands up against his chest! And she felt his chest against her hands and fingers! 
 
    “Hey! That hurts!” she gasped. 
 
    He chuckled throatily, then kissed her hard. She felt the pressure against her lips, against her mouth, and felt a sense of wonder at how great the nanobots were functioning. It felt like a man's lips were on hers! It felt like a muscular man's chest against her fingers and hands! 
 
    And it felt like a tongue sliding along her lips as he pulled her body in against his! Her breasts pillowed out against his chest, and she felt her nipples hardening as real excitement began to fill her. 
 
    His tongue eased into her mouth and she blinked in astonishment behind the mask. The suit must be able to extend itself inward through her open mouth too! That was fab! The nanobots could shift and stretch and bring pressure in at any point along the suit, but she hadn't really considered how far the material – covered in nanobots – could stretch. 
 
    This suit was truly next generation! 
 
    She moaned into his open mouth as the brave kissed her passionately, gasping as his hand slid up to cup and fondle her breast.  
 
    It felt so real! 
 
    He jerked back on her hair again and again she cried out. 
 
    “Shit! That hurts!” 
 
    But the warrior had bent her back and was now feasting at her breast! She moaned as his mouth closed around the center, his teeth digging into her soft flesh as he sucked and chewed! His tongue licked rapidly at her rigid nipple, and she felt it quivering in response, hot tendrils of excitement driving much deeper into her breast than his teeth! 
 
    He drew back and flung her onto the grass, then dropped to his knees. He seized her legs and yanked them up and apart, then dropped his mouth down onto her sex. 
 
    She giggled for a moment, thinking this was hardly historically accurate. Then again, the program wasn't made for that. It was made to excite. 
 
    And wow was it doing that! It felt like his tongue was whipping across her flesh with impossible speed! She shuddered and moaned as his hard fingers squeezed on her thighs, forcing her legs wider, and his tongue plunged into her body! 
 
    She opened her mouth in shock! It felt like a tongue inside her! None of the previous generations of suit could do that! Then again, they also couldn't move into her mouth. This one was amazing! 
 
    Just how far could it move, she thought, with a dawning sense of wonder. Previous generations of suits had required additional sexual toys to be more realistic. That included dildos which could be attached to movable arms to be pumped in and out.  
 
    She hadn't bothered this time because she was simply testing the suit. She hadn't intended for it to actually excite her to this degree! 
 
    Her entire body was flooded with heat as that tongue and mouth ravaged her pussy! He was sucking on her clitoris with powerful, rhythmic suction even as he thrust a finger deep inside her! 
 
    “Eeeee!” she cried as his finger was joined by a second! 
 
    “Holy Fuck! Oh my God!” 
 
    The two fingers felt so real as they pumped in and out! As he licked her Wren's upper body writhed and twisted and arched as pleasure and sexual heat built up inside her. 
 
    The orgasm exploded inside her and she cried out, losing herself to the pleasure and passion, arching and twisting wildly. Her hips bucked violently, but couldn't move against his powerful hold on her thighs, and her bare feet slapped and bounced on the ground! 
 
    He pulled back and flipped her onto her belly, then yanked her hips into the air. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Ah!” she gasped at what felt like a slap to her buttocks. 
 
    He spread her legs as her bare breasts were ground into the dirt. Then she felt him entering her. His cock was thick, pushing in against the mouth of her sex, slowly forcing her opening wider and wider before sinking into her hot, sopping pussy. 
 
    Oh my fucking God! she thought in amazement. 
 
    The cock pushed deeper and deeper. Then it began to move in and out, fucking her. She squealed and squeaked and cried out in startled excitement as the cock seemed to grow thicker and push deeper! It was hard to even remember this was just the suit and that she was in her VR booth! 
 
    It felt so real! 
 
    And he felt huge! 
 
    She cried out again as she felt him seize her hair and yank it backward. She had no idea how to tone down the hair pulling, and her mind wasn't functioning very well at that point anyway. She shuddered, forced onto her hands and knees as his hips drove his cock deeper and deeper. 
 
    It was already hitting her cervix!  
 
    She cried out, her head back sharply, her scalp aching as his hips began to slap against her buttocks! She felt her breasts swaying below, wobbling in and out as his hips struck her buttocks and sent her body lurching back and forth. 
 
    This wasn't just going to do away with prostitution, she thought dazedly. This was going to do away with sex itself! Who'd want a real man when you could have this!? 
 
    Somehow the suit had stretched and pushed into her body and was conforming to the size of her. Was it measuring the pressure against it to determine how thick it could go, she wondered dazedly. Was it measuring the pressure against the 'head' to see how deep it could plunge? 
 
    What if it got the measurement wrong!? How far could it stretch!? Could it impale her, thrusting right up through her body to emerge out of her open mouth! 
 
    She gasped and groaned and grunted and cried out as her imaginary brave fucked her hard, her eyes rolling back in her head as waves of heat rolled through her body. It felt so real! The pressure of the hard – cock inside her was making her ache!  
 
    It was, though, a wild, thrilling ache!  
 
    The suit even transmitted the sensation of his hips hammering her buttocks to throw her forward even as his cock drove deep into her belly! Her head was forced up and back by the pull on her hair as she gasped helplessly, overwhelmed by the sensory story enveloping her. 
 
    Another orgasm hit her and she cried out, her hips bucking back to meet his powerful, savage thrusts as her mind was blown by the intensity of the pleasure. 
 
    She saw the man walking up into her vision, but hardly cared as the orgasm shattered her mind. Her entire body flared with the roaring howl of pleasure as the 'man' behind her continued to thrust himself into her trembling, quivering, shaking body. 
 
    Then the man before her knelt, pulling aside his loincloth. His cock sprang up, hard and eager, and then pushed into her open mouth! 
 
    It felt so real! The material of the suit was exactly the texture of flesh, and just as warm. It also felt just as slick with her saliva around it as it pushed deeper!  
 
    Wren gurgled and then gagged, one of her hands jerking up to push against his hips. Then her hair was abandoned, and the man kneeling behind her seized her wrists, pulling them back along her sides. The man before her gathered in her hair instead, forcing her head back once more. 
 
    His cock pushed deep into her throat, smooth and slick, and Wren's eyes bulged in astonishment! She gurgled helplessly as it pushed deep down her throat and into her very chest! Then it began to pump in and out in time to the one thrusting into her pussy! 
 
    Oddly, she could still breathe after a fashion. The material of the suit was not airtight and she gasped helplessly as the 'cock' pumped in and out, using her mouth and throat so perfectly in tandem with the one behind her it felt as if they were one single cock! 
 
    She felt herself falling into the dark, lush fantasy, almost forgetting that none of it was real, giving in to the wondrous heat and passion and the storm of sensations her body insisted was real.  
 
    So this was what it was like to be taken by two men at once! How incredible! 
 
    She gasped and moaned and trembled as the brave behind continued to ride her while the one before her jerked on her hair, reaching down to fondle her breast as he drove himself down her throat. 
 
    She felt as if she was losing herself, overcome by the heat and excitement, by the sensations and the strange sense of helplessness, of being completely in another's control – in this case two powerfully built warriors! And it didn't seem to matter they weren't real! 
 
    Crack! 
 
    She gasped at the slap to her bottom, then moaned at another. She cried out at a yank to her hair, and shuddered as hands roughly squeezed her breasts. Another slap to her bottom, and rough male laughter coming from above and behind her as well as before her. 
 
    And through it all those two cocks driving into her body! 
 
    Another orgasm tore through her, and she bucked back wildly, dazedly, reduced to raw animal heat and instinct as the 'men' continued their rough use of her body. 
 
    And then, quite suddenly, it ended. The sound of the birds. The bright sunlight. The men holding her, using her. It all just stopped, jarring her senses. She was on all fours in the VR booth, and sank slowly down onto her belly, gasping for breath. 
 
    She noticed a small red light out of her peripheral vision, and lines of text Suit energy low. Plug in to recharge. 
 
    She lay on the floor trembling and twitching for a minute before sitting up and peeling the suit off. Her chest was heaving as she slid it down over her hips. She was sopping wet down there, and she ached, she realized, moaning as her hand cupped her sex. 
 
    Her throat ached too. 
 
    I need to read the fucking specs on this damn suit, she thought wearily. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Wren told Daemon to shut up when he reminded her of the need to exercise. She stumbled into the bathroom and had a shower, for she'd sweated a lot inside the suit. That didn't concern her, though. Her mind was filled with amazement at what was unquestionably the most incredible and intense sexual experience of her life. 
 
    No one was going to do internet meetups once this thing hit the market, she thought. No one's going to be using dating apps. It was such an immersive experience, in fact, people would wind up becoming addicted to it and spending their lives in that thing! 
 
    And how much more real would it be once they could plug directly into your cerebral cortex, she wondered. Would you even be able to tell real-world from virtual then? 
 
    She pulled on a light robe and went back into the front room, flopped into her most comfortable chair, then pulled up the documentation on the suit and what it was capable of. It truly was a wonder of modern tech in the way the suit could transmit realistic sensations. Not to mention how it could stretch itself.  
 
    She was glad to know the material was self-cleansing and no bacteria or viruses could live on it, and quickly found the recharge switch which was supposed to allow her VR booth's power center to charge it wirelessly so it didn't run out of energy. 
 
    How long would those two have kept fucking her if the suit hadn't run out of power, she thought wonderingly. For that, she had to pull up the details of the sex-VR fantasy, where she learned to her dismay that it defaulted to multiplayer net mode. 
 
    Which meant those two men who had used her were the avatars of two men somewhere in other VR booths wearing other suits! She felt her face turn hot at the realization! She had been entirely naked in the simulation, after all, and her body had been hers, not a fake! That too was apparently the default mode. You could, though, adjust it to enhance whatever part of yourself you – or the other player – you were with wanted. 
 
    She wondered how she had appeared to the other two. Had they changed her appearance to make her sexier, or had they found her to be sexy enough as she was?  
 
    At least they were anonymous people somewhere else in the world she'd never met nor would meet! She resolved, at first, to change the settings on the suit, but then after pondering it for several minutes, realized that if she was making virtual love with someone who was real – after a fashion – that made it more exciting. 
 
    Yes, her mind squirmed a little realizing that somewhere there had been two men wearing suits seeing her and touching her and using her body! No doubt their suits, if they were as modern as this one, would have transmitted the sense of touch perfectly. She supposed their suits wrapped around their erections to produce the proper sensations as they thrust their hips at her. 
 
    Well, as long as they had no idea who she was it was fine. Yes, it made her kind of squirm with embarrassment, but it was also strangely arousing to think of them looking at her, touching her, using her, in such a realistic way! 
 
    And such a crude way! There had certainly been no sort of gentleness or affection there! They'd used her like... like a prisoner! Well, she supposed that was the way the thing had been written. They'd have to conform to the scenario laid out by the writer of the fantasy. 
 
    She could replace them with 'non-player-characters' easily enough, though. She would have to think about it before deciding if she was brave enough to try again with player characters. 
 
    She looked out the window at the waves still gently washing ashore. 
 
    “Dameon, give me a real-life view,” she said. 
 
    The beach disappeared and she looked out from the thirty-ninth floor of her one hundred and sixty story residential tower at cars running up and down the street. The traffic flowed past below in endless, regimented motion. All the cars were computer-driven, of course, maintaining exact distance and speed from each other. 
 
    There were few lights visible in the mass of large glass windows across the street as almost everyone had their window tuned to something more pleasant. Looking down again she saw almost no pedestrians. Not that that was unusual. Why walk anywhere? Especially above ground. 
 
    Most of the shops had moved underground, and miles and miles of shopping and restaurant corridors crisscrossed the city, linking buildings and the subway together. You could get back and forth between any large building in Manhattan without ever going outside. Not to mention you could order almost anything over the net and have it delivered. 
 
    The better VR booths, ones which put hers to shame, even allowed you to try on clothes from different retailers, having them exactly measured to your size. You could see yourself in them, walk around in them, and feel the material in a very realistic fashion. You could even go walking around their shops checking out the displays all within the VR booth. 
 
    Still, some people did like to go out and do their shopping in person. And not everyone had decent VR booths, especially the Basics – the people who got by on the Basic Income Stipend. 
 
    She felt the need to be around people, suddenly. She got dressed, found her headset, and headed out of the apartment. The elevator took her down to the sub-basement where she walked down a narrow tunnel lined with brightly lit advertising vids, then out into the main mall. 
 
    It wasn't very busy, but there were people here. Real ones.  
 
    “What time is it?” she murmured. 
 
    “Four twenty-one AM,” Daemon said. 
 
    She grunted. Time wasn't as important as it had once been. You could have anything at any time, after all, and since most people, even those who worked, didn't need to go to work or be working at any set time, the importance of time had faded. 
 
    Most people, like her, were paid piecemeal. You got paid for what you produced. Unless there was a deadline no one cared when. And even then, no one cared if you worked for fifty hours straight while doing nothing the rest of the time, or if you spaced your work out. 
 
    The mall was very brightly lit in cheerful and homey lights, with lots of video displays. There were no employees, of course. The 'clerks' stood behind the desks smiling endlessly. They were holograms. AI cameras watched you come in, watched what you took, and billed your account accordingly. 
 
    The AI holo clerks could answer any question about their products and direct customers to the proper aisles. The AI holo clerks in the restaurants could take orders and recommend specials, but the machines made and delivered the food and cleaned the tables.  
 
    Wren pondered as she wandered. It's no wonder no one has a fucking job, she thought as she passed one store and restaurant after another, all with smiley-faced holographic clerks. Occasionally a robot cop would trundle past, equipped with shock and sticky guns for any troublemakers it came across. 
 
    What are we doing to ourselves, she wondered, thinking of how incredibly addictive the sexual fantasy software was going to become. Even now she felt the urge to go back and try out different fantasies. She'd barely begun using the previous suit with non-sexual fantasies but had found them awfully exciting, too.  
 
    Once she put on the new suit and started playing through fantasies would she ever want to stop? Well, she'd have to, wouldn't she? She had to work to pay the bills. But what if she was on the BIS? How much of your life could you spend acting out different roles and fantasies? 
 
    And yet what else was there to do that was remotely as much fun? 
 
    She wandered into a few shops, touching fabrics, holding up blouses and skirts, and considering how seldom she actually saw real people in the flesh these days. Why bother when they could meet online with exact physical images of each other. Or better yet, made-up ones? 
 
    Earlier that day she'd been hanging around a pseudo coffee shop with a couple of them, drinking real coffee from her apartment but seeing them across the table from her. Would it really be an improvement to have to get dressed and go across town to meet them somewhere for real? 
 
    The visual software pictured you as you wanted, not as you were. For Wren, that mostly meant changing her lounging-around clothes to something stylish, and showing her hair as neatly brushed. But it could do a lot more, like change hair color and style, remove acne or moles, change height or weight or coloring. 
 
    She selected a top and the clerk smiled and thanked her. Wren did not bother to walk out with the top. The AI would see it billed to her and delivered to her apartment. 
 
    She passed into another part of the mall, which had what looked like a high ceiling with a huge skylight overhead. She examined the walls and saw where real faded into fake. There was no sense wasting space, after all. Nor was the skylight real. 
 
    It was quite pretty, though, and gave the galleria an airy feel. 
 
    She watched other people walking around, most of them alone, and wondered who they were and what they were doing there. There weren't many BIS people in Manhattan. It was impossible to live here without a high income, and the police kept most who hadn't a legitimate job from coming onto the island. 
 
    There wasn't any reason for them to come anyway as they couldn't afford the shops or services. Nor, as far as she knew, was there any way to steal anything without the police bots catching them. 
 
    She headed back to her apartment, still troubled, and got the suit out of the booth, setting it to recharge itself. She went back to the computer and called up the list of options. She could climb the Himalayas, white water raft down the Colorado, get into a shootout in an old west town, take a space ship around the planets, or go any number of other places. 
 
    Under the games menu, she could play any number of games, from speed racing to war to various jumping, running, and exploration games. She could explore underground tombs while fighting off mummies or shoot it out with invading aliens. She could also be a wizard in a fantasy world or rock star singing to crowds of hundreds of thousands. 
 
    And then there were the sexual fantasies. Some were straightforward. Others were very 'out there'. She could meet a gorgeous man at a disco and have sex with him right there on the floor while others danced around them or even looked on in shock and made appalled noises. That, she thought with a smirk, sounded kind of fun and kinky! 
 
    She could scan a picture of anyone she knew and have any kind of sex with them anywhere she wanted. She could have sex with aliens and kings and presidents and other celebrities. Or she could bring up fantasies from all through human history. 
 
    Her eyes skimmed along the list of titles. Endless titles, ranked by how many stars they'd been given by users. Did she want to be a flight attendant having sex with the captain in the cabin? Did she want to have sex in the middle of a stage with a crowd watching? Did she want to take the character of a man and have sex with a woman? That might be interesting. She wondered how the suit would adapt. 
 
    Did she want to alter her body? Not really. She could have huge breasts but saw no point in that. Her breasts were big enough as it was. She had some interest in being a blonde in a sexual fantasy. The one about the blonde girl in Africa sounded interesting. She looked at the alien sex ones and laughed. The first alien she saw looked like a giant slug. Yech! How would you even have sex with that!? 
 
    “People are perverts, Daemon,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, of course,” he – it replied. 
 
    I'm going to have to retrain again, she thought. This sex stuff was great but it just showed how much greater it was going to be when you could jack right into someone's brain. Nobody would want a suit or need a VR booth once that was out on the market. 
 
    She called up a list of jobs involved in that, then a list of qualifications and skills required. Some of it was straight med, but much of it was hardware and software. It helped if you knew some med-stuff, though. And not many did. So she signed up for a course and went into the VR booth to start. 
 
    The floor reformed, pushing up in the middle of the booth to form a chair and she sat down. She was now in a classroom with a teacher giving a lecture right in front of her. Wren began to take notes on a virtual keyboard, continuing on until the end of that lesson. 
 
    “Boring,” she thought.  
 
    She brought up a roller coaster ride and the room changed as she raced up and down the roller coaster, the chair shifting angles, tilting forward and back as her 'car' moved. It was good, but not the best since there was no gravity to accompany the ride. 
 
    There would be with the cerebral cortex jack, she thought. 
 
    She canceled the program then brought up the menu. She hesitated, then reluctantly got up and left the booth. She got the suit, which had already recharged and put it on before returning to the booth and bringing up the menu again. She shifted over to the sex fantasies, looking for something more modern. She found one which was about being a spy carrying special information the rebellion needed against the 'empire'. Sounded corny but it involved space ships. Intriguing. 
 
    She started it and found herself in the cabin of a small, fast space ship. Her job was to smuggle her data to the rebel base on one of the moons of Jupiter. It seemed a bit strange for a sex fantasy, but flying the ship was fun. 
 
    And then she was being chased. There were no convenient asteroid belts to twist and turn in, and nothing nearby, so all she could really do was go as fast as she could. Her ship began to shake as someone shot at it. She didn't see any weapons of her own, though, so all she could do was dodge. 
 
    Then a huge ship was overhead and her engines shut off as her ship was pulled upward into the big ship. She got up and looked around the cockpit, then opened the hatch and wandered back through the small rear section. 
 
    “What kind of sex fantasy is this?” she wondered aloud. 
 
    Had she mixed up the menus or had someone put the wrong fantasy in with the sex ones? 
 
    The outside hatch opened and two robots came in, brandishing weapons, then grabbed her and dragged her out of the ship.  
 
    I'm going to have to say something about how overpowered this suit is, she thought. The grip of the robot hands on her upper arms was very tight! Just shy of painful! 
 
    She was half dragged, half led down corridors, and then finally into a cabin. The robots then cut her clothes away, leaving her naked. Her wrists were wrapped in manacles and then she was dragged forward to stand on a round metal pad. Her arms were lifted up and locked into place. 
 
    One of the robots shoved something into her mouth which was attached to a hose. It filled her mouth and she moaned a complaint as the other robot fitted some sort of small round metal hose things to her breasts, to her nipples, in fact. 
 
    God, this feels realistic, she thought wonderingly. 
 
    The two things began to suck on her nipples. As the hose which fed into her mouth was strapped behind her head. Then a simply huge metal bar rose from the pad she was standing on! It was far too thick for what she suspected it was intending to do!  
 
    She gasped as she felt the rounded head against her sex. She felt herself being stretched wider and wider, then the thing pushed up into her body, deeper and deeper! She was so busy concentrating on that she didn't even hear the other one rising, and didn't notice until it pushed against her back opening! 
 
    She twisted and writhed and tried to push out at the robots with her feet but they were immovable. They fit chains to her ankles anyway and then they stepped back and a round glass cover came down from above to fit into the base around her. 
 
    A moment later warm, clear liquid began to fill the tube, rising up her legs and over her hips, then finally completely covering her. Now she could only breathe through the air-hose fitted to her mouth! 
 
    A small round device attached to the ridiculously thick post still pushing up into her body rose and turned in, then pressed itself against the top of her sex and began to vibrate and move, rubbing itself from side to side as it pulsed with energy. 
 
    She stared downward, marveling at how thick the post was! She knew that she was only seeing what the computer had drawn, that it wasn't that thick. But it was certainly thick enough to make her ache as it moved slowly up and down inside her!  
 
    The thing in her ass narrowed and then widened, narrowed, and then widened as it turned and spun and moved deeper.  
 
    And Wren floated, her feet above the floor, but locked down by chains, her body feeling almost weightless as she stared through the liquid at the robots on the outside of the glass. She watched them move back and then someone new appeared. 
 
    She blushed despite herself. It was a man in a suit, smiling smugly. 
 
    He pressed a button on a metal device attached to the glass and she heard his voice in her ear. She had not even noticed the robots putting earbuds into them. 
 
    “Ah, agent Smith. I hope you are comfortable? You and I have much to discuss once your... attitude has been suitably altered. Yes? You will tell me everything I wish to know, yes? Of course, you will.” 
 
    This was crazy! This must be some sort of BDSM fantasy! They should have marked it that way! Then again, there wasn't much they could do to her while she was behind glass and floating in water like a fish in an aquarium, she thought. They certainly couldn't whip her or anything like that. 
 
    How do I end this program, she thought. Shit, I have to speak the phrase aloud! And I can't with this thing in my mouth! 
 
    The big metal cock inside her moved slowly in and out, making her gasp and moan as it moved up and down. The vibrator program was a good one. It changed pulsations even as it rubbed against her. And the things attached to the center of each breast were doing more than just sucking. They were vibrating too, and doing little squeezing things that made it feel almost like teeth! 
 
    The fantasy itself did not really enthuse her that much, but the sensations were awesome! Her body began to thrum with sexual pressure and heat, which flooded into her mind like a narcotic to soon rebound downward, redoubling her excitement and passion. 
 
    Her breasts bobbed and rolled in the water, feeling more and more swollen and under pressure. They burned and throbbed, her nipples crackling like live wires. Wren knew she was going to come, and then she did, screaming at the intensity of the sensations which tore through her mind and body. 
 
    The orgasms she'd had with the braves were wild. This was even more powerful! This was like nothing she'd ever experienced! It tore through her body like an explosion, only one which didn't end! It just kept roaring and roaring like a volcano jetting straight up! 
 
    Her entire body was trembling and shaking, twisting and writhing in the water as much as the chains would allow her ankles to move. The orgasm went on and on.... and on! To the point she felt a small tingling jolt of anxiety. What the heck? This orgasm was so powerful and so long! 
 
    The roaring continued and she felt her eyes roll back in her head. Her body thrashed and twisted and spasmed as the orgasm howled within her like a tornado. By the time it faded she felt utterly exhausted, barely able to keep her eyes open, barely able to think a single thought! 
 
    Her jaw was slack behind the hose as she floated limply in the liquid. 
 
    She knew that had been the most incredible orgasm of her life, and felt dazed by it, shell-shocked. Her muscles continued to twitch and spasm as she moaned into the thing filling her mouth. That had been simply incredible! But why!? 
 
    Her head floated, otherwise her chin would be on her chest. She tilted it down anyway, staring at the view of the big metal post impaling her. That was what it felt like, so incredibly deep inside her. She groaned as she watched it retreat, felt it sliding down out of her belly. She stared as more and more of it appeared, feeling a sense of awe. 
 
    If her eyes were to be believed not only was the thing thicker than her arm but it was almost two feet long. Of course, her eyes couldn't be believed. They were watching only what images were being created by the suit and her VR booth. 
 
    Clearly, a male had written this program, she thought dazedly. 
 
    Then she shuddered as it pushed back up, inch after inch after inch, and she felt it driving back up inside her at the same time! The two posts churned up and down in her belly while the things sucked and chewed and pulled and squeezed at her nipples and the vibrator thing rubbed against her clitoris. 
 
    Heat filled her and she writhed again, moaning, arching, twisting, lost in a sexual fever, gulping in air as her mind swam, drowning in passion and lust and pleasure. 
 
    Another shattering orgasm tore through her, then another, then still another. And in between, was the fever heat of lust and need like nothing she had ever experienced before. 
 
    At some point the impossibly long cock slid down, halting with the nose just within the mouth of her sex. Then the man asked her where the rebel base was. 
 
    By that point she was dazed and feverish, desperately wanting that 'cock' to be driven up deep into her body again! She couldn't care less about rebels! She told him what he wanted to know, and then the big cock drove high into her belly once again, pumping and pumping until still another orgasm ripped into her. 
 
    Every now and then it stopped, with the nose of the thing nestled just within her, throbbing, waiting, and then he would ask questions. Until she finally lost consciousness entirely and sank into blank oblivion. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Wren woke up laying on the floor of the VR booth, which had shaped itself into a low, soft bed. She ached everywhere, as if every muscle in her body had been working overtime. 
 
    “Oh my God,” she gasped weakly. 
 
    She twitched at the memory of overwhelming pleasure, but as her mind returned she felt a sense of consternation. That had been ridiculous! How had she climaxed so violently!? It wasn't like the fantasy even appealed to her! Not like the Indian braves had! 
 
    Her jaw ached, from clamping down on the air thing. And she ached inside. Her nipples... her nipples were still hard inside the suit. She moaned and opened the suit, peeling it back. She sat up, not without effort, and peeled it down to her hips. Her breasts throbbed. They felt sore and swollen, and her nipples felt even more sensitive. 
 
    “What the fuck!?” she moaned aloud. 
 
    She stood up, peeling the suit the rest of the way off, then stumbled out of the booth. She cupped her sex, which ached, and felt as if it had been stretched very wide indeed. Her insides felt pummeled. And she still twitched. 
 
    How the hell could a freaky fantasy like that make her explode like that!? She had a quick shower, then threw herself on her bed naked. She could still access the net from there and, pulled up the specs on the suit. 
 
    “Daemon, ice-water,” she said. 
 
    “Right away.” 
 
    His mechanical rolled into the bedroom and she took the cup of water as she skimmed through the information once more. Then, giving in to her suspicions, she checked the net. Unfortunately, trying to find out anything about a sex suit other than how great sex was in one seemed to be impossible. 
 
    There were no public testimonials about the new suit anyway since it wasn't sold yet. She tapped into the Chiyan net and tried to find anything there from employees. She sent a flickr search out and discovered a privately run forum for Chiyan employees, but wasn't sure how she could even phrase the question. 
 
    “I had the most incredible orgasm” didn't seem likely to lead to intelligent conversation. 
 
    Instead, she created a phony account, then asked if there had been any unusual feedback from those testing the new suits. Then she swept the screen closed and tried to focus her mind on what the hell her body had experienced in the VR booth. 
 
    The incredible orgasm she'd had with the braves hadn't really shocked her. It had been a fantastically exciting experience. But being grabbed by robots and then shackled into some kind of strange water prison while she was definitely not among her hottest fantasies! It had been more frustrating than anything else. 
 
    But somehow when those thick metal cocks had started moving inside her she had lost it completely. What sort of stimulation did that suit create over her clitoris anyway!? What sort of programming did the nanobots have? 
 
    Her nipples were still hard, for that matter. She was propped up on pillows as she lay on the bed and reached in to cup her breasts, giving them a little squeeze. She let her fingers slide up to roll her nipples and felt a surge of pleasure that made her draw her hands back. 
 
    Her nipples had always been sensitive, but not that sensitive! 
 
    The suit would have been... stimulating her nipples all through that fantasy scene. Had that had a holdover affect? She got up and went into the VR booth, retrieving the suit, then inspecting it. There was nothing about it she could see which was any different from any other such suit, other than the weird tactile feel it had against her fingers. But that was no doubt due to the nanobots. 
 
    Just thinking about those incredible orgasms made her chest tight and made her lower belly thrum with anticipation. She plugged the thing in to recharge and went and had a nutrition shake, gulping it down as she did some more searches. Who, she wondered, could she possibly talk to about this? She could ask a medbot about her sensitive nipples, she supposed. 
 
    “Daemon, blood sample,” she said. 
 
    “Are you feeling unwell, Wren?” 
 
    “I'm … feeling overstimulated.” 
 
    The mechanical rolled over and she gave it her arm. It produced a suction syringe and carefully took a sample of her blood, then trundled away. Daemon would package it and have a delivery bot take it down to the distribution center for mailing. The lab would have it tomorrow and a medbot AI would call her with the results. 
 
    She had to fight to not idly squeeze, roll and pluck her nipples. And the first time she dropped her hand to her lap and idly rubbed herself there she felt the same powerful surge of sensation and pleasure, making her gasp and jerk her legs apart. 
 
    “What the fuck!?” she demanded. 
 
    “Something you need, Wren?” 
 
    I need a cock, she thought. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She wanted to feel another of those incredible orgasms. But it worried her.  
 
    She flipped through the fantasies and found one which was described as Home Heating. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    The system will download real-time models of the user's residence from their AI and then program a fantasy visitor. 
 
    That didn't sound so bad. There should be no weird shit about robots and watery sex bondage there, at least. 
 
    She put the suit back on and went back into the VR booth, but was still wary. 
 
    “Daemon, cut power to the booth in one hour if I'm not out,” she said. 
 
    “Very well.” 
 
    She strapped herself in and plugged in the suit, and suddenly she was in her living room again. She looked around with interest. The view was identical to what she'd just seen, and she walked from room to room, satisfying her curiosity. 
 
    The door buzzed. 
 
    She never answered her door, not unless someone called up from downstairs, but this time she turned and headed for the door, her chest tightening and a sense of anticipation rising within her. She was naked in the fantasy, so the thought of answering the door the way she was provided both amusement and anxiety. 
 
     She opened the door and found a big, broad-shouldered, powerfully built man wearing an overall. 
 
    “Repairman,” he said. 
 
    “Uh... come in.” 
 
    He came in and closed the door behind him, then looked at her with a hungry leer. 
 
    “Not many girls would answer the door naked,” he said. 
 
    “Uhm, well... I'm special,” she said. 
 
    “You sure are. You have a gorgeous body.” 
 
    His hands came up and cupped her breasts, and she had to stop herself shoving him back. 
 
    This was, after all, a sexual fantasy. But it seemed so real given it was in her own apartment! 
 
    “Shouldn't you be repairing something?” she asked a bit nervously. 
 
    “What's the hurry?” 
 
    His big body hemmed her in against the wall, then he abruptly bent and heaved her up over his shoulder. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Crack! 
 
    His hand slapped her bottom as he walked towards the bedroom with her belly-down across his shoulder. 
 
    “I'll tell you when I want you to talk, girl,” he said. 
 
    God, this felt real, she thought, marveling at the suit's ability. If someone could see into the VR booth now they'd probably see the floor had risen up as the straps had lifted the suit and then dropped her across the raised section so it felt like she was on a man's shoulder. 
 
    Because it certainly did!
He carried her into her bedroom and threw her on the bed, then climbed on himself. 
 
    “Hey! I didn't say you – .” 
 
    He slapped her face! That shocked her even as it threw her back on her back on the bed! 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    He threw her pillows off, grabbed her wrists, and pinned them up and apart, and then suddenly there were straps around her wrists and ankles, binding her spreadeagled to the bedposts! 
 
    He grinned down at her, then tore his coverall open and off like it was made of paper, revealing and incredibly muscular male body! 
 
    “I got what you want, baby,” he growled. 
 
    He threw himself atop her and she gasped at the weight. Then he was jerking her hair back as his lips crushed hers. 
 
    Whoever had written the code for kissing had done a superlative job, she thought, moaning helplessly into his mouth. It was hard to even remember she wasn't kissing anything, that the suit was pressed against her mouth. It sure didn't feel like it! 
 
    The repairman's tongue pushed into her mouth as his hand moved over her breast, squeezing it roughly, then he moved his body downward, sucking and licking at her breasts in ways which made her cry out and arch her back. Her nipples flared wildly with sensation! Her breasts throbbed, and her hips were already rolling even before he settled between them! 
 
    Then his tongue started to work on her! 
 
    Her body began to twist and writhe and strain against the straps as heat rippled up and down her spine. Heat scalded her, and she gulped in air, her heart beating like a drum as his tongue and lips made her clitoris burn! His big finger pushed into her, then was followed by a second, pumping in and out as his sucking mouth brought her to a screaming climax. 
 
    She thrashed wildly against the straps, her body exploding with pleasure as his lips sucked voraciously at her clitoris and his fingers plunged in and out of her sopping pussy! Then he climbed up her gasping, trembling body and she felt the pressure as his cock pushed into her. 
 
    It felt huge, and she moaned into his mouth as he began to ride her. Sensory overload made her light-headed as his cock plunged in and out of her, and orgasms began to roll over her like the cars of a freight train. 
 
    He rose up above her, leering, and his big hand closed around her throat, making her eyes bulge as she tried to gulp in air. 
 
    “I bet you love my cock,” he growled. “Tell me. Tell me you love my cock!” 
 
    He loosened his grip and she gulped in air, then he slapped her face. 
 
    “Say it, slut!” 
 
    “I-I... l-love your... cock!” Wren gasped. 
 
    He leered again, thrusting in and out in long, deep strokes. 
 
    “Again.” 
 
    “I... love your... cock!” she moaned. 
 
    His hands mauled her breasts and she shuddered and arched her back. 
 
    “Beg me to fuck you, whore!” 
 
    She trembled and moaned again, only to be slapped across the cheek once more. 
 
    “Beg!” 
 
    “Please fuck me!” she cried. 
 
    “Again!” 
 
    “Please fuck me!” 
 
    He leaned over her, his face an inch from hers. 
 
    “Say sir,” he growled in a low voice. 
 
    “Please... fuck me... sir!” she moaned. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    He slapped her face again! 
 
    “Louder, slut!” 
 
    “Please fuck me, sir!” 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Louder, whore!” 
 
    “Please fuck me, sir!” she cried. 
 
    And then he did, and another massive orgasm tore her mind apart as her body was wracked by convulsions. His cock felt impossibly deep inside her! Not just in her abdomen but up deep in her stomach! It plunged in and out, and her body burned with heat! 
 
    “Beg!” 
 
    She flinched, wary of another slap. 
 
    “Please fuck me, sir!” she quickly cried. 
 
    “Tell me you love cock!” 
 
    “I love cock, sir!” 
 
    “Again.” 
 
    “I love cock, sir!” 
 
    “Beg me to fuck you!” 
 
    She had to keep repeating his words as his big cock punched into her until yet another massive orgasm melted her mind. 
 
    Suddenly her ankles were free. He lifted them up and pressed them back against the bed above her head, folding her body in two as his hips pounded down against her with more and more savage force! Wren's body trembled and shook, crushed and hammered down into the mattress by the force of his thrusts, his cock punching so deep into her body it felt like it was in her chest! 
 
    It... ached! But so what!? The pleasure was a howling storm of heat and passion! And when another orgasm washed over her – rapture! She cared about nothing, now, other than the pleasure. Most of her mind had been so overwhelmed by the passion and heat it had shut down. 
 
    “Please fuck me, sir!” she gasped, almost automatically, dazed, drunk on the heat and pleasure. 
 
    She cried out at every heavy, powerful, hammering blow of his hips against her upraised buttocks as it drove her into the mattress. And then, suddenly, he was coming inside her, so powerfully she could feel the warm jet of his come pouring into her and then squirting out around his pistoning cock. 
 
    He laughed in arrogant conquest, pulling himself free, then sitting back on his heels. 
 
    “Just the start, baby.” 
 
    And it was, as before her dazed mind could even understand what was happening she was on her knees before him as he stood next to the bed. Her wrists were strapped together behind her back and he was pulling her face into his groin by the hair. 
 
    “Satisfy your master, slut,” he growled. 
 
    What? She wondered dazedly. 
 
    She moaned as he pulled at her hair, and then gasped in pain as he jerked sharply. 
 
    “Make me hard again, bitch!” 
 
    What the fuck kind of a fantasy is this? she wondered, dazedly mouthing his balls. Obviously another bondage thing. Though at least this one was with a sexy, handsome man and not a pair of robots! 
 
    She sucked them into her mouth and licked his cock, her mind still fragmented and confused. He hardened rapidly and then pushed himself into her mouth. Just as with the metal post in the other fantasy his cock was ridiculously long and thick. There was no way it could fit in her mouth, except it did. 
 
    It pumped slowly in and out, and then pushed deep into her throat. That... hurt! Yet alongside the pain came a rush of pleasure. She could feel the skin of his cock caressing the inside of her throat as it pumped up and down, and that caress felt... amazing! It was like... rubbing her clitoris, if her clitoris completely covered the inside of her throat! 
 
    She trembled and moaned in rising heat as he fucked her throat, for every stroke made her body spasm with pleasure. Had she been rational she would have questioned how the inside of her throat could possibly feel like an erogenous zone, but she wasn't. She was shell-shocked from the intensity of the heat and drunk on the pleasure. 
 
    He pulled out and came in her face – pouring thick white spurts of fluid until her entire face was covered Still he spurted, come pouring down onto her chest and breasts as he chuckled in arrogant release. 
 
    “Don't worry, baby. I'll make you come again,” he said. 
 
    Wren didn't want to come again. Her insides ached from muscle spasms. Her chest ached from pumping like a bellows. Her head rang like a bell.  
 
    He sat down then lifted her up to drop her belly-down across his lap. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    He slapped her bottom. 
 
    “Tell me you love cock.” 
 
    Crack! Crack! 
 
    “Please!” she moaned. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Say it, slut!” 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “I-I love cock!” she moaned. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Again! 
 
    “I love cock!' 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “I love cock!” 
 
    She felt his fingers plunge into the hot, wet depths of her pussy, pumping slowly, twisting and turning as the heat built up. Another finger, and then another, and she began to ache as he stretched her out. The aching grew, but the pleasure grew even more powerful, more intense. 
 
    She was gripped by a fever heat and could only writhe and moan as his fingers worked in and out of her. Then she felt a strain, an ache, a pain, and then a rush of pleasure as his entire hand pushed into her. 
 
    Which was patently impossible. His hand was enormous! 
 
    His hand twisted and turned, his fist pushing deeper. She felt it deep in her abdomen, then felt it pumping deeper still, pushing up into her stomach, then into her chest. His entire arm was inside her now, pumping in and out as she screamed in pleasure, twisting and writhing, bucking violently back as another monstrous orgasm tore her mind apart. 
 
    He laughed in amusement, his arm pumping up and down in her chest as he yanked back on her hair. 
 
    “This is what you were made for, slut,” he growled.  
 
    And then the scene was gone and she was back in her VR Booth. 
 
    “Your one hour is up,” Daemon said. 
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    She marveled that she seemed to be undamaged. There were no bruises or marks on her face, and while she ached inside, it was certainly not the sort of thing she would be feeling if a man like that had gotten his entire hand inside her body – never mind his whole arm! 
 
    How had the suit produced those sensations!? It could certainly cause sensations along the surface of her body. And it could mold itself into the feel of a cock to plunge into her body. But how could it possibly make it feel as if someone's whole arm had been driven up through her body like that!? 
 
    She had felt it! Sort of... It had ached, feeling a fist driving up through her stomach and into her chest, but of course, nothing like what she would have felt in real life if such a thing had happened. Nor had she died, which would have been a certain result. 
 
    So it hadn't happened. That was a certainty. Yet she could still remember the incredible awe she'd felt as that fist had driven up into her chest! She remembered the shocking heat and pleasure which had engulfed her at the feeling! 
 
    She hooked into the VR Booths' recording feature and played back parts of what had happened. Watching herself having sex in a video was not that unique. You could easily transfer your picture and body into any porn scene you wanted to watch. But watching it with the memory of having gone through it was quite another thing. 
 
    He was so big and powerful, she thought, watching the vid. She watched him coming on her face, scrunching up her face in distaste – in real life. The man had spewed what looked like a quart of semen over her face and body. Ridiculous! Then again, it was a fantasy, and one no-doubt written by a man. 
 
    And then there she was across his lap, wrists bound as he fingered her. She watched, eyes wide as he forced his entire enormous hand inside her, then his forearm, then most of his arm! 
 
    And despite herself, she felt her body thrumming with sexual hunger again! She moaned, watching herself, and reached down to finger her swollen clitoris. She drew her knees up and apart and gulped in air as she watched the vid, pushing her fingers into her aching pussy and rubbing her clitoris with her thumb. 
 
    Another orgasm shattered her mind as she cried out at the sight of herself – at the sight of herself going out of her mind while a man fucked her with his whole arm! 
 
    She groaned and crawled into bed. Her body was exhausted. Her muscles all felt over-used, and she fell asleep naked atop her covers. 
 
    * 
 
    She woke aching as if she'd been running, jumping, twisting, and lifting things all day. Every muscle ached with stiffness and overuse. Somehow she got herself out of bed and into a shower, then stood for long minutes as the hot water poured over her. 
 
    I want to get into the booth again, she thought. 
 
    That, of course, was a very bad idea, her rational side replied. 
 
    Fortunately, she was ravenous, so she had to have something to eat first. After eating, as well as drinking a protein shake, she determinedly resisted the urge to go to the booth. She even put on some clothes, although only shorts and a tank top, to keep her fingers from touching her hyper-sensitive body. 
 
    Why were all the fantasies along the same... theme? They were all basically her being used like a bitch, roughly, savagely, cruelly. Was that just a coincidence in the fantasies she'd selected or were they all like that? 
 
    Tell me you love cock, slut! Say it! 
 
    She twitched and her pussy spasmed, remembering his voice, remembering the feel and sight of his enormous cock deep inside her, remembering the roar of heat and pleasure. 
 
    She'd been restrained in all three fantasies. Yet the menu hadn't said anything about bondage. That was peculiar, to say the least. There ought to be some nice, gentle, romantic fantasies in there too, not to mention, well, just plain ordinary sex fantasies. Not everyone was into that sort of rough, wild male domination stuff. 
 
    Not that she was necessarily against it... especially after the way her body had fairly exploded into flames the last two times! 
 
    “Delivery,” Daemon said. 
 
    Wren frowned. She couldn't remember ordering anything new and it was too early for test results. Daemon's mechanical rolled into the room and put a small envelope in her hand. She frowned as she examined it, then tore it open. 
 
    Meet me in Central Park at the Conservatory Garden tomorrow morning at ten if you want to know about that suit, it said. 
 
    She stared at it, her mind whirring. Somehow, despite her making the question anonymous and using a new email account someone had been able to figure out exactly who she was. That was alarming enough. This cryptic note asking to see her in person was even worse. 
 
    I'm going to have to upgrade my net security, she thought ruefully. 
 
    She considered whether she dared meet this person. It could be someone working for Chiyan who had information he or she didn't trust to the net. Or it could be a perve who wanted to see someone they thought might be using the suit. But outside of Chiyan, no one should even know about it. It was a new model that had just completed testing.  
 
    She was also very reluctant to meet anyone face to face and admit she had used it for kinky sex fantasies! Much less talk about her massive orgasms or sensitive body parts! 
 
    She checked the forum again. There had been no other response to her query. If she wanted to find out what the hell the suit was doing to her she was going to have to go to Central Park. 
 
    She spent some time upgrading her net security that evening, but wondered if she was wasting her time. If someone working for chiyan had found her that quickly, that easily before, no doubt they could find her again. She was going to have to query some hacker forums and find some black software to hide behind. 
 
    In the meantime, she was going to stay the hell away from that suit and her VR booth! 
 
    Which was, unfortunately, much easier to think than to do. Those incredible sexual firestorms which had played out in her body every time she'd used it had left a lasting impression on her mind, and not just on her body. 
 
    She wanted more of that! 
 
    She had suspected people might become addicted to this sort of thing and she was right. She hadn't imagined it could be so quickly, though. Then again, she hadn't imagined the pleasure from the sexual fantasies could be so incredibly powerful. 
 
    Still, given how much sexual satisfaction she'd had lately she shouldn't really have much desire for more – except she did. She kept thinking of those wild scenes, and the intense pleasure she'd gotten. And that almost immediately turned her on and made her hungry for sex. 
 
    That hunger could be satisfied without a suit, of course. Satisfied easily. Far, far too easily! It was like... like her pussy and breasts were now hyper tuned to sexual heat and pleasure. She could barely touch them without sending a flood of pleasure through her body – which of course, then made her want more. 
 
    She watched the replay of her last fantasy again, and once more practically melted at the sight of herself being used so crudely, of herself twisting and writhing and crying out in pleasure. 
 
    His whole fucking fist and arm! She couldn't watch that sinking into her writhing, trembling body without rubbing her clitoris frantically and coming again! And like the orgasms in the booth, it was intense, a terrible, incredible explosion of sexual energy and pleasure that made her arch and buck and shake and cry out in helpless animal pleasure. 
 
    “Do you require medical attention?” Daemon asked. 
 
    She found it hard to talk, much less think. 
 
    “Wren?” 
 
    “N-No!” she gasped. 
 
    “You were screaming quite loudly.” 
 
    Shit. 
 
    “Ignore it,” she moaned. 
 
    She was forced to masturbate a half dozen more times that day. The heat just kept rising and burning away until she finally gave in. And the more incredible orgasms she felt the more she wanted.  
 
    She felt as if she was on a low simmer at all times, with any little thing raising the heat up to the point she had to run her hands over her own body. 
 
    * 
 
    She moved warily among the ponds, bushes, and flowers of the conservatory, head swiveling uneasily around, trying to guess who had sent her the message and who would be looking back. She was wearing jeans, athletic shoes, and a sweater over her blouse, wanting to give whoever her visitor was no hint that she was interested in them sexually or romantically or in any other way but for information. 
 
    And then a man came near her and sat down on one of the benches looking out at the pond. 
 
    “Come sit down,” he said, not looking at her. 
 
    She looked at him warily. He looked fairly ordinary. He was perhaps a decade older than her twenty-two years, was of average height and build, and had short brown hair. 
 
    “Turn off your headset and put it away,” he said. 
 
    She flinched. That would make it harder to call for the police if he was crazy. But, her face already blushing at what he must know about her, she obeyed and then sat down as far from him as possible. 
 
    “You should know there are injectable medware bots on the suit,” he said. 
 
    “I... don't understand,” she gulped. 
 
    “There's a thin top coating of medware nanobots sitting atop the regular suit nanobots. They're small enough to sink into the body through the pores of your skin, especially once the suit reshapes itself so that it pushes into various body orifices.” 
 
    “They are specifically targeted at the body's nerve receptors, at specific locations related to sexual behavior. That would naturally be the breasts and vagina in females, but also the anus and throat. Normally the body does not feel pleasure from contact there because there are few nerves in the vagina, rectum, or throat which can produce pleasure or arousal. The nanobots change this.” 
 
    Her face blushed hotter. 
 
    “Once they've done their job you can think of having the vagina lined with material which is only a little less sensitive than the clitoris. The same goes for the throat and rectum. They also greatly enhance the sensitivity of the clitoris, breasts, and nipples.” 
 
    “This is just a VR suit!” she exclaimed. 
 
    “No, it's really not. Let me finish.” 
 
    “They also find their way into the bloodstream and then travel from there to the nucleus accumbens.” 
 
    “The what!?” 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    “Have you ever heard of the pleasure center of the brain?” 
 
    “Vaguely.” 
 
    “Fine. Think of it as that. There are three basic parts. One part releases dopamine, which is what floods the body with pleasure. A second part remembers what it was that caused such pleasure, and a third part provides a conditioned response the next time such an event looks likely to happen.” 
 
    Wren looked at him helplessly. 
 
    “The nanobots supercharge the pleasure center so that the dopamine is even more effective. And given the body's memory and conditioned responses, this leads to what can best be called addiction. Your body feels a craving that can only be satisfied with more dopamine.” 
 
    “But... why?! I mean, this must be incredibly expensive!” 
 
    “Chiyan knows that direct stimulation of the cerebral cortex is the next step in fantasy, both sexual and otherwise. We think it's exploring this sort of thing in order to retain and grow its customer base.” 
 
    “How is this even legal!?” 
 
    He gave her a pitying look. “The government makes legal whatever the corporations want made legal. It just does it in technical language no one pays attention to. And, of course, once the user consents – .” 
 
    “I never consented to have nanobots pumped into my body!” 
 
    “Oh yes, you did.” 
 
    She stared at him. 
 
    “The page after page of legalese at the start, when you installed the software, did you read it?” 
 
    “Of course not!” 
 
    “No, nobody does. But if you had read it it would have said that you agreed to participate in a test of a new nanobot designed to stimulate the body and mind into greater pleasure. Even if you had read it you'd probably have agreed.” 
 
    She stared at him helplessly. 
 
    “How do I get... rid of these things?!” 
 
    “I think there's a way to wash the bots out or deactivate them. I've been trying to hack around in another section's net to find it. The problem is I don't even know who is running this experiment. If I had the name of someone I could go directly into their account and try to find out.” 
 
    “Why would you bother? I mean, why are you doing this?” 
 
    He turned and scowled at her. 
 
    “I know it might seem old-fashioned but some of us still have ethics,” he said. “I've devoted years to giving people pleasure but that doesn't mean I want to turn them into sex addicts. At least not against their will.” 
 
    “So what can I do?” 
 
    “You keep breaking the sex fantasies before they're completed,” he said. 
 
    She flushed again. “How do you know?”
He pursed his lips. 
 
    “The programs are very complicated. Most people don't have the home computing power to run them properly. So the bulk of their coding is in the cloud. The processing of the sexual fantasies is actually done in the cloud, and your suit is simply getting the signal. This also allows for a multiplayer platform where your sexual partners are also real people in other suits and VR booths elsewhere.” 
 
    “People are watching!?” she gasped. 
 
    “Not many. Certainly whoever the other participants will be. But yes, your fantasy is recorded and viewable at Chiyan by a very limited number of people.” 
 
    Her face flooded with heat at that. People had watched those fantasies!? Had watched her naked and having sex! Had watched her orgasms!? 
 
    He looked uncomfortable. 
 
    “It's an expensive test, after all. They're recording your physical and emotional responses to the stimulation you're getting both from the VR fantasy and from your body.” 
 
    Mortified, she jumped up and started to walk away. He cursed and followed her. 
 
    “Ms. Farrington. Wren, I need your help.” 
 
    “Go away!” 
 
    “I need you to let one of the fantasies play out fully.” 
 
    “So you can peep at it and get your jollies!?” 
 
    He grabbed her arm and stopped her, swinging her around. 
 
    “No! So I can find out who is in charge! Once an entire fantasy is completed it will be filed and sent to his or her attention on the net. That's how the system works in experiments!” 
 
    “I'm not putting that thing on again! Ever!” 
 
    “You don't understand. The nanobots are already in your body. You can't get rid of them until I can find out who is in charge and find the reversal process.” 
 
    “I'll... I'll go to a hospital!” 
 
    “They don't have the facilities to reverse this. They won't even understand it at first. Not without a lot of studying and experiments.” 
 
    “Then I'll go to the media!” 
 
    “No you won't,” he sighed. “You were selected for this experiment after a careful psych profile analyses.” 
 
    She stared at him. 
 
    “You think you're a random selection? Don't be ridiculous. They wanted someone young and healthy and single, but without a lot of close contact with family or friends. They wanted them to be the quiet, shy type. And I suspect, looking at you, they wanted them to be extremely attractive.” 
 
    She glared at him. 
 
    “I'm not sure why. Why would that matter? It shouldn't. But I look at a few of the files of the participants they're all female and all young and extremely attractive, with fantastic bodies.” 
 
    She blushed with embarrassment again. 
 
    “Every girl has full, firm breasts, for example.” 
 
    “Would you mind not talking about my breasts!? I don't even know your name!” 
 
    He shrugged. “I can't afford to have the company find out what I'm doing. I'd be fired, and likely arrested on some trumped-up charge. The companies own the police, after all, just like they own the government.” 
 
    “Why are all the fantasies... rough and... and nasty?!” 
 
    “I don't know. I suspect that's related to the personal interests of whoever is in charge. Why they would let that influence the test is confusing. It's highly unprofessional of them.” 
 
    “You think!? Your whole company is unprofessional!” 
 
    “I don't know if even senior management knows about this,” he said. “or at least, how much of it might know. This suit itself is a tightly guarded secret. The medware additions are even more secret.” 
 
    “There's no way I could possibly put that suit on again knowing... knowing people will be watching!” 
 
    “I know it's hard – .” 
 
    “You know!?” 
 
    “But it's the only way. And, well, it's not like you're going to be showing anyone anything about your body and sexual responses they haven't already seen.” 
 
    She shook her arm loose and stalked off, face flaming. 
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    Wren was, of course, utterly humiliated. The more she thought about what those fantasies had been like and imagined people watching her on holo monitors, the more humiliated she felt. The thought of doing it again made her cringe. 
 
    It didn't sound like she had a lot of choices, though. Her body was incredibly sensitive, and her mind was filled with a thrumming sense of need, a craving... 
 
    After thinking about it, she looked through the menus again and this time altered her features and body type, selecting one of the generic bodies and faces instead. That way it wouldn't be 'her' body or face in those videos people were watching. It would just be a... a character. She would just be sort of along for the ride. 
 
    It would still be horribly embarrassing, but at least they wouldn't be her breasts people were ogling! Not to mention her face! Maybe she could ask this guy to delete all the other recordings. She cursed herself for not demanding it as a condition of donning the suit again. 
 
    This time she elected a fantasy at random. It wasn't like anything she chose worked out as she'd expected anyway. Not with some kind of bondage pervert running the experiment! She stood still for long minutes, arguing with herself, trying to persuade herself to initiate the program. 
 
    There was no way she wanted to! And yet she did! The moment she'd stripped she'd felt the sexual anticipation growing. Putting the suit on and feeling it mold to her body had tightened her chest and made her lower belly thrum with heat and excitement. 
 
    Even now her breasts were aching to be touched and squeezed, and she felt a moist heaviness between her legs. 
 
    She took a deep breath, trying to calm herself, then started the program. 
 
    She found herself in the desert under a bright sun! And she was already naked, with her wrist tied together by a rope which led up ahead of her to a man on a horse. The man was wearing an Arab style robe so she could hardly see his face while she walked after him, her arms raised up ahead of her. 
 
    She gulped anxiously, looking down at her body. She was relieved to see it wasn't hers. The breasts were bigger and ridiculously firm as she stumbled forward through the soft, deep sand. She had blonde hair, too, long blonde hair. 
 
    Just a character, she told herself as she looked around her. 
 
    There was a row of horses riding through the desert, all ridden by Arab men. She was the only 'prisoner', as she trotted along at the end of the rope. 
 
    Knowing people were watching this on video made her mind squirm with embarrassment, even if it wasn't her body or face! She did her best to ignore the fantasy, not wanting to be aroused. She focused on the technical aspects of it, reminding herself she was really back in her VR booth. 
 
    The floor would have been adjusted underfoot, so she was walking on a treadmill, and the suit would be giving her the sensation of walking through sand, making it harder to walk, and giving that mushy feel as her bare feet sank into the 'sand'. It would also be giving her the sensation of having a tight rope around her wrists pulling her along. 
 
    It's just a program, she told herself repeatedly. 
 
    But it was so lifelike! The sun beat down on her and she had to lower her eyes against the brightness. She was also sweating as she struggled through the sand to keep up with the horse. Then suddenly a town appeared ahead. 
 
    The horseman pulled her down the street, as people looked on, some of them laughing, pointing, saying things she didn't understand. Several of them grabbed their groins and shouted at her. Others ground their hips forward, showing her their tongue. 
 
    Wren flushed despite herself. Especially since she knew someone was watching, someone real, even if these people weren't! 
 
    As they moved deeper into the town the crowds got thicker. Men groped her as she went by, and she gasped and squealed and tried to pull away as they laughingly grabbed her wherever they could reach, aiming mostly for her breasts and buttocks and pussy.  
 
    They turned off down a narrower road and the rider of the horse pulling her tugged on the rope, pulling her in closer. Then he reached down and grabbed her by the hair and lifted her bodily upward, pulling her across the horse as she cried out in pain. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    He laughed as he slapped her bottom, then increased his speed until they went through the gate of a wall surrounding a large, two-story building. She was pulled off the horse and her wrists untied, then she was led inside by another man and given to a pair of large Arab women. 
 
    No one here seemed interested in speaking to her. They simply dragged her into a room and then poured water over her head. 
 
    The feel of the water was a relief as it eased the heat. It also washed off the gritty sensation of having dirt all over her. The women then soaped her body up, which felt all too real, their slick hands sliding over her warm, slippery body, kneading her breasts, rolling her nipples, and sliding back and forth down the line of her sex and up between her buttocks. 
 
    They rinsed her off, then brushed out and dried her hair before putting metal shackles around her wrists and ankles, and a collar around her throat.  She was bent over a counter and her legs spread, then something round pushed into her bottom! 
 
    It wasn't long, and it popped fully in except for a sort of thin base which stayed on the outside of her body to keep the thing from disappearing. With that done, a leash was attached to a ring at the front of the collar, and a man came for her, leading her down a corridor and into a small, bare room. 
 
    A man and a woman waited there. The woman was as naked as Wren. She was an Arab girl, though, with long dark hair. 
 
    “Before we sell you, we must train you,” the man said in heavily accented English. “That way we will get the best price.” 
 
    He gestured to the girl. 
 
    “Watch this girl and do as she does. Now kneel.” 
 
    Wren knelt down and the man looked at her, then pressed a button a metal bracelet he wore. 
 
    She felt a sudden painful shock, like when she wore a sweater in winter and touched something metal. Only it was up inside her bottom! It made her yelp and jerk sharply as her hand clapped down on her bottom. 
 
    “Kneel as she does,” he growled. 
 
    Wren gaped at him, then obediently sat on her heels the way the Arab girl was, spreading her knees wide and drawing her hands up behind her neck to interlace her fingers together. She arched her back and waited. 
 
    Since when did sexual fantasies involve giving you pain, she thought indignantly. 
 
    “You will do as she does. In this way, you will learn your place, slave.” 
 
    Slave? Well, that fit, she supposed. So I guess I'm destined for a harem or something. 
 
    The man spoke a word. She had no idea what it was but the Arab girl dropped her hands to the floor in front of her and slid smoothly forward as she positioned herself on all fours. Wren moved her body onto all fours too but still got a jolt inside her bottom that made her gasp. 
 
    “Try again. Graceful, smooth, lithe.” 
 
    She gulped as the Arab girl sat back on her heels, then slid her hands forward along the floor and raised herself to all fours. Gwen did her best to imitate her, but still got a shock, and had to do it again several more times before satisfying the man. 
 
    Then he spoke another word and the Arab girl slid her hands forward along the floor, lowering her front end until her breasts pillowed out against the floor. She spread her knees wide while drawing her belly in as tight against her thighs as she could. Her arms stretched out before her and she looked straight along them. 
 
    She couldn't be more obviously offering herself up to be ridden from behind without shouting the words, Wren thought. She blushed as she did her best to take the same position, knowing someone was watching. She had to try several times, of course, getting nasty little shocks each time until she satisfied the man. 
 
    Not a man, she thought breathlessly, a program! Remember that! 
 
    Or... or was it? She suddenly felt an emotional shock as she remembered her first fantasy, and her thinking then that maybe the 'braves' who were using her body were other player characters, men in their own VR booths! As it possible this... guy, this slave trainer guy was also a real person? 
 
    The idea made her mind squirm with embarrassment for some reason, even though she was sure someone was watching the video stream. Someone actually taking part, though, that was different. 
 
    And, despite her embarrassment, much more exciting and arousing. 
 
    Having to position her naked body in this... submissive way at a  man's command, well, the very idea made her chest tighten and brought a dark thrum of energy down low. 
 
    He spoke another word and the Arab girl across from Wren brought her arms back down along her body, raised her ankles up and brought them close to her hips, then grabbed her ankles with her hands. 
 
    This was another outrageous, obscene, and submissive pose, and the man now had a stick in his hand which made her nervous. He swung it down to strike her bottom and she gasped at the sharp sting. 
 
    “Again, slave!” 
 
    She re-positioned her body again, then tried to move as smoothly as the Arab girl. Then again, then again. Then again! 
 
    At another command, the Arab girl rose, and brought her hands behind her neck, standing straight with her back arched and her legs apart. Wren did the same. 
 
    “You are not showing sufficient eagerness,” the man said. “We shall have to do something about that.” 
 
    The door opened and two more men came in. They were black men, their dark skin gleaming with perspiration. At a word from the man she thought of simply as the 'trainer' they stripped naked, and she gulped at how muscular and perfect their bodies were.  
 
    They came forward and each caught one of her arms, then jerked her forward to where a pair of wooden beams now jutted out from the wall. They raised her wrists up and apart and chained them to the beams, then spread her ankles wide and chained them to the floor. 
 
    One of them then knelt in front of her and pushed his face in between her thighs. His long, thick tongue pushed up between the lips of her sex and she shuddered as it found her clitoris. The other man knelt behind her. He pulled the plug thing out of her bottom, and then his tongue began to delicately circle and caress her wrinkled little back opening! 
 
    That sensation was unlike anything she'd ever felt before, and Wren squealed, straining against the chains, at first. The man's big hands slid up and down her back, then rose up to cup and fondle her breasts while the one in front of her slid his hands around behind her to knead her buttocks. 
 
    The tongue of the man before her was doing impossible things, pushing a half dozen inches deep into her pussy to twist and turn and wriggle and writhe inside her as he somehow used his upper lip to rub and caress her clitoris! 
 
    Wren's resolve to show no response began to melt away as the sensations deepened, and she felt her heart pounding as her pulsed began to race.  
 
    The man behind was dipping his tongue into her ass, now, his soft, warm, slick tongue, dipping and darting as she squealed and twisted and gasped for breath, still desperately trying to remind herself it wasn't real. 
 
    The man in front of her was fucking her with his tongue! Even as his lip stroked and rubbed against her clitoris. And somehow he was managing to start sucking against her at the same time so that her clitoris began to vibrate and burn as it swelled with hunger and excitement! 
 
    The sensations were becoming far too intense to resist! The feel of his long, slick tongue in her pussy was beyond anything she'd ever felt before as it twisted and pumped and squirmed powerfully! Her breasts throbbed against the fingers of the man behind her, and she felt her mind swimming in dark heat and sexual energy. 
 
    The men both halted and moved back at the same moment, leaving her gasping, dazed, overheated, and bedraggled as she stood in place. 
 
    That was when the trainer moved behind her with a whip in hand. It was a long, cruel-looking whip, and it lashed out at her. It struck the center of her back, curled around the right side of her chest, and then the final twenty inches or so cut down across the center of her breasts. 
 
    The pain was... shocking! It was a dull, terrible explosion against her back, and a sharper, higher pitched sort of cutting pain across the center of her tender breasts! And yet a bare instant after that came such an incredible blast of pleasure all along where it had hit, but especially from her breasts, that her scream was torn in half. 
 
    Wren's jaw was wide and she gaped at the far wall, for the pain had been bad, but the pleasure was more intense than anything she'd ever felt in her life! The whip had cut right across both nipples. She could see a dark welt crossing her breasts, and both nipples were practically on fire with a pleasure so incredible she fought desperately to yank her hands down so she could squeeze and rub them! 
 
    The whip cut across her body again, this time laying a line of fiery pain down across her belly and over her hip! Again the pain was shocking, and again, an instant later the nerve endings in her skin there were screaming with pleasure! 
 
    One of the black men moved up before her on her right and swung another whip to cut across her breasts a second time. Again she screamed at the pain! Again the eruption of pleasure followed an instant later to alter the tenor of her scream. The whip cut across her buttocks a few seconds later, then the other black man moved forward on her left and swung his own whip. 
 
    That one cut across her belly, and a few seconds later the second man's whip cut across her breasts again. Then the trainer behind swung his whip and it curled across her hip and down her abdomen to cut into the soft naked flesh of her pussy. 
 
    The explosion of pain and then pleasure was even more stunning there! 
 
    Wren writhed and twisted, shrieking in pain/pleasure. Her body was burning and her mind was frying in the heat. Everywhere the whips landed a line of shocking pleasure erupted along her body which easily overpowered the pain! 
 
    Welt after welt rose across her breasts. The whip snapped in between her legs again and again as her hips bucked frenziedly. She was drunk on the shocking explosions of pleasure and heat, her body thrashing and twisting madly. 
 
    Then the whipping stopped, with her body drenched in sweat and crisscrossed in welts. Dazed, she cried out as her hair was yanked to lift her head up. She saw the black man before her, then felt something rubbing against her naked, aching, burning sex. 
 
    He released her hair and she dropped her chin, her eyes staring at his enormous black cock. It was a foot long and thicker than her wrist as he pushed the head up and down along the line of her sex, then sank it into her. 
 
    His arms slid around her and his hands gripped her buttocks, then he thrust himself deep into her belly! 
 
    The orgasm tore through her like a tidal wave of liquid heat! She screamed at the top of her longs, thrashing and straining as he buried every inch of his thick cock inside her spasming belly, then began to thrust into her hard and fast! 
 
    She felt a second fat cockhead pressing against her back opening, then sliding slowly up inside her. That cock too pushed impossibly deep, and then the two powerful, muscular black bodies crushed her between them, their black spears of flesh thrusting into her in tandem. 
 
    The man behind her roughly kneaded her breasts as the one before her gripped her hair, yanking it up, then kissed her passionately. His lips crushed hers, and her mouth gave way before him, her muscles slack, her eyes wide and dazed, her body trembling and shaking as she gurgled in breathless ecstasy. 
 
    Their cocks felt as if they were thickening inside her as they pumped in and out. There didn't seem to be any way there could be that much room in her belly, but that didn't matter. They thrust into her again and again as her body continued to tremble and shake, her mind filled with … rapture. 
 
    The intoxicating heat and pleasure left her dazed and barely conscious as she hung limply from the chains attached to her wrists. Her body trembled and her insides ached from muscle spasms. Her throat ached from screaming. 
 
    And then the whips started again. Every blow left a searing line of sharp, burning pain and wild, scalding pleasure so that her nervous system was driven into chaos. Her mind was drowned in sensation, most of it so pleasurable her mind wallowed in a drunken haze of euphoria.  
 
    Her body twisted and writhed and bucked every time the long whips snapped down against her pussy or across her breasts as sudden starbursts of ecstasy tore through her mind. 
 
    She was barely conscious enough to be aware of them lowering her to the floor. Then she was dragged down the hall by her hair, taken into a cell, and then shackled to the stone wall, where she hung by her wrists still twitching and trembling. 
 
    Was it possible to overdose on pleasure, she thought wonderingly, as some of her shattered mind began to function again. 
 
    Her eyes opened beyond slits and she stared down at her naked body. It should have been utterly covered in welts, as it had been when she was being whipped. Instead, it was as unmarked as when she'd first entered the fantasy. 
 
    She slowly got her breathing under control, and stopped twitching and trembling. But she still felt hollow on the inside, where those huge cocks had impaled her again and again. The memory of that sensation, of having those two giant cocks pumping inside her, made her tremble again and grind her thighs together in helpless excitement. 
 
    Her mind still felt somewhat stunned, overawed by the incredible power and force of the pleasure which had torn through her. She shook her head several times as if to clear it but the memories continued to assail her and the animal pleasure resonated within her. 
 
    The door to her cell opened and a man came in – the trainer. He had what looked like a twenty-inch long club in his hand with a round ball at the tip about two inches in diameter.  
 
    “Slave,” he said. “Are you beginning to understand your place? Are you beginning to understand your destiny?” 
 
    He lowered the club and let the ball sit a half-inch away from her left breast. 
 
    “Call me master,” he said. 
 
    Wren stared at him, still somewhat slack-jawed. 
 
    He snorted and the ball began to hum, then a visible line of electricity joined it to her nipple! She cried out at the little shock, then again and again as more followed. He shifted it to her other nipple and sent more little shocks into it, one after another. 
 
    “Please!” she cried. 
 
    “Who am I, slave?” 
 
    “Master!” she cried. 
 
    The little blue lines of electricity halted and he slid the ball downward, then jammed it against her sex. 
 
    “Again, slut.” 
 
    “Master!” she cried. 
 
    “Again.” 
 
    “Master!” 
 
    The ball was slowly sinking into her, stretching the lips of her sex, then pushing up into her body. 
 
    “Again, slave.” 
 
    “Master!” she gasped. 
 
    And then it erupted again, only this time instead of pain it brought pleasure that made her cry out in shock. Her hips bucked forward as she tried to impale herself on it and he chuckled in amusement. He drew it out of her, rubbing it up and down against her sex, and pleasure which was so intense it was terrible poured through her body. Her hips bucked violently, desperately as he ground the ball against her soft flesh. 
 
    He pulled it back with a smirk. 
 
    “Turn around, whore.” 
 
    She moaned dazedly, hanging limp again, her thighs now grinding together.  
 
    He placed the ball against her belly and electricity crackled out of it, making her squeal and twist around immediately. 
 
    “Push that beautiful ass back at me, slut. Further. Spread your legs. Rise onto the balls of your feet. That's it. What's my name, Slave?” 
 
    “Master!” she gasped. 
 
    The ball pressed against her wrinkled back opening and began to crackle with a mix of little electrical shocks and floods of deep, raw, animal pleasure that caused her to jerk her hips back against it again. She heard him chuckle as he pushed the thing harder, and the thick round ball was forced up into her ass. 
 
    “Nghhhaaa!” she screamed, pleasure tearing at her mind. 
 
    “This is what you want most in life, slut,” he said. “This is what someone with your body and face was made for.” 
 
    He shoved the ball deeper into her belly, and Wren's hips bucked and jerked and twisted as the orgasm consumed her. She ground her swollen breasts violently against the rough stone walls and twisted and shook at the end of the chain holding her wrists. 
 
    He pulled the ball back and she shuddered and went limp as it came free. 
 
    She gasped as he yanked back on her hair. 
 
    “Beg me to fuck you, slave?” 
 
    Crack! 
 
    He slapped her bottom sharply. 
 
    “Beg. Beg, slut.” 
 
    Crack! Crack! 
 
    “Please,” she moaned dazedly. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Beg, slave.” 
 
    “Please fuck me,” she moaned. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Master. Say it, slut.” 
 
    Crack! Crack! 
 
    “Master!” she half sobbed. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Please... fuck me... master!” 
 
    She felt his cock, thick, warm, hard, pushing up into her ass. She shuddered as fresh heat and pleasure flooded her mind. His cock drove deep into her belly and pumped in and out as she whimpered and moaned and gulped in air. 
 
    “Beg, slut.” 
 
    “Please fuck me, Master!” she panted, aware she was drooling. 
 
    He yanked on her hair, laughing as he rammed his cock up into her ass. 
 
    “You are a slave,” he said. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Say it, slut.” 
 
    “I'm a slave, Master!” she cried. 
 
    His cock was huge, the head giving her cramps as it drove up so deeply, but the feel of it sliding back and forth against the soft flesh of her insides was sending floods of heat and pleasure through her body and mind yet again. 
 
    Then he found the club again, brought his hand forward, and sent the ball sliding down her abdomen to push against her sex. 
 
    His other hand slid around her, folding around her throat and pulling her head up and back, then the ball began to thrum and burn and rapture gripped her once again. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Wren felt as if her entire body had been overloaded with electricity. She felt as if her hair should still be standing on end, or perhaps burned off. For long minutes she could do nothing but hang from the shackles, shell-shocked,  and stare unseeingly at the far wall and the torches burning there. 
 
    How long did this fantasy last, she wondered dazedly. Because she didn't know how much more of this she could take and still remain sane. She would not have thought that it was possible to have too much pleasure, but now she knew differently. 
 
    She still felt confused and disjointed, her body aching and raw. She needed to lay down and do nothing for a while. Yet she was still in the fantasy, and had come this far. She couldn't end it early again!  
 
    And surely it was almost over! 
 
    The longer it went on, though, the harder it was to remind herself it wasn't real.  
 
    A man came into the cell and she raised her chin off her chest. She did not know him. He came up to her and pulled aside his robe. A huge, hungry penis thrust up and out at her. He gripped her thighs and jerked her legs out from under her, lifting them up and shoving her knees back against the wall on either side of her. 
 
    His cock pushed into her. It ached... beautifully. She let out a long, low groan of delight as it slid deep into her belly, filling her up. It began to pump in and out and she lay her her head back against the wall, sighing in contentment. It felt soooo good there inside her! 
 
    “Yeeeeees,” she moaned. 
 
    He thrust into her harder, faster, and the feelings swelled, the pleasure growing. The orgasm which crackled along her spine was weaker than the tremendous ones she'd had earlier but still filled her with pleasure even as he pulled out and let her legs drop. 
 
    He left her alone again and she groaned, closing her thighs and trembling a little. 
 
    Every five minutes another man came into the cell, all with long, thick cocks. Each of them took her against the wall, sometimes from behind, sometimes in the ass. None of them lasted more than a few minutes, and all left her moaning in dazed pleasure. 
 
    Finally, a man came and lowered her to the floor. He removed the chain between her wrist restraints and attached one to her collar instead. 
 
    “Come, slave.” 
 
    He jerked on the chain and she almost fell sprawling on her face. Instead, she stumbled after him on all fours to crawl up the hall and back into the training room. 
 
    The training master was there again, with the other girl. He snorted and said something to the man, who removed the chain from her collar. Then he spoke a word, the same as he had earlier, and the slave girl slid her hands forward to position herself with her bottom high and her knees spread. 
 
    Wren tried to do the same but felt awkward and weak. She groaned as the man brought a switch snapping down across her bottom to leave a painful, stinging line of pain. 
 
    “What are you?” 
 
    “I-I... I'm a slave, Master!” she moaned. 
 
    He snorted and slid the switch up and down along the line of her sex, then spoke another word. The Arab girl reached back to grip her ankles, and after a moment Wren did the same. 
 
    “What are you?” 
 
    “I'm a slave, Master.” 
 
    “More particularly, you are a sex slave. Is that not true?” 
 
    Wren supposed it was. 
 
    “Yes, Master,” she moaned. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    She winced at the sharp blow across her bottom. 
 
    “Say so.” 
 
    “I'm a sex slave, Master!” 
 
    He spoke another word and the Arab girl dropped her ankles and crawled forward awkwardly, her arms and chest still pressed against the floor, her bottom still held high. She reached where he stood and then began to lick his feet. 
 
    He moved aside and said the word to Wren and she groaned and crawled forward in the same fashion. She licked his feet as he towered over her. 
 
    He brought the switch down against her bottom. 
 
    “Lick harder, slave.” 
 
    She licked harder, moaning. 
 
    Another blow and another, this time against her pussy, made her cry out. That hurt! 
 
    “Show more enthusiasm, whore.” 
 
    She licked more frantically, gasping and moaning as she brought her tongue down against his bare foot and toes. 
 
    “Beg me to fuck you, whore.” 
 
    “Please fuck me, Master!” she cried. 
 
    “Keep licking, slut.” 
 
    The other man knelt behind her and Wren shuddered as his cock drove into her body. A rush of pure pleasure, of euphoria, filled her as he began to use her body. 
 
    “Keep licking, slave.” 
 
    She kept licking, moaning as the man behind hammered his hips into her upraised buttocks, pleasure pouring through her mind and body once again. She could feel his cock incredibly deep inside her, spearing into the deepest part of her belly!  
 
    Another orgasm all-but collapsed her mind, and she gurgled dazedly against his feet as the man continued to hammer into her. Then at a spoken word he stopped and moved back.  
 
    She moaned, eyes slit as she was dragged up to her knees by the hair. Then the training master shoved his cock into her open mouth and straight down her throat. She gurgled weakly, her hands instinctively rising to push against him. They were jerked back behind her and locked together as he began to fuck her throat. 
 
    She could do nothing but kneel there as he used her mouth and throat, gasping and gagging and coughing now and then when he pulled free. She felt the dark heat and hunger growing within her, though, as the cock stroked and caressed deliciously sensitive nerve endings on the inside of her throat and along her tongue. 
 
    He was not being gentle, and a part of her wondered why she wasn't gagging. Not that she cared. Another orgasm was imminent.  
 
    He pulled out and came in her face again. As before, it felt like a quart of warm semen was spurting against her face and chest as he laughed down at her. Then he flung her onto her back on the floor and the training continued. 
 
    She had to give a lap dance to the other man, straddling him as he sat in a chair, grinding herself against him and his erection while he fondled and sucked and chewed at her breasts. Then she had to ride him, which she did, to several more screaming orgasms. 
 
    She was taken back to her cell and shackled there, where more men arrived every five or ten minutes to use her. Then she was taken out again and led up a flight of stairs, then out onto a stage surrounded by rows of seats. 
 
    Every seat was filled with a man, and they all stared at her hungrily as she was led out by the leash.  
 
    The trainer spoke a word, and she brought her hands together behind her neck, arching her back and shifting her feet apart on the stage.  
 
    She should have looked like a bedraggled mess. But she didn't. Instead, her hair shone softly and perfectly, and her body was completely unblemished as the men began to offer up bids. 
 
    The trainer, now the auctioneer, called words to her and she responded by assuming the positions she had earlier. Finally, the bids stopped and a new man snapped a leash to her collar and led her away, her wrists shackled behind her. 
 
    She woke in the VR booth, and was more than slightly confused, at first. It took her some seconds to realize all of that had been a fantasy and this was the reality. She detached herself from the booth, peeled the suit down, and stumbled out of the booth and into her bed. 
 
    * 
 
    I am never putting that suit on again, she thought, exhausted. But almost at the same time, she felt the need to plunge back into the fantasy and feel that incredible rush of heat and pleasure again!
Her body was exhausted, but she felt jittery, which made it impossible to fall asleep. She let her aching body rest for a bit, but finally rose and walked out to the living room naked. She wanted to re-run parts of the fantasy as video again. 
 
    She pulled up the video record and was grateful that this time she couldn't recognize herself in the busty blonde shown. That let her focus her attention on the training master. There was something very odd about him. He was supposed to be a software creation but the way he looked at her, and at the other slave girl was off. She also thought the way he spoke, his words, and inflection all were wrong. 
 
    She could actually see the expression on his face now as he used her, as he pushed that round ball into her ass, and that was not something programmed. She would bet this was a real person playing a character just as she had been! 
 
    Yet it was a test suit. There couldn't be many of them. Also, that guy she'd met in the park said all the people given the suit were beautiful young girls. Of course, a girl could play a male role in a game, but she didn't think that was the case. That was a man. So who was he? 
 
    She was struck again by the fact all the fantasies had been about male domination. That wasn't the usual thing. There were certainly people who got off on that, but they were not the majority, so there should have been more mainstream stuff, and, of course, other types of kink. 
 
    Every time she saw one of the whips curl across her hip to snap in directly against her pussy she flinched, not at the remembered pain but at the remembered pleasure. She watched herself being whipped, and wished, oddly, that it looked like her, not like some blonde bimbo. She wanted to see herself covered in welts and being whipped and screaming in pleasure! 
 
    She had to masturbate twice while watching the videos, but orgasms came quickly to her now, what with those nanobots inside her. She only had to brush her fingers lightly across her clitoris to feel a burst of hot pleasure. Sliding her fingers into her pussy and ignoring her clitoris still produced a delicious rush of sensation as her fingers caressed the inside of her sex. 
 
    That was simply not normal! 
 
    Fortunately, though the nerve endings in her throat had also been heightened the pleasure she felt swallowing food and water was not nearly so intense. It was, however, distinctly sexual. Even the feel of milk sliding down her throat made her want to grind her pussy against the seat underneath. 
 
    She resisted, but with effort. 
 
    I want to try more fantasies! She thought.  
 
    No, no, no! 
 
     She had to stop masturbating so often and had to stop dropping into those dark fantasies before she became wholly addicted. 
 
    There seemed little question she was already at least partially addicted. 
 
    She got dressed and went for a walk in the underground passages again, and tried not to think of the explosive waves of pleasure which awaited her if she only put the suit on again. Or all those beautiful cocks which had thrust up inside her body and pummeled her insides. 
 
    Sex had not been a big deal for Wren before. Now she was wondering where she could get some real-life cocks like the ones which had used her in those sexual fantasies! Even as she walked she called up the Net on her headset. There were all sorts of beautiful cocks out there she could buy, some extremely real looking, some not. Some had various appendages like vibrators. 
 
    What would a vibrator do if pressed against her hypersensitive clitoris!? 
 
    She ordered a couple of sex toys and put a same-day rush on them. Maybe if she could masturbate the hunger and lust away she could keep herself from climbing into the VR booth with that suit again. 
 
    Because she really wanted to feel that incredible lust and pleasure again! 
 
    When she got back to the apartment there was already a letter waiting. It was, she presumed from the same person as she'd met in the park before. He wanted another meeting. All it said was Same time, same place, tomorrow. 
 
    Her mind squirmed at the thought, but she knew she had to get answers. 
 
    She tried to distract herself with other entertainment, including social media. She resisted the urge to put on the suit and play non-sexual games because she doubted she'd be able to resist if she had the thing on. 
 
    Then the sex toys arrived and by then she was almost panting with heat. She tore them open, sat back on her upholstered chair, spread her legs up across the arms, slumped down, and then tried the big vibrator cock against herself.  
 
    She moaned in pleasure just rubbing the nose up and down along her sex. As she inserted it she felt more and more content, the sense of anxiety and need fading. She drove it deep inside, to the little angled part which pressed up against her clitoris, then activated the vibrator. 
 
    Ten incredible orgasms later she forced herself to pull it out and lay there gasping for breath, sweating and moaning. 
 
    It wasn't the suit producing those massive orgasms, she realized. It helped, clearly, but those nanobots inside her were responsible. Which was a scary thought! Or... well, having better orgasms wasn't so scary, but what else they might be able to do could be! She just didn't know what all the effects were yet. 
 
    She would just have to show some self-discipline! She tried to work, but her mind kept getting distracted by her own body. The feel of her pussy against the chair, or her breasts moving as she turned and twisted. Her hands kept dropping between her legs, or up to cup her breasts. 
 
    She finally decided what she need was some non-sexual distraction. And the only way she could think of that was to put the suit on and go into the VR booth – IF – she could stay away from the sexual fantasies. She steeled her mind, resolutely ignoring all sexual thoughts as she donned it and stepped into the booth. 
 
    She found herself on a bright, sunlit field wearing a field hockey uniform. The game started and the players ran up and down the field, whacking at the ball or defending against it. It was excellent exercise, and she ran with the others. It was hot, and she found herself sweating as she and the other girls fought for possession of the ball. 
 
    The referee blew her whistle and pointed at Wren for a penalty, and she opened her mouth to protest. Before she could she found her wrists grabbed by two of the girls, and lifted up high, forcing her to bend over.  
 
    “Hey! What! What are you doing!?” she cried. 
 
    Her short skirt was lifted up, and she realized she had no panties underneath. The referee now had a thin switch and swung it down to snap stingingly across her buttocks. 
 
    “Ow! Hey! Ow! That hurts!” she gasped. 
 
    Another girl dropped to her knees in front of Wren, crawled in beneath her and began to lick her clitoris. The sensations built up incredibly rapidly as she gasped and moaned helplessly. Then another of the girls thrust the handle of one of the hockey sticks into her pussy and she cried out in pain and pleasure. 
 
    The other girls gathered around, laughing, as the referee brought the thin switch down across her upraised buttocks again and again, and the girl pumped the stick in her pussy, thrusting it deeper and deeper and still deeper. Wren felt it in her stomach, then her chest, the ticklish sensation making her want to cough, then it pushed out through her open mouth as she cried out in pleasure. 
 
    The orgasm washed over her like a tidal wave and she trembled and shook, her mind swamped, her consciousness drowned in ecstasy as the stick pumped in and out and the girl licked her and the referee continued to crack his switch down across her aching bottom. 
 
    The orgasm tore her mind apart, and she floated free, gurgling and sobbing and moaning in dazed animal heat as the world faded out and she found herself back in the VR booth, gasping for breath. 
 
    “You set a time limit of thirty minutes on your gaming activity, Wren. Your thirty minutes is up,” Daemon said. 
 
    “Y-Y-Yeth,” she gasped, dropping to the floor. 
 
    She moaned, her hands sliding down her body, kneading her breasts and squeezing her pussy. 
 
    It took her a minute before she could rise off the floor and sit on her heels, gulping in air. 
 
    What the hell had happened?! That was supposed to be a sports game, not a sex fantasy! 
 
    Wasn't it?! 
 
    The feel of that stick completely impaling her body had been amazing!  
 
    Hardly thinking, she selected a relaxing swim in the ocean and found herself kneeling on the edge of waves lapping ashore. She was wearing a bikini, and rose to her feet, then waded into the cool water and then dove in, swimming slowly, gently, enjoying the feel of water washing over and around her body. 
 
    The simulation was nearly perfect. Even the feel of water getting into her mouth, which she knew didn't exist! How was the suit doing this!? 
 
    She rolled on her back, floating a little, then dove underwater. It felt good to be in the cool, gentle, relaxing sea as she swam slowly along. But then she suddenly realized the surface was far, far above her. It was ridiculously far up, in fact. The water was clear and greenish-blue, and she could see the waves washing across the surface overhead easily a hundred feet above! 
 
    How had she gotten this far down? Something moved suddenly and she saw what looked like an octopus swimming towards her. She swam quickly for the surface but couldn't seem to rise, as if her body were too heavy.  
 
    Then the tentacles wrapped themselves around her ankles, yanking her down as the octopus moved deeper and deeper. Wren felt her heart pounding and her chest burning as she fought to hold her breath. Her arms windmilled in the water as she tried to propel herself higher but the octopus kept pulling her lower! 
 
    Finally, it was too much, and she had to open her mouth wide to inhale! Instead of seawater, though, all that rushed in was sweet cool air! She gasped and gulped and sucked in breath after breath as her heartbeat began to slow. 
 
    The octopus released her ankles, turning towards her. Enormous eyes looked at her as she floated in place, then she cried out – silently, as she was underwater, as another octopus made its presence known by gripping her arms from behind!  
 
    The octopus before her moved away and another swam up, only this was no octopus. It was no animal she'd ever seen or heard of! It had dozens of writhing tentacles, though, more than the octopus but thinner. Two of them shot forward and, like snakes, their heads opened and then snapped tightly around the center of her breasts!  
 
    Wren cried out, the tentacles biting into her like they had teeth, then sucking rhythmically as strange little feelers swept across her nipples! Two more tentacles slid around her legs, circling and circling, getting higher and higher. She stared down at one and saw the head was shaped like a penis as it rubbed up and down against her sex! 
 
    It penetrated her, sliding deep, while the other pushed up into her ass! She moaned and writhed in place as she felt the tentacle-cock things pumping in and out of her pussy and ass. Another one shot in and fastened on her clitoris, sucking and stroking, and still another forced its way into her mouth and slid down her throat! 
 
    The octopus behind released her, not that it mattered now. The thing before her, some sort of alien tentacle monster, had her full in its embrace. A dozen tentacles gripped her arms and legs and circled her body as the ones inside her pumped in and out, sucking and chewing. 
 
    And then the orgasms started. 
 
    They swept her mind like waves, waves of intense pleasure, and each of them sent her mind spinning and rolling through the seas of ecstasy until she practically forgot who she was. She writhed and arched and twisted and screamed silently as the orgasms tore through her body, until once again it all faded, leaving her gasping and moaning and trembling on the floor of the booth. 
 
    “Thirty minutes is up again, Wren,” Daemon said. 
 
    She crawled out of the booth, groaning exhaustedly, her muscles aching from all the orgasms. Her mind felt beyond dazed.  
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    She went to Central Park and waited for the stranger to appear again, wondering what he'd have to say this time with a sense of helpless anxiety. He appeared again, from around a bush, but didn't sit down.  
 
    “Go over to the fountain,” he whispered. 
 
    She did as he suggested, but he didn't follow at first. He seemed to be looking around, then he gradually came up to stand a few feet away from her. 
 
    “They're doing a lot more than I had thought,” he said. “That suit especially the part that wraps around your head, provides a direct neural connection to your cerebral cortex. Normally it wouldn't be as powerful, but the nanobots inside you now act as signal enhancers. That's how they're able to make the fantasies seem and feel so real.” 
 
    “But how do I get rid of them?!” she asked anxiously. 
 
    “Don't look at me! Look at the fountain!” 
 
    She bit her tongue and obeyed. 
 
    “This is a dark project at the company, but I think there's a second aspect to it that the company itself doesn't even know about,” he said, carefully not looking at her. “I think the project manager has gone rogue.” 
 
    “What?! In what way?!” 
 
    “All those fantasies about male domination and female submission and the overload of sexual pleasure... those aren't the company at work. That's Mister Jameson, the project manager. I know who he is now and  I'm sure he hasn't informed senior managers. I don't think the company would agree to this.” 
 
    “To what!?” 
 
    “I told you that stimulating the pleasure center of the brain can lead to addiction? That's the way it works with narcotics, for example. It causes such pleasure you keep wanting more. But if the pleasure you get comes because of sex, and then because of a particular kind of sex, I bet you can become psychologically addicted to that too.” 
 
    “Addicted to... to being submissive?” 
 
    He turned to look at her. “To being a sex slave! If every time you're tied up or chained or restrained in some way you have massive orgasms your mind is soon going to want to be tied up more. And every time you get restrained you'll get aroused. I think... I think what he's trying to do is turn the actual participants in the study into real-life sex slaves.” 
 
    She stared at him in astonishment. “But... for what?” 
 
    “That's the confusing part. Given how real these fantasies are and how high the pleasure can be why would anyone want a real sex slave? I mean, you can do so much more with a fantasy version and feel more enhanced pleasure. I mean, this thing is a giant leap forward. It's going to make real sex obsolete.” 
 
    He looked around, gave a startled double-take, then turned and bolted.  
 
    Wren stared after him, then stared around her and saw two policemen striding towards her. She turned and saw two more coming from the other direction. She felt her pulse race and started to walk away. Surely they weren't coming after her! She hadn't broken any laws! 
 
    “Halt! Police!” 
 
    She stopped, her jaw-dropping as the four converged on her. 
 
    “What?” she asked, her voice squeaking. “I haven't done anything!” 
 
    “Wren Farrington, you're under arrest for suspicion of corporate espionage.” 
 
    “What!?” 
 
    “Come with us.” 
 
    She gasped as her wrists were pulled together behind her back and locked in place, then she was led out onto the grass as a police air-car landed in front of them. She was placed in the back between the two helmeted, face-masked police and the air-car took off. 
 
    It flew south across much of Manhattan and the noise in the car was such she didn't even try to talk. The faceless helmets of the police did not invite conversation anyway. Her mind raced, wondering what she could possibly be accused of. Corporate espionage? But the man she was talking to wasn't a spy. He worked for the same company she did! Or at least she assumed he did. She didn't even know his name, she belatedly realized. 
 
    The air-car came to land on top of a two hundred story building in lower Manhattan and two more men in uniform and wearing helmets and masks pulled her out and walked her across to the door, then led her inside. 
 
    She was led into an empty elevator, descended quite a ways, then marched down a corridor which smelled of antiseptics and looked somewhat like a hospital. The men marched her down another corridor, then into a nearly empty room. 
 
    As soon as they were in the room the men changed from uniformed security or police to giant, muscled barbarians with long hair and bulging muscles. The vision she'd had of the room just before she entered also changed. Now it looked like a medieval throne room, with torches burning along the high walls, and crowds of courtiers standing around before a large throne. 
 
    The guards removed the restraints, then turned and stepped back, leaving Wren staring around her in amazement. Everything looked so real! But she wasn't even wearing a suit! Still, this must be a very expensive and powerful virtual reality chamber of some kind. 
 
    The courtiers parted and she felt herself walking forward. That startled her. She looked down at her body moving. She hadn't willed it to move. Was it really moving or was she just imagining it!? 
 
    Yet she wasn't wearing any suit! So if the suit, or at least, the part pressed around her face and skull was used to communicate with the nanobots inside then... what was going on now!? 
 
    “Welcome, slave,” the man on the throne said. 
 
    He was dressed as a king, in robes and golden circlet, slouched on the throne, and looking at her. 
 
    “What is going on here?” she demanded. 
 
    “Well now, that's a difficult question for you, isn't it?” 
 
    The courtiers all laughed at her and Wren flushed, even though she knew they were all just non-player characters. Or at least, she thought they were! 
 
    “You are a guinea pig, Ms. Farrington, a useful but disposable subject for scientific experimentation.” 
 
    “I never agreed to that!” 
 
    “Ah, but you did. When you accepted the terms of the software license.” 
 
    “Well... well I quit!” 
 
    “That violates the terms, I'm afraid.” 
 
    “Who are you? Are you this... Jameson guy!?” 
 
    “You may call me 'master'.” 
 
    She snorted disdainfully. 
 
    “You see, Slavegirl, this chamber is able to communicate with the nanobots inside you. I know Mr. Baker informed you of them. It's rather expensive to sell to ordinary individuals, of course, thus the suit, which is going to make this company trillions.” 
 
    “Congratulations. So why did you have me arrested?” 
 
    “Well, Mr. Baker forced our hands. He's been a bad boy, and we can't afford information about our work getting out onto the net prematurely. But we were going to have to bring you in for further experiments soon anyway.” 
 
    “I want these nanobot things removed!” 
 
    “Oh but the experiment isn't complete yet.” 
 
    She started to talk and abruptly stopped. She tried again, but couldn't. It was as if her vocal chords were frozen. 
 
    “The nanobots have a number of applications and benefits,” he said. “Anything which can stimulate your cerebral cortex can, when combined with something which can directly input into your senses, accomplish almost anything.” 
 
    Wren's hands rose and began to unbutton her top. She dropped her eyes, staring at the weird sight of her hands doing something she hadn't told them to do! They pulled open her shirt, then undid her belt and pushed her pants down. 
 
    She tried frantically to stop them but it was as if she was suddenly just a passenger in her own body! Her muscles were operating on their own! And she was quite calmly disrobing in front of this... man, and whoever else might be watching! 
 
    Or was she!? Was this real or just... something else!?
Now she stood naked before him and the courtiers, some of whom whistled and leered. 
 
    “Very nice,” the 'king' said. 
 
    Wren was horribly embarrassed, but her hands weren't done. They were kneading her breasts and fingering her nipples. And now her right hand slid down and began to rub her clitoris. 
 
    The surge of heat was incredible, and she cried out – silently – as it swept through her body. The arousal, the lust, the animal hunger took her like a fever, like a drug, and she whimpered and moaned as she rubbed more and more frantically at her swollen clitoris. 
 
    No frantic message to her hands to stop had any effect. No embarrassment, alarm, or even fear could halt the growing excitement and passion in her body. Her cares and concerns began to fade, to melt, to be pushed aside by the growing need overpowering her mind. 
 
    She sank to her knees, still rubbing herself, spreading her knees wider and wider as the king looked down in amusement. Then the orgasm swept through her and suddenly her voice was working as she cried out again and again, plunging fingers into her sopping wet pussy as her other hand rubbed frantically at her clitoris. 
 
    Her chest heaved as she dropped onto all fours and crawled across to where the king sat his throne. She crawled up onto his pedestal and moaned low in her throat, licking his leather boots as he smiled down at her. Every time her tongue slid along the smooth leather she felt a rush of pleasure and licked harder and faster. 
 
    Then she abruptly sat up and back on her heels, spreading her knees wide and bringing her hands in behind her neck as she arched her back. The king smiled down at her, then the world faded. She was back in the somewhat bare room. There was a perfectly regular chair in front of her, and the 'king' was dressed in a suit and tie. 
 
    There were two men in lab coats standing to one side observing her, but no sign of the throne room or courtiers. 
 
    “This is a virtual reality chamber which acts upon your cerebral cortex and the nanobots in your body to deliver a complete sensory experience,” he said with a smile. “But... and this was discovered only fairly recently, the nanobots can control your muscle movement in reality. I can make your body do anything I want it to.” 
 
    She abruptly rose on her knees, turned, and put her face to the floor as she raised her bottom high and spread her legs. She thrust an arm downward until her fingers found her sex and plunged inside. 
 
    Heat swirled and churned through her mind as her fingers pumped in and out. 
 
    “An interesting benefit, in some respects. Unfortunately, it also makes the product largely unsalable to any of the class of people most likely to be able to afford it. None of the world's elites would risk having such nanobots inside them if they could be used to control them.” 
 
    Wren stopped masturbating, breathlessly rising and kneeling before him again. 
 
    The man nodded towards one of the men in lab coats, and Wren felt her muscles return to life. She gasped and almost collapsed before drawing her arms up around her chest and hugging herself. She shifted her knees closer together as well as she gulped in air. 
 
    Her muscles might have returned to her control, but her body was still crackling with sexual electricity and hunger. She felt such a throbbing need in her pussy she had to fight not to grind her thighs together. 
 
    “There is, of course, a secondary market. Such nanobots could be used to control otherwise unruly employees. They can deliver excruciating pleasure – or pain, as well as simply controlling the muscles of the employee. They could be made to work as long and as hard and as perfectly as desired, without daring to protest.” 
 
    “Y-You... this is all... illegal!” she gasped. 
 
    He snorted. “Don't be a child. The government would love a means to control people – er, criminals, of course, and other malcontents. It will overlook a few short-cuts on the way to development, as long as the final product does as it wants.” 
 
    Her breasts throbbed and she barely restrained her hands from cupping and squeezing them. 
 
    “Now that you're aware of this program, we could pay you nicely to continue assisting us. Say five times your existing pay rate. And you wouldn't have to do anything, really, except continue to be a testbed for our nanobots.” 
 
    She realized she was unconsciously grinding her thighs together and reluctantly stopped. 
 
    “I-I want them out of my body!” 
 
    “Why? Was your old life so filled with excitement and pleasure and passion? I think not. Think of the excitement you can experience with their aid. We're only beginning to experiment with what they can do for you. That might well eventually include increasing your lifespan and removing all disease. Think of the good this can do for mankind,” he said soothingly. 
 
    Suddenly his image changed. Now he was naked, and he was absolutely gorgeous in every way! His body was that of Adonis! Except for his cock, which was ridiculously large, thick, and long. Given the heat already gripping her mind, Wren stared at it in open-mouthed. 
 
    “Why don't we explore together all the wonderful things this new, cutting edge technology can achieve?” he asked, his voice deep and thrumming with personal appeal. “Come here, beautiful.” 
 
    He gestured and, almost unwilling, she rose on her knees, moving forward, staring at him, and at his gorgeous cock. She tried to shrug off the vision. She knew he didn't look like that and knew his cock was almost certainly nothing like that either!  
 
    But heat gripped her mind and a hazy, breathless thought emerged – what did it matter if it looked and felt real!? 
 
    She crawled up and wrapped her hands around it in awe. It felt just as thick and hard as it looked, and even up close it looked simply gorgeous! Moaning, she strained her lips wide to envelop the head. At first, she didn't think she could stretch her mouth that wide, yet somehow it slid down over the thick girth, and down and down. 
 
    There was no way, of course, that thick thing could slide into her throat as smoothly as it did. But she trembled and moaned in pleasure as it caressed her altered throat, sliding deep into her chest cavity. She felt his fingers combing through her hair as she sucked and bobbed up and down, and moaned as his hand kneaded her breast. 
 
    “You can't orgasm, by the way, unless we want you to. It is the signal we're sending your nanobots which controls how your body feels. Be a good girl and I'll give you a fabulous orgasm.” 
 
    Wren desperately craved such an orgasm. Her body was fairly burning up with lust and arousal and had been for some time. She sucked and licked and bobbed up and down on the enormous cock, then pulled free, gasping for breath. 
 
    She climbed up and straddled him, then sank down on it. It was far too big, or should have been, far too long. It was easily over a foot, but it pushed deep into her until she was sobbing in pleasure as she rested on his thighs, every inch buried inside her aching, burning belly. 
 
    It might be fake. Okay, it was certainly fake. But even though a hard, cool side of her knew it most of her didn't care. The pleasure was too great. The feel of that massive cock inside her was incredible! She was impaled, and wallowing in it, riding up and down, up and down with greater and greater passion and hunger as his mouth shifted from one swollen nipple to the other, biting and sucking and chewing. 
 
    Her mind was feverish with hunger. So much so that it was hard to function, hard to separate reality from computer-generated fantasy. She had been experiencing things like this for the last few days, so how was this different?  
 
    Except, she knew, this was real. At least, she was in a real room with real people – probably – and this was a real cock inside her, even if not as big as it appeared and felt.  
 
    But what did it matter against such scalding pleasure and need!? 
 
    Every time she plunged down the long, thick cock she cried out in helpless wonder, feeling the gushing explosion of pleasure filling her belly and crackling up her spine. Yet she could not climax. The heat burned her and the hunger drove her, but she could not reach her peak. 
 
    Abruptly, she was being pulled back off him by the two faceless security men in helmets. And he was no longer naked and no longer beautiful. Instead, a very ordinary man did up his pants, grinning at her as she trembled with lust. 
 
    “What do you say, Wren? Would you like to feel those incredible orgasms again? As often as you want? You can if you join us. What other job offers high pay and multiple orgasms every day, hmm?” 
 
    Wren wanted to curse him, to fling his job offer back in his face, but a small kernel of her brain was still capable of rational thought. And it knew that she could never oppose him openly. He had his company and likely the government behind him. The only way to oppose him was to pretend to agree and then find a way to take all his secrets public! 
 
    “Yes,” she moaned.  
 
    “Excellent,” he said. 
 
    Another man appeared, suddenly, just as gorgeous as the Adonis she had ridden on the chair. He flung her onto her back and then dropped to his knees before roughly flipping her onto her belly and jerking her hips into the air. 
 
    His cock felt impossibly thick as it pushed into her, and she trembled and shook, gasping for breath as it slid deeper and deeper. She felt the pleasure burning hotter and spreading wider. She cried out as his hand gripped her thick air, pulling her to all fours.  
 
    Then he began to thrust, deeper and deeper. She could feel his cock pushing up through her abdomen, up through her stomach, up through her chest! It ached, but there was no real pain, only desperate pleasure. 
 
    She gasped for breath, whimpering and moaning as he thrust into her. The way his hand gripped her hair forced her head back, and her mouth was as wide as the head of his cock pushed up through her neck and out her open mouth. 
 
    She stared at it dazedly as he fucked her harder and harder, his hips pummeling her buttocks now as his cock slid in and out, the head appearing and disappearing through her mouth. 
 
    He drew her wrists back together behind her and crossed them. Now she felt thick restraints around them, and a collar around her neck. He jerked her up and back by the hair again and his cock thrust out through her open lips as the first orgasm tore through her like a firestorm! 
 
    She couldn't scream with that thick cock pumping in her throat but didn't care. Her mind was torn apart by the wild flood of heat and pleasure and reduced to an animal state of gibbering ecstasy. Her body was rocked by the hard pounding of his hips, and she felt that impossible cock thrusting, thrusting, thrusting up and down, completely through her body. 
 
    Another orgasm and another, and then more tore through her, and she wallowed in the pleasure, eyes rolled back in her head as it went on and on and on until she finally lost consciousness entirely. 
 
    * 
 
    She woke in a large cage, naked, with leather restraints around wrists and ankles, and a matching collar around her neck. As far as she could tell it was real but... she knew she couldn't tell. She could still be in that room, still being watched. She had no way of knowing. 
 
    Her fingers reached out and touched the bars. They seemed real. She punched one and gasped in pain, holding her sore knuckles against her body. 
 
    She was exhausted, every muscle aching. That suggested it was real. They had no particular reason or advantage in making her feel so achy and sore. Why the cage, then? She had agreed. So why not put her into a regular bed in a room. Even if they didn't trust her they could lock it. 
 
    There was more going on than he had told her. He still hadn't done anything to explain all this slave stuff, and why every pleasurable sexual experience involved bondage. She couldn't think of a reason for it. 
 
    Jameson had referred to a guy called “Baker” who had been a bad boy. Was that the name of the man she'd met in the park? If so Baker had in turn mentioned that Jameson seemed to be trying to addict her to not only sexual pleasure but bondage and submission. To make her want to be a sex slave.  
 
    Yet that still made no sense. Given what the nanobots could do he didn't need to addict her to anything else. That alone would persuade her to do almost anything to feel that massive jolt of pleasure once again. 
 
    And it was massive! She trembled and twitched just thinking about it! The incredible feel of a cock long enough to completely impale her, to slide right up through her body and out her open mouth! That had been astonishing! 
 
    Oh yes, impossible, of course. But then, that was what fantasy was all about. 
 
    They had made her see it and feel it – well, feel a wildly unrealistic version of what it would actually feel like, with none of the pain or damage. 
 
    But that sight and the sensations coming from inside her had been... glorious! 
 
    They certainly had some perverted people writing these fantasies! 
 
    She thought about the pain she'd gotten when punching the bars. They could recreate that. If they could make her feel pleasure they could make her feel pain – probably quite agonizing pain. But... could they recreate the exact pain she should have gotten from doing something similar? They'd have to know what it felt like to her, wouldn't they? 
 
    Of course, she had no idea what sort of pain she ought to feel from punching a metal bar either. She did know what other pain felt like, though, like if she tugged on a small hair. Could they recreate that? Probably. But they'd need to know to do that. They could easily write a program to feed an image of a cage around her, and even make her feel restraints and collar wrapped around her limbs and neck. 
 
    They could write a program to cause all kinds of different sorts of pain in various parts of the body, too. But they'd need to know to do it and exactly when and exactly how much pain. 
 
    She was curled up on her side in the cage, her arms around her. Her right hand was pressed against the ribs on her left. Without moving, she pushed in harder and harder with her fingernail, feeling a sharp, growing pain. It was, she thought, real. 
 
    So she was awake, then. This much was real. But that didn't mean the cage was real. 
 
    She shifted herself slowly, groaning, casually letting her fingers drag along her lower arm until they glanced across the restraint around her wrist. 
 
    Would they know to program that sensation? They couldn't in advance. Could an AI monitoring her movement do it? Why bother? 
 
    The far door opened and a faceless security guard showed up. She blushed as he came to the cage and looked in on her. He opened the door and gestured, and she crawled out and stood up. He gripped her wrists, pulling them together behind her, and locking them. 
 
    This is probably real, she thought, blushing as he guided her to the door and out into the corridor. 
 
    She tried to stop walking as a test and he jerked on her arm until she stumbled forward. 
 
    Probably real, she thought again. 
 
    Which made being naked around this faceless stranger awfully embarrassing. Despite what she'd gone through the last few days. 
 
    They passed a woman in a lab coat who looked at her curiously, and Wren dropped her eyes, blushing and feeling more embarrassment. Yet she didn't even know for sure if the woman was real! 
 
    Damn it! 
 
    She was brought into a laboratory filled with all kinds of strange devices and frames. There were two people there, a man and a woman, both wearing lab coats. 
 
    “Ah, Ms. Farrington, our pretty little lab rat,” the man said with a grin. 
 
    “More like lab slut,” the woman said. 
 
    “Put her on the table,” the man said. 
 
    The guard lifted her up and put her on an exam table. Then her wrists and arms were spread out to the corners and strapped in place. The guard left and the man and woman attached sensors to various parts of her body, including her nipples. They slid them into her pussy and bottom as well as down her throat, then began to stimulate her body and measure the outcome. 
 
    They spoke to each other, not her, and used medical jargon so she hardly knew what they were saying. Mostly it seemed to involve monitoring the sensitivity levels of her nerves and nervous system. That was cold and clinical, but the experience certainly wasn't that for Wren. 
 
    The stimulation they provided had her writhing and twisting, arching and trembling in heat, moaning and gasping and whimpering as her body was suffused with sexual need and hunger. The two experimented with different strengths of stimulation and then began to push her over the edge into orgasms to see her responses to each. 
 
    They shut off the muscles in her throat that allowed her to talk, after her first orgasm – because her screams of pleasure were making it hard for them to focus. Then they put a headset on her, with transmitters linked to her cerebral cortex, and the lab disappeared, becoming an Arab harem. 
 
    There, horny, leering men used her body again and again as she burned with heat and screamed in pleasure and came again and again. There were so many she felt as if her mind was fried as two guards dragged her back to the cage she'd been in before, and left her there to rest. 
 
    After a rest she was let out, this time leashed and crawling. She was led into another room, and food placed in a bowl on the floor. There she was required to eat without using her hands, keeping her bottom high and legs spread wide. 
 
    She was again led, crawling, into a bathing room, and two Arabic women bathed her, their soapy fingers driving her into repeated orgasms as they snickered and mocked her. Then her body was covered in warm, slick oil and their fingers continued to rouse her to heights of pleasure as they taught her how to pleasure them with her tongue. 
 
    Since her tongue was now an erotic organ everything she licked made her feel heat and pleasure, and Wren licked them both to orgasms as her own body thrummed and pulsed with heat. She was then led crawling out onto a stage, where she posed in various obscene poses for the crowd of Arab men who made bids. 
 
    One of them bought her, and she was led into another room, this one larger, and full of Arabic men sitting around on pillows before low tables eating. 
 
    She danced for them, her body swaying seductively, used various sex toys on herself as she masturbated while they looked on, then gave lap dances, and performed various sexual acts on them as her mind drowned in hunger, heat, pleasure, and excitement.  
 
    She was drowning – in sexual heat and pleasure. But could not feel the will to resist. It was simply too incredible, simply too breathtaking and exciting and wonderful! 
 
    She was returned to a cage, a different cage in a different room afterward, to rest. That was difficult given how over-stimulated she was, and her body twitched and trembled for some time as she lay there, moaning low in her throat. 
 
    The next day – or was it the same day – she was back in the lab on the table while they experimented further. This time both of the laboratory people were women, and they used a small brush to paint some kind of warm liquid over her nipples, then up and down the line of her sex, then along her lips. They even pulled her tongue out and slathered it with the bad tasting stuff! 
 
    Fortunately, it seemed to have no real effect, and the taste faded quickly. 
 
    It was a strange, hazy existence, as if she were drunk all the time, but on sexual hunger and passion. She was taken by a strange, tentacled monster, and then by that odd slug-like creature – one the size of a large dog, then by an alien. All of them resulted in multiple shrieking orgasms that blew her mind. 
 
    She exhausted herself dancing as they programmed the nanobots and talked about 'muscle memory' and training her body to respond to music. Then she was whipped again, the pleasure so intense she lost consciousness entirely. 
 
    It was hard for her to tell what was real and what was not. The only constant was the theme of submission and bondage, her need to beg and plead for pleasure, for her body to be used, and of course, the intensity of the pleasure, passion, and need. 
 
    Things like pride and dignity had no place in her mind. All she cared about was the hunger and dark pleasure coursing through her veins. What could possibly be anywhere near as important as that!? 
 
    No one ever spoke to her like a person. She was given orders, and her name never spoken. She was called 'slut' and 'whore' and 'slave' and similar things. She didn't care. She knew they meant her, and she moved eagerly to obey whatever their orders were. 
 
    Before long she was posing and obeying orders as fast as the other girl was, and with the same degree of perfection, dropping to her knees, rising to her feet, bending over, kneeling, arching her back, or presenting her body in any other position the trainer desired, instantly and without hesitation. 
 
    Every time she did, she felt a little rush of pleasure. And every time she failed even a little, she felt a little jolt of pain. The worse the fail, the more the pain. The more perfect her obedience and pose, the more the pleasure. 
 
    It was all rather exhausting, though. 
 
    And then a guard showed up at her cage and led her out, then ordered her to wear an overall and boots. That seemed bizarre. How could she have sex in such an outfit? But an order was an order so Wren awkwardly donned them, then the guard removed the collar and her wrist and ankle restraints, and led her out of the room. 
 
    They want up a corridor she hadn't seen before, and then into an elevator. The elevator went up and up and finally opened on an industrial type corridor. She was led up a flight of stairs and onto the roof, then over to a small air car. She looked around in confusion. It was night, and she'd thought it was daytime. 
 
    The guard put her in the back, got in the front, then lifted and swept out over the roof, then out across the city, keeping as low as possible, swerving in and out between the immense tower blocks, then out across the river. 
 
    They landed in a copse of weeds and woods, and the guard took her out of the car and led her over to a ground car, then drove off through untidy streets bordered by ugly looking square brown towers. She asked no questions, though. She knew that wasn't allowed. 
 
    They got out of the car and then walked for some distance through back alleys and garbage-strewn streets, then down a flight of stairs and into a small, grubby looking building. There the guard took off his helmet, and Wren stared at him in confusion. She recognized him but wasn't quite sure from where. 
 
    “Well, here we are again,” he said. 
 
    “You're... Baker,” she said uncertainty. 
 
    “Right the first time. And you're a slave girl.” 
 
    “Yes, Master,” she said automatically. 
 
    “We'll have to see if we can do anything about that,” he said. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It felt weird to Wren, wearing clothes. It also felt uncomfortable. The rough overalls rubbed against her stiff, sensitive nipples, making them tingle and burn and causing her to want to squeeze her breasts. She understood she wasn't supposed to, but she very much wanted to anyway. The feel of the crotch of the overalls pressing against her naked sex caused her a similar discomfort. 
 
    “How do you feel?” he asked. 
 
     She shrugged helplessly and frowned at the plastic cap over his nose. It was held in place by thin straps that went around his head. 
 
    “Why are you wearing that weird nose thing?” she asked. 
 
    “It's a filter. I've found out more about the project since we last talked, and it includes a change in your body's chemical and hormonal makeup to produce pheromones which arouse nearby males.” 
 
    “What? Phera what?” 
 
    “It's... like an odor you can't really smell, much like subliminal messages in videos that the conscious mind cannot perceive but which act on the subconscious.” 
 
    “So if you smell me you'd get turned on?” 
 
    “That's the purpose, as I understand it,” he said, frowning. 
 
    “I think most men would be turned on just by looking at me naked,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, well, you're probably right. But I suppose since they were experimenting with your body chemistry they thought they might as well give it an additional boost.” 
 
    “So how powerful is this... pheromone stuff? I mean, would any man around me turn into a raving horny lunatic or something?” 
 
    “I doubt it. Most likely it would just arouse them.” 
 
    “Well, that doesn't sound too bad.” 
 
    “Unless you think of every man in every elevator or train or plane or enclosed space getting an erection whenever you're there.” 
 
    Wren rather liked that. But then, the thought of erections made her pussy thrum with interest. She liked erections. She liked having them inside her. 
 
    “Where are we?” 
 
    “It's a safe house run by the Bronx Resistance.” 
 
    “The who?” 
 
    “It's a group fighting the corporations on behalf of worker's rights.” 
 
    “Why would they care about me?” 
 
    “Well, we've kind of figured out what the purpose of this project is. I mean, aside from the overall testing program for the suits.” 
 
    He got her a drink and then sat down across from her. 
 
    “Chiyan Corp's original idea for the nanobots was adjusting your body chemistry on a short term basis, which is to say only as long as you're wearing the suit and not much longer. They had no idea the nanobots would stay in the system. That was unplanned. The permanent alterations in your nerve sensitivity was also unplanned. From a corporate point of view that was counter-productive.” 
 
    “I'm sorry?” 
 
    “Why make it so people will have incredible sex whatever they do? There's no profit in that. They only want people to have incredible sex with the suits. So they've been working on a way to weaken the nanobots so they can't survive without the suit broadcasting a low-level energy supply for them.” 
 
    “That's... good, I guess,” she said. 
 
    “Yes. I think that's eventually how things will work once they have things ironed out. The problem is the bots the early testers have are already self-sustaining and self-replicating. They can be removed from the body, but that's an expensive and unprofitable procedure.” 
 
    “So what do they intend to do?” 
 
    He pursed his lips. 
 
    “Jameson, the project manager, is basically trying to condition the original test girls, to brainwash them, so they can be sold as sex slaves.” 
 
    “Wait, what? You mean for real? In real life?” 
 
    “There are plenty of extraordinarily wealthy men who would pay well to have a beautiful and obedient young girl there to do anything and everything they want. I mean, many of them have such girls anyway, but they have to pay them.  
 
    “And as much as they flatter themselves, they have to know on some level these girls are not exactly being sexually satisfied with a man two or three times their age. With you, though, well, the results would be very ego-flattering for any man. You'll have massive orgasms no matter who has sex with you or how bad they are.” 
 
    She frowned, disturbed, and wanting to argue but not sure she could. 
 
    “The permanent nature of the bots is also concerning in that it can be used to condition people to do a lot of things, not just be sex slaves. It can condition them to working longer hours with less pay, for example.”  
 
    “Imagine if, I don't know, swinging a hammer, say, brought you a little pulse of pleasure every time you did it. You'd be much more likely to want to do it more. They also think they can condition people to instant obedience to orders. That's part of the work they're doing on you, giving you pleasure when you obey an order, and pain when you don't or are slow or hesitate or question.” 
 
    “That... that was exactly what I felt when they were making me pose in different positions,” she said. 
 
    “I know. I watched the vids.” 
 
    She blinked at that, thinking it ought to be embarrassing to know he was watching her posing naked, in often obscene poses, but it seemed like dozens and dozens of men had seen her naked lately, and had sex with her. 
 
    “I... had sex with a lot of men,” she said slowly. 
 
    “Not really. Almost all of them were in their VR room, with the sensations created by the nanobots and the system running the interface.” 
 
    “But... without the suits...” 
 
    “You don't need suits now that the bots are in you. As long as you're close to one of their projectors it can make you sense – hear, see, feel, and taste – whatever it wants. Remember, everything you feel is an electrical impulse that goes through your nervous system to your cerebral cortex. I mean, you didn't think you were really having sex with a tentacle creature, did you?” 
 
    “Uhm, well, no, but... it sure felt like it.” 
 
    “You can do a lot with a nine billion credit computer. But away from it you'd need the suit to feel such things.” 
 
    “That's... a relief... I think. So I guess we still can't go to the police or the media...” 
 
    “You agreed to an oral contract. They will actually be contacting the police to have them look for you for breach of contract. And the media, naturally, are all controlled by the corporations. We need to get the word out onto the black web and put a stop to their experiments before they perfect their conditioning process.” 
 
    “What do I do?” she asked. 
 
    “We need you to do some hacking for us.” 
 
    “I'm not much of a hacker,” she said uncomfortably. 
 
    “No? How about when you're inside someone's house at their computer?” 
 
    She stared at them in confusion. 
 
    “During my internal hacks at Chiyan I found the list of probable customers Jameson had in mind. They are incredibly wealthy, powerful men who make use of the services of a particular high-priced escort service Chiyan also uses for its big customers.  
 
    We can get you into the agency, which will send you to these high priced men. Once there, you can get away from them briefly and place a small hack-bot on their computer. Leave it alone for a brief period, and then retrieve it, and we'll have access to all their secure files.” 
 
    “You... want me to be a... a...” 
 
    “A spy,” he said. 
 
    “An escort!” 
 
    “You'll only be pretending.” 
 
    “The sex will be real!” 
 
    “Yes, but so will your orgasms. And, well, the money. You can keep that!” 
 
    “I'm not a prostitute!” 
 
    “No, you'll be a spy,” he said soothingly. 
 
    “What makes you think they'd hire me anyway?!” 
 
    “Are you kidding? Have you looked at yourself lately?” 
 
    “I'm cute I know, and I have a nice body but – .” 
 
    He snorted, got up, and took her wrist, pulling her out of her chair. He led her into another room and showed her her face in a mirror. It was certainly her face. But... it was different. It was subtly different, and she didn't quite understand. It was also her hair except... it gleamed like she couldn't remember it gleaming... 
 
    “Perfect, unblemished skin,” he said. “The skin of a young girl. The nanobots have also made your eyes a deeper blue, widening your pupils, increased the thickness of your eyelashes, and softened the texture of your hair while altering the coloration. Your cheekbones are higher, your chin softer.” 
 
    He unzipped her overall and pulled it down over her shoulders and Wren gasped, momentarily covering herself with her arms before dropping them. Her breasts were absolutely perfect. They'd been nice before, firm, but not this firm, round, but not this round, high but not so high as this. Her nipples were hard and erect, the areola small, puckered, and very pink.” 
 
    Her stomach was flat and subtly muscled, her hips flaring slightly wider. Her sex was a tight, thin, naked line, and her skin... everywhere... felt like the softest silk imaginable. 
 
    “I... don't... understand, she said. 
 
    “The nanobots are making you into the perfect sex toy, of course. So let's use that against them.” 
 
    * 
 
    It didn't seem to Wren that she had much choice. She certainly couldn't just go back to her apartment and carry on as if nothing had happened. Getting hired was not difficult. As soon as she walked into the 'manager's office his eyes widened and he started to lick his lips, practically panting at her. 
 
    This was a very high-class outfit, though. So he had to test out her skills. Her skills were... acceptable, especially when combined with the effect of her pheromones. She deep-throated him effortlessly, then rode his cock to a tremendous orgasm even before he came inside her. 
 
    “I don't know if that's an act or not,” he said. “but if it is you're good!” 
 
    It felt very odd having sex with a person and knowing it was real. All the other times had felt real too, of course. It had been comforting to discover they hadn't been, as if she wasn't quite the slut she was thinking herself. Yet now here she was auditioning to be a prostitute! 
 
    But she simply didn't see sex the way she had only a week ago. Now the very thought of it filled her with eager anticipation. And the sensitivity of her body rode that to tremendous levels of pleasure and heat. Feeling a cock inside her – anywhere – made her very nearly swoon with passion and excitement. 
 
    Which was... wrong, she knew. She knew she ought to be outraged about that, furious, but it was hard to work up a good rage given the level of thrumming sexual hunger and tension will bubbled inside her. 
 
    Her first 'client' was a man named Devon Crosse. She had no idea who he was, but he was clearly wealthy for she was delivered by aircar to the landing pad of his penthouse atop a three hundred and twenty floor building next to Central Park. 
 
    She was not given anything to wear other than a diaphanous black ankle-length nightie that floated around her body. It was sleeveless, held up by thin spaghetti straps, and tight across her chest and stomach due to elasticized fabric. That material was see-through, of course, but had many small, flowery designs sewn into the black fabric. Below the waist, the gown was sheer, loose, and flowing around her as she moved.   
 
    Aside from that, she wore nothing but stiletto heels as she swung her legs out of the aircar, got to her feet, and then strolled to the door where someone waited for her. It was an older man, one who looked her up and down with eager eyes, ravishing her without a touch. 
 
    “Down this way,” he said. 
 
    He led her to an elevator, which dropped two floors into the paradise of someone's enormous apartment. Not his, she thought, for he stared at her but never tried to touch or talk to her. He was some sort of servant, she thought. 
 
    It embarrassed her to be basically naked in front of a stranger, but not much. Even though all those people who had seen her naked in the last week had been computer-generated, it had FELT real at the time, and this had served to ease her embarrassment at being seen nude. 
 
    Her mind hadn't quite adjusted to the difference yet, and she was confused about it but wasn't going to fight her new, relative ease at being exposed to others' eyes. It would have been silly anyway, she told herself, given tons of people had probably seen her in those obscene vids. 
 
    He pointed at a hall and then disappeared in the other direction, and Wren strolled down it, feeling conflicted and uneasy. She was going to be basically prostituting herself! Granted it was for better motives but still... And yet, she felt a ripple of excitement and anticipation as she walked down the hall. 
 
    The ceiling was twenty feet up, and there were lifelike looking plants everywhere, with vines dangling from above, and small trees in little niches along the walls. She walked into a room with an even higher ceiling. A waterfall tumbled down one wall into an illuminated pool of water. There was a grand piano ahead, then off to the side two large groupings of upholstered chairs facing each other across a leather-covered table. 
 
    A man sat on the sofa, a wine glass in his hand, and she flushed ever so slightly as she walked up to him.  
 
    He looked up at her, and his eyes widened. She could actually see his cock hardening as it pushed up against his trousers. He licked his lips, staring at her wonderingly, and she felt a rush of ego gratification, and then heat. 
 
    “Is that any way to dress around the house?” he demanded. 
 
    She blinked at him in confusion. 
 
    “I can see your breasts and vagina, Sierra,” he growled. “Why are you walking around in see-through clothes?” 
 
    “Uhm. I uh... I thought you might like it,” she said. 
 
    He scowled at her.  
 
    “Trying to seduce your own father? That's disgusting!” 
 
    That would be disgusting, she thought, confused and slightly grossed out.  
 
    “You're nothing but a slut, Sierra!” 
 
    The word sent a little shudder of heat into her groin. 
 
    “Take that sluttish thing off at once!” 
 
    Wren gulped and pushed the spaghetti straps over her shoulders, then tugged the thing down over her breasts, watching his eyes widen as they were bared entirely. She pushed it down her hips and let it slide down her legs, then stepped out of it naked save for the shoes. 
 
    “Are you proud of your body, you slut?” 
 
    “Well... yes,” she said uncertainly. 
 
    He reached up and grabbed her by the wrist, then yanked her forward. Wren stumbled and he pulled her down, belly down, across his lap. 
 
    “You little slut. I'll teach you how to behave properly!” 
 
    His hand cracked down stingingly across her bottom, and Wren cried out in pain. 
 
    “Ow! That stings!” 
 
    “Good!” 
 
    His hand cracked down and again, and unlike in the VR booth, there was no signal to the nanobots to make the blows give her pleasure as well! Her bottom began to burn as she squirmed and wriggled and moaned in pain. Fortunately, his other hand was roaming her body, and spending a good deal of time kneading her breast. 
 
    He paused, and his right hand was thrust between her legs, feeling her sex, then pushing into her. 
 
    “You're wet as a slut can be,” he said accusingly. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Aren't you, slut?” 
 
    His fingers twisted and pushed deeper, and Wren moaned in helpless heat. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Answer your father!” 
 
    “Yes!” she cried. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Say yes father, you slut.” 
 
    “Yes, Father!” she moaned. 
 
    You pervert, she thought. 
 
    His fingers pumped inside her and rubbed her clitoris. He was hardly an expert but that didn't seem to matter. Her body flared with heat, even as he began spanking her again. 
 
    He rolled her over and roughly jerked back on her hair, forcing her back to arch. Wren cried out, reaching up automatically, only to have her wrists captured and locked behind her neck. His free hand fingered her pussy, thrusting into her again and again, and her body began to burn with heat and hunger. 
 
    “You hot little slut. You want a big cock inside you, don't you!?” 
 
    “Yes, father!” she cried. 
 
    “Ride my cock, you foul slut!” 
 
    He unzipped his pants and pulled out his erection, then twisted her around. She needed no further urging. She straddled him and sank her cock down on his stiff cock, gasping and trembling in pleasure as it pushed up inside her. 
 
    “Oh! Oh! It's soo good!” she moaned, riding him eagerly. 
 
    “Filthy slut!” he growled. 
 
    He began to knead and squeeze her breasts around his face, sucking and licking her nipples as she rode him. His hands raced over her body, but all Wren cared about was the pleasure of riding his cock, and she squealed and cried out again and again as she sank down on it, then the orgasm hit and her cries became a long, undulating wail of pleasure as he cursed and sucked frenziedly on her nipples while thrusting up into her. 
 
    Wren couldn't help herself. It didn't matter that he was a dirty old pervert. All that mattered was the feel of his cock inside her and this hands and mouth on her swollen breasts. The heat swelled and burned within her and she lost herself to the fever, just as she did in the simulations. 
 
    What did anything else matter anyway, she thought dazedly, compared to this kind of heat and pleasure!? Why would she want to get rid of these nanobots at all!? 
 
    And then any coherent thoughts disappeared under the flood of liquid heat as she impaled herself on his cock again and again and lost all control of her body – and mind. 
 
    * 
 
    He was pleased enough afterward but apparently wanted his little fantasy to continue. 
 
    “Now go to your room!” he ordered. 
 
    She looked at him blankly, and he gripped her by the hair and marched her across the enormous apartment, up the stairs and into a bedroom, where he pressed her into the corner. 
 
    “You stand in the corner until I decide you've learned your lesson,” he said sternly. 
 
    He left, and after some seconds, Wren looked nervously around her. There didn't seem to be any cameras or anything. So the home AI shouldn't know if she moved or not. She moved away from the wall and waited, looking around warily. Then she crossed the floor and eased the door open. 
 
    The hall seemed empty. She licked her lips nervously, then eased out of the room and moved swiftly down the hall until she found a set of stairs. She crept down them onto the lower floor, then walked up a corridor, checking each room as she passed. 
 
    She found the office quickly enough and hurried inside, then reached up and back and took the tiny hack-bot from where it had been hidden in an earring and placed it against the computer. The bot could scan the copy of the entire contents of a nearby hard-drive, which could then be read elsewhere. 
 
    It didn't take long and she quickly replaced it in her earring, but as she reached the door she heard his voice calling – from upstairs. 
 
    “Sierra? Where are you? How dare you leave your room!?”
She gulped and darted up the corridor, then saw the kitchen and ran in there. She looked around, then began opening cupboards. He took a jar of peanut butter down, then found bread and quickly opened it as she searched for a butter knife. 
 
    “What are you doing in here?” he demanded, arriving at the door. 
 
    She turned and gave him an insolent look. “I was hungry. I decided to go make a snack.” 
 
    He glowered at her. “I told you to stay in the corner!” 
 
    “You're not the boss of me!” she said, hands on hips. 
 
    “Oh no!? We'll just see about that, young lady!” 
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    Over the following weeks, Wren was spanked many times. At first, it hurt, but before long she started getting turned on just at the thought of being spanked, and that made it much easier. She felt bad about what was sort of prostitution, at first, but reassured herself it was really more like espionage. Which was much more respectable! 
 
    The problem was she didn't see how this was helping her. Aside from the orgasms, anyway. Yes, she was getting to keep the money, that was true. And it was a LOT of money. But what was she going to do with it when the police were after her? She couldn't go home and spend it! She couldn't find somewhere else to live. She had no idea how to hide from the cops. So she was almost as much a prisoner of these people as she had been of the corporation. 
 
    And it wasn't like she had much to do at their hideout either unless that was to have sex. So she had sex with them, both men and women. All of them. That kept things from being too boring, but they all treated her like a brainless bimbo – much as the people at the lab had done. 
 
    A part of her longed to just go back to her old life, where everything was much simpler. But looking back on it now she realized just how boring her old life had been. She had been existing, rather than living, and had nothing particularly exciting in her life. 
 
    Even being something of the group pet, climbing into their laps to kiss them and persuade them to fuck her, was more interesting and fun than that. 
 
    Maybe being a sex slave would be too. Depending on who she was the sex slave OF. 
 
    She met a number of interesting and powerful men while acting as a high-priced escort, and not all of them were as grubby as the first guy. Some of them were kind of impressive, in a stern, manly sort of way. They were busy men with tremendous power and didn't have time to go out seducing women. They were also older and dignified and looked down their noses at sex-bots and virtual reality sex. 
 
    She wasn't a hacker, but she certainly knew a lot about computers. So one day while most of the others were out she got on their computer and began to sift through the things they'd learned about the people she'd slept with. Each file had summaries listing the names of her clients, their wealth, what companies they headed, their politics, and the extent of their influence. 
 
    Of them all, the one she settled on was Jared Peterson. He ran a big corporation that made robots and automated systems, so she doubted he would be drawn to the idea of nanobots which would make workers work like, well, robots. That would be like competition to him. 
 
    He had extensive influence with the government, contributing a lot of money to political parties at every level. And he lobbied against Chinese corporations – like Chiyan. He might actually be able to use the information she brought him to do something about what they were doing. She was losing confidence in the 'dark web's ability to influence the government into doing anything at all. 
 
    He had also been pretty damn good in bed. Yes, he liked to tie her up and treat her like a 'sex slave' but just then the idea of being one – to him – wasn't so very bad at all. He was good looking and hadn't just used her for his own pleasure but had wanted to give her pleasure too. 
 
    He seemed to her best shot at getting what she wanted out of this. 
 
    She scooped his information from the computer onto a portable data holder, then erased it from their computer and overwrote the data. She didn't think they would notice for a while, nor did they. Certainly not by the next day when she was again sent across the river to a new client. 
 
    As usual, the agency got her autocar cleared to enter Manhattan. Once there she ordered the car to change directions and headed for his office tower – which was where his schedule said he would be about then. 
 
    Fortunately, she had brought along something to wear which was considerably more respectable than a nightie. And if her skirt was very short and her top quite low-cut, well, her standards had gone down of late. 
 
    Security at the door didn't want to let her in, at first, but since she was flirting shamelessly with the human who came in response to the guard-bot's call, and her pheromones gave him an erection, he was very helpful. 
 
    That at least got her to an internal phone where she called his office. She said she was a representative of Glynton-Walker with new papers on the merger Peterson was working on and they had her sent right up. 
 
    She walked right past the secretary in his office and opened the door to his inner office, ignoring the woman's squawk of outrage. She strode across the floor to stand before his desk.  
 
    He looked up at her and scowled, but when the woman came in after her he sent her away. 
 
    “What is it?” he demanded in an unfriendly voice. “It better be good or you're going to be in a lot of trouble.” 
 
    “I'm already in a lot of trouble,” she said. “And I'd like to make a deal with you to get me out of it.” 
 
    He sat back in his chair. “I'm listening.” 
 
    She sat down and then started at the beginning, working her way through everything, including the group that had rescued her and sent her out to get information from the computers of her clients. Then her reasoning about what she wanted and didn't want, and her selection of him to help. 
 
    “So let me get this straight,” he said. “You want to be my sex slave?” 
 
    She jerked her head up and down. 
 
    “And in return you'll give me back the data you stole. And what about these nanobots?” 
 
    “Well, to be honest, I've kinda come to like them,” she said. 
 
    He snorted in amusement. “Mind-blowing orgasms from barely being touched? I should think so. I thought you were just an amazing actress. You certainly couldn't be that turned on from just me.” 
 
    “Well, you were kind of good,” she said. “Better than most of the others. That was part of my thinking.” 
 
    “I'm going to have to look into all this,” he said. “And the most direct way I can think of for getting evidence is sitting right in front of me.” 
 
    Security showed up, then, and she was hustled out the door and then out of the building. She was taken to a lab somewhere and had so many tests run on her and had so many samples taken she was exhausted. 
 
    She was taken from there to a detention center of some kind, and for the next several days saw nothing but security-bots. Then she was taken back to the lab for more tests and given injections before being taken across town to Peterson's massive penthouse. 
 
    Once there the security-bot led her down a corridor into a bedroom and then ordered her to remove her clothes. She obeyed, and the secure bot then had her hold out her hands. It put metal bands around them, then a larger one around her throat, and finally, two more around her ankles. It bent her over and then put a big metal butt-plug into her ass, then ordered her to follow it and led her down the corridor and out into the huge front room that overlooked Central Park. 
 
    Peterson was there and gestured her forward. 
 
    “Your offer is accepted,” he said. “I've had my people tone down the pheromones you give off. I don't want to be persuaded to have sex by artificial means. That collar around your neck can amplify the influence of the nanobots inside you. I can make you more aroused any time I want, or make you go to sleep if you get annoying.” 
 
    “It's also a tracer, giving me your location at all times. And if you try to leave the penthouse it will make you fall asleep. Congratulations, you're my slave girl.” 
 
    Wren licked her lips nervously at this news but was also hopeful. 
 
    “That plug in your pretty little butt will not only make it easier for you to take my cock – you remember I had to work my way in carefully last time – but punish you if you disobey.” 
 
    “Punish me?” 
 
    She yelped and half leaped forward as she felt a little shock from the plug – inside her! 
 
    “Now, slave girl, let's break you in.” 
 
    She licked her lips. “We already did that last week,” she said. 
 
    “No, that was me paying for a service. This is me making use of my newest possession. Quite, quite different, slave girl. Kneel.” 
 
    Wren knelt before him, already starting to feel a rush of excitement and energy at the thought of being a real-life slave girl.  
 
    “Wh-what about Chiyan?” she asked. 
 
    “I've seen to it their efforts have been highly publicized. The project has been shut down, this Jameson fellow has been arrested, and Chiyan will have a dozen governmental investigations that will embarrass them and cost them a lot of money to buy off. Now please your master, Slave.” 
 
    Wren could already feel her breasts throbbing as she eased forward, sliding her hands up and down his crotch, then pressing her face there. She rubbed her cheeks against his crotch and felt him already hardening as he reached down to slide his fingers through her hair. 
 
    She opened his belt and pants, then tugged them down, and his cock sprang up in her face. And then she was startled as she felt the bands around her wrists abruptly jerking together as if by a powerful magnetic force. 
 
    “Put your hands behind your neck, Slave.” 
 
    Her chest already tightening, she obeyed and then gasped again as she felt the bands snapping hard against the back of the collar and held in place. She felt a little shock in her butt and squeaked in pain. 
 
    “Elbows back, slave,” he ordered. 
 
    She jerked her elbows back instantly and he rubbed his cock all over her face, drawing her silky soft hair up into his fist as he pushed himself against her mouth. His cock slid through her lips and she began to suck hungrily, moaning in pleasure as he pulled her forward and he slid down her throat. 
 
    The nanobots ensured she had no gag reflex, and he let his hips move in and out, fucking her mouth and throat as she knelt before him. She rolled her beautiful eyes up at him and met his hungry eyes looking down. 
 
    “Having a beautiful slave girl,” he said, “Is going to be very enjoyable.” 
 
    Certainly, it would be for her, Wren thought as his cock stroked the enhanced nerve endings in her throat. 
 
    He pulled out several times, rubbing himself over her face as she panted for breath. The plug inside her sparkled every now and then, whenever she let her elbows come forward, but the dark heat and hunger filling her body was undeterred. 
 
    She was on the verge of orgasm by the time he pulled out and ordered her onto her face on the floor. She dropped instantly, raising her bottom high and spreading her knees as he knelt behind her. She moaned and shuddered as his cock pushed into her pussy, and it took only a few thrusts before her first orgasm arrived. 
 
    It was to be the first of many. 
 
    Peterson had thought her acting before. Now that he knew the orgasms were real it seemed to fascinate him to give her as many as possible. When he'd finally been unable to prevent himself coming and spent himself inside her he used his fingers, dildos, and vibrators to keep her writhing and twisting and thrashing and screaming through orgasm after orgasm. 
 
    * 
 
    She slept that night in a huge, luxurious bedroom with a beautiful view of the city. But she slept naked, collared and shackled, with her wrists locked together behind her neck and her collar chained to the bedpost.  
 
    That made for a restless sleep, for she was unable to masturbate freely. She did try to turn over and spread her legs wide and grind her pussy against the bed to bring her off, but he must have had the AI monitoring her for her ankle restraints snapped her ankles together. 
 
    Her orgasms would come only when he wanted her to. 
 
    When the bands came apart in the morning she practically raced to his room to climb into bed with him, eager for an end to her frustration. He made her perform long, leisurely oral sex on him, first, though. And only when he had come did he draw her up across his lap and finger her to several screaming orgasms. 
 
    He left for work, though, then, leaving her on her own. Sort of. The collar could monitor her closely, especially with the AI focusing on her. It would know when she was aroused and stop her if she got too excited. 
 
    The penthouse was twenty-five thousand square feet of luxury, including a huge greenhouse, an indoor and outdoor pool, a huge virtual reality cabinet, and a flat-screen to watch movies or entertainment which was forty feet wide. The AI could make her anything she wanted to eat. It was a fabulous place to be locked into, certainly better in every way than her apartment. 
 
    In fact, her apartment was smaller than the bedroom she had been assigned, much less the giant front room, or the deck, or the viewing room with the giant screen, or the greenhouse. She had far more to entertain her here, except she had no work to occupy her. 
 
    And she couldn't masturbate. Which given how her mind had become addicted to orgasms, was incredibly frustrating. 
 
    At first, he wanted her eager to see him when he came home. And she certainly was! But he also worked long hours and wasn't always interested in sex when he came home. So after a few days, he decided to make a change. 
 
    He brought a new robot into the penthouse. It wasn't like sex-bots which were made to appear as human as possible. This one looked very robotic, with a hard, white plastic shell, including a face with no mouth, nose, or eyes. 
 
    It had an... appendage, which did not look at all human. It looked like what it was, something made of silicone that could be made to harden. 
 
    But it didn't matter. If she knelt down and raised her bottom and spread her legs it would roll up to her, grip her thighs or hips, thrust itself into her, and ride her to a screaming climax. Again and again and again.  
 
    There was no fooling herself it was human, not for a second, but it did relieve the sexual tension, while still leaving her eager for Peterson's attention – if not nearly so desperate. 
 
    She found her new life much less boring than her previous one. Especially once he started letting her use the VR box (though without the sex function). And she found him surprisingly interesting to talk to and be around. 
 
    She went months without wearing clothes, and always called him master, just as he always called her slave, but she became quite fond of him and he of her. It was a startling change to the boring life she'd led up until the Chiyan project, but not one she ever regretted. 
 
      
 
    END 
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