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In the near future a paranoid
new regime persecutes those it considers enemies. Kirsten has been
in hiding for years to evade arrest, her only escape from isolation
being the affairs she has with covertly hired female prostitutes.
However, when one of her lovers turns out to be an undercover
officer for the government, she is captured and taken to an
underground facility where her enslaver awaits. The beautiful
officer ruthlessly trains Kirsten via sexual torment, humiliation,
stringent rubber bondage and hi-tech discipline to be her
completely obedient pet.

During her indoctrination she is
constantly torn between hatred for her imprisonment and adoration
for her slavery and the dominatrix who controls and protects her.
Similarly the officer fights between loving her submissive pet and
treating her with the disdain her superiors demand, because it is
Kirsten’s fate to be a bound animal to her owner’s cruel will and
the service of the state.

By using her skills to hunt down
the last few of her kind and recruiting others into the same regime
of training, it is in her captivity that Kirsten finally finds a
freedom that she had never have thought possible.
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After smoothing the second fine
denier stocking onto her leg, Kirsten ran her thumb down the dark
seam scrolling along the back and arose from her seat.

Stepping out before the mirror
she regarded her appearance, scrutinising the minutiae to ensure
everything was perfect. Her heart was fluttering with excitement.
She wanted this to go well, she needed it to go well. It was too
dangerous to indulge again for at least a few weeks.

Her elegant body was strong and
nubile from compulsive aerobics and martial arts routines, these
being the only diversions that stopped her from wasting away in her
self-imposed cell. Her skin bore a paleness that would have been
attractive if she did not passionately long to feel the sun whose
prolonged absence was responsible for draining its colour.

Her tumbling sable locks
shimmered in the dull light, the tresses captured in a tight pony
tail that held them up, the tips brushing the base of her
shoulderblades rather than reaching the middle of her back as they
normally would. She had left her fringe free, the semicircle of
hair running as a curtain across the peaks of her plucked and
arched eyebrows. Some shades around her emerald eyes served to
highlight them and her full lips had gathered a striking crimson
shade. She had also used this colour on her short fingernails and
on a spurious whim added it to her toenails as well.

Dressed in a black lycra thong
and lace-top seamed stockings, she stepped into her stiletto heeled
court shoes and paraded her anatomy before her own gaze,
luxuriating in the feel of her own sultry curves with hands clad in
long lycra opera gloves.

Lost in a libidinous haze she
slid back into her chair and switched the monitor on again. The
details of the screen emerged from the blackness and after logging
on she accessed the site that was prompting this night’s
activities.

Tapping in her membership code
and then the profile number of the woman she sought, Kirsten
lounged back into the comfort of the chair as the delicious sight
formed before her in gathering percentile clusters.

When it was complete she ignored
the personal details rolling down beside it and fixated on the
image, her hungry mind pawing through fantasies of what might occur
between them. She wished she didn’t brood so much on what might be
because her elaborate conjurations always grew to such insane
levels that no mortal agency could ever live up to them in reality.
But imagination was what she had instead of freedom.

The woman stood proud, aloof,
and defiant of the many eyes that would widen and leer at her
adorable form. It was this air of arrogance that had captured
Kirsten’s interest in the first place as she scanned the many
profiles for a possible commissioned partner.

She was not tall, slender,
or astonishingly comely—she was not a porcelain goddess of media
appetite. This woman was a creature built to act, not awkwardly
pose for the voyeuristic desire of others. Her body was curvaceous
with pert breasts and rear, her short white hair spiked on top and
shaved at the sides, the albino spines contrasting drastically with
the dark lines of her cosmetics and acute ferocious eyebrows. Her
dark lips were curled into an iniquitous smile, her eyes flicking
with mischief as she stood rigid, rejecting the lounging crass
sprawls of the more licentious women, their splayed limbs and
wanton expressions reeking of available
slut. Kirsten was after a little more dignity than
that. She wanted a woman, not a reedy stick whose paltry assets
could have her mistaken for male given the right attire.

Many times since discovering
this profile she had taken a break from her monotonous work and
treated herself to a vibrator while staring diligently at this
frozen view of a sultry beauty. After two weeks her resolve had
finally broken and she entered the network to make an online
appointment with her. When the woman accepted, Kristen had almost
fainted, half expecting to be denied on the spot. Her mind was so
attuned to being intolerant of permitting her anything she wished
that she was sure she would be refused.

The doorbell gave a merry trio
of chimes, wafting its song through the deserted house above and
into her subterranean sanctum. With a gasp of jiggling enthusiasm
she switched off the screen and checked her appearance one last
time before grabbing her silken robe and scampering upstairs like a
teenager answering the door to her first dream date.

The porch light was deliberately
broken, so when she looked through the peephole all she could see
was a single dark silhouette set against the suburban road
beyond.

Leaving the hall light off so
that she would remain hidden to the neighbours across the street
should they peek from their windows, Kirsten unlocked the door. The
six additional heavy bolts had previously been unfastened, her
defences dropped lest the woman be suspicious as to why her client
had such fortifications. Kirsten couldn’t be too careful—others in
her position had been lax and had paid the price.

“I’m here to see Miss
Kirsten,” said the shadow, her voice like a purr, a melodious
sensual hum that entranced Kirsten and left her speechless as she
savoured the words like sweetmeats.

“Is she in?” repeated the
woman after enduring Kirsten’s delay.

“I’m sorry. Kirsten is, I
mean, I’m Kirsten. W…won’t you come in?” she stammered, wincing
inwardly at her own clumsiness and stepping back, opening the door
wide for the guest.

The woman moved in cautiously,
checking the scene, clearly nervous about the lack of light in the
house. Kirsten shut the door and flicked on some illumination once
her barricades were once more in place. The scent of fresh air was
in her nose, the chill night that had slithered in making her yearn
to step free of the house, just for a minute, just for a second, to
taste one solitary instant of real freedom.

The woman appeared as she did on
the screen, a relief because Kirsten had encountered pictures that
were sometimes well out of date, cheating her of the visage she had
been besotted with. The woman stood in a long black trenchcoat, her
hands in her pockets, allowing a glimpse of patent leather ankle
boots whose wicked dagger heel she walked on with the greatest of
ease.

“Nice place,” she
commented, her token glance to the interior revealing it as nothing
more than a pleasantry to help break the tension between
them.

“Thank you. I…I’m
upstairs,” she replied, cursing her nervousness once again as she
walked past the woman and started to stroll up into the second
floor, her robe billowing about her legs. Stepping around the
professional, Kirsten caught her scent and felt her eyes flutter
with desire. Mixed with the slender trails of a delicate and
frugally applied perfume was the cool, fresh tang of the night
clinging to her body, the hesitant aroma of her warm breath and a
minuscule clue of something else, almost like rubber. A flock of
goosebumps lifted the hairs on Kirsten’s arms and spine as she
relished the scent and started up the stairs.

Without word the woman followed
in her wake, their paired heels clicking on the bare polished wood
of the flight before traversing the balcony above and stopping
before a plain door. Kirsten threw it open and stepped into the
doorway, extending an arm to indicate the bedroom.

Kirsten never slept in this
room—she couldn’t risk it. Instead she hid herself in the basement,
the underground domain where she worked, ate, and slept, safe
behind the shielding walls and sensor scramblers. The small home
above was completely forsaken because there was no way to protect
herself from the sweeps of the Scanner teams, forcing her into
hiding. But to take the woman into her true home in the basement
might rouse suspicion, so Kirsten had sent in some fake anonymous
tips to despatch the Scanner teams elsewhere so she might quickly
prepare the upstairs bedroom and make it look genuinely lived
in.

The danger of exposing herself
to detection by being here, in the open, with this woman made her
twitch with nervousness, the jeopardy spicing her lust.

“This is the be...” she
began and then froze in mid sentence as gentle hands arose from
behind, laid themselves on her shoulders and then softly massaged
the joints. Kirsten’s eyes floated shut and she felt her innards
liquefy as the expert digits caressed her.

Without word the woman closed in
and let her lips brush Kirsten’s neck, the velvet kiss tracing
pecking lines, causing Kirsten’s head to loll backwards, delivering
her into the woman’s embrace.

“Wh…what’s your name?” she
quizzed on heated pants, her need for an identity rather than a
number drawing her from her dissolute stupor.

“Dressur,” whispered the
woman, her hands emerging around Kirsten’s hips and unfastening the
belt of her robe.

“Are you German?” asked
Kirsten, her mind trying to retain some sort of normality to the
event.

“No,” Dressur bluntly
responded, revealing it to be an alias as she parted the front of
the silk and let her hands reach under the material, rustling
beneath, tracing delicate paths upon the naked abdomen
within.

Kirsten moaned softly and
surrendered herself to the care of the woman. A hand snaked down
between Kirsten’s legs, circling her loins as the other hand
started to tease her breasts, circling upon her nipples, tickling
the teats.

Fingers slipped under her thong
and drew through her nether lips, making Kirsten stiffen and
unleash a resonating groan. The rigidity drained from her as the
digits started to work upon her clitoris, stealing her resistance,
drowning her in sensual relish. The woman’s hand was an expert, her
manual dexterity operating Kirsten with sterling skill.

Laid against the woman,
quivering on her heels, Kirsten shuddered as her breasts were
squeezed and cupped, the nipples toyed with as her loins were
played and soft kisses rained down upon her exposed throat.

The fingers departed her
moistened sex before rising up to her face and offering themselves
to her lips. Lost in the charm of pleasure she glanced at the sheen
of moisture coating the fingers and willingly engulfed them,
closing her mouth about them and sucking at the tang of her own
arousal. The scent of rubber caught her nose once more and through
blurred vision she spied that the woman wore black gloves, the
fingers cut off to allow the naked fingertips to emerge.

The hands came away, pulling
fingers from Kirsten’s agape mouth and taking hold of her gown.
Drawing it from her shoulders they let the fabric slither against
her skin and she shivered with anticipation at the exquisite
tickle. The folds fell into a heap about her ankles, leaving her
more exposed before the woman.

An authoritative fist closed
into her ponytail and turned Kirsten around, bringing her lips to
those of the woman, preventing any thought of resistance. A tongue
demanded entry and Kirsten was powerless to resist, hypnotised by
the skilled advances of the woman.

The tip flicked along the
perimeter of her mouth, circling several times before plunging in
and curling against Kirsten’s own reluctant organ. The slithering
embraces made Kirsten respond with more verve, her hands rising up
to trace the cool folds of the trenchcoat. She ached to feel what
laid within. Hands snatched her wrists and for a moment she thought
she had offended the woman, but then the severity of the grab eased
and her hands were guided into the flaps at the front of the
coat.

Kirsten was being denied a look
and was permitted touch as her only medium to explore what hidden
treasures were buried within the concealing folds of the coat.

The first thing she felt was
warm smooth skin at the woman’s stomach, the muscles firm, honed
for athletic prowess and not show. Dressur let Kirsten feel her
navel before bringing the hands higher in a slow, teasing motion,
escalating the fervour of their kiss as she did so.

Just past the base of her ribs,
Kirsten’s fingers rolled onto impermeable warm fields of latex. The
tight fabric was stretched onto the toned, firm torso of the woman,
making her seem even more immune to Kirsten’s caresses, formidable
and magnificent.

The feel of the fabric was
wonderful and as she traced the zip at the front, she was guided to
the smothered breasts of the woman. She was being allowed to grope,
yet she was also strangely denied, the fabric functioning like
armour, preventing genuine exploration. With their mouths and
tongues locked, Kirsten held the compressed breasts of the woman,
relishing the feel of her powerful form sealed within the clinch of
rubber. The cropped vest top had a significant cleavage, one that
allowed Kirsten’s hands to wander upon and adore the revealed
portion of her assets before the rubber-clad palms of the woman
demanded that they return downwards.

Willingly obeying the strictures
of the woman, Kirsten continued to kiss and felt her hands drag
upon latex leggings, the low waistband travelling just above her
hips. Kirsten was lost within a tactile frenzy, her hands tracing
the curves of the woman, adoring the rubber skin and its organic
counterpart. Squeaks of flesh on rubber sounded as her extremities
were brought around and onto the pert domes of Dressur’s rear and
allowed to cup and squeeze the firm buttocks. Kirsten savoured
their dimensions and perfection.

Dressur released her anchors on
Kirsten’s wrists and stepped back. Fixing Kirsten with a potent
look she slowly let her hands rise and trace the coat before
unfastening it and then sloughing the garment off, finally
revealing herself to Kirsten’s ravenous eyes. The coat fell down to
be clasped in her hands, hanging as a hammock of dark cloth behind
her exquisite form.

Kirsten sighed with desire at
the vision arrayed in an enticing stance before her. The sudden and
radical change from loose folds of woven cloth to skin-tight black
rubber skin made the unveiling all the more dazzling.

The laced ankle boots gave way
to a shimmering polished coating of black that poured along her
sultry legs before a brief band of skin surrendered to the cropped
vest top. Opera gloves reached almost to her shoulder, the entire
ensemble rippling with her motions, refracting winks of light on
its wrinkles and tight plains. A latex band encircled her throat,
dropping a steel ring at the front.

With a deft move the woman
slipped a hand into a pocket and let the coat fall away and onto
the floor. Before Kirsten could see what she had retrieved the
woman stepped forward and with her free hand ushered Kirsten onto
the bed.

On all fours, Kirsten slithered
onto the red satin sheets, her stockings accentuating the sensation
as the woman followed close behind, one of her hands reaching out
and running fingers down the slender strip that slid through the
valley of Kirsten’s wiggling rear.

A hand clasped her shoulder and
flipped her, dropping her onto her back and leaving her splayed
before the intense glare of the woman.

Whatever it was that Dressur had
been carrying was dropped in the area at the base of the bed where
Kirsten could no longer see. Forceful hands clamped on Kirsten’s
stockinged thighs and prised them apart, forging a lewd split.
Kneeling before Kirsten’s loins the woman leaned forward and traced
her fingers in winding motions down Kirsten’s torso, starting at
her collarbone, working around her breasts, and then down her
stomach before slipping onto the triangle of fabric. Stroking her
fingers upon the material, Dressur sent shivering vibrations
through it and into Kirsten’s heated sex, the shiny material
growing damp as Kirsten released purls of delight, shivering on the
sheets until the fingers suddenly hooked into the fabric.

With a yank the material gave a
sharp shredding howl and was torn asunder. The shock of the removal
made Kirsten jerk to attention and then melt as the torn ribbons
were flung casually aside and the woman’s mouth lowered into
Kirsten’s exposed mound, her eyes sparkling with iniquity, her
hands pinning Kirsten’s thighs down, holding her firmly in place
and serving her up to an intimate devouring.

Kirsten arched her back and
choked back a howl of rapture as the broadness of the woman’s
tongue poured against her aroused clit. Her hands flashed out to
the sides and clenched into the satin, taking firm holds as though
bracing to endure the ferocity of the pleasure.

Gritting her teeth, mewling
softly, Kirsten craned her neck upwards, her respiration sporadic
as the woman held her down and attended to her with such skill that
Kirsten thought she was going to pass out. Suckling and kissing,
thrusting her tongue deep, fixating in bursts on her most tender
regions, the woman drew Kirsten steadily towards the most potent
orgasm she had ever experienced. No man, woman or toy had ever
cultivated such bliss for her.

The woman’s hands removed
themselves from her thighs, the loss of the holds almost undetected
as Kirsten was left separated from all awareness save that of
carnal delight. Similarly, the sound of buckles tittering softly to
themselves failed to reach her ears, her moans and panting gasps of
endurance concealing the subtle tunes.

With a muted cry Kirsten felt
her upper body bolt up from the sheets, her head stretched up, her
mouth wide, her hands clawing at the sheets as her legs trembled
and fought to remain apart. The shattering eruption of sexual
release coursed through her like lightning, bringing her into fits
as the agile tongue continued to pour more bliss into her
convulsing body.

The woman’s lips fled and hands
grabbed her right leg, throwing it up and over, flipping Kirsten
onto her front. The same hands snatched her hips and hauled her
rear into the air. Corrupted by the lingering intensity of her
climax Kirsten allowed herself to be manipulated, her body unable
to respond to any command her apathetic mind might issue.

The warm after-haze was ripped
aside and Kirsten shoved her face into the sheets and unleashed a
piercing screech of reply as she was penetrated by a single deep
thrust. The jelly dildo was deeply ribbed and jolted her
hypersensitive tissue on its peaks and troughs as it thundered into
her. Her clitoris was rattled by the delving thrust, the insertion
bringing every muscle and tendon to abrupt and frenzied
tension.

Before she had even recovered
from the intensity of being so drastically filled by the strap on,
the woman was pulling back almost to the point of exit and then
fully driving it back into her.

Her features jumped up, her
hands scratching at the material before her, the satin damp with
tears and rabid spittle as she jerked and shuddered. Dressur held
tightly to Kirsten’s hips, holding her steady so that her
artificial manhood could plunder her subject, her own latex-clad
pelvis slapping to Kirsten’s quaking rump.

Kirsten couldn’t decide whether
to encourage more or protest, her senses unable to process the
alien sensations, for even though there was exquisite pleasure the
savagery of the woman’s drives and the girth of the trespasser
added a flash of pain. This discomfort was increased when one of
the woman’s hands jumped back and slapped Kirsten’s buttocks,
depositing a zone of prickly heat. The harsh swats of her palm
continued, the applause of latex to flesh joining the rhythmic
chorus of hips to buttocks.

The hot flashes of input made
Kirsten squeak and writhe, momentarily considering resistance to
escape the slow methodical chastisement. But if she moved, she
would no longer be able to relish the ravishment of the strap on,
and the lure of the exquisite penetration was simply too delightful
to resist. The warm heat in her buttocks grew with each slap, each
application of her palm feeding the warmth, turning a mild
discomfort into a blistering presence that she could barely
endure.

Once more Kirsten was ascending
towards ecstasy, the powerful insertion of the toy leaving her a
helpless wreck beneath its attack and that of the spanking hand.
Burying her face once more into the sheets lest her keening holler
echo through the entire neighbourhood, she screwed her eyes shut
and steeled herself for another titanic explosion of rhapsody.

Dressur clearly spotted the
moment of climax and as she intensified the savagery of her
thrusts, stabbing her length into Kirsten’s depths, she dropped her
hands to Kirsten’s shoulders. Digging her nails in she drew back
along the full expanse of Kirsten’s back. The furrows that were
scratched into her sent a corrupting spasm of pain into her orgasm,
intensifying it as though passing the response through a lens.
Kirsten arched as the nails ran along her skin, her howl of release
stepping up through octaves to become a bellowing screech that
spent all the air in her lungs and still demanded more, leaving her
frozen, trying to exhale and continue the howl while lacking the
fuel to fund it.

Kirsten slumped indolently
forward onto the bed, the woman following her, lying on her, the
dildo still sheathed within Kirsten’s spasming tracts, her womb
clutching to the monster in fits.

Lost in a somnolent torpor
Kirsten stared blankly forward, her eyelashes sparkling with
moisture, her brow likewise moist with sweat. Twitching, she
remained subdued beneath the woman, her back smarting as the
scratches continued to make their presence known.

The rubber-sheathed knuckles of
the woman traced down the side of Kirsten’s face, running down her
slack cheek, soothing her. For a moment she relaxed more fully, her
mind free of all trouble before she was brought back to an
excruciating tensed pose when the rod fled her tracts, galloping
out, the ridges thrashing her innards and stealing the last
reserves of her vitality. Sinking back into the cool sheets, the
ghost of its existence continued to loiter within her womb, her
anatomy shuddering in shock and exhaustion. In mere moments she was
slipping into sleep, her mind drifting into the deepest most
content slumber she had known in years, all her concerns and fears
temporarily cast aside by the storm of carnal pleasure.


Chapter Two

 


 


Kirsten awoke with a panicked
start, filled with gnawing fright. Glancing left and right she saw
no sign of the woman. A look to the bedside alarm clock revealed
that she had been asleep for over eight hours. Her jaw dropped open
and her soul went cold with terror.

Leaping from the bed she felt
her enfeebled legs fold beneath her and she dropped onto her knees.
Spotting her gown she grabbed it and forced herself back up,
fighting off the lethargy in her limbs and the after-effects of
overdue sleep to dash down the stairs, sprinting for her sanctum.
Cursing her lapse, she ran into the basement and slammed the door
shut, leaning on it to reassure herself that she was safe
again.

She couldn’t believe she had
been so stupid. Eight hours of simply lying in an unshielded room,
just tempting a passing Scanner team to pick her up with ease and
arrest her. What was wrong with her? After all her years of
perfected security she had risked everything in one foolish
gesture.

Calming her troubled thoughts
and racing pulse she strode to her true bed and flopped onto it,
feeling giddy and nauseous from such frantic activity straight
after sleep. The scratches made themselves known as she lay on
them, the tender lines prompting her into sitting up and checking
her back in the mirror.

Eight torso length lines ran
straight down her milky skin. Kirsten looked over them for a
moment, the memories of the previous night washing through her
thoughts now that her fears had been allayed. She was safe. She
could afford to dwell on the indulgence that had almost cost her so
grievously.

The touch of the woman was
almost tangible upon her, the experience so vivid she could relive
it by thought alone. Settling back onto the covers she recalled the
smell of subtle perfume and latex, the scent of the woman an
aphrodisiac that instantly roused her lust once more.

Stretching onto the sheets she
ferreted under her pillow and snatched her ever-faithful vibrator.
Turning it on she skimmed the rigid plastic finger between her
legs, mulling over the encounter, hungry for more. Her adoration
for the woman she knew only as Dressur was emphasised by Kirsten’s
trust in her. After Kirsten had passed out, Dressur had simply left
the house. She had not stolen, explored, or done anything that
might threaten Kirsten’s fragile existence. This singular act
convinced Kirsten to risk another encounter.

After letting the vibrator take
the keen edge from her frustrating arousal she was able to think
more clearly. The orgasm was insipid compared to the ferocity of
the previous versions, but it sufficed to calm her mood.

Opening the channels to the
escort bureau she once more scheduled an appointment and was
delighted to be accepted for that evening. Afterwards she tried to
work, to continue finishing the last touches to the programming
contracts she had accepted, but with the weight of the looming
encounter in her mind she couldn’t keep the necessary level of
concentration. By the end of the day she had achieved virtually
nothing save to bloat her mind with a frantic lascivious need.

As she had done countless times
before she ordered and paid for her dinner via the net and answered
the door with a portable scrambler at her side. She had concealed
the mechanism as a large handbag. The bulky device posessed a
feeble effect radius and fleeting longevity. It barely allowed her
time to answer the door, gain her purchase and get back to the
sheltered area before the batteries gave out.

After dinner she showered, waxed
her legs and once more began the process of preparing for her
exquisite guest, dressing in identical attire as before.

When the doorbell rang she
rushed upstairs and heedless of the consequences of remaining in
the upper levels of the house, she escorted the woman back upstairs
without any word between them. Both knew that conversation was
superfluous. They were here for physical gratification.

Dressur dropped her coat by the
bed, The clunk of something weighty and metal in the pockets
drawing Kirsten’s curiosity. The woman was dressed scantily this
night, having swapped her comprehensive layers of latex for far
more libertine attire. Fishnet stockings rolled up her legs to
clutch around her thighs with a wide dark band. Patent ankle boots
were matched with her vinyl thong and strapless bra, the garments
clinging to her body and holding firmly, the rippling plastic
catching the light on its dark slick surfaces.

Pushing Kirsten onto the
mattress and away from the secret hoard in the coat the woman
leaned her hands on Kirsten’s shoulders, propping herself up on
them and staring down at her from above. For a moment it seemed as
though Kirsten was being examined, assessed for some as yet unknown
purpose.

Settling onto Kirsten’s
mid-section, Dressur sat down, trapping her, leaving Kirsten
staring up hungrily across the gloss-clad body as she absorbed the
image of the radiant woman who straddled her.

Leaning down, the woman lifted
Kirsten’s chin and demanded a brief kiss as her other hand snaked
down the side of the bed and into her coat.

Kirsten did not resist as her
hands were drawn up towards the headboard and a sudden clatter of
steel teeth sounded. Glancing up she saw that she had been secured
with a set of handcuffs, the shackles threaded through one of the
metal struts running along the top of the bed.

For a moment she was filled with
a sense of concern, but the energetic kiss of the woman soon melted
her distrust and had her relishing the sense of control, of being
compelled to acquiescence to whatever the woman wanted to do to
her.

“Now you belong to me,”
she crooned, letting her lips wander about Kirsten’s neck, the
freed hands working the breasts spread before her.

Suddenly the woman arose and
swung off of Kirsten, kneeling down beside the bed and rummaging in
her coat. The flight of all sensual input brought Kirsten out of
her haze with a befuddled start.

“Wh…what’s going on?” she
questioned, her voice possessed of an uneasy tremor.

The woman arose holding a
cellphone and an automatic pistol. Flipping open the phone, she
pulled the antenna out with her teeth and pressed a single key
before putting it to her ear. Kirsten was petrified—she couldn’t
move, couldn’t even breathe as she stared at the muzzle aimed
directly at her.

“She’s secure. You may
move your unit in, captain,” she said with impassive tones and
switched off the phone, dropping it casually on her coat and
focusing her entire attention to her aim.

“Wh…what! No! No! It can’t
be true! Not you!” Kirsten yelled, tugging at the bonds as she
realised she had been set up. Dressur remained icy, offering no
emotion to the woman she had betrayed and effectively condemned to
slow death.

The sound of her front door
being shattered under a battering ram and the stampede of booted
feet into her house rose from the ground floor and Kirsten’s mind
flew into panicked automatic.

With a slash of her leg she
kicked out with incredible speed, striping the pistol from the
woman’s grasp and smashing it against the wall. Before the woman
could dive for the lost weapon, Kirsten applied her full brawn to
the cuffs, snapping the interlocking chain with a roar of effort
and pain as the bands dug deep into her skin.

With a nimble flip she danced
from the bed, kicking off her shoes and landing on the balls of her
feet before sprinting maniacally for the door. When she threw it
open she saw a squad of dark forms charging up the stairs. With a
squeak of shock she slammed the door shut and dashed in the other
direction. She bolted for the window and at the last moment kicked
into the floor. As a flying spear of motion she quickly laced her
forearms before her and ducked her head into their protection. The
glass panels caved in under the impact, filling the room with a
splintering crashing note. Her arms erupted with a shock of pain,
the shards and wooden struts cutting at her in revenge for their
destruction, and suddenly she was immersed in the chill night
air.

Taking firm rein of her
equilibrium as she plummeted, Kirsten cavorted and straightened
herself, landing in a tight crouch that absorbed the shock of the
landing and punched two deep footprints into the soil. Falling
shards sank into the earth like glass fangs all about her, several
pieces grazing her body, the trauma unnoticed as adrenaline coursed
through her. Kirsten caught sight of dark troop carriers parked
before her house and the flashing lights of police cars blockading
each end of the street as backup. Instantly she dashed for the
shadows, leaping the low fences of her neighbours’ gardens and
streaking into the night, her bare breasts bouncing, her skin
tingling with cold and fear as her stockinged feet pounded the
ground.


Chapter Three

 


 


Pivoting at her hips Kirsten
slashed out with her leg in a high arc, slamming the heel of her
speeding foot into the face of the soldier. The flesh-muffled crack
of bone sounded and a sudden flare of pain erupted in her joint.
With a violent throe the burly private was catapulted backwards,
trailing flecks of red from his broken nose before being stopped by
a tall trunk.

The impact drove the wind from
his lungs in a croaking exhale, further dazing the armoured
warrior. His OICW assault rifle fell from his loose fingers and
vanished into the tall grasses.

How she loathed the uniform upon
him. It had become a symbol of all she despised and feared and it
felt good to exorcise some of her pent up and long suppressed rage
in the persecution of such a bigoted murderer.

The uniform that sparked her
anger was similar to standard military dress—loose combat trousers,
boots, flak vest and jacket, webbing adorned with pouches and
several grenades, plus a snug-fitting helmet which incorporated a
radio. But the usual camouflage patchwork of greens and browns had
been turned to a stark matt black and the hated heraldry of the KGP
was applied freely across the garb—the lightning bolt symbol set
over a cross announcing his allegiance both boldly and proudly.

Airing a quiet hiss Kirsten ran
forward, her stockinged feet stamping lightly across the soft
grasses of the woodland surface, gathering momentum and adding
further virulence to a sweeping knee into his groin.

With a gurgling cry the soldier
doubled up, the cruel blow throwing him from his dazed stupor and
dropping his face into her upsweeping open-handed strike. The
rising palm and diving head met with a loud snap that wrenched his
head back, throwing him into a rigid stance before his
consciousness trickled away on the back of extreme trauma.

Gradually the soldier went
slack, slowly slipping down against the supporting bark, his eyes
glazing and rolling upward to stare into his sockets.

Clapping a hand to the brow of
the sagging helmet Kirsten stopped his descent and listened to the
chinstrap groan as it fought to hold the weight currently wilting
upon it. The face of her enemy was indolent, flushed with purple
from the contusions she had wrought, while additional flows of
crimson wove from his wounds, as he lay helpless before her.

Pondering for a moment she found
her conscience to be a niggling voice that pawed at her resolve,
picking at her motives like scabs, trying to stop her from
finishing him. All regret and reserve vanished as she deliberately
conjured up the acts she had seen these zealots perpetrating,
because she was intent on doing this deed for her own safety as
much as a thirst for vengeance.

The lucid engrams of persecution
were drenched in rancour and had Kirsten screwing up her face with
the flavour of this rising bitterness. A swollen lump stuck in her
throat, her eyes were stung by the gathering of burning tears and
with a strained choke of loathing she launched her knuckles into
the exposed throat, striking with all her might, setting lose an
atrabilious growl as they hit home. The massive displacement of
flesh parted the vertebrae cleanly, unleashing a brief spasm and a
distant snap of moist tissues.

A soft croaking exhale slipped
from his parted lips, his vitality ebbing before her very eyes, all
hint of regret or pity gouged from her heart by the life these
villains had forced her to lead.

Savouring her victory to help
bury her obstinately haunting conscience, Kirsten dwelt on how this
crime had started her on a very lethal road, that by acting in her
own defence she was now opened to the maelstrom of perpetual
existence as a hunted fugitive.

If the option had existed, she
would have denied this vicissitude and continued her life of
hiding, for she had prepared that lifestyle with sterling precision
when Kessler’s rise to power had begun. Having left little to
chance and with the electronic skills to defend herself she had
proved herself more fortunate than others of her kind by managing
to remain lost from the eyes of the authorities, and now she was
loathe to forsake what she had so perfectly sculpted.

Grabbing the cadaver she
unceremoniously dumped it into the smothering arms of a bush,
straightening the branches about the crooked form to conceal it
prior to shouldering his deserted rifle. She could have spent the
time to take some of his clothes, but soldiers did not travel
alone, others were nearby and she didn’t have time to waste.

Shovelling extra leaves onto the
site of his meagre grave to hide the proof of her revenge as best
she could, Kirsten listened intently for signs of his fellows.

The era of her peaceful
existence had now been terminated after years spent in solitary
isolation, locked away in her basement, etching her living as a
computer programmer through the unbiased medium of the Internet.
Ordering in her food, running her accounts from afar, protected by
scramblers and muffling earth, she had never needed to leave her
abode and open herself to the scrutiny of the Scanner teams.

When house-to-house enquiries
threatened her sanctuary she risked hacking into the mainframe
network to insert a negative response to their tests. Deeming her
already cleared by their own flawless records, the teams had always
moved on and she had remained safe from their persecution.

But she knew she was gradually
starting to go crazy from such fortified segregation. The computer
access was her only window to correspondence and conversation, the
chat rooms and sites her only means to travel. They were corrupting
influences, the powerful undercurrent of debauchery, the constant
fetish images that pounded her eyes day in day out, all helped to
further arouse her, deviating her with every voyage she made
through the dark realms of her screen. But it was a phoney world,
one with more walls than were apparent and it became a suffocating
realm that seemed to fence her in on all sides, a prison of public
profiles, conjured facades and incorporeal lies.

The need to go out into the sun,
to walk the streets and mingle with other people had become too
pressing to deny. She hadn’t been able to take any more—she felt
that she was losing her mind, drowning in a world of perversity and
decadent appetites.

Television taunted her
endlessly, especially round the holidays, for Christmas and other
festivals offered blissful happiness to be spent with others, yet
she was trapped and alone, afraid to leave lest she be detected and
end up in the Sanctuary camps.

She knew they existed as almost
everyone did, but it was easy to delude oneself that it was not so.
The media had been placed under rigid control and now only voiced
the anti-mutant propaganda required of it while routinely
obliterating all mention of the excesses perpetrated by the
government and their pernicious stormtroopers.

The rising tide of genetic
abnormalities amongst the population had been building for decades
now. The source was unclear—a relic of nuclear testing, genetic
treatments, pollution, ozone depletion, fast food, a whole host of
assorted rationales could be listed but none were sure, making the
threat all the more unnerving because it could rear anywhere and in
anyone.

Physical warping and mental
abnormality of an unprecedented degree contributed to bringing out
a new range of human abilities, withering some, bolstering others,
sometimes refining and bringing to full fruition what was
previously considered aspects of paranormal ability. Although most
of those with such rare gifts used their new powers and abilities
benignly or hid them, others of a less stable or civic minded
mentality were often not inclined to be so reserved, and it was
they who had ignited the powder keg of oppression.

Finding her victim
satisfactorily hidden, Kirsten started to regulate her speeding
breath and check her surroundings, its beauty lost to her
terror-saturated stare.

The halcyon scene buzzed with
the soft hum of insects and the chirp of birds. Golden sunlight
poured from an unblemished vault and streamed through the
interlocked canopy of foliage, the bright beams spotlighting
various areas of the woods. A slight breeze trickled through the
winding maze of trunks and caressed the wild grasses, sending
undulating waves across the carpet as the trees and fallen leaves
rustled seductively.

The smoggy haze of pollution
that brooded over the city like some ethereal spectre marked its
direction and showed her the route she had to take to continue
fleeing it.

Trotting off through the
vegetation and away from the sprawling metropolis, she reached up
in mid dash and took firm hold of an overhead branch. With a hiss
of exertion she strained and hauled herself up, dragging her
swinging body into the upper reaches for a better vantage
point.

The sounds of the patrol had
slackened off considerably, suggesting that they had moved on,
hopefully following a false trail, or even better would be their
having giving up on finding her.

What would she do now? She could
not risk going home. The need for human contact, for comfort,
caresses, a hint of pleasure in her misery had forced her into
calling on prostitutes to stop her going mad. She had not dared
risk male companionship because even the most minuscule chance of
pregnancy or infection would be devastating to her because she had
no way to safely leave her abode and treat the problem. The
decadence that the net cultivated in her during the years of her
hiding helped ease her reluctance and she soon started to become
more and more enamoured with her own gender through her fleeting
engagements. There were darker desires too, her travels through the
electronic domains attuning her endlessly towards images of
fetishism and bondage, for whenever she found images of lesbian
love to relieve herself to, rubber, leather, and restraint almost
always crept in at some point. It was an inevitable reworking of
her psyche, one that she was powerless to resist. But the budding
bloom was kept, starved, and stunted. She couldn’t afford to give
into such impulses—they were far too dangerous—so she kept them in
the realm of her most depraved fantasies, brushing them off only
when her sexual frustration was at its most keen peak.

With nothing but work to occupy
her time she had more than adequate funds to pay for her
professional partners. After all, what else could she spend her
money on? Vacations, cars, restaurants, movies, family, friends,
jewellery, and clothes, all of life’s luxuries were denied her. She
had to temper her indulgence though—the risks were great, so she
used the escorts only when her needs were at their most
pressing.

Now her life was over because of
her weakness for female flesh. The undercover KGP operative had
snared her somehow, found out her secret, infiltrated her lair, and
exposed her.

With Scanner teams abroad it
would only be a matter of time before they tracked her down and she
had nothing with her to be of any assistance. Dressed in the snared
and ripped stockings, thong and opera gloves, she was vulnerable to
exposure and woefully ill prepared for sudden relocation to the
wilds.

When she had fled the house she
knew that KGP Stalker units were still walking the streets with
portable sensors, and was well aware that such patrols would step
up considerably when they knew there was legitimate prey on the
loose. Such devices had feeble ranges, but they were a hazard none
the less. By avoiding such brazenly distinctive units when she saw
them she had managed to detour long before she entered their
effective range of detection. Clinging to the shadows and alleys
she had made her way through the suburbs towards the tenuous
illusion of safety that the wilderness offered.

Fortunately, her adversaries had
no idea of her direction and the patrols had been sparse and spread
thin to try and unearth her location. She had almost made it to her
goal when disaster had struck.

Turning a corner and coming face
to face with a patrol had been terrible luck rather than
incompetence on her part and as the sensor lit up at her affirmed
corrupted genetic strands she was exposed and had to instantly
flee. Risking departure from the depths of the dawn entry into the
milling morning crowds her near nude state had aided her flight.
Gawkers and aghast onlookers choked the Stalkers as they fought to
break through and capture her, allowing Kirsten to throw them off
and once more steal into the unpopulated shadows.

The dogged chase had driven her
out of the city and into the surrounding woodland, the vengeful foe
calling in more and more of their forces to apprehend her. The
ferocity with which they were seeking her revealed just how
effective the campaign of elimination had been. To martial such
resources against one person meant that there was little else
occupying them, therefore the city had to be virtually devoid of
all mutants. Hounded all the way, only her enhanced physique had
given her the stamina to run all night and all day, to keep one
step ahead of her pursuers.

The rhythmic chatter of a
helicopter threatened to draw close, making her clamp herself to
the branch and swing beneath it, using the stout tree limb to hide
her heat pattern from any thermal imaging.

The minutes continued to trail
slowly by, her arms and legs gathering a prickling heat as they
fought to hold her to the perch. Small beads of perspiration began
to well across her features as she held tight, waiting for the
sound to vanish, the salty dew conjured by fear as much as
toil.

Gradually the eerie disruption
of the quiet dwindled to leave only the silence. Perhaps it would
be wise to move deeper into the wilds, beyond the scope of the
paramilitary zealots to scan or randomly venture. Rumour accorded
the depths of the woodlands with mutant bands, resistance cells and
refugees, hiding together for mutual protection, using their powers
and stealth devices to scramble the genetic sensors of their foes
and keep themselves hidden.

Perhaps she could try and locate
one such fabled band. She knew nothing of surviving in the
wilderness. Her life had revolved solely around that of a city
dweller. Her career, her existence, all of it was based in
civilised society. What would she do in the forests? She had never
even gone camping, preferring locations in the city’s heart and
foreign hotels to the vapid delights of the world’s nature
spots.

Dropping from her lofty bastion
she fell into a tensed crouch, her eyes scrutinising the lush
greenery for trace of her enemy. Finding the scene safe, she
removed the rifle from her back and looked it over. It was a
monster of a weapon, developed for NATO and issued as standard KGP
equipment after their rise to power. She had seen them on the news,
watched reports on the new armament and its value to the troops in
suppressing mutant sedition and terrorism but never had she ever
thought she’d be holding one.

The objective individual combat weapon had proven
itself the bane of urban conflict, its effectiveness displayed in
countless city skirmishes when the fighting had begun in the early
days. Although it looked like some sort of science fiction weapon,
there was nothing fictional about its ability. It had two barrels,
the lower one firing standard kinetic ammunition from the
thirty-shot banana clip directly before the grip and sprouting a
cruel bayonet, while the detachable upper barrel fired explosive
fragmentation rounds from the clip in the butt. The 20mm air
bursting shells were controlled by the large scope atop the weapon
that was a combination of video camera, six-x scope and laser
rangefinder. This complex device allowed the wielder to detonate
the explosive rounds on impact or at a fire-controlled range such
as over enemy positions or after passing through a wall or sheet
metal, effectively eradicating all hope of cover from its attack
and turning every soldier into a pernicious sharp shooter and
one-man weapons platform. Despite its stocky size it weighed only
about fourteen pounds in her grip. Unfamiliar with firearms, she
barely knew enough to fire a pistol, let alone this technological
beast. Yet she felt considerably safer facing a KGP patrol with her
haphazard and rudimentary skill and an assault rifle than just her
capital unarmed abilities. Such martial training had been the
result of a hobby that had risen to an obsessive devotion once the
attacks on her kind had first started to escalate, and then safe in
her cellar she had continued in order to stay fit, all the time
hoping to never need them for real.

After cocking the weapon she
cradled it in her grasp and began to jog away from the city.
Kirsten was superb at causing mayhem, but even so, a bullet was
still better.

It seemed so unfair that she was
being condemned to the same fate as most mutantkind. Those with a
warped gene pool were often twisted aberrations, their contorted
flesh grotesque and to be reviled, and it was this trait of
physical monstrosity that had made them such easy scapegoats. The
mistake of all previous tyrants had been the genocide of peoples,
faiths, and creeds that the populace could sympathise with. They
had targeted people who looked just like everyone else, who could
have been their neighbours and friends, leaving only the most
fanatic to tolerate their utter eradication whereas everyone else
could only stomach singling them out for segregation or
imprisonment. Wholesale slaughter of any people offended to the
point of rebellion.

But mutants disturbed the eye
with their deformities, and if there was one thing humans found it
easy to find abhorrent it was deformity or difference. Thus Mary
Kessler had managed to sweep into parliament and power upon a
prejudiced tidal wave of anti-mutant policies. Her charisma and
heartfelt rallies against letting corrupted genes continue to
infect the purity of the British people, and with the exaggerating
of any act of mutant uprising or crime, she gathered more and more
support.

The population were initially
hesitant to fall in behind a patriotic figurehead that promoted
racism, but it was easier on the palette when the targets were so
alien. Regarding them as non-humans became readily more acceptable,
and it was this viewpoint that seemed to condone the removal and
ill treatment of this slice of society.

With a true and highly visible
group to blame for all of life’s troubles, everything from
unemployment, to crime, to the lateness of the train to work, all
of it was readily heaped upon the defenceless shoulders of
mutantkind. But Kirsten was like many of her breed, her outward
appearance untouched—slender, shapely, she was considered
attractive, yet the application of the word mutant turned her
salacious form into that of a hideous monstrosity to be found
utterly repellent.

Continuing the stroll through
the fertile sea of tranquil vegetation, Kirsten stopped as she
thought she heard movement.The crack and rustle of a carefree march
was faint and issuing from her left. Normal ears would not have
heard it but her senses were considerably sharper—one of the meagre
compensations of her mutant power.

The minutiae of the sounds
suggested that there was an individual moving well ahead of a
larger group, the massed drum roll of booted feet undoubtedly those
of a patrol. But the lead form was moving adeptly, nearly silently,
with a caution never seen in the brash and defiant soldiers. Was it
some sort of scout or tracker, perhaps a crafty game hunter loaning
his services to the KGP?

Turning from her path she
lowered into the arms of a large bush, lifted the rifle to her
shoulder, drew rough aim and waited to see who the rambler was. She
was intrigued as to who it might be, but her primary goal was still
to injure or kill them, to stop them from continuing their
allegiance and leading the patrol to her.

From the depths of the tree line
emerged a surreal form. It had the contours and attributes of a man
but his entire body was encased in a layer of opaque black that
lacked wrinkle, seam, or visible zip. It incorporated gloves, boots
and a hood with no apertures save acute eyeslits. Sections of
armour touched his body, affixed to the all-encompassing sheath.
Small guards held his shoulders, while vambrace and greave covered
shin and forearm with sculpted black, each with an articulated
piece to cover and shield the joint. Bands encircled each palm,
fully coating the back of his hand and each fingertip was adorned
with a hooked black claw, the curved metal ascending to a wicked
point. A thick collar wound around his neck, the dark steel
viciously studded. Similar dark spikes ran along the midnight skin,
flowing along arm and leg, up the side of his torso, down the
centre of his hood with a triangle impressed upon his groin to
throw lines up and around his waist.

Kirsten paused in bafflement
because about this mysterious form could be seen the flowing energy
field of a mutant. Kirsten’s eyes were able to pierce the normal
spectrum and thus examine the variety of electrical auras a living
being produced. Although it was a fairly useless quirk, it had one
great advantage in that the signatures of a mutant were always
corrupted by the wild variants within them, their altered cells
releasing distorted frequencies and amounts, betraying their
origin, just like the individual she now bore witness to.

Could this be another renegade,
pursued by a patrol just like she was? The presence of another
mutant helped justify the massive deployment of forces. His
outlandish attire was clearly some mode of covert dress, indicating
a possible resistance terrorist. If this man had been engaged in
acts of violence upon the hateful powers it more than explained the
vast influx of KGP because it meant that they were seeking him, her
own hounding being secondary to the subjugation of this guerrilla
fighter.

The restricted gaze of the
stranger whirled and locked on her position before he unexpectedly
stormed forward towards it, moving with incredible speed. As she
was wondering how he had so easily discerned her presence he burst
through her cover.

One hand snatched the lower
barrel of the rifle, the other opened hot trenches along her right
bicep with a swipe of the artificial nails, the capricious flick
making Kirsten’s hand desert the grip and trigger before he
clenched the attacking hand and returned it as a backhanded
punch.

The knuckles danced across her
features and hurled her into the air with their unnatural ferocity.
Kirsten’s scrambled senses returned in mid flight, her dazed eyes
focusing a hazy blur into a pane of greenery whirling beneath her.
Dropping to the ground with a jarring thud she bounced twice and
then rolled into an apathetic heap.

Tasting the warmth of blood in
her mouth she fought to regain her upset balance, shoving up with
her arms to acquire some semblance of a stance. Her legs wilted and
wobbled beneath her, causing her to sway unsteadily, her balled
fists serving as crutches because giddiness ruled her mind and
nausea held regnant in her torso.

Turning her head she regarded
her assailant as he took the rifle by barrel and butt and snapped
it as one might break a twig, treating it as though it were of
little consequence. Tossing the shattered portions aside he
assessed Kirsten with a crooked glance.

Shaking her head to banish the
fogginess that still lingered within her, she felt the pain in her
mouth fading, her enhanced metabolism already sealing the injury,
her flesh possessed of a recuperative factor that had been
instrumental in classifying her as a mutant. With a snarling grin
she swore that her attacker would soon be learning what the other
factors were.

With a springing skip the black
form commenced his approach at an ascending speed, launching an arm
out to dice her upon his hardened talons. Kirsten’s legs thrust
simultaneously, hurling her up as she whirled, the mysterious enemy
being carried past on his impetuous haste to receive a spinning
circle kick to his shoulder blade. Her augmented strength and speed
shattered the bone with a brittle signal, stripping him from his
feet and dropping him to the floor as waves of debilitating pain
rolled throughout his body.

Landing nimbly she danced
forward to finish him, throwing up an elbow to shatter his throat.
A bolt of shock rocked her abdomen—the sole of her opponent’s foot
had jerked up to counter her advance and lift her from her feet
upon the galvanic kick.

Winded by the tempestuous might
of his attack, Kirsten landed and staggered back, cradling her
stomach with one arm, holding the other out to try and parry the
offensive her obviously fully recovered opponent was sure to
mount.

Flipping to his feet with a
cavorting leap he span upon one foot, keeping the other held up to
his torso like a wound spring, delaying his attack as he build
momentum and first tried to distract her keen awareness.

Without warning a punch flew out
at her features. Blocking it with her forearm she declined the
opportunity to respond and held her defensive posture to refuse the
imminent kick.

An opaque leg lanced out from
within the whirlwind of dark hide, targeting her flank in the wake
of the punch that had tried to fully occupy her senses.

Throwing down her arm and
casting up her leg, Kirsten trapped the foot harshly between knee
and elbow, the two joints mashing the extremity, breaking the bones
and sending a violent shock wave of trauma up the limb.

Without even a cry against such
fierce crippling the man backflipped, brushing the ball of his
other foot to Kirsten’s chin, snapping her gaze up amidst a white
pulse of sudden shock, the surprise attack repelling her and
granting him space to recover.

Dropping onto the assaulting leg
he carefully balanced to spare his wounded foot the rigours of his
body weight and glared at her with loathing.

Giving him no more time to
recover, Kirsten spat the blood from her lips and shrugged off the
lethargy of this heated fight before launching forward into a high
jump. Coiling a leg up to her chest she stabbed it forward into his
breast with a shout of maximum effort. The moist snap of ribs
crunching like desiccated beetles resounded and the mutant was
hurled back, his legs staggering to regain his equilibrium and
cease his flailing retreat. A fallen tree stripped his legs from
under him and he dropped heavily onto his shoulders.

A brief sprint metamorphosed
into a speeding cartwheel that ended in a nimble flip high over the
trunk to land with both feet on the oppressed chest. The parted
bones grated on each other with the sudden weight, expelling all
breath from his body in a plosive croak. His shout of anguish was
cut short with the hacking chop of her hand into his neck, the
brutality of her strike shattering his larynx and windpipe.

The dying rattle in his throat
accompanied the sound of heavy boots entering line of sight and
without caution the patrol levelled their weapons and barked
warnings for her to stop. Ignoring their threats she broke and ran,
knowing that they intended no easy capture, especially with her
slaying of their own. The massed laser scopes cast a near invisible
pattern of spots across her vicinity, hunting down her form, giving
her enhanced eyes a valuable hint as to their aim. In seconds they
would open fire so she had to put as much distance between herself
and the soldiers as possible, and with her heart thumping in her
chest, her lungs threatening to burst from excessive use she
sprinted for cover, weaving amongst the trees in a desperate frenzy
of evasion.

The stuttering chatter of
automatic weapons rent the salubrious quiet and she was chagrined
to see the rough skin of nearby trees erupting under the wanton
stabbing punch of bullets. The blizzard of fire filled the air with
the shrill whistling of their passage as she ducked and wove,
praying that she not be hit. But the sheer number of projectiles
being unleashed made such an occurrence almost impossible.

There was a dull thump and a
sharp impact afflicted her shoulder, knocking her into a reckless,
lopsided somersault. A tremendous cramp shot outward from the
affected spot, her chest exploding with tidal waves of agony that
paralysed her entire body, leaving her unable to affect her
reckless drop onto the ground. A strobe pulse of pain ripped at her
form as she sprawled into the grass, totally immobilised with
harrowing.

Clutching the wound, she scowled
through clenched teeth, riding out the thundering fires, letting
their intensity dwindle to a less vibrant pitch before she
attempted movement, a steady flow of warmth running through her
trembling fingers.

The revelation that the Stalkers
were using mutants to hunt mutants was troubling. What incentive
could there possibly be to turn on one’s own kind? Of course,
reprieve from the camps was the obvious reward. Since Kessler’s
party had taken full control of the government and managed to gain
a state of emergency declared, the elected tyrant was able to do
pretty much what she wanted and was now far too powerful to resist.
Besides, most people supported her and agreed with her plan of
segregation, their fear of mutants permitting numerous
atrocities.

Mutants had simply been
harassed and turned out in the beginning, but the bitterness this
caused soon prompted them into fighting back and retaliating,
giving the jaundiced programme the footage and excuses it needed to
take its steps further. Incarceration was then deemed the only
solution to the mutant problem. Those who resisted entry into
specially constructed Sanctuary
camps were summarily killed while resisting relocation, and
in the camps, behind the barbed wire and guards, the mine fields
and heavy machine gun posts, mutants were worked and starved to
death.

The Knights of Genetic
Purity had initially been a radical civilian force that supported
Kessler’s group— the Party for Human
Rights. It had such an innocuous sounding name no one
would ever have expected it to gather the momentum it had. The
Knights began to defend against acts of mutant violence, the
carefully orchestrated events fooling the average benighted citizen
and inciting widespread civil unrest and indignation. People wanted
something done immediately, and were ready to hand over all
authority to those they thought could save them from the mutant
menace in their very midst.

With the total acquisition of
democratic power and control the Knights had become a paramilitary
wing, drafting in the willing recruits from the military and
police, forming into an independent army, loyal only to Kessler’s
cause. With their own bases they first augmented and then replaced
the police in mutant hot spots. They exclusively regulated the
camps, they helped hide the true savagery of Kessler’s rule, and
they suppressed all resistance and dissension to her goal.

Clawing at the soil, Kirsten
dragged herself onwards, her body pounding with its own
excruciating pulse. Her sight swam as she fought to continue,
stubbornly fighting off unconsciousness as her arm trailed lazily,
marking her passage with a sporadic ruddy path.

A spitting hiss of compressed
air preceded a light sting in her thigh and Kirsten jerked her gaze
over her shoulder to see the bright red tail feathers of a
tranquilliser dart jutting like a fiery plume from her flesh.
Lifting her stare she took in a figure brooding over her, the
officer having made her approach by exploiting Kirsten’s maimed
senses.

The attire upon the generously
sculpted physique of the woman had more than a fleeting kinship
with the uniforms of the troops, for she wore black combat trousers
tied about the top of heavy boots, a utility belt with pouches, and
a holstered sidearm. But there the apparel deviated and turned to
the upper portion of a rubber leotard, the material gleaming in the
light and zipped down the front from its high collar. Her bare arms
ended in short leather gloves, the both of them furled about the
grip of the pistol. Some manner of KGP identification badge lay at
her breast, the notion of her being a commissioned aid proven
erroneous by the appearance of the Knights’ emblem as a tattoo upon
her arm, the mark ensuring that her devout allegiance could be
proven at a glance. During her liaison with Kirsten the woman had
to have concealed it with makeup to keep this secret secure, now
she flaunted it to the one she had tricked.

The woman looked down upon
Kirsten with disdain from beneath a peaked black officer’s cap,
lifting the pistol she had been aiming at her and watching as her
victim began to slip into a drugged stupor, all sight dissolving,
her mind going blank. Realisation dawned on Kirsten, the woman’s
identity previously unrecognised because of the massive
transformation she had undergone since last Kirsten had seen her.
It was Dressur, her lover, her betrayer, glowering at her from
within the belated uniform of her most hated nemeses.

What desperate fate awaited her
as a prisoner? She had been deliberately taken alive despite her
killing of KGP operatives and she feared what life might be like
for her in the Sanctuary camps. As she dwelt on the possibilities
she felt her limbs being taken up and all recollection ceased as
she swam in a dreamless void.


Chapter Four

 


 


The first thing she became aware
of as she exited the stupor was the foul chemical tang on her
tongue and then the arid dryness pervading in her throat.

Feeling began to seep slowly
through her limbs, flowing back as a hesitant tide and while she
awaited a full return she maintained the pretence of coma,
surreptitiously listening in to assess her surroundings and hoping
to gain the element of surprise.

The soft squeak of wheels issued
rhythmically from beside her seated frame and the coupling of these
sounds with the feeling of motion suggested she was on a
wheelchair. The gentle rocking motion of her passage was moving her
against her bonds and she could feel the straps at her wrists,
ankles, waist and others upon thighs and elbows. A plexus of tight
strips encased her head, holding her skull tightly back and
cramming an inflated bulb of latex in her mouth, stopping up her
maw and forcing her to draw restricted breath through her
nostrils.

More disconcerting than the
restraints was her apparent nakedness. She could feel the soft
passage of air over her entire frame, no portion of it shielded by
material other than the riveted belts, which bestowed the stern
clinch of her confines.

The smell of fevered sweat and
icy terror hung like an intangible veil, saturating the conditioned
atmosphere, making the lungfuls she drew of the lifeless stagnant
brew strike fear into her heart. Dull lights passed over her closed
eyelids in slow sheets, the illumination deliberately sparse,
adding to the ambient dread.

Helpless, unable to act, she
opened her eyes and regarded her surroundings in full.

The dark corridor was dismal and
foreboding, the bare discharge from the overhead strip bulbs
providing inadequate light to banish the skulking gloom that arose
around her. A dour faced soldier was pushing her along, OICW
shouldered. The woman who had been responsible for capturing her
walked at the side, eyes fixed forward.

Kirsten squeezed her jaws to the
bulb, trying to break it, but the rubber was too thick. An ache had
welled in the corners of her mouth and was growing more potent with
every passing second, frustrating her with her complete inability
to simply spit the problem out and find relief.

A door hissed aside with
mechanical grace and she was wheeled into a small elevator of
barest description. The doors closed with a clunk and a plummeting
descent began. Untold floors fell away, suggesting she was being
carried deep below ground, massively reducing her possible points
of escape and causing the notion to dawn that she was not destined
for a Sanctuary camp.

With a merry ping their arrival
was announced and the doors rolled back.

“I shall take
it from here, corporal,” ordered the
woman, referring to Kirsten as a thing, the malice borne towards
her distinct and prevalent in the command.

“Yes, Major,” replied the
soldier, responding with a salute as the chair was drawn from him
and carried out into a barren box room. Presented to a plain set of
double doors Kirsten watched as the woman removed her identity
badge and slotted it into an accommodating aperture. A single pip
sounded and a keypad flickered into illuminated view, the
incandescent buttons accepting the woman’s code before letting the
weighty doors part with a protesting metallic shriek of
strain.

The passage beyond was much like
those above in its penchant for simplistic decor and love of
inspiring malaise. The walls, floor, and ceiling were a dull
reflective black, the metal sheets reflecting Kirsten and her
captor as hazy ghost images. The connection between wall and
ceiling ran with a submerged single strip of dull light, the
anaemic emanation staining the air, making it cold and
threatening.

Featureless portals lined either
side, and one of the nearest parted at their proximity to permit
ingress.

The lugubrious room was small
and apparently plain, devoid of everything save black walls of
seamless metal with lights dotted along them at equally spaced
intervals, the bulbs set deep within and protected by translucent
frosted windows.

Pushed into the centre as the
door slid shut, Kirsten was turned around to face her captor. The
woman folded her arms across her chest and glared down at the bound
prisoner, all hint of compassion and lust between them gone, as
though they had never even met. Was this even the same woman? Was
there an identical twin, one who seduced while the other
captured?

“You have put me at great
inconvenience, mutant,” she spat discordantly, moving to the walls
and pushing her palm to a virtually invisible rectangle.

There was a faint click and a
panel of the metal shifted aside, revealing a row of varied
implements of corporal punishment hanging up as a neat display
within the subdued cabinet. Kirsten’s eyes bulged in shock and she
murmured into her gag, blubbering incoherently in denial of such
abuse.

The woman ran her fingers along
the selection of straps, tawses, crops, canes, paddles, and
whips.

“What shall we begin with
I wonder? What indeed,” she uttered to herself and then closed her
hand about the handle of a short and vicious looking twin pronged
strap.

“You killed one of my most
prized Hounds. Do you have any idea how long or how much effort it
takes to train one of your foul breed to be that subservient? No, I
suppose not. But you will, for you’re going to be his replacement,
Kirsten. That’s right, I’m going to condition you to be obedient
and to serve the cause of true purity. You’ll help the Knights
locate and exterminate the rest of your pestiferous brood and that
added sense you have for finding your fellow abominations will
serve us greatly,” she purred, swinging the strap to and fro,
exercising the leather in readiness for its workout on Kirsten’s
skin.

Kirsten could not believe what
she was hearing. She had thought the dark whispers of Hounds to be
no more than perverse scare mongering. It seemed impossible to
believe that the Knights were brainwashing mutants with extra
sensory capacities to hunt down the last of their own kind.

Kirsten’s superiority in
spotting mutants compared to the base mechanical sensors would make
her and those like her invaluable assets in such hunts. But to deem
the Knights capable of methodically stripping away a living
creatures dignity and reason to serve them as a mindless docile
automaton? It seemed to be a criminal act even they could not be
capable of. To find out that this horrendous rumour was true was
mortifying, more so for being informed that she herself was to be
transformed into a latex-skinned penitent like the one she had been
forced to kill.

Could she be broken? How could
she be taught to be obedient and submissive to the orders of such a
xenophobic bigot? Perhaps if she could remain rebellious and hide
her free will then as soon as she was taken out to hunt her fellows
as the other had been, she could bolt for freedom. Until then she
had the awful prospect of arbitrary torture to make her compliant,
and she could not stand this possibility, the threat of pain
terrifying her.

Yet this was her logic and pride
talking. Inside, in the hidden dark recesses of her personality,
there was a far different tune being sung, one that had been
stimulated by the scenes of lesbian bondage she had masturbated to
hundreds of times. The idea of indoctrination to another woman’s
rule had lurked in the shadows of her soul, a faint intriguing
notion that she had forced herself to ignore, making it more
illicit, more tempting than ever before. Now it seemed she was to
be trained in the manner she had read and dreamed of countless
times.

This woman was going to take
control of her, mercilessly remould her psyche into whatever
configuration she wished. At present she was ignorant of the means
that would be used, but already there was a whispering hunger to
face her slavery and see if indeed it would be so terrible.

She was nervous, ignorant as to
how extreme the methods would be. She had never suffered for real,
her own imagination being the regulating force as she pictured
herself in the place of the women grovelling and bound on the
screen. Now she was totally surrendered to the whims of another,
and with her fantasy dragged into the harshness of reality she was
terribly afraid. As with most things, the fantasy and the reality
could be very different, and what one dreams of becomes intolerable
if actually performed. Kirsten was a real captive and this was to
be no cosy scenario of willing submission, she was a real prisoner,
of people who meant her real and lingering harm.

The sentence of such training
lifted another question. How had they discovered her ability to
detect the mutant genes in others? The only one who could have
suspected had been killed. How had they found out? Had she been
under surveillance? Was that how the officer had managed to set
herself up as a prime candidate? Had they scrutinised the women she
sought? Followed her into the sites she frequented? Studied what
she studied to find the perfect match to slot into the escort
service she most frequently used? She felt her cheeks blush as she
realised that the officer would know every vice, every pornographic
image and story she had used to stimulate herself. The time spent
lingering on any one picture could betray her onanism, reveal that
which she found most erotic. Also, the thought of a group of KGP
computer programmers sitting there before their monitors, each
knowing full well what she was doing made her stomach knot with
shame.

The woman approached at a steady
march, the smooth burnished rubber across her chest shimmering with
her saunter, her power like a wall around her, a sense of
uncompromising authority and will that made Kirsten sag into her
restraints. Despite her being KGP and therefor Kirsten’s mortal
enemy, she was still beautiful and captivating.

“Well, let me welcome you
to our little training facility. It’ll be your home for awhile,
though I can assure you it’ll seem like a lifetime. There is no
escape. Any resistance you display will only serve to elevate your
suffering, and no one here cares for your plight. In this
underground domain, I rule without question. I am supreme, and the
sooner you learn to grovel and worship me as your goddess, the
sooner you can be of use,” she broadcast, lifting the stout weapon
high in readiness.

Holding it poised, she made
Kirsten’s anxiety bloom fully and her body strain against her
restraints in a vain bid to escape. Ordinarily she could snap
leather as thin as this but her strength was gone—her muscles
struggled and fought but could not break the fabrics. The seams
groaned to hold her but did not part. Somehow she had been
subdued.

Upon a soft murmur of displaced
air the strap fell, clapping to her exposed thigh and making her
wail into her gag, the monstrous flare of suffering through the
skin like a flash fire. The weapon came away, leaving behind a rosy
welt and a soft pounding pulse that had her whimpering in a bid to
endure. Again it fell, targeting her splayed thighs, the rapid
applause as she was viciously attacked filling the room while muted
howls emerged from the gag amidst burbling hisses and lines of
manic drool.

The pain of the mere strapping
was more than she could take, her only desire to slip from under
the kiss of the leather or find some means to appease her attacker
whose sensual relish in her work was wantonly apparent.

Trapped in the chair, Kirsten’s
muscles battled the straps, her tendons raised, saliva dribbling
from her spread lips as she burbled and hollered. Her toes and
fingers clawed for freedom, her world filling with the image of the
simple strip of leather that dropped onto her, punishing her
grievously, churning her thoughts with havoc.

Ceasing her assault, the officer
drew back and examined the ardent glow she had etched upon
Kirsten’s flesh. The prisoner grizzled in despondent misery as her
skin pulsated with venom, reviling such barbaric treatment.

Kirsten gathered her breath,
panting, wheezing through her nose as saliva rolled from her chin.
In the aftermath of the punishment she shuddered with elation, a
strange wondrous high that followed on the heels of the ardent heat
of the strapping. The flow of endorphins thundered through her,
making her quiver, her thoughts swimming. She was weeping freely,
but not from sorrow, more from a profound sense of exorcism, of
being purged, of facing such trials and coming through sloughed of
all guilt and impurity.

It made no sense. While it
occurred the attack had been terrible, but now, she was glad that
the woman had been so meticulously savage with her initiation. She
also almost wanted a repeat, to taste the succulent zenith of
emotion she had just attained, to go further, to experience more.
The fledgling fixation with perversity her isolation had cultivated
snapped starved jaws to her ordeal, devouring it and bellowing for
more, finding the bitter fare of discipline greatly welcome on its
palate.

But the officer could see no
difference in Kirsten, she only saw the tears she had come to
expect from a chastised slave. The woman could not tell that
Kirsten ached to drop forward and kiss her boots, to abase herself
before the one who had done this to her, to show her gratitude and
reverence in full.

“You are not a human
being—you are a mutant freak. A base creature who is blessed by
being used for the higher goals of the genetically pure. Through
subservience to our goal you can gain some shred of redemption for
the crime of being abhorrent. By your very nature you mutants are
rebellious, evil, and wilfully destructive, but you will be taught
your true lot. Now I’ll begin preparing you for your new
existence,” she purred, lifting Kirsten’s chin with the strap to
assess her turmoil before setting it aside.

Closing back in she swiftly
began to unfasten the restraints, leaving Kirsten to sag in the
chair, her limbs chaffed from the fight to break free. Only the gag
remained, the network of straps still firmly locked about her head,
robbing her of an accurate response to this woman’s words.

“Get off the chair and get
on your knees,” commanded the Major.

Kirsten tried to rise with a
resentful glare, seeking to hide the truth until she had time to
dwell on it and think things through. She found her limbs
unexpectedly weak, as though the beating had drained the very life
from her body.

“I said, UP!” spat the
dominatrix with severity and hurled a skimming swipe across
Kirsten’s shoulder, the searing burn of its caress driving her to
new levels of effort.

With a twisting fling she cast
herself forward, trying to carry herself into a walk only to have
her legs fold beneath her like jelly, dropping her onto her front.
She needed to know why she was so frail. Where had her might had
gone? But with the swollen balloon choking her voice she could say
nothing. Flopping onto her side she clawed at the accursed
instrument, the dull ache that had been kindled in her jaws still
rising from the perpetual rictus the device enforced. Her
fingertips brushed across the stern straps, finding them sealed
with locks she could no longer break.

“Wondering why you are so
feeble, slave?” asked the woman with a mocking glee, pacing around
the felled form with a steady step. Kirsten watched the polished
boots pass by, the shadow of her oppressor falling across her, the
cold floor seeping its radiant chill into her front. Against all
reason she wanted to caress herself, to mull over her abuse, but
her sense of decorum forebode it. Kirsten found that she could not
offer up her dark tendencies so easily, not after years of keeping
them hidden along with her very existence.

“When we saw to your
bullet wound we implanted a neural inhibitor in your brain stem. At
my whim I can rob you of as much or as little of your monstrous
potency as I wish. Your grotesque freak powers will not avail you
here, slave” she added, nudging Kirsten with the toe of her boot in
a disdainful fashion, impressing upon her the sheer helplessness of
her situation.

Kirsten was in abject torment
from having her powers stripped from her. It was worse than being
rendered an invalid or to have a sense amputated. She had always
had her superior strength and speed. It was a source of comfort to
know she had such a massive advantage hidden and ready to aid her
no matter what the situation. Now it was gone, stolen away by this
villain.

She wilted beneath the gaze of
the woman, suddenly riven with a terrible fear, her enfeebled
condition making her quail in a state of terror beyond any she had
ever experienced. It was like being a child again, deserted by all
relatives in a strange and frightening place.

Replacing the weapon with its
brethren the officer touched another section of wall, exposing an
arsenal of restraints from which she selected a set of cuffs.
Kirsten floundered and started to back away in fright, causing the
woman to stop and remove a lengthy slender cane from the wall.

“If you want another
lesson in obedience, slave, I’ll happily oblige you,” she sneered,
her eyes sparkling with malevolence as she watched the naked woman
cower from her approach.

As it slashed through the air
the weapon sang a high pitched and threatening tune, further
serving to intimidate as Kirsten quaked beneath its shadow. She
knew a cane would be far more heinous an implement than the strap
and she was afraid of how much it would smart, especially now that
she knew she had no hope of resistance, that her only secret ace
had been torn up before her eyes.

“Get on your belly,
slave,” the Major demanded.

Kirsten froze like an exposed
animal, unable to acquiesce to such a thing, yet afraid of the
consequences of disobedience. Her indecisiveness was banished as
the female stomped forward and hurled an overhead slash down into
her flank. The bite of the cane was infinitely worse than the
strap, its fulgent line exploding through her skin and making her
shriek into her gag. Instantly she dropped to her front, clutching
the throbbing weal as her eyes watered from the pain that continued
to linger, fading at the most awful and tardy rate.

Rough hands clasped her arms,
drawing her elbows back and applying the manacles just above the
joint, buckling them firmly to immobilise her. Kirsten resisted as
best she could to feel her defeat, not only show that she was not a
willing prisoner but also to savour the roughness of such
treatment, to be manhandled and bound by the woman. What was
happening to her? Had something else been introduced along with
this implant?

Succumbing to her captors whims
did nothing to prevent added use of the cane, for it flew down with
asperity to strike her rear and the backs of her legs, gouging into
her with a steady monotony. Wailing, she kicked and tried to shield
herself. Rolling around in a vain effort to hide from the
methodical attack failed to do any good—her attempts at evasion
only opened more of her body to the mordant bamboo. Searing stripes
painted her body, the aimless brutality inspired solely by a desire
to relish Kirsten’s subjugation, to show her that her captor bore
no reservations about brutalising her prisoner. Kirsten realised
then that she was in true danger of being fully rendered compliant,
for under this mere initial attack she was ready to do anything to
end the mistreatment.

The last blow flashed onto her
breast with a laconic flick, doubling her up with a muffled shriek.
Quivering in shock, her body dotted with tiny beads of
perspiration, she sagged into a listless heap of recovery. As her
body settled, so too did her mind, sinking into a crapulent haze.
It had felt gloriously satisfying to be bound thus, to be caned
mercilessly, the woman oblivious to Kirsten’s wishes. What was
going on inside her? She could not fathom how she could be finding
a covert pleasure in this terrible violation of her rights.

“You are forbidden to
speak without permission. Spontaneous conversation and opinion are
things that human beings should enjoy. You are far removed from
such a state of existence and will consider yourself lower than a
beast, for even animals and insects are at least genetically sound,
unlike your corrupted unnatural tissues. You will refer to me as
Mistress when I permit you speech and you will act with supreme
reverence towards my person. Do you understand?”

Kirsten could not believe or
process this level of verbal attack. The imprecations spewing from
this woman dripped with bile, of genuine loathing for her and she
was defenceless and condemned to the iniquitous care of this tyrant
for as long as she could survive or until she could successfully
fake a docile and domesticated nature. However, the words not only
offended but also aroused, the humiliation of being told how low
she was, how lofty her owner was in comparison to her. The years of
media propaganda against mutants had passed her conscious mind and
seeped into the subconscious, wherein dwelt her submissive streak,
feeding it, telling her she deserved punishment, to pay for her
crime of being different.

Kirsten felt as though she were
losing her mind. Three very different characters were in her mind,
fighting for control of her opinions. One demanded that she revile
and fight to the bitter end, standing up against oppression.
Another was more careful, arguing for her to play along, trick the
woman and escape, to take the best chance for her survival and
escape. But the last, darkest voice drew from her warped sexuality
and seductively offered her the life she had tried not to fantasise
about. This voice spoke from her libido and it was shedding levity
with every abuse the alluring officer heaped onto her.

A hot trench ate into her body,
the violent strike bringing her attention firmly back to the
situation. Clutching the throbbing injury she glared up at the
malefactor and nodded sombrely.

“Good. Now follow me on
your knees, wretch,” she spat and applied a fearsome blow to the
sole of Kirsten’s foot, the tender tissues proving to be more
sensitive and susceptible to pain than almost any other zone. She
screamed into the gag, her arms battled the cuffs and she spent a
minute to recover, her foot burning with distress, her eyes
shedding tears of rage and confusion.

After reminding Kirsten of her
dominance with this amerce the officer turned and walked leisurely
towards the door, tall and erect, assured of Kirsten’s crawling
pursuit.

With no options available to
her, the beleaguered mutant hauled herself up and began to shuffle
forward, solemnly falling in with a limp, her breasts thrust
forward by the binding of her elbows. Her eyes wandered
lasciviously upon the woman’s back, unwittingly panning across her
rounded shoulders, the curves of her back against the rubber sheet,
her rear and legs, moving against the loose trousers. She was a
magnificent sight and Kirsten’s mind dripped with the passionate
memory of their coupling. Startled by her own thoughts she shook
her head, trying to fling them out. This woman was a tyrant, she
was a despot, she was Kirsten’s enemy and had to be loathed.

The door slithered aside in
respect of the Major’s mere presence and remained open as she
loitered in the doorway, awaiting Kirsten’s exit and indicating to
the left with the thin rod.

Jerking upright Kirsten gurgled
and swayed, dropping back onto her rear as another stroke touched
her thighs, connecting the two regions of soft flesh with a
penetrating welt. Huddled into a ball she again was forced to
strain and fight to weather the brutal tempest of suffering the
cane so easily distributed.

“You can move faster than
that, slave!” She snapped.

Kristen broke into a speedier
gait and the sudden acceleration grazed her knees as she sought to
acquire the rate required of her in this short underground
corridor.

Roughly eight doors lined each
side of this dreary wing and another occupied each end, one of them
being the access point to the lift that had brought her here. The
Major marched past, the door shutting in her passing as another
ground open when she drew close and indicated for Kirsten to
enter.

A light flickered on
automatically within the chamber, its bleaching white glow pouring
out into the corridor and lighting up the fierce licentious grin of
the officer.

The small room held a long strip
light overhead, the dazzling bulb fully illuminating the cramped
interior, revealing the solid steel chair rising up at the heart,
its stern limbs arrayed and armed with thick buckled straps.
Connected to the floor by a wide base the fixed furniture seemed to
loom in the brightness like some dark creature, the refractions
upon its polished corners akin to knowing winks of malice.

Kirsten’s heart sank to see it
for such comprehensive restraint suggested she was destined for
some outrageously barbaric abuse.

“Into the chair, slave,”
came the terse demand, the woman lounging against the side of it,
offering her a seat with a casual wave.

As though she were marching to a
site of execution Kirsten began a long voyage across the floor,
trembling as she came to the foot of the chair and then freezing,
petrified. Her ability to submit was failing her, this chair
promised things she could not know and dared not face.

“I said
into the chair,” growled the officer
and fired a sideswipe into the pausing captive, making her spasm
but failing to gain her obedience. Kirsten’s joints fought the
bonds, trying to slip the cuffs, her hands reaching around trying
to find access to the shackles.

With a sigh of impatience the
officer repeated the blow, causing Kirsten to reconsider and take a
folded step forward before withdrawing it, restoring her refusal to
obey. She looked to the woman with imploring, trying to find some
shred of pity. The weapon arced around again, the thwack of its
bite echoing throughout the room, subduing her weak cries of
protest.

Kirsten’s ability to sustain
this sort of abuse shattered and fell away, causing instinctive
flight. Whirling back she threw up a leg and leapt upright. In a
mere moment she was out of the room and sprinting down the dark
corridor, her tremulous path weaving from one side to the other,
her puny state making the mere act of running a maximum effort.

The erratic route grew more
acute with her dizziness until she collided with the smooth panel
of a wall, knocking her shoulder and lifting an intense stab of
pain from the newly healed bullet wound. The flesh had regenerated
but the tenderness remained, the impact upon her injury making her
lurch aside and wobble upon her feet. Desperately she fought away a
swoon. Taking faltering steps towards the lift access she grimaced
and held onto her quest.

Upon reaching the plain door she
looked for a means to open it but the slot was the only optional
keyhole and without the card this door would not open. She could
not access her only means of escape. She was trapped here.

Slamming her foot to the
fortified portal she shouted into her gag and dashed for the
nearest door, hoping to find something to aid her in her plight.
The door failed to move for her, its mechanism only tolerant of the
diabolic officer’s proximity and Kirsten’s bound arms pawed at its
surfaces in impotent panic, trying to find a hidden control.

A booted foot fell upon the
floor and into the light trickling out from the awaiting torture
chamber. In mortal jeopardy Kirsten barged the door, gurgling and
weeping in fright as she listened to the steady march closing in
upon her. She did not look round, she did not need to see the
vengeful angel of darkness moving in to make her pay for her crime,
so she simply leant against the door and vented her despair.

The first blow of the cane tore
into her rear, jerking her upright as a hail of blows followed it.
The cruel wooden sceptre focused on her legs, slashing into the
exposed flesh as she tugged against her bonds, fighting to get her
arms free so she might cover the harried parts. Her fingers
strained down to try and bestow shelter only to have the rigid rod
slam to her digits, untroubled by missing the intended target and
just as ready to make her hands accept their caustic lick.

Spinning around she slammed her
back to the door, unable to take the blows to her legs anymore. The
tyrant stood before her, a scowl of irritation carved into her
grave features as she swung the whistling stick into Kirsten
without pause or relent, dispensing her own justice with vivid
weals.

Suddenly able to single out
areas of even greater sensitivity, the Major began to apply steady,
even strokes to Kirsten’s assets. The weals being drawn across her
breasts were more intolerable and she instantly sought to whirl
once more and protect them. But the woman had gained a taste for
such a mode of chastisement and snatched her student’s hair,
closing a fist on the locks and using them as a firm and painful
reign by which she twisted back and held Kirsten open to the
tempestuous blizzard.

With her head bent back,
bringing her neck to the verge of breaking, she squirmed in the
grasp, her scalp flickering with riots of suffering as her torso
danced beneath the biting burn of the cane.

“If you continue to
disobey, I will have to be more stringent with you, slave!” growled
the officer, applying her strokes with added virulence.

The flesh of Kirsten’s breasts
rippled under the ferocity of the attack, the horrendous agony more
than she had ever felt, causing her to claw at her flesh in the
hope of reaching up and protecting herself.

The blows stopped suddenly,
leaving her panting for air, her nostrils barely adequate to
accommodate the needs her racing pulse enforced upon her breath. As
she slowly recovered from the experience, the Major turned and drew
her back to the room, keeping the mooring on her hair to make
Kirsten walk on tip toe, grimacing as the fist tightened and
stretched at her roots.

Once back in the room her
contorted elbows almost snapped from bearing the brunt of her torso
as it was thrown into the chair with jarring force. As she lay
crippled and exhausted, the Major began to apply the restraints,
fastening her down tightly, stripping away her mobility with savage
yanks to the belts.

She had been utterly conquered.
The woman had broken her to her will yet again. Resistance was
useless against such a remorseless Mistress.

The calm after her beating and
the stern hold into her hair helped make her more amiable to her
restraint, the soft brush of leather across her flesh almost
titillating. The tightening of straps, pressing into her, holding
her down against her will, rendered her completely vulnerable to
whatever foul deeds the woman might conjure. Kirsten closed her
eyes and bit to her gag, delighting in the sensations and the warm
keen pulse of the welts through her skin.

After loosening her arms from
the cuffs the limbs had their few seconds of freedom taken away
again and they were trapped. The last restraint was a wide strap to
be tied across her stomach, the broad strip hauling in like a
corset, stopping even the slightest wriggle.

Defeated, Kirsten lay in the
cocoon of bonds, her skin running with small bursts of angry heat,
the numerous contusions darkening from a wild red to a deep and
testy mauve.

“There, you look far more
comfortable now that you can’t resist,” said the woman as she
straddled Kirsten’s thighs, seating herself on the captive,
watching as Kirsten’s eyes widened as the rubber canvas of her
torso and breasts remained mere inches from her face.

“I know you like the smell
of latex, slave. I also know you find me irresistible. You were so
eager to have me again after our first little session, well now you
have me forever. Of course it’s as your owner rather than your
lover,” she said with assurance, moving closer, letting her breasts
brush the tip of Kirsten’s nose, filling her world with the
overpowering aroma. Kirsten cursed the gag, the shimmering body
before her making her yearn to lick at it, to kiss the hidden
breasts, to worship the woman who had enslaved her.

“I know what you like and
what repulses you, slave. The other night between us was fun, I
admit that, even though I had to temper what I really wanted to do
to you. Still, there’s plenty of time for that,” she continued,
rotating her chest, each breath stretching at the firm layer of
rubber. As a complete contradiction to her previous disdain the
woman’s gloved fingers took hold of Kirsten’s nipples and started
to roll them in rough pinches, absently caressing them as she
spoke.

“Your life was pathetic,
slave. You lived as a prisoner, trapped in that basement, aching
for fulfilment, secretly nurturing your desire to be ruled. You
should be happy that I’ve liberated you from your dull existence.
You’ll never be bored here, slave. I’ve countless treats to amuse
you. You hungered for escape, to be free of your prison and to
escape the persecution of the government, to evade the camps, well
now you have it all, slave, and whether this pleases you or not, in
time you will be appreciative,” she purred and applied a flash of
strength to her holds, causing Kirsten to mewl and spasm against
her trammels.

Extracting herself from the
splayed form of Kirsten, the officer moved to the wall and flipped
a panel before touching one of the exposed buttons. A soft
hydraulic whine issued from beneath Kirsten and she felt a cold rod
rising up to press against her buttocks, the lubricated peak
lifting her against her restraints, pushing apart the flesh and
driving onward. With a squeal of alarm she fought to bar entry but
the machine was intractable and continued its ascent, forcing apart
her orifice and entering her rear. Squealing from the violation she
hauled at the bonds afresh, clawing at the metal, the feel of the
stiff, slick appliance penetrating her abdomen driving her into a
frenzy. It continued to rise until a bulbous section leant against
her anus, the large orb too big to be swallowed as it shoved
against the opening, plugging it and making the skin pound as her
tracts chewed on the massive insertion.

“Are you ready to be
cleaned?” Smirked the Major, staring from beneath a knotted brow as
Kirsten tried to decline with imploring sobs. She knew she was
going to be given an enema and though she wanted to accept it, she
was afraid of the unknown.

The woman’s thumb stroked
another tab and as the belt at Kirsten’s stomach began to vibrate
wildly, jiggling her belly in turbulent jerks, a sudden wash of
warm fluid leapt up into her body. The savagery of the event was
instantly shocking, making her throw herself against her restraints
and continue her fight as the slithering presence continued to
creep through her. The sensation of her tender tracts being filled
by this fluid bane was distinct and strangely pleasurable. Though
the humiliation of it was unsurpassed, it was also a derogation
that added to her wry enjoyment of it.

The pain of the cleansing began
to increase as her massaged stomach was bloated with the volumes
being mercilessly forced in, the pressure building up in her. The
small quantities she could force out around the trespassing rod
with its plugging sphere did little to alleviate the strangling
reservoir of force budding within her and soon her belly felt as
though it were on the verge of rupturing. The savage agitation
accentuated the pain, the demands being placed upon her canals more
than she could possibly bear. Howling into her gag in long drawn
out wails she spasmed and jerked, trying to convey her promise of
imminent and heinous trauma, assured that should another single
measure be forced in her stomach would split asunder.

Escorted to a scintillating peak
of fright and suffering the influx ceased, leaving only the
shuddering embrace of the belt to afflict her, the shaking of the
internal ocean making it fight against her internal routes.

The touch of another button
started the withdrawal, the dwindling of the waters bringing a
profound sense of relief that again had her stretching her physique
against the leather. The effects of being drained were ecstatic,
the shuddering siphoning of having this force within her removed
like nothing she had ever experienced.

The officer closed in and cupped
Kirsten’s chin with her hand, lifting her angst-riddled countenance
for scrutiny. For a moment she stared down impassively at the tear
and sweat-streaked face and then a broad grin began to blossom
across the nonchalant lips.

“Did you enjoy that?” She
mocked.

Kirsten gritted her teeth
against the gag to prevent herself from speaking in the weak
moments after her experience. She wanted to say yes, that she had.
The feel of the leather against her face, the woman’s stern grip
and severe stare were promoting honest confession that she had to
resist.

Without an answer the woman
thrust the face away before sashaying back to the wall.

“Maybe I should repeat the
process, just to make sure,” she offered with combinatory avidity,
inspiring Kirsten to a beseeching gaze in the foolish hope of
avoiding this fate. She had to convince the woman that she was
against this, to deny her inherent vices.

“What’s that?” The woman
remarked lightly.

Kirsten gurgled and danced
within the immobilising straps, frantically trying to air her
response, hoping that this was a genuine offer of clemency, her
desperation washing away all knowledge that the officer was
maliciously teasing her.

“I guess that means
yes. Brace yourself because here it
comes, slave.”

The button was pressed and the
machinery beneath her kicked into pumping life, pouring the flood
back into her, the fresh fluids punishing her belly, distending her
innards with the awesome swell of force being pitilessly plunged
inward until she was hissing into her gag from the discomfort.

The entire procedure was as
nightmarish as the first time. It was an act of cleansing that
rivalled the cane for sheer insufferable mayhem.

The sheathed pipe ceased its
influx and began to guzzle the sea within her, drawing it out and
unburdening her stomach, the vibrating belt serving to churn the
quantities as she tried to keep still. Her skin gathered a glaze of
sweat, the wondrous sensation making her shiver, the humiliation
elevating it as she stared at the rubber-clad curves of her
tormentor.

“There, don’t you feel
better for that? Now, let’s see what else we can do to afflict that
naive little temperament of yours,” the villainous female uttered
with frisson.

A hand brushed a section of
wall, making the curtain of steel draw back and expose an alcove
dedicated to torture and punishment. The implements and tools
presented within sparkled in the bright light, their polished halos
filling the dark compartment in which they lay.

Two nooses of slender rope were
drawn out and held before her, the sight of the woven coils
puzzling her as to their destination but still scaring her simply
because she knew they would impart her with physical woe.

A stern pinch snagged a nipple,
crushing the tender morsel and rolling it between the harsh hold.
The arcs of ghastly sensation weaving out from this tip caused
purls to seep from the gag as she screwed up her eyes and clenched
her teeth around the swollen sac in her mouth.

The agonising organic clamp drew
out the breast to allow a noose to be looped around the base. The
Major moved her face closer so she could fill her gaze with
Kirsten’s features and with a sudden wrench hauled the knot inward.
The rope seemed to bore into her skin, squeezing inward and making
her chest light up with strangled pangs.

The noose tightened again and
Kirsten’s eyes rolled back as she gasped under the lasso. The
excess was pulled tight and then wound outward in a spiralling
motion towards the mashed nipple before returning back down to
affix itself to the base hoop, trapping the breast in an intricate
mesh of rope. As she gasped and wheezed, the rest of her bust was
abused in a similar fashion, mimicking the ensnaring attack until
she almost felt like fainting from it.

Moving out, the woman returned
with a pair of powerfully sprung clamps, the silver implements
catching the light upon their gleaming mechanisms. Kirsten
stiffened, her breasts were already thumping with a terrible
anguish, one that was sure to make the effects of the clamps
infinitely more distressing.

After snapping the tiny jaws
before Kirsten’s tear-filled gaze she clipped them to the very tips
of her wrung cleavage, placing a final refulgent tip to the
disciplined orbs.

Spasming uncontrollably, Kirsten
tried to somehow throw off the foul webs, her efforts impossible
but still clung to as a valiant last hope. The movement served a
less welcome purpose and made the weight of them tug at their
captive morsels, increasing the effects of their vile grip.

Kirsten grabbed hold of her
loathing, turning it, reminding herself of the times she had
dreamed of this being done to her in order to spice her own relief.
She had to create that same mindset, to think of this as a
pleasure, as something she needed, placed on her by her owner. The
pain did not decrease but now she could find less sorrow in it and
a satisfaction in her humbling, in losing herself to her
torment.

The mere touch of a button had
the struts that were holding her legs rising up, the articulated
sections lifting the limbs until they were held straight,
presenting the soles of her feet for confined targeting. The change
in position had the massive length still spearing her rectum shift
evilly, making itself noticeable despite the competition with her
garrotted breasts.

With despair in her heart,
Kirsten watched impotently as the officer replaced the cane and
selected a scathing paddle, the broad surfaces coated in dense rows
of tiny studs.

“First, let’s warm up
those soles and get them ready for a real beating, slave,” muttered
the woman, slashing the weapon through the air so that its dull
distemperate murmur filled her ears, feeding her soul with
malaise.

The woman was going to push her
to her limits, to take her beyond them, to show Kirsten her
strength and resolve and leave no question that anything she said
she would do she would have no compunction or regret about
instigating.

Wringing the grip in both hands
the officer drew back and took aim and with a full swing delivered
the wide panel into the hapless flesh. A thousand mosquito bites
joined the smack of its stinging oscillations and blast waves of
heat pranced through her feet, rolling up her legs as she howled,
the tender flesh responding to the paddle with incredible
hatred.

Blow after blow was swung into
the tissues, driving Kirsten mad with grief as the attack
continued, the officer applying her full force to the swipes until
the only feeling left in the bullied extremities was the infernal
fires of pain that had been kindled.

“That was quite some
workout,” huffed the officer as she ceased and stepped back,
lifting her cap and wiping a few beads of sweat from her brow
before replacing it and straightening it to her taste.

Whimpering through her nose,
hauling in what breath she could, Kirsten strove to regulate her
intake and quell her hyperventilation. She could not believe how
cruel the woman was, and how besotted she herself was with this
malicious treatment and the person responsible. The woman had shown
her such pleasure the other night and now she was showing her pain
such as she had never imagined. It was impossible to endure and she
doubted she could take this on a permanent basis, but for now,
every deed, every sadistic act confirmed the woman as a sterling
dominatrix that tolerated no dissent to her rule.

The Major took her fomenting
paddle back and hung it upon the awaiting hook. In its place she
removed a wiry crop, the long thin rod tipped with a leather
hoop.

Kirsten sobbed when she saw it,
grumbling her words through the gag, fighting the straps, her
breasts thumping with sensation as the clamps danced on her
nipples.

“Are we ready, slave?
Ready to be trained?” She questioned sternly. “If you are good and
you do as you’re told, perhaps we can avoid such lessons in the
future. And if you’re really good, maybe you can earn a reward or
two for yourself. You’ll find I can be quite generous, but
also…highly sadistic,” she snarled, flexing the crop in her leather
fists as a smirk stretched the corners of her lips.

With a vast slash the weapon was
carried into Kirsten’s feet, the paddle having prepared the skin
and heightened its sensitivity to make the crop’s affections all
the more mordant.

The shriek of unprecedented
agony that rocketed from her throat emerged around the gag and
reverberated in her mind as her will dissolved into a scrambled
throbbing mass.

Delirious with harrowing, she
felt her sanity eroding under the horrendous blows, time dragging
out to an eternity as she was abused, the dozens of strikes taking
forever to administer. Each one was utterly beyond her scope to
endure, and she prayed with all her heart that it be the last and
always another followed until she thought she was going to be
whipped to death, for surely her body could not handle such pain,
yet endure it did.

When the final one came and no
more followed it she was left virtually unconscious, her thoughts
numb and distant like she was attached to her body by the vaguest
of ethereal threads. Breaking into tears she lamented her paltry
freedom, both cursing and welcoming the new fate she had been
dealt.

A cool hand brushed the damp
strands of hair from her face and attracted her attention. Her eyes
flitted open and through a wobbling haze she spied the officer
leaning over her, unbuckling the gag.

“Good slave, your mistress
is proud of you for taking such discipline,” she said with
comforting compassion.

Kirsten’s eyes were wide at the
sight of the female’s body moving against the leotard, the latex
tight against her breasts, her nipples standing out against the
material, roused by the erotic pleasure she took in training her
slave. Suddenly it had all been worth it, this meagre compensation
a wonderful reward.

The baleful device came away
with a moist sucking pop and her jaws found bliss in being able to
operate unhindered once more.

“Th…th…thank you,
M…Mistress,” she muttered, her throat dry, her voice hoarse from
screaming. She felt wonderful, she felt helpless, secure, almost
loved. No intercourse had ever left her feeling this
sated.

“Good slave,” she
repeated, running her gloved hand down Kirsten’s tear-glazed cheek
and then presenting the tip of the crop to Kirsten’s lips.
“Kiss.”

After a brief glance to the
simple leather hoop atop a woven stem that had caused her such
unbelievable duress, Kirsten fixed her eyes to the rubber contours
of the woman and pressed her lips to the weapon in homage and
gratitude.

However, despite the removal of
the gag she was not to remain untroubled for long and as the woman
moved away without reply a mere touch to the wall caused a dull
clunk to issue from above her. Glancing up with concern she saw a
trio of slender tubes lowering from a hatch in the ceiling like
malevolent tentacles.

While Kirsten peered at them
quizzically, wondering what was next in her trials the officer took
the first and largest one and clapped her gloved fingers to
Kirsten’s cheeks.

“Open wide, slave,” she
ordered firmly, squeezing tightly and forcing open her captive’s
maw, digging in her leather-clad digits.

Kirsten fought to resist but she
was just too weak and lacking any opposition the fat rod was being
threaded down her gullet and into her stomach without delay.
Gurgling and retching as nausea took control of her spasming
innards she tried to eject the intruder only to have a valve at her
teeth turned. Instantly concealed balloons upon the area of rod in
her mouth started to billow out, swelling and stretching apart her
jaws, leaning their pressurised might against her cheeks, causing
them to stretch painfully outward. Snorting and burbling in pain
her mouth was brought to the point of eruption and the valve turned
back. The massive presence in her mouth filled every portion of it
with agony but there was no way for her to spit it out, it was just
too vast to escape even her vastly unnatural rictus. Imprisoned in
a stretched silent howl of anguish, wheezing softly through her
nostrils, Kirsten stared dejectedly at her owner.

The remaining pair of thin pipes
were taken to her nostrils and threaded in, the slender lines
snaking down into her throat and then accessing her lungs to
force-feed her an acrid gaseous mix that made her immediately feel
light-headed. The tubes bore fixtures identical to the stomach tube
and as each valve was turned her nostrils were brought to terrible
strained pressure by a bloated latex bladder, the collection of
distending balloons preventing her quaking tracts from spitting out
any of the trio.

Breached by these lifelines she
felt an influx into her stomach as she was made to ingest an
unknown concoction. The sense of control was almost tangible, the
officer now regulating her insides, taking reign even over what she
breathed and ingested.

“I shall now leave you to
let you rest and learn, slave, because I’ll be assaulting your
psyche even in your dreams and when you are recovered my return
will see you wailing once more,” she attested and gave a last
testing pull to the clamps.

Kirsten tensed and gasped,
grunting as the woman turned them slightly, making her squirm in
her bonds. When the officer finally released them, the effects
subsided back to their usual dull ache and Kirsten watched as the
door opened for the Major and let her leave.

The metal sheet closed in her
passing and the overhead light flickered out, plunging Kirsten into
absolute darkness.

What had the officer meant with
her final words? The scourging of her body had virtually driven her
mad, the pain being more than she thought a human body was capable
of withstanding. Yet she had remained aware throughout the whole
thing and the mere memory of it made her shudder and fear for her
reason. Despite her hunger for such abuse how long would it be
before it simply cracked her sanity?

Swallowing was difficult, every
attempt making the pipes grate and chafe, the sheathed pipes
revealing their presence even more distinctly with every motion she
made. Kirsten spluttered upon them, trying to get them out, the
hideous feeling of their intrusion making her seek only to eject
them, and yet to lose this fight made her more pleased of their
companionship, to know that she was helpless against them. If she
could have she would have hauled them out, but while they were
immobile she felt desolate to their influence.

The inky blackness was suddenly
hurled back as brilliant bursts of light exploded from every
direction. Rolling multi-hued beams cast spotlight lances across
her body. Strobe lights fired into her eyes, forcing her to close
them and shield herself from the brilliant glare of their sporadic
discharge. The chaotic whirlwind of light poured through her
eyelids virtually unchecked, making her squeak and fight to seek
refuge from the horrendous glare. Concealed speakers sparked into
life, their volume making her cry out from the din of their
savagery.

The Major’s voice filled the
chamber almost like a physical presence, drilling into her skull,
the words demanding her compliance, telling her that she was a
freak, a beast to be used and abused by superior beings, that she
was a slave, property, to be reconfigured to suit her owners
purpose. Suddenly there was a subtle change in the repeating cycle
of indoctrination, a portion of the litany that told her to worship
and adore her Mistress. This section was a little less perfect of
quality as though the majority had been professionally produced to
make her obedient, while the Mistress had tacked on her own
addition in secret. It was a charming notion that perhaps her owner
was not as repulsed by Kirsten as she professed. Perhaps there was
a fondness there, not one that would temper her sadistic deeds, but
an affection that would ease Kirsten’s resentment of her rule.

The sonic tuition continued to
repeat and was deafening, eclipsing even her own thoughts, the
audio battery all the more effective because of the distracting
straits of her confinement.

The session continued to plague
her, never pausing in its task, stopping her from sleeping, the
deprivation starting to forge a twisted somnolent haze where she
was lost amongst the words and the lights, her thoughts resounding
with the commands and prejudiced dogma. The voice that beseeched
her slavery listened to the raucous lullaby and grew stronger,
drowning out the others that had her reviling it and spreading
itself more distinctly throughout her fazed psyche.


Chapter Five

 


 


Major Jessica laid herself out
on her double bed in the quarters she had made at the training
facility. The room was plain and held only what she needed—a
wardrobe of copious attire, a dressing table, her bed, beside
table, and an attached bathroom. The only real indulgence was the
large wall-spanning mirror by the door, the frame rimmed with
lights so that she could assess in full every portion of herself
before attending her slaves. Intending to present a perfect image
was necessary to her, a concept that her superiors had not
understood. But her successes gave her considerable leeway. No
other trainers had ever gained the results she had, and while
others now sought to mimic her techniques in other parts of the
country she could allow herself to indulge her vices in full under
the guise of professionalism.

Leaning over to the bedside
table she took out her personal stereo, slipped in a tape and
slotted the earpieces in before laying back. Pressing play, her
hands wandered across her body, tracing the satin bra and thong
that were her only garments.

The sounds of Kirsten responding
to the scourge echoed in her mind and Jessica gently caressed the
front of her underwear, feeling it grow damp as she panted and
enjoyed the sounds of her slave’s suffering. Kirsten was more
alluring than any other slave she had owned, and she was having
grave problems maintaining her hateful façade. The first session
between them had been conducted without the knowledge of the KGP, a
reconnaissance to ensure she was correct in her assessment. She
wanted to test Kirsten before she revealed the location of mutant
and volunteered to be the bait to capture her.

The song that Kirsten had sung
upon her initiation continued to flow, bringing Jessica closer to
orgasm as she writhed upon the sheets and pictured the image of
that pale sultry body cavorting under the lash.

When KGP programmers had been
alerted to Kirsten because of her complete use of net services, a
devotion that suggested someone in hiding, she had followed up in
detail to research the habits of the mutant. Unearthing her lesbian
streak, her covert submissiveness, and her new desire to indulge
had warranted more investigation. Jessica had the programmers set
the trap, concocting the right profile and inserting it before
waiting for the reply.

The first meeting was done
outside of KGP channels, allowing Jessica to explore the nubile
woman, assess her and pleasure her without the eyes and ears of her
compeers. Satisfied, she had arranged the capture.

Listening to the audiotape of
mewls and struggles Jessica wished she had more time to gradually
break Kirsten in. But she had lost her hound—she needed a
replacement soon. So she needed to programme Kirsten quickly with
swift and sure methods rather than the slow build up to submission
she would have preferred to inflict and savour. It was hard, harder
than ever before to maintain her impassive heartless façade.
Kirsten was a temptation Jessica was finding increasingly difficult
to resist.

Jolting and swallowing an
ecstatic cry, Jessica bounced upon her bed, clawing at the sheets
as she imagined what she could next do to the helpless gorgeous
flesh of her captive.


Chapter Six

 


 


The city seemed so foreign to
Maria now, almost like a distant and half-forgotten memory. On the
surface it seemed as she remembered but the stain of the new rule
was everywhere.

The posters and wall scrawls,
the badges and armbands upon the population, the T-shirts and
adverts pledging allegiance to the Human Rights goons and the KGP
while others denounced mutants or bore slogan propaganda. Shops
still bore their ‘no mutants’ signs even though the new laws
condemning them to incarceration had long since been passed.

It was frightening to be walking
through a populated area where so many denizens would turn on her
like starved wolves should she be exposed. Although she tried to
steady her thumping heart with the confidence that her mind was
scrambling any sensor that might be seeking to ferret out her true
identity, she was still greatly in fear for her life.

Stopping before a shop window
she regarded her appearance. It had changed so much since last she
had bothered to examine herself for the sake of vanity. At thirteen
she had been dragged from her parents and taken to a Sanctuary camp
where she was treated no differently to the other mutants, the
guards seeing her not as a child, or a girl, but as a foul
abomination to be worked ruthlessly until she dropped. Only her
fellows cared for her, making concessions even though it cost them
dearly. Adopted by a small group, she had remained with them when a
band of freedom fighters breached the perimeter fence one night and
permitted a mass breakout. Taking refuge in the woods many of the
escapees were caught or killed but her new comrades were wise and
adept and had a broad range of powers and skills to ensure
survival.

Her eighteenth birthday had come
and gone almost unnoticed, the rigours of existence making such
paltry celebrations a foolish notion. The slight chubbiness she had
grown up with was gone, replaced by a wiry, thin appearance that
drew in her cheeks and made her appear sorrowful and fragile. The
muscles she had gathered for necessity were hidden and strong, her
feeble appearance deceptive and often used to her advantage. Her
long deep brown hair had been cropped short so it would not hinder
her, the once silken folds dulled and tangled from lack of
attention. Her hazel eyes had lost their old sparkle, the straits
of her last years replacing them with a deep, distant stare.

As the youngest of the group,
she was the only choice to enter the city. The others would have
gladly replaced her but only she had the ability to fend off the
probing tendrils of the Stalker sensor devices. Here she could
gather food and much needed supplies, stockpiling a little at a
time before ferrying it out to her friends, the risk of discovery
being negligible against such vital rewards.

Entering a chemist shop she
bought antiseptic, bandages, and other medicinal commodities they
could not find alternatives for in the wilds. Constantly looking
over her shoulder, disarmed and disturbed by the crowds about her
and the noise filling her ears, she paid for her purchases and left
swiftly, feeling a pang of claustrophobia in the store, her long
years of forest dwelling leaving her ill prepared for enclosed
areas.

The street was just as bad. The
sudden press of bodies closed about her, the walls of flesh jostled
and bumped, drawing parallels back to the dense pack of prisoners
in the camp. The reality of the street was very different to the
camp, but the mere instance of such confinement made her mind call
up the fright and dismal despair. Sudden nausea started to creep
through her, her skin becoming clammy, her breath quickening, her
hand moving into her jacket and closing about the reassuring butt
of her pistol. Moving with force and then roughly barging when
people still refused to part she forced a path to an alleyway and
plunged in.

“Something wrong sweet
thing,” slurred a deep rumbling voice.

Turning, Maria’s eyes widened in
terror as she came face to face with an idle pack of Stalkers. The
team of six armed bigots were keeping out of the crowd, cigarettes
screwed to their lips, the bulky pack of a sensor virtually ignored
and laid upon the ground, clearly giving its courier a much needed
rest from its burden.

“Nothing,” she burbled,
her every instinct screaming for her to run, her reactions honed to
taking immediate flight any time she saw the uniform of these
butchers.

“I have to be going,” she
stammered and turned to swiftly thread a route back out.

A hand snagged her arm and
prevented her departure, almost prompting her to drawing her gun
and opening fire. But they were many and any use of a firearm would
swamp the area with KGP and police. It would be far wiser to save
it as a last resort.

“What’s the rush? Why not
stay and keep us company for a moment, eh?” He aired
licentiously.

“I…I…” she began, her mind
in turmoil, unable to think of how to get herself out of this
situation. To be so close to the enemy, she couldn’t concentrate
properly.

The sensor suddenly released a
peel of rapid pips, several sections lighting up and snatching the
attention of everyone present. Maria’s heart skipped a beat and her
jaw dropped open. Her panic had caused her cloaking field to falter
and as they harried her she had unwittingly opened her biology to
the organic sensor that now shrieked the trespass of a mutant.

The soldiers snapped their
unoccupied grips to their rifles and sidearms, looking over Maria’s
head for trace of the offender, their dull minds seeking an obvious
culprit and unable to entertain the immediate notion that it was
she. As the operator grabbed the hand unit to localise the reading
Maria turned and backed off as their attentions were diverted. As
soon as she turned the corner she hugged the walls and ran for her
life.

“Dammit, it was the girl!”
roared a voice.

“After her! And call in
for assistance,” came the man’s response, bringing his group to
action as they slammed their way into the stream of startled
citizens, knocking them to the floor as the soldiers yelled for
them to part and gain a clear shot at the fleeing girl. The dull
thumping sound of metal on flesh beat an uneven tune as the
frustrated Stalkers started to deploy their batons to hack a
path.

Weaving wildly, her slender
frame darting through the maze of dour pedestrians, Maria charged
onwards, fortifying her mind and establishing her power to blind
the sensor fields.

Already she could see other
Stalker squads moving in onto the street, rushing to the scene,
anxious for a hunt and capture after so long spent idle and with no
mutants to chase.

Turning into another alley she
sprinted with a frenzied dash until she neared the other end, then
slowed to a walk, checked her breath and tried to look calm and
innocuous as she re-entered the crowds.

It appeared as though she was
going to make it through the next few streets without incident
until she saw the team she had initially encountered running onto
her area, intently panning their gaze across the crowd of mundanes,
seeking her visage. Mundane was the ideal phrase to apply to the
normal folk, a derogatory sneer by which mutants showed their
contempt for those who would destroy them.

Cursing her luck she looked
rapidly about for a corner in which to hide, realising just how
exposed these streets were and how little cover there was. Turning
her features down she hid her face and walked around behind a set
of corner shops, glancing over the metal stairwells and balconies
for a place to hide. Spotting an ajar window on a second floor she
looked over the site and covertly followed a discreet path into the
backyard of the adjacent shop, using the wooden fence wreathing it
to hide her approach to the decrepit wall of the building. Flipping
over the fence and landing amidst discarded boxes she stared up
across the peeling paint and rust-flecked drainpipes and cables.
Deeming the makeshift ladders capable of supporting her lithe frame
she made a final check to ensure no one was staring at her exact
position. After taking firm hold and a deep breath she started the
ascent, keeping her mind locked to throwing off any prying sensors.
The last she had known, portable sensors were limited, but that had
been so long ago that there may well have been developments that
made them much more far reaching.

With a scowl of effort she
fought for speed and reached the window in seconds. Clamping her
palms to the windowsill she held tight and hauled herself in,
slithering through the gap and then crumpling into a pile on the
other side.

Gasping for breath she quickly
appraised her location. It was a living room, fortunately
uninhabited at this moment. The owner of the shop below was in all
probability the occupant so she was safe until closing time. The
Stalkers would be scouring the area, seeking her on the streets and
they would doggedly continue until they got bored. There were so
few mutants left abroad that they had little else to occupy their
attention, and a hunt gave them the excuse to push people around
and bolster their egos with their authority.

Careful not to make any noises
that might alert those below her Maria regained her feet and crept
slowly forward, wandering the flat and looking over what appeared
as luxury to her eyes. Once, she had known such splendour, but now
she could barely recall it. The sheer magnitude of her struggle in
the last years and the stark clarity of the memories, both had
served to fade and dull all that had lain before them, making them
seem almost unreal. Her parents had tried to hide her from the KGP,
not from any pious love for her, more to avoid embarrassment for
they too had succumbed to the anti-mutant wave and were staunch
supporters. The sorrow displayed when she was taken away was
probably more shame at being exposed at having spawned a monster
rather than grieving for the loss of their daughter. They were
probably happier without her, and she most certainly was well rid
of them. Her companions had been a better family than they ever
could have been. Her band would lay down their lives for each
other, support and care for each other against all odds no matter
what the danger. It was a sense of camaraderie in adversity that
went well beyond the boundaries of kinship.

Drawing back the door with
deliberate lethargy she listened for any sounds of inhabitants and
moved to the next one, finding a kitchen equipped with more food
than she saw in a year.

Instantly her mouth began to
salivate profusely, her taste buds alive at the prospect of the
delicacies on offer—cake, chocolate, fresh and exotic fruits, all
the things she could not acquire save through brash theft during
her rare excursions to the city.

Opening the fridge she began to
remove objects with gusto, shovelling items randomly into her maw,
her eyes taking in a new attraction and grabbing it before her mind
dared stop her.

Bringing a packet of biscuits
with her she moved closer to the window, keeping low and then
clandestinely peering over the sill to examine the main street
below. The Stalkers were still present in force and the dull signal
of helicopters corrupted the breeze as others were called in to
augment the hunt. It was clear that she was going to be here for
some time and, turning to regard the fridge, she found such a
temporary imprisonment a burden she could just about bear.


Chapter Seven

 


 


The ocean of light and sound cut
off abruptly, leaving it to swirl within Kirsten’s mind at the same
fervid pitch. The words slowly started to shrivel as she lay
trapped in the unforgiving chair, still mounted on the stretching
shaft and penetrated by the tubes, her face stamping with a heinous
pulse from the stretching influence of the baleful anchoring
balloons. Her breasts were swirling storms of potent anguish. The
cords and clamps had driven all feeling from them save a
soul-tearing throb.

Kirsten watched through phased
eyes as the door slid aside and revealed the officer who marched
over to her without pause and examined her contusions. How long had
she been in this hell? The vague daze of pseudo-sleep had done
little to ease her tiredness and thus there was no clue as to the
duration of this nightmare. She had been continually force-fed and
her breath tainted with unknown chemicals to make her psyche more
amiable to the indoctrination, so she might have been confined for
days, maybe even weeks without knowing it.

Releasing the pressure in the
bladders, the officer smiled as Kirsten screeched onto the throat
tube, the sudden powerful flash of havoc through the tortured flesh
of her face bringing her to a thrashing fit.

The mechanism that had lowered
the tubes snatched them and hauled them from her body and back into
the ceiling, her choking cough as they slithered free of her throat
lasting for several minutes while she recovered from their long
insertion. No sooner had she been reprieved from one punishment to
her mouth than an old one was restored. The gag was forced in
before she could stop it, the network of straps being swiftly
tightened to a radical fit. The rubber sac began to swell under a
series of rapid pumps from an inflator bulb that made it grow
within her mouth, forcing her tongue down and stretching apart her
jaws until the embrace of the straps would permit no more. It was
far less grievous than the tubes, but the addition of it onto her
bruised maw made it far worse than the first occasion she had
endured this particular implement.

The Major took hold of the
clamps at her nipples and as Kirsten’s eyes widened in alarm she
drew back, hauling at them, making their agonising bite rise even
further until her croaking cry was freely slipping out from the
gag.

“Do you want these
removed, slave? Or shall we leave them on a little longer?” she
pondered, idly studying the long compressed teats.

A pinch made the tools
relinquish their grip and the moment of blissful respite was
replaced by a sudden and unexpected re-entry of absolute anguish
when sensation flooded back into the perpetually squeezed tissues
and screamed at the damage it found there. As Kirsten was
distracted by the fresh pain, the officer unwound her snared
breasts, causing even more havoc to pour throughout the garrotted
flesh. Wailing in her misery Kirsten shrieked and tried to endure
this horrendous plateau as the woman began to unfasten the buckles
that had for so long kept her immobile. As soon as her hands were
free she clutched her poor assets, trying to comfort them as the
keen ache continued to haunt them. The sheer duration of their
punishment made the after-effects linger for a terribly overlong
period, so much so that she feared real and lasting harm had been
done to her.

“Enough tears, slave,
out!” barked the woman, taking up a short strap and applying
vigorous blows across Kirsten’s body, deploying the weapon to guide
her from the site of her torment.

With a stifled wail she drove
herself into full activity. Moving recklessly forward she let lose
a screech as the anal rod yanked at her fleeing membranes, her long
companionship with the intruder having let her forget about it,
especially when there were far more pressing and noticeable
influences upon her body. Dropping back and cavorting from the
rending pain in her rear, Kirsten endured another blow and tried to
lift herself up, to unsheathe her anus from the tall spire. A swipe
to her front made her drop back down, thrusting the full length
back into her just as she was about to get free. Tears filled her
eyes as she cried out onto the gag from being refilled so acutely
and again she fought to get off of the monstrous device. A swat of
the tawse to her breast almost stole her energy and had her spear
her rear again, but with a scowl of effort she managed to resist.
Her aching sphincter finally closed and she threw herself from the
chair to collapse onto the floor with a loud fainéant clap.
Grovelling before the officer she jolted as the strap spoke
harshly, making her crawl like an invertebrate for some means of
shelter. Too weak to rise she was left powerless to prevent the
beating, there being no option to simply waiting for this monstrous
woman to desist.

Barely conscious she fell from
the pinnacles of misery that the strap and her ordeal had
bestowed.

“Wake up, slave. I have
another lesson in store for you,” declared the officer. “Now get up
onto your knees and follow me on all fours.”

With a sudden turn the woman
made for the door, watching as Kirsten hauled herself up and then
made for the exit, her senses giddy, her limbs trembling as her
sleep deprivation and pains conspired to make even the most simple
movements a chore of the greatest magnitude and effort.

Escorted back onto the corridor
she trudged drearily in the Major’s path, pursuing slowly, the sway
of her hanging breasts making the pattern of welts etched into her
skin revive their former effulgence. Grimacing from the lasting
effects of her containment she was drawn into the neighbouring
chamber.

This small cell bore little save
an inverted trapeze hanging at waist height with rigid poles
instead of ropes to keep it aloft. Dense rings of silver steel
adorned floor, wall and ceiling, the solid metal hoops ready to
accept restraints and ropes, the solid anchors obviously impervious
to even the most psychotic struggles.

With a groan of futility she
surveyed the scene and was nudged within by a searing slap of the
strap across her presented wiggling rear.

“Get up before the bar,”
demanded the woman, moving to the side and putting her palm to the
wall. With a soft click and a dull whirr a panel of the wall moved
aside to reveal layers of shelves, each covered in neatly arranged
tools and implements of torture and punishment, the myriad devices
striking terror into Kirsten’s heart.

Crawling over to the bar she
strained to keep her muscles active and lifted her hands up to clap
them to the metal strut. Closing her fingers tightly upon the cold
metal she inhaled deeply and with a laboured mutter started to haul
herself up, her enfeebled limbs cooperating to help present her
navel to the metal. Holding to it for support she watched in a
pensive quiet as the officer began to prepare her for a new
session.

Pressed to the bar, her hands
were draped forward and then girded by thick leather cuffs. The
twin buckles on each shackle tightened to a snug fit and the paired
D rings that lay between the small belts were locked together to
prevent any hope of removal entering her mind. A long coil of black
rope was taken up and slowly uncurled as the officer started at
Kirsten, formulating new ideas.

The end of the rope was knotted
to a ring in the wall before Kirsten, the mooring set far to the
left. The coil was stretched across and slipped through the large D
ring situated opposite the buckles on her right cuff and then
passed through the left before the woman sauntered calmly back to
the wall. The rest of the rope was drawn through another wall ring,
this one set far on the right, creating two lines of rope that
lanced from the wall and congregated on Kirsten’s wrists. With
powerful hauls the officer began to steal away all the slack,
elevating Kirsten’s crossed arms, stretching them towards the wall
until she was on tiptoe and about to be pulled over the bar. A
swift knot secured her in the position and the woman returned to
continue conducting her bondage.

The urge to resist was powerful
within Kirsten as a matching pair of fetters were locked to her
ankles. Another bundle of black rope emerged and one end was
attached her left cuff before being drawn out to a ring set even
further out from the one to her left. The rope was passed through
and ducking the arm strands the officer walked along the wall to
the counterpart on the extreme right. Strolling back, the Major
threaded the last of the rope through Kirsten’s right fetter as she
grizzled at the imminent pose she could see as being a horror to
endure. She would have tried to rebel but her spirits were in
shreds and she capitulated more on instinct than conscious
design.

The officer paused as she
started to curl the last of the dark weave about her palm, taking a
firm hold before stealing away the slack. Her eyes studied Kirsten
as she waited for the imminent amerce, the slightest tremble in her
body bringing a smile to the Major’s lips and initiating her in her
sadistic toil.

A ferocious retreating haul
stole away the loose lengths and made the ropes snap taut.
Kirsten’s legs were tugged into the air and held forward, making
her body pivot acutely upon the bar as she was subjected to even
more force. Another heavy pull made the ropes groan as they were
stretched and Kirsten shriek as racking pains savaged her limbs.
Her ligaments flashed with riots of heat, her joints burned from
being brought to the verge of dislocation and her stomach felt as
though it were ready to tear asunder as it was dragged mercilessly
against the pole.

Clawing wildly at her shackles
she tried to find a means to free herself of this confinement, the
vehement bondage being too much for her to endure in stoical
silence. With eyes dripping with tears, her body exuding a glaze of
tortured sweat as she hung rigid and stretched to an excruciating
degree, Kirsten panted through her nose, fighting for breath.

“I don’t think I’ve ever
seen anyone look so attractive,” flippantly commented the officer,
walking to Kirsten and running her gloved hands along the tensed
back of Kirsten, groping her as she hung helpless and in
distress.

The woman stepped around behind
her and started to feel the clenched buttocks of her prisoner,
assessing them with a methodical touch, tracing her fingers through
the valley of her rear and across Kirsten’s sex. A gentle rub of
her clit followed and the woman retreated back to focus more
devotedly on the presented anus. With her legs splayed so wickedly
Kirsten could do nothing to bar access, only hang and suffer and be
explored by the military termagant.

“Such a cute rear for a
slave. But so virginal,” she uttered, inserting her forefinger in
her mouth and rolling her tongue over the leather before exploiting
the saliva as a makeshift lubricant. With a slow push she breached
Kirsten’s quaking hole and slotted her digit in until it was to the
knuckle, the flesh defiant to the end, the raw state the metal
shaft had cultivated making the insertion most unpleasant for
Kirsten.

“I think you need to be
loosened up, slave,” she commented, wiggling her finger in Kirsten
and then withdrawing it, the glove dragging at her membranes, the
saliva having allowed easier entry but vanishing to make departure
less simple to endure.

The officer ambled over to the
shelf, savouring Kirsten’s suppressed cries as she removed an
oversized dildo. The monstrous toy was vastly bloated in
proportions but this alone was not the full measure of its evil,
for the plastic shaft had been armed with a small arsenal of tiny
rubber studs. As a final act of abhorrence it was set atop the head
of what appeared to be some mode of modified cordless drill, the
dildo spitting out like a huge bit.

Closing her gloved hand upon the
handle the officer clenched upon the button and smiled as the dildo
turned at a steady speed. A tighter squeeze granted new alacrity
and the spined toy whirled around at high speed, the studs a blur
of daunting movement.

“Ready for some fun,
slave,” grinned the officer, and listened as Kirsten broadcast her
incoherent chagrin, her fingers and toes wiggling frantically as
she again fought her bonds.

With the torturous pistol
hanging in one hand she drew free a set of strange weighted clamps.
Rather than a chain, the clover clamps dropped a string of thick
elasticated cord that connected to a six-inch plastic cylinder.

“You’ll find these
amusing, slave,” stated the officer, dangling the loathsome
creations before Kirsten’s eyes. The captive hands renewed their
fight to get free as Kirsten stared agog at the dildo drill and the
clamps, but she was totally vulnerable, unable to even move her
limbs so tightly had she been extended.

A pinch opened one of the silver
springed instruments, its weight hanging beneath it on a cord. The
pads of its jaws brushed her nipples, the spined rubber teasing
them, making the flesh harden and rise despite all her mind’s
howling demands for it to ignore the light touch.

Presenting itself as a target,
the morsel was snatched and the clamp released. Kirsten jerked as a
jolt fired into the breast, the drag of the weight making the clamp
bite harder as did the slight wriggle of her assailed torso, for
the swinging of the cord only made the burden haul more
effectively. Unable to learn from its mistakes her body accepted
the goading caress and lifted the other nipple for a similar
compression, the twin points upon her cleavage easily eclipsing the
strain of her confinement.

The initial power of the
piercing bite slowly began to withdraw and settled into a deep
reverberating ache that echoed through her flesh, the subterranean
pounding a subtle and ferocious enemy to bear.

With a malicious grin the
officer turned on a switch at the base of the two sealed tubes and
lifted them up. When she let go the weights dropped and the elastic
stretched, the drag making the clamps chew at her more viciously.
But then she heard mechanised motion from within the weights and
realised to her dismay what they were. The same motor that created
the silly toys that appeared as birds or butterflies bounding
endlessly on the end of their string had been installed in the
cylinders. Stripped of all superfluous decoration the devices
bounced their internal weight, conjuring a bouncing rhythm, the two
constructions leaping up and down, stretching almost to the floor
before hurtling up and then falling down again, causing the clamps
to yank at her with metronome precision. Squealing against her gag,
each plummet stretched so terribly at her breasts that she feared
her nipples would be pulled off, the long instalment of the
previous clamps making the flesh even more sensitive to this
mistreatment.

The screaming roar of the drill
snatched Kirsten’s attention, drawing up her eyes to regard the
officer as the woman brought the tool to life with brisk whirling
fits.

Still thumbing the device into
brief speed she wandered idly around Kirsten’s form, removing a
steel hilt from the shelf—a rod with a dozen slithering tongues of
heavy latex cascading from its tip. With a shuffling shake the
strips disentangled themselves from their brethren, gaining their
own room before being slowly dragged across the naked plains of
Kirsten’s spine. The feel of these cool strands sliding over her
made Kirsten shiver for their fond stroking would assuredly become
less friendly. The strips fell between her buttocks and swayed in
the air before being ripped upward in an overhead attack.

With a faint susurration upon
the air the twelve straps dropped onto her with meteoric force, the
family of latex tendrils clapping to her skin and applying their
hateful sensations in full. Kirsten flew into paroxysms as the whip
filled vast areas of her back and rear with an indiscriminate
assault, the savagery of the officer’s trenchant strikes imparting
her skin with bilious fire, as though she were being spanked by a
giant hand.

In the lull between blows she
felt something touch her rear and during the moment where she was
too stunned to notice the object moved onward unopposed. As Kirsten
suddenly realised that it was the dildo and not the whip, the toy
drew open her orifice with a rending violence and plunged into her,
the studs rattling across her sphincter, tearing at the soft
tissues as the entire length was sheathed within. Kirsten’s howl
flew from the gag, the sudden barging entry of the massive
implement rocking her abdomen with agony, her rear unable to
accommodate such a trespasser as it casually shoved her opening to
the limits of its elasticity.

The shrieking banshees of fury
that stormed through her rear had her in a spasmodic fit of horror,
willing to do anything to get this infernal instrument out of her.
The shame of the violation was insignificant compared to the pain
of this massive intruder and her mind could entertain nothing else
save the primal need to escape the havoc.

With a gruff relish the officer
began to ride the toy back and forth, the studs dragging at her
tracts, escalating her woe immeasurably as she was hideously
penetrated.

A touch to the button and the
toy whirled, throwing Kirsten’s cry into a new and piercing pitch,
her shriek ending as she emptied her lungs and was left unable to
draw breath, her body demanding only screams, leaving her fixed in
a frozen howl as the spinning toy ripped at her. The whirling
passage filled her tissues with heat and fractured her sanity from
the nightmare atrocity, the whip almost unnoticed as the officer
absently applied arbitrary slaps across her rosy back.

The level of excruciating mayhem
was more than she thought she could stand. Her heart was thumping
against her ribs, her pulse and demented muted bawling filled her
brain, but there was more to come. Squeezing tighter, the speed of
the drill increased to its manic gait and was driven back and forth
with a saturnine grace to further spite her.

The application of the scourge
in whimsical flicks went virtually undetected, the mauling of her
anus gathering all of her attention. Finally the foul tool was
drawn out, the drill accelerated rapidly as it slipped free and was
no longer hampered by her smothering rear. Kirsten slumped into a
sombre wreck within her bonds, wheezing deeply, her body encased in
a dripping sheen of perspiration, the weaving lines feeding on the
pearls adorning her and falling from her suspended aching form. The
clamps continued to tug at her, the leaping weights mindlessly
continuing their affliction.

“Wasn’t that nice, slave?
I know I certainly enjoyed watching this tight butt suffer,” said
the officer, sweeping the whip across Kirsten’s rear, tickling the
flesh with the gentle passage of the long tentacles. “But we can’t
let ourselves be side-tracked. We have to keep you completely loose
and not just stick with this hungry little hole, especially when
there’s another that yearns to be filled,” she mused.

The melancholy sense that filled
Kirsten as the tip touched her sex had her weeping in dejected
apathy. She couldn’t believe another woman would do such a thing to
her own gender. She may well be a mutant, but she was still human,
she still had a mind, rights, dignity. She didn’t deserve this, it
was unjust, it was evil. Why would this woman do this to her?

With a heartless plunge she was
rudely breached and her pudenda filled beyond capacity with the
gargantuan device. The shock of this entry far eclipsed that
wrought into her rear, the tissues being more sensitive and unable
to accept such artificial molestation. Again the rod was pumped
back and forth, grinding it into her without care or mercy as she
howled, feeling as though a white-hot spear was being slammed into
her belly, the sensation assuring her that she was being
atrociously mutilated. Surely this level of pain could not be
garnered without massive destruction.

The initiation of the drill made
every muscle in her body fly into rigid attention, the veins and
tendons across her naked form riding up to push against the skin,
standing prominently for scrutiny as she suffered this most
horrendous of ravishments. Her sight was a pane of white and red
flashes, all detail lost as her mind churned under the influx of
sensation. Her heartbeat was erratic and wild, her lungs burning
and shot with icy flutters. Her viscera seemed to boil and churn
within her and as the drill was sent into devilish full speed.

Without warning her vision
clouded over with darkness and she fell into a faint, her body and
mind switching off, her system no longer able or willing to
tolerate this monstrous maltreatment.


Chapter Eight

 


 


Dusk was swiftly approaching,
suiting Maria’s needs all the more for her escape back into the
wilderness, but threatening her with the closure of the shop.
Stuffing a few choice items into her jacket she checked the street
once more. The pedestrian flows were thinning rapidly and the rush
hour traffic was starting to dwindle to a mere trickle.

It was time to make a move.
Readying herself for the forthcoming mission of flight she made for
the back door and the stairwell that would carry her from this
temporary refuge.

The rear exit honed into view as
she followed the corridor out and suddenly there was the distant
rattle of tumblers as a key entered the lock. She froze in shock,
wondering what to do, her pulse accelerating as she jerked her gaze
wildly around, seeking an alternative escape route.

In her moments of indecision the
door opened, revealing a middle aged man with short blonde hair.
Dressed in a suit, his beleaguered frown melted and formed into a
startled expression of shock.

With a whirl she turned and ran
for the living room door, intending to retrace her steps and flee
from her original entry point. The sudden flurry of heavy pounding
footfalls behind her told her that she was not being allowed to
take flight unopposed.

Grabbing the handle she saw in
her periphery vision that the man had gained too much ground on her
and that if she continued with this choice he would be upon her
before she made it halfway to the window.

Spinning, she threw a hand into
her jacket and went for her gun, hauling the pistol free in a
single fluid motion. Hampered by fright she was acting far too slow
and clumsily to be effective and the intruder launched forward and
slammed his shoulder past the outstretched weapon and into her
chest. The collision threw her back against the entrance to the
kitchen with such force that she broke the hinges and lock to have
the door spring loose and drop with her concussed form. The wooden
portal fell with a loud booming tone and she rolled onwards from
the barging attack, sprawling across the tiles and into the refuse
of her scavenging.

Gasping for breath, straining
against bruised ribs, her flickering sight tried to locate her
pistol because her violent passage through the breach had lost it.
The metallic click of a hammer being drawn back alerted her to
where the firearm had gone and she instantly remained still, frozen
with dread as the man stepped into the doorframe, the muzzle
trained directly upon her.

“A burglar eh? Well, I…”
he began and then paused in assessment of her visage and the stolen
food. With a squint he released a grin and looked at the pistol for
a moment before looking back at her with stern victory.

“So, you must be the mutie
they were asking about,” he declared softly.

“Don’t turn me in,
please,” she uttered, terrified that if she was condemned to the
camps again, this time she would not get out. Her last escape had
only been gained when the mutants were in full uprising and the
resistance groups plagued the cities and camps. Now there were
hardly any left and those that were at large remained in deep
cover, trying to hide rather than fight.

“I may, I may not,” he
revealed with a wicked smile, causing added terror to gather in her
mind.

“What do you
mean?”

“Get up,” he abruptly
commanded.

Maria remained still, wondering
what grim motivations were behind this man’s intended capture. Was
he simply playing with her before he called in the Stalkers or did
he have a darker intent in mind?

“I said
up,” he repeated impatiently and
moved closer with the gun.

Obediently she rose, her body
responding without any real vigour, the fall having distanced her
flesh from the demands of her will.

“Hands on your head and
turn around.”

The familiar orders of a search
and surrender were not unknown to her and so she played along with
the recurring sensation, letting him close in and press the barrel
to the back of her neck as he padded her down and removed her
jacket. A drawer was tugged open and a length of cord taken out,
the thin plastic wire being employed to affix her wrists together
behind her back.

“Move,” he spat, and after
hauling other objects from the same drawer he forced her onward and
to another chamber, pushing open the door to reveal a spacious
bedroom. Suddenly gaining insight into his motives she tried to
fling herself aside and flee but a stern clasp to her bicep
anchored her spin and threw her in a full circle, carrying her
around and then casting her onto the bed.

Landing face down upon the
mattress she bounced to a halt and then unleashed a croaking cry as
he dropped onto her back, sitting astride her spine and crushing
her pinned arms with his weight. Snapping open her mouth to cry
out, rough fingers suddenly began forcing cloth into her maw,
cramming it mercilessly in until her jaws could not close and as he
continued to fill her mouth, the rictus was opened wider and
enforced with the flow of cloth. A strip of potent tape sealed the
orifice, snatching her lips and holding tight, gagging her.

More of the cord was applied,
taking hold of her snagged wrists and hauling painfully up until
the length was affixed to the top of the bed, the elevation forcing
her front deep into the mattress.

Wailing into the smothering
material she bucked beneath her captor, her arms aching from their
cruel contortion. Through her flitting gaze she saw him set aside
the pistol upon the bedside table and from the draw he removed a
short knife. The mere sight of the blade paralysed her, the mortal
fear ending her resistance. She remained motionless with fright as
she listened intently, the unseen blade hovering over her back.
Then she started to feel the awful sensation of her clothes parting
upon a keen edge, the slice of fabrics filling her ears.

Lost in misery she flinched with
each touch, her captor slowly peeling away her layers of clothing
until he had shifted down to sit upon her ankles. Thin rope was
knotted to each bedpost, the twine reaching up to snag an ankle and
draw her legs apart into a lewd split, exposing her totally and
drawing tight so that she was racked between her twisted arms and
her parted legs.

Naked before him, she quivered
as he brushed aside the slashed attire, revealing her form to his
prurient gaze.

“Wow. You’re even more
delicious than I thought,” he uttered.

The sound of him undressing had
her fighting against her bonds, frantic to get free as the threat
of ravishment loomed. The pull at her arms made the joints flare
with heat, her kicking legs dragging her against the bonds. The gag
was solid and could not be moved and her imploring wails could only
seep through as low, moans.

The mattress dipped in between
her legs as he moved onto the covers. His hands closed on her rear,
kneading the flesh before running down her thighs, savouring her
helplessness and her curves. Reaching up her traced the sides of
her torso and then her twisted arms.

“I’ve never had a mutant
before, this promises to be interesting,” he muttered, his naked
form lowering onto her back, driving her insane with desperation.
Clenching with all her might Maria sought to deny
ingress.

“Now that’s not very
accommodating is it? I would’ve thought a little mutant refugee
like yourself would be more obedient than this,” he chuckled and
took firm reign on her rear to drag apart with more force than she
could resist, the sudden defeat making her squeak with the pain of
such barbarous mistreatment. No sooner had he breached this defence
than her rear was torn apart upon a virulent thrust of lubricated
flesh, the man ramming into her with a callous stab that made her
shriek from the pain of this monstrous violation. Pulling against
her restraints she groaned with choler as he rode gently into her,
satisfying his desire at a casual pace, unhurried and unperturbed
by her duress.

Frantic to end this ordeal she
dropped her shielding powers, hoping that she be detected and
dragged from beneath this molestation..

With a quivering series of rapid
pounding jolts she felt him fleck her insides, the sensation making
her screw her face up in disgust and let out a pitiful keening
howl. The feel of him sliding free added to the nausea and left her
weeping and loose within her bondage.

“You look like you want to
be set free and handed over,” he stated, bringing soft nods from
Maria and a laugh from her captor. “You think I’m going to just
hand you over to the KGP for internment? Not likely! I’m going to
keep you as my own little pet. What a waste of material to sentence
you mutants to life imprisonment when you could be used as servants
to those better than you. That’s what I’ll do. I’ll make you my
maid, train you to be appreciative and obedient. It’ll be better
than the camps, so you should be grateful to me for saving you,” he
chuckled as she lay in apathetic despair, the semen injected into
her rear slowly trickling out.

“Well? Are you grateful?”
he scowled and hauled his belt from his trousers with a violent
yank before doubling it over and swiping the leather strip across
her rear. The folded strip cracked loudly and a flash of shock
ripped across the soft flesh, making it ripple under the harsh
kiss.

“Well, are you?” He
questioned again and brought the improvised weapon back to repeat
the blow, wringing a throe from his captive as she screamed into
her gag, burying her face into the pillow as she screwed up her
features and attempted to outlast the stinging pain.

A tight fist took hold of her
hair and drew back, lifting her face up and exposing her
countenance. His fingers picked up a flap of the tape and a harsh
tug tore it from her lips. Flicking her crushed tongue into
animation she forced the wedge of cloth out, spitting it free and
licking her dry lips as her scalp pulsated with a dull ardour.

“Tell me you are
grateful,” he decreed, letting go of her head and throwing another
hack into her buttocks, letting her startled croak air in full as
her features dropped back into the pillow.

“I’m grateful, I’m
grateful you mundane bastard!” She burbled hysterically, willing to
say anything to stop this attack. Even in the camps she had never
been maltreated thus and she had no tolerance to resist
it.

“Good. Now, let’s see
about getting you prepared for your new lot,” he
announced.

Lifting himself from the bed he
left her trapped, knowing that the threat of the Sanctuary camps,
starvation and being worked to death was a far graver sentence than
the one he had proffered, the tentative promise ensuring her
silence. In the periods where she might decide that she would
prefer such incarceration such as when he was punishing or making
use of her, then she was sure to make heated sound and thus he
would gag her. Until such times he was free to leave her mouth open
for use, her fear of the camps causing a begrudging acquiescence to
his rule.

Looking across the sweet form
tied down before him he pondered how life had certainly dealt him a
golden hand when it sent this girl into his abode to seek refuge.
She was a glorious sight and as his captive he could freely release
all his dark desires. Whimsical dalliances with commissioned whores
and fleeting parades with those who flaunted such submission were
gone, their simpering lust and revelry in his abuses as nothing
when compared with the genuine resistance and fear of this
prisoner. Having a partner who relished her degradation was insipid
fare at best, but this adolescent was far more succulent a meal,
her revulsion and resistance were genuine and the mere thought of
breaking her in like some recalcitrant filly was one that sent warm
shudders through his body. Already he was growing stiff at the mere
thought, but decided to stretch out his arousal, take his pleasure
in her in other ways.


Chapter Nine

 


 


Stirring from her swoon, Kirsten
found that the restraints had been removed and that she was
sprawled upon the ground in an entirely different chamber. The
centre of the barren room had an indentation that supported and
cradled a large spherical ball of translucent plastic. Puzzled, she
tried to move and suddenly grimaced as flares of aching heat
suddenly drenched her flesh. Her fight against her bonds had pulled
just about every muscle she had and even the most subtle movement
of her brutalised abdomen brought a level of retribution into her
nervous system that rivalled the intensity of the ordeal. The
recollection of the session had tears welling in her eyes and
running down her face, the fact that the officer could be so
insanely cruel, that this level of torture was sure to continue,
and that against such atrocities there was no way she could hope to
retain any shred of her identity. This was not behavioural
modification to serve the KGP, it was the utter annihilation of her
own mind and the replacing of it with another, this second
sentience carved from suffering.

Laying back down she curled up
slowly, careful not to irk her many wounds as she lost herself in
morose self pity. Her stomach growled softly and her gag-distended
mouth was parched, her lips dry and cracked, her throat hoarse from
screaming, but nothing had been set out for her. She craved food
with tempestuous passion, her body seeking anything to distract
itself from the residual trauma. Was starvation part of her
re-education? Would she be kept on the very edge of hunger and
thirst to help break her? Pawing at the gag she traced its locks
once more, hoping she had missed something that could help her get
the infernal implement off of her. The device was driving her mad.
Her jaws were throbbing terribly and the perpetual yawn was filling
her face with stretched pains. Tugging at it with enfeebled vigour
the instrument of her silence remained firm and failed to even
shift, leaving her doomed to its perpetual company.

Lying back upon the floor,
Kirsten closed her eyes, the image of the officer plaguing her
thoughts. She wanted to stay furious at her jailer but her own
deviance and the indoctrination had already made significant
changes to her opinions. As she lay thinking about the brutal woman
standing over her, controlling her, making her suffer, Kirsten’s
hand absently started to wander down her front, settling between
her legs and etching small delicate swirls on her sex. As the
washes of pleasure started to seep through her, her motions grew
more distinct and the soft squelch of moisture joined her delicate
panting breath. She dredged up the memory of the drill, the clamps,
using the swollen presence in her mouth to augment the dreams. She
dwelt on her silence, the massive toy swelling her jaws, depriving
her of speech, leaving her a supplicant to the whim of her
owner.

The door answered with a soft
click and then drew smoothly aside with a low hum to expose the
Major, making Kirsten jolt to a different pose and close her leg
before her onanism was detected.

Kirsten did not even know her
torturer’s name. It was not printed on her badge and she had never
heard it spoken. It was hard to credit that this woman was human at
all, her contentment at making others suffer to such unearthly
degrees surely beyond the realms of mortal emotion.

The woman had changed into a
less formal attire and had swapped her combat trousers for form
hugging latex leggings that emphasised the curvaceous shape of her
limbs. The sturdy boots had been shed in favour of knee high riding
boots, the leather polished to a sheen almost as reflective as the
burnished rubber. Instead of her leotard a black latex bra remained
and cupped her assets, forging a mouth-watering cleavage, the
fetishistic undergarment worn with nothing else save her leather
gloves in which she bore a neatly folded pile of latex. A viciously
spiked collar encircled her throat, the long steel teeth dissuading
any contact.

With a sauntering march the
woman approached, every shuffle of her frame oozing with the power
she held over the prostrate slave. Seeing her dressed in such a
manner sorely tempted Kirsten into finishing her sly
masturbation.

“Put this on, slave,” she
ordered, taking the first item from the pile and tossing it before
Kirsten.

Reaching forward with
trepidation as to what she might find Kirsten took it up and opened
the heavy black folds to find a set of latex leggings, the sheaths
of darkness reaching into incorporated socks. Amiable to wearing
clothes rather than staying naked, she eased herself into the
powdered hose, finding to her shock that they had several other
additions to their construction.

Two long thick black balloons of
latex hung within, a nozzle on the outside revealing that they
could be inflated to expand her insides and punish her.

“Put them in, slave,”
warned the woman, and resigned to their insertion Kirsten obeyed.
Stealing a little of her natural lubricant from her sex she eased
the rectal plug in and then slid home the vaginal one, shivering as
her teased loins responded favourably to the entry.

Drawing the leggings up, she
found a further armament in the socks. The interiors were replete
with a solid interior wall of small sharp spines that, while not
big enough to penetrate the skin, made any pressure fire-stabbing
flashes through her soles. The leggings were designed to stop her
standing up, depriving her of an erect stance and humbling her even
more.

“Now this, slave,” said
the officer as Kirsten straightened them into place, wiggling her
hindquarters against the flaccid balloons.

Taking up the issued leotard she
slipped into it and lifted the front zipper up to the high collar,
the front panel pressing her breasts in, hugging her torso and
making every breath reveal just how tight the top was.

“Take the nozzles out,”
commanded the officer and at the loins Kirsten found two small
apertures that allowed them to emerge and permit easy
inflation.

“Now stand up and turn
around, slave,” came the next demand, and Kirsten winced and
started to pant from the effects of standing on the prickly socks.
She shuffled on her toes, seeking a means to ease their accursed
influence but every time she tried she only succeeded in escalating
it further. Standing still on the full space of her soles was the
mildest pose and even this made her shiver with strain to stay
still.

The officer set the last
articles aside and took two long sleeves before forcing them up her
arms, tightening the incorporated buckles at her bicep, above and
below her elbow and at her wrist to make it impossible for her to
slough the gloves off. The ends culminated in a tight plain bag
that compressed her digits into a single stem and from this plain
glove spat a long strap.

Kirsten croaked onto her gag as
the officer folded her arms up her back, crossing them and throwing
the belts over the opposite shoulders so that they crossed again at
her cleavage and could be buckled tightly to a fixture at her
jutting elbows. With her forearms pressed in an ‘X’ over her back
and unable to lower, her gloved hands resting on her shoulder
blades, Kirsten shuffled from foot to foot, the limbs pounding with
fierce effects from the contortion, the joints already aching
terribly.

“Be still, slave!” The
woman tightened them some more with a spiteful haul, subduing
Kirsten’s resistance. “Good. Now legs apart, slave,” she
added.

Reluctantly Kirsten obeyed and
had an inflator bulb screwed onto the anal nozzle. The officer
applied her fist to the orb with swift squeezes and the balloon
started to swell, forming into a hardened length that extended into
her and billowed outward. She started to moan and quake as the rate
of inflation continued, stretching her rear, choking it with the
toy until she was mewling for the woman to desist. A severe burning
throb sounded within her tracts as she clenched against it,
manipulating her rear to try and spit it out, but the leggings and
the crotch of the leotard held it in, cursing her to its
influence.

The vaginal bladder was next,
stuffing her womb full of bloated rubber, the membranes far more
susceptible to the painful effects of such internal inflation. With
her lower half reverberating with swollen anguish, Kirsten felt the
inflator come away and dust caps be screwed onto both the
nozzles.

“On your knees, slave,”
ordered the officer, and Kirsten willingly wilted into such a
stand, taking her feet off of the spines and removing at last one
of the sources of discomfort.

The booted feet of her owner
stepped before Kirsten’s gaze, her reflection distorted upon the
obsidian mirrors before her. The woman bent down and the locks at
Kirsten’s head were unfastened. The gag deflated with a faint hiss,
bringing an astounding relief to her stretched jaws. The plate came
away, drawing the foul device out and letting her breathe properly
through her mouth and wet her parched lips.

“Lick them clean, slave,”
the officer ordered sternly.

To Kirsten’s dismay her face
moved forward and her tongue extended without pause, revealing just
how effective this programme of indoctrination was at re-tuning her
psyche. With a lugubrious scowl she retreated back, fighting of the
alien urge to comply.

The officer vented a sigh and
returned to the wall, watching Kirsten as she exposed one of the
cabinets of armaments and removed a vicious cane, which she
proceeded to bring to bear on Kirsten’s already well-tormented
flesh.

“No! Please, Mistress,
don’t,” she whispered hoarsely, having been denied speech for so
long that it was becoming a forgotten art.

“Be silent, slave!” Roared
the woman, casting a testy swipe into her legs, the pain making
Kirsten yelp and drag herself into a tight ball. The latex did
nothing to shield from the caustic effects of the cane, her arms
could not help defend her, and when she kicked her legs the spines
in her socks scratched at her.

“Did I give you permission
to speak, slave?” She hissed, applying another trio of injurious
hacks to the prone flesh, each one backed by a full
swing.

“No!” Kirsten shrieked,
unable to sustain the attacks in silence, each one making her spasm
and tighten her hold on herself.

“No, Mistress! You foul
abomination!” She growled and lambasted her with greater
fervour.

“No, Mistress! I’m sorry
Mistress! Forgive me, Mistress! Please!” Kirsten howled, seeking
only to placate the woman’s wrath as she jolted and sobbed on the
floor.

“Again you speak without
permission. Perhaps a taste of the cane will teach you more
effectively than my warnings,” responded the woman with a smirk,
having steered Kirsten into this felony and now continuing her
chastisement with added brutality, the cane falling quicker and
with greater strength.

Clenching her teeth and wailing
through a desiccated throat, Kirsten kept her words submerged in
wails, bearing the chastisement as best she could. Her enfeebled
form flapped upon the floor, the rubber squeaking against it as the
power of rational action and response was lost and she simply
bucked under each searing strike. Her writhing form was subjected
to the Mistress’ justice in horrendous fleeting lessons that marked
her suffocated skin with purple bruises from their sheer fervour,
so eager and efficient a teacher was the officer.

The correction ended and the
Major indicated to the footwear with the cane and repeated her
command.

“Lick them clean or you
shall have more, slave,” she remarked and recommenced the
lambasting. The sober application of the bamboo and its unbearable
welts destroyed Kirsten’s resistance after a trio of strikes and
had her drop forward and slip her tongue across the smooth leather.
Lapping at the material she was torn from derogation, the act a
deep slice into her dignity.

“That’s it, do it properly
and don’t miss anything or I shall have to punish you further,
slave,” warned the officer as she mused over the slavering
captive.

Keeping her will affixed on
doing this duty correctly and avoiding any sort of reprisal,
Kirsten covered each boot with a slow attention, polishing them
with a tongue virtually devoid of moisture and barely able to meet
the demands upon it. A creeping pleasure started to crawl through
her as she worked, her weals still resonating with their own pulse
to feed her masochism. The woman stood erect and statuesque, eyes
kept raised, hands on her hips, treating Kirsten’s attention as
homage worthy of someone as elevated and regal as she. As she
reached the top of the boots the smell of warm rubber poured
through her nose and Kirsten yearned to lap at the spicy material,
to work her way slowly up the firm sultry legs. Her painfully
dilated orifices started to squeeze fondly to their trespassers,
her arms hauling imperceptibly at their confines as her relish
started to manifest more clearly.

“Are you done,
slave?”

“Y…yes, Mistress,” she
uttered, somewhat disappointed that she was being forced to
stop.

“Sit up, slave,” she
decreed.

Sitting erect on her folded
legs, her compressed breasts thrust forward against the leotard
because of her twisted arms, Kirsten stared at the rubber-clad
abdomen of her owner as it moved closer. With the creak of latex
she lowered into a crouch and lifted Kirsten’s chin, allowing their
eyes to meet.

“I’m doing this for your
own good, slave. You need to be taught, to be trained. Is that not
so, slave?” She asked softly, her tone radically different to the
callous rancour that Kirsten had come to expect.

“Yes, Mistress,” she
answered humbly.

“My slave needs to know
her place, and through punishment you’ll learn to adore your
Mistress. I have to be cruel to make sure you learn,” she
continued, moving closer, her other hand running across the
leotard, tracing Kirsten’s contained torso.

“I have a reward for you,
slave. But you must prove to me you’re worthy first,” she
whispered, her lips drawing closer to Kirsten’s, her warm breath
touching Kirsten’s cheek, making her melt with desire.

“I’ll do anything for you,
Mistress,” she muttered, and their mouths met, their tongues
emerging to entwine and roll upon each other as a brief exchange of
passion. Kirsten sagged in her bondage as she was kissed, this
single act more than compensating for all her tortures.

She felt the nozzle being
attached to her vaginal balloon once more but did nothing save
continue to enjoy the kiss. As the Mistress poured her tongue into
Kirsten’s mouth, tasting deeply of her slave, she added another
squeeze. Kirsten mewled softly, stiffening as her sex was expanded
even more. The fervour of the Mistress’ kiss escalated instantly,
her lust fuelled by sadism, in hearing Kirsten’s soft purls of
distress. Again the bulb forced more air into the intruder and
Kirsten gurgled with the new imposition. Twice more she was
afflicted with more pressure, the deed making the Mistress shiver
with delectation.

“Worship my legs and rear,
slave, and I’ll give you your treat,” she promised, backing up and
rising to turn and present the rounded opaque mounds of her rear to
Kirsten’s licentious gaze.

Shifting forward, Kirsten
pressed her lips to the salacious limbs rolling her tongue upon
them, the potent tang searing her tongue, her loins starting to
drip with concupiscence, the balloons slithering easily as the
rubber held her juices to her.

In a cloud of libidinous craving
she slowly worked her way up to the final treat, and buried her
face between the pert peaks, drinking in her submission, adoring
the woman with zeal.

“Good slave,” purred the
Mistress, placing a hand to the front of her leggings and caressing
herself through them as she savoured the feel of Kirsten’s fanatic
attentions. “You’ll make a fine pet.”

Stepping forward away from her
attentions, the officer turned around and looked down at Kirsten,
her mouth wet with saliva.

“I’ll let you have some
time to recover before we continue. This isn’t your reward, that
will come later,” she said and started to unfasten Kirsten’s arms.
The balloons were deflated and she was helped out of her latex
attire before being escorted to the wall. A set of plain steel
cuffs were used to elevate her hands and keep her standing on
tiptoe and without word the officer hurriedly departed. Something
was wrong—the woman had acted with almost abashed haste. Was she
embarrassed of her own lapse in treating Kirsten with
animosity?

The door hissed shut and locked,
the light snapping off to leave Kirsten standing naked in the dark,
her arms stretched up the wall.


Chapter Ten

 


 


Stomping down the corridor
Jessica punched viciously at the air, her face warped into a raging
scowl. Cursing herself she tried to boil off some of her rage with
such pointless physical exertion. It didn’t help.

Stopping she leant against the
wall and rubbed her temples, trying to sort out her distorted
thoughts.

You are a KGP officer. You are
here to train a mutant to hunt its own. You do not love her. You
not even like her. You hate her. She repels you. She is no
different to any other hound you’ve trained. Stay focused. Don’t
give in. She’s using some sort of power on you, something the
inhibitor can’t block. Resist. Be strong.

She was becoming too close to
the girl, she had to try and seal herself off, put up walls, stop
herself from being kind, compassionate. This was a mutant, a vile
corrupted abomination, the enemy of nature and the country, not a
beautiful enticing woman that she ached to explore, to indulge her
carnal passions with. Jessica growled irritably as she realised
where her thoughts were going again. Suddenly she felt something on
her cheek and ran her gloved fingers across the skin to find a line
of tears gently working their way down her face. Flinging the
moisture from her digits she scowled and hissed with irritation at
her own weakness.

Marching into a room she opened
a cabinet, grabbed a vibrator and sat in the steel chair that had
initially held Kirsten. Lounging into the harsh seat she focused
her mind and decided to burn off her swollen libido, to ease her
sexual tension and let her operate as she needed to.

Sliding the thrumming plastic
finger into place she tried not to think on Kristen, to picture
that innocent face locked between her thighs doing this deed with a
fawning tongue, but the haunting image persisted until she
climaxed.


Chapter Eleven

 


 


The door opened and the lights
flashed on to pain Kirsten’s gloom accustomed eyes. Squinting she
saw the officer stride menacingly forward and unfasten her before
flinging her to the ground.

“Come here, slave,” she
barked, her callous nature restored in full as she marched
away.

Summoned to join her, Kirsten
moved slowly, her body protesting vehemently with every movement of
her contused and damaged frame.

A hidden chamber offered up a
straitjacket, the garment wrought in latex and embellished with
numerous thick straps. What was far worse was the dense sheet of
studs and coarse hair coating the interior, making the attire an
unbearable restraint.

With a merry flick the officer
straightened it and opened the back zip to accommodate Kirsten’s
entry.

“In,” she stated
forcefully.

Kirsten desperately wanted to
avoid being snared by this garb but what other alternative did she
have? With her mind numb from the confinement and dizzy with
exhaustion and starvation she rose to her knees and extended her
arms to have them slotted into the thick sleeves. The weighty
rubber jacket was hauled back to her chest, the cold studs brushing
across her skin and sending shivers down her spine with their
touch. It was a close fit, one that held the metal cones and hair
lightly to her skin as the back of the jacket was zipped up to
compress her torso within a soft grip. The woman grabbed her arms
and folded them over, tightening the wrist straps and then clipping
the mitten tips to the back of the thick coat. A crossed formation
of secondary restraints were lifted up to snare her folded limbs,
clasping her arms and holding them tightly to her chest as others
encircled her entire torso to cocoon her fully. The increasing
pressure made the studs dig deeper and hair itch abominably as
Kirsten clenched her teeth and sought to endure this session with
some tiny measure of courage.

The need to remain stalwart
vanished as the crotch strap was applied, the strip traversing her
legs armed with two inflated balloons of dense latex. The woman’s
rough fingers jammed them in and then hauled the strap until they
were pressed tightly to her abdomen. The previous set of
inflatables had left her openings raw and bruised and so with a
shriek she toppled onto her side, making every stud on that front
jab into her skin. The sudden stab brought an instinctive response,
that of rolling off of the punishing daggers with a spry jolt, this
evasion causing another arsenal to pierce her. Without refuge she
wriggled as a booted foot dropped onto her chest, the sole crushing
her beneath its weight as an inflator was applied, the officer
keeping her fixed to that spot.

With swift pumps the loose sacs
began to well within her, opening outward and stretching her
already well punished innards, the previous abuse having left them
tender enough that the touch of these orbs made her mind boil as
fresh waves of excruciating mayhem were kindled in the tissues.

“Please, Mistress, stop, I
ca—” she burbled recklessly.

“Be silent until I give
you permission, slave,” growled the officer, increasing the rate of
the inflation to turn Kirsten’s solicitation in a screeching
yowl.

Her internal muscles leapt into
activity, their soreness making their use a further tragedy as she
sought to eject the bloated spheres. She could shift the great
bulbs but any fight to force them out only brought misery to her
sphincters as they were forced open by the departing balloon and
reached their tolerance before unleashing a glut of pain that
destroyed her resolve and left her tracts to swallow the intruders
once more.

“Keep still!” The woman
ground her heel into Kirsten’s torso, threatening to crack ribs
with her correction. Torn by this new infliction of woe she sobbed
and strained to subdue her cavorting response to this attack, but
again failed to remain motionless to a satisfactory
degree.

“I said keep still!” Spat
the officer, snatching up the cane and bringing it down onto her
quivering legs with such force that she drew blood and imparted a
long purple weal.

After the initial spasm of
suffering, Kirsten froze, holding her trembling body rigid as she
tried to keep absolutely petrified.

“That’s better,” mumbled
the officer and stepped off of the terrified slave to once more
rummage amongst the paraphernalia upon the shelves. Returning with
five sets of restraints Kirsten watched in helpless gloom as they
were threaded onto her legs. The trammels were comprised of two
hoops of thin wire joined together by a small metal box with a wing
nut at the centre. Each of the figure of eight bonds were drawn up
to attach to her thighs, above and below her knees, her shins, and
her ankles.

Turning the screw at the centre
the woman began to wither the loops, tightening the metal coils
until they lightly gripped the prisoner’s flesh. Only then did she
move in and begin to close them more ferociously, making the wires
dig into the flesh, gnawing deep and making it rise on either side
of the burrowing lengths. Kirsten battled within the straitjacket,
the studs punishing her mercilessly for her attempts as she felt as
though her legs were being dissected by the infernal wires.

Once they had been shrivelled to
a tiny diameter that had her legs being robbed of all feeling by
the strangling nooses, the Major removed a large iron weight and
set it down beside her. Cords were affixed to the weighty ring at
the top, and these were then tied to each of the nooses upon her
legs.

Standing up and marching to the
secretive cabinet she returned with two bowls, a jug of water and
an open can of dog food.

“I shall set your dinner
down by the exit. It is up to you to get to it, slave,” she
chuckled, striding away with an arrogant supremacy that made
Kirsten’s resentment flourish.

The anger melted into sullen
gravity as the officer stepped out of the room onto the corridor
and down the passage. A long voyage to the door might have been
possible, but the exit she had mentioned was that which fled the
entire complex. How was she supposed to access this with the anchor
dragging at her heels? But she was hungry and thirsty enough to
try, heedless of how long it took. To trek thus for a bowl of dog
food was the most humiliating act yet.

Shuffling forward, she
experimented with a means of movement, trying to find one that was
less painful than the others. It was a vain search. No matter how
she moved, any ground she gained was fraught with the stabbing
spines and the drag of the squeaking metal weight which made the
wires dig ever deeper, the burden making the flesh shudder and
darken with the constricted blood flow. Panting, her body heating
with the sweat of her exertions, the latex sheath of her torso
keeping this slick pane pressed to her skin as the abrasive hair
itched terribly Kirsten continued the long quest for the door. It
seemed to take forever to reach it and exit the room, each
centimetre gained with more pain than she thought possible to
endure. Standing in the corridor was the Major, a crop hanging idle
in her gloved hands, the weapon retrieved from one of the other
chambers.

“Do you want some help?”
She offered.

Kirsten opened her mouth to
speak and suddenly checked her response, turning it into a frantic
nod before she broke this most pressing of rules.

The officer answered with a
wicked smirk and lifted the crop. Kirsten screwed up her eyes in
despair, realising that she had just petitioned encouragement from
the crop to get her to her goal, and without the gag she might be
tempted to speak and inspire further punishment or even the removal
of the food as a lesson in reticence. The officer strode forward,
her graceful body squirming against her delectable attire, the crop
wiggling in her fist as she fixed Kirsten with a ferocious
stare.

The crop sung a soft murmuring
tune against the air and lashed into her legs and rear, the strokes
coming with metronome precision, the blows slowing her as she
sought to recover from the biting sting and then found fresh
enthusiasm for movement as the next blow prepared to strike.

Slithering down the corridor
towards the awaiting bowls it seemed to take days before she
finally reached the two awaiting dishes. When she reached the cool
waters and pile of gelatinous chunks she was so exhausted by the
journey that she simply put her face to them and devoured without
reserve. Guzzling the repulsive fare without care, her humanity was
in ribbons as the grotesque taste made her stomach turn over in
nausea. A boot settled into her back, the woman employing her as a
footstool while she fed.

As Kristen licked the last of
the nuggets of meat free she received a mocking pat on the head
from the officer.

“Good dog,” she crooned.
“Now, back to the room.”

With a mournful sob she jerked
under the first taste of the crop, slowly turning her frame around
and beginning the return voyage with a sense of utmost misery.
Fighting the urge to speak, she fervently remained silent until she
was once more restored to the place of her departure, her belly
turning over from the strain of such exertions after such a poorly
lying meal.

The weight was unfastened and
the hoops loosened to wring agonised cries from her as the loops
let go and let circulation and feeling thunder back to glut her
nerves and make the frayed senses shriek afresh.

Approaching the translucent
sphere, the Major opened a hemisphere and lifted it away, exposing
the interior and betraying what use this tiny orb was to be put to.
The prospect of incarceration in this diminutive cell was
terrifying, another lengthy ordeal being the last thing she needed.
She had eaten poorly and the sleep deprivation was beginning to
really make its claws felt, eroding her willpower, leaving her
psyche open to reconfiguration.

“Get in, slave,” she
ordered brusquely, stepping aside to allow entry.

With a sense of futility at
denying this wish, Kirsten lifted herself to her knees with a
strain of effort and with sluggish movements began to make for the
sphere. Once upon the lip she lowered her aching torso within, the
studs biting into her flesh as she flopped in and folded her legs
on top of her chest. Tears gathered in her eyes, her face mournful
now that the officer was being callous once more. The moment of
tenderness had lifted her heart with hope, but to see the woman
return to her vicious ways had dashed them.

The officer looked at the
sobbing slave and seemed to ease her temperament a little. Reaching
in she held Kirsten’s chin and paused before speaking.

“You did well, slave. I
promised you a reward, didn’t I?” She asked.

Kirsten nodded weakly, afraid
that it would be a trick and that some horrible imposition would
join her in this minute prison.

The officer strode away and
returned with a zip lock bag. Opening it she produced a cotton
thong and tossed the bag aside.

“I put these on after you
fled your house and kept them on right up until the last time you
saw me in my uniform. I put them in here to keep them fresh because
all those tortures, all that punishment I performed on you has made
them strong with my scent. I think you deserve them as a treat,”
she purred.

Kirsten twitched as they were
forced over her face, the crotch being set across her nose, filling
her world with the warm aroma of the officer’s intense arousal at
training her slave. Drinking deeply of the smell in massive snorts,
Kirsten happily watched as the officer lowered the lid with a
phlegmatic ease and locked it shut. Kirsten was now sealed within a
compressing coffin where she could not stretch or move in the
slightest only drink the debauched scent of her owner, dreaming of
worshipping her for real, taking the scent and taste directly from
the source.

Straightening up, the Mistress
looked over the trapped captive with a sense of satisfaction and
turned to march from the room.

As the door slid shut the
darkness remained unbroken for a few seconds and then the nightmare
programme of indoctrination began afresh. The blinding lights
poured through the shell and the sound slammed into her ears as the
sphere began to turn, crazily tumbling in the indentation, guided
by random wheels to tumble her in chaotic directions. The tiny
daggers scratched at her as she was thrown around within the
sarcophagus, the hairs cultivating irritating itches that demanded
attention. Howling in her misery, the interior heated under her
speeding breath, the haze of moisture upon the interior diffusing
the lights, spreading the beams across the shell.

Tumbling crazily she wept bitter
tears of frustration, straining against her confines in a frantic
attempt to break free. Her only compensation was the underwear, but
she was soon growing accustomed to it, the perfume fading from her
senses.

Why had she been cursed with
being a mutant? She had no god to blame for she did not believe in
any divine guiding force, such things having been burnt out of her
as she suffered not for the sins she committed but merely for the
arch felony of being different.

As with most, her latent changes
had been activated by the onset of puberty, the radical washes of
hormones stirring the corrupted strands of DNA into activity. A
distant and withdrawn child, her isolationist nature had always
drawn the hostility and aggression of others, as though they could
somehow sense that she was fundamentally alien to their ranks. She
had taken their onslaught without word or retaliation. The
bitterness always welled within her but she never let it take
control, loosing herself in the realms of books and fantasy,
dreaming of escaping the banality and tedium of her allotted
working class life.

The penetrating headaches that
she had started to suffer from grew in frequency and got steadily
stronger, and it was these migraines that had made her lash out
when she was next being subjected to the bullying of her
oppressors. A shove to get a girl off of her snapped ribs like
twigs and fractured the girl’s skull when she struck a wall some
twenty yards away. The deathly quiet that fell upon the schoolyard
was accompanied by horrified stares. The elation she felt at having
vanquished someone who had for so long persecuted her melted like
wax before a flame as she became aware of the terrified glares of
the children and the revulsion splayed across the features of the
monitoring teachers. Suddenly Kirsten felt ashamed.

Bolting and running from the
scene she took sanctuary at home as the girl was taken to hospital.
When she finally had courage enough to return to school, she was
given wide berth, the soft whispers of ‘mutant’ and ‘freak’ being
issued under breaths as she passed, never being said openly to her
face. The graffiti in the toilets and upon walls began to focus on
her, depicting her as a monster, closely followed by slogans of
anti-mutant propaganda.

The situation grew more and more
intolerable, finally forcing her parents to move far from her home
and restart in a new area where she hid her new powers vigilantly.
Her entire adolescence was spent either in tears over the
belligerent curses hurled at her from every quarter or in paranoid
fright, hiding herself away, never opening up to anyone, depriving
herself of all trace of normalcy to try and maintain the
subterfuge.

Rolling within her cell, all
hope of sleep was kept away from her, making her more vulnerable to
the reprogramming. As she reached the portions where she was
commanded to adore her owner she sniffed and licked at the
underwear, the process working superbly on her already susceptible
masochistic psyche. She was tired of being hounded, she just wanted
to lose herself in the rule of the Mistress, to vanish from view
and become a pet, an owned possession that could not be blamed or
persecuted for something that was not even her fault.


Chapter Twelve

 


 


For several hours Maria had
listened to sounds of him working and although she had tried
everything possible to try and slip her bonds she had failed, her
only accomplishment being to leave her wrists sore from the
abrasive fight against the coils.

Lying confined upon the bed she
had little else to occupy her other than to dwell on what the
others might be doing. Surely by now she was being missed? They
could even be starting to look for her. How would they locate her
though? The group might be in great danger if they tried to find
her, for they had no protection against the sensor sweeps. Her
capture could well land the entire band in a Sanctuary camp. Such a
possibility had her mind crippled with worry, that her friends and
comrades might be doomed simply due to loyalty.

Maria was personally terrified
of resisting her jailer simply because of the chance of him handing
her over for imprisonment, but if she did not let her fate be known
to her fellows they would search thoroughly and might be
apprehended during such a quest.

The bedroom door swung gently
open and he strolled in, unfastening the bonds at her ankles and
applying them afresh to seal her knees together. The leash at her
arms was removed from the bedpost and used as a means to drag her
to her feet and then lead her in shuffling steps back to the living
room. Maria was torn from the humiliation of being hobbled and led
naked like a beast but she had little option other than vocal
distress that would assuredly condemn her to far worse.

At least while she was trapped
here she had a chance for escape once the man let his guard drop or
grew complacent, whereas the camps were definitely not so prone to
lapses of security. Resolving herself to cursory compliance she
trailed behind him and was delivered to a ring that the man had
screwed deep into the wall. The solid half hoop of metal readily
accepted her wrists with an eager padlock and once she was on her
knees it elevated her arms and held her there.

Confined, the man patted her
head fondly and with a chuckle strode from the room, deserting her
to a night of uncomfortable isolation and pondering what he had in
store for her. She assumed she would be forced into the lot of a
normal maid with household chores, cleaning, washing, preparing
food, and waiting upon him. The prospect of sporadic molestation
was a horrendous possibility but it was something that had to be
weighed firmly against the horrors of a camp. However, it seemed
credible that her captor had far more stringent duties in mind, his
intentions grim and sadistic, hidden from her and plaguing her
thoughts.

Wiggling she tried to rise, only
to find that the height of the hoop stopped her from standing
erect, stopping her at a slight stoop. It was a maddening position
that made staying on her knees far more comfortable. Time began to
trail on and she wished only to lay down and rest, but again her
contorted arms would not let her lie down, the bonds stopping her
just short of the floor. Cursing his restraints she tugged and
strained at them, the vexing lack of any means in which to decrease
her discomfort bringing tears to her eyes as her shoulders
continued to throb with mayhem.


Chapter Thirteen

 


 


“She’s been gone too long.
Something’s wrong,” growled Steven, brushing his ragged mane of
hair from his face and peering into the campfire.

“Maybe she’s just been
held up,” Sarah offered with a thin hope.

Steven looked up at the woman,
her eyes glittering with refractions of the dancing fires, her
lithe body huddled up and encased in massive layers of warm
clothing. Sarah bore no visible external corruption, not the like
the rest of them, but even so, the extra sensory powers that she
had been born with condemned her to the same fate as the rest of
them. Beside her sat Paul, the three-eyed balding giant
semi-covered by his blanket, his eyes fixed down, his taciturn
nature keeping him from the conversation as he listened intently.
He was often mistaken for dull-witted and it was a cover he liked
to leave in place so that nothing more than the most simplistic
would be expected of him. But the man was intelligent, just quiet
and very cautious. Considering the state of affairs in the country,
who could blame him?

The fire gave an outraged hiss
as the dregs from a cup were cast onto it. Gary jerked to his feet,
his thin, diminutive body casting up his overlong arms as he
regarded everyone, addressing them in a scolding tone.

“Don’t be fucking
ridiculous. It’s clear she’s been caught. The Stalkers are probably
beating the information out of her right now. We have to move,
we—”

Anna leapt up from her place
beside Steven, acting with a speed that reduced her to a mere blur.
Six arms unfurled from within her sleeping bag as she cast it off
and one set dove through the air and cracked upon Gary’s jaw,
jerking his head aside and stripping him from his feet to fell the
mutant with a heavy thud.

Remaining upon the ground he put
his knuckles to his lips and examined them to find blood. The
carpet of fallen twigs and leaves crunched as Anna took a step
forward, her many arms clenching into fists as one jabbed a finger
in his direction, her face scowling with rage.

“Shut your fucking mouth!
I’m sick of your damned selfish shit, jellyboy. Now get up and I’ll
tear that boneless chicken-shit carcass of yours into pieces and
eat it” she hissed, every word dripping with inveterate
bitterness.

“Screw you, octo bitch!
I’m thinking of us all here!” He retorted, crawling back to gain a
safe distance while Steven stepped between the two, putting his
talon-fingered hand to Anna as she regarded him with
menace.

“Cool it, Anna. We need to
keep calm if we’re to find her. We’re all scared, and we’re all
concerned, but freaking out won’t do any good,” he offered, trying
to defuse the situation.

“Yeah, te—” began the
supine mutant before Steven whirled and snapped at him with vigour,
baring the wicked fangs that filled his jaws.

“Shut it! You’ve pushed it
too far this time, Gary. Maria went into the city for supplies for
us all. She risked herself for us and you give up on her without a
second thought. You make me sick! Now get the hell out of my sight
before I dice you myself.”

Knowing that he was in real
danger of being attacked for his crass words Gary lifted himself up
and stomped moodily into the darkness of the forest. Anna glared at
him as he went, more than ready to kill him for his words. Maria
had been like a surrogate daughter to the powerful mutant and
everyone knew why. Having lost her own adolescent child to the
vigilante groups that eventually formed into the KGP she had
adopted the youth, protecting and raising her as her own. Gary’s
thoughtless words had pressed home the possibility that a barbaric
interrogation was truly happening and it was clearly driving her
mad with grief and anxiety.

“I’m going in to find
her,” she stated with conviction.

“Not alone you’re not. I’m
going too,” mumbled Paul, looking up to her with clenched teeth as
he rose to his full and impressive eight feet.

“Me too,” certified
Sarah.

They all turned to regard
Steven, their gaze wondering why he had not agreed as well. The
implications of their stare was invidious to him and he turned on
it with a stern growl, resentful that they suspected him of being
any less concerned as to Maria’s fate.

“You think I don’t want to
find her? Of course I do. She’s one of us and we don’t desert each
other. But we have to find out what happened and we aren’t going to
be any use if we charge on in and get killed. We’ve been out here
too long to let ourselves get caught now.”

“So we do nothing? I—”
began Paul.

“Don’t be ridiculous. We
act but we do it right. You think you can wander into the city and
not have every single mundane wonder if that eight-foot, three-eyed
bloke is a mutant? Or get suspicious that six arms might not be a
new fashion statement? Or if I’m more in need of a dentist and
manicurist than anyone else on the face of the planet? We’ve got to
be smarter than that or we’ll be right back in the camp again.
Right?” He snapped, bringing everyone to a stunned silence, his
heated words having calmed their impassioned responses. “Excellent.
At last you’re thinking straight. Now, we go in as far as we can
and then Sarah and Gary go in and start looking around, keeping
clear of the Stalkers. I’ll go in with Anna once night falls. We’re
the best trackers and if need be we can take up any surveillance.
If we need to get into a fight we do it right and plan it like we
always do. If we get careless now, we all get killed or caught and
that leaves Maria lost and stuck wherever she is.”

The group were quiet, seeing the
truth in his words and agreeing totally. Steven had been
unofficially elected as their leader long ago. In the camp he had
guided and held them together in their most desperate hours. He had
sacrificed himself on countless occasions for them and even Gary
was assured to obey his commands for he issued them as undeniable
suggestions rather than orders.

“Now get packed, we clear
out at dawn.”


Chapter Fourteen

 


 


The night’s sleep had been
fitful, her predicament making any periods of true sleep sparse and
tainted by nightmare visions and recalled experiences that she
would much rather have forgotten.

A tug to her restraints twisted
her arms and brought her to full awareness with a stark flare of
pain. Looking up she saw the man looming over her, savouring her
subjugation.

“I’ve closed the store for
today and took the opportunity to do some shopping.”

Taking hold of her head he
hauled her hair back into a firm ponytail and used an elastic band
to tightly seal it. With her hair locked back he gathered up the
folds of a latex hood and drew it down over her skull, sealing her
within its firm clinch, the smell of the material washing through
her nostrils. Straightening the wrinkles, he threaded her hair out
through a tiny aperture and she found only two small eye-slits and
a hole for her mouth and nose available to her.

But this was only the first
layer. After this skin-tight mask he added a leather hood, this one
being far more potent for it had a high collar incorporated about
the throat, the stern device buckled and embellished with riveted D
rings to accept two heavy padlocks that sealed the mask and
prevented any chance of removal. With her head reduced to a plain
leather visage her only senses left were touch and restricted sight
through two perforated discs at her eyes, the dim vision leaving
her virtually blind. The slit at her mouth was zipped shut to seal
a wedge of cloth in her maw, the lock at one end able to deny her
access to her own mouth. She could barely air a low murmur, the
unforgiving leather stretched so tightly about her head that it
served to hold her jaws together in a firm clasp. Breathing through
the slender vents at her nostrils was difficult, her wheezing
respiration serving to restrict action lest her increased breath
bring about starvation.

With his servant diminished thus
he could happily have her apply the rest of the attire, knowing
that she could not risk escape with the mask in place.

The penurious uniform was laid
before her and unfastening her limbs he sat back to watch her slip
into it, savouring the sight of her donning the skimpy attire.

Examining it with disdain and
rubbing her aching skin she sorted out what was required of her and
began to dress. A black suspender belt clasped to fishnet
stockings, the hose slipping into ankle boots, the dagger heel on
the patent footwear becoming an unremovable bane as she found that
she had to padlock the boots into place by use of close fitting
stirrups. A gloss maid’s uniform hugged her figure closely and
provided no undergarments, the only other additions being a small
white apron and opera gloves. Demeaned in this outfit she remained
on the floor, scowling within the cocoon of her mask, filled with
anger and hate for her oppressor.

“There, don’t you look
fine,” he mocked. “Now, come here and kneel before me.”

Maria failed to move, her
contempt making her resistant to such humbling.

“I thought you might not
be agreeable to our little bargain so I made the appropriate
purchases,” he warned and drew a slender crop from behind his
couch.

With a vicious hack he made the
weapon sing against the air, the sound making Maria flinch as he
arose. Cowering back, she moved away until she reached the wall
where her trailing leg received a whimsical flick. With a howl
against the hood she curled up tightly, the man hurling another
trio of wild slashes into her, afflicting her seat, thigh and arm,
painting angry welts on her skin and then returning to his
chair.

“Unless you want more, get
over here and kneel before me.”

Unfolding from her quailing
position, her skin still throbbing from the blows, she crawled
slowly over, hesitant as she entered the effective range of the
crop.

“Now bend over,” he
demanded, indicating for her to prostrate herself with the tip of
the weapon.

No sooner had she begun to lower
than his feet came up to rest upon her back, the man employing her
as living furniture while he lounged back and flicked on the
television via remote.

Held beneath him she tried to
settle into a more comfortable position, distracting herself from
her volcanic resentment with recollections of how horrendous life
was in the Sanctuary camp. The movement was detected and found to
be irritating, a response that brought swift chastisement.

“Stop wriggling!” He
hissed, hurling a wide swipe into her rear, making her jolt beneath
his feet and let out a squeak of pain, the material of her
stretched skirt doing little to cushion the blow. Instantly she let
herself go limp, unwilling to inspire further attack and listening
to the television to distract from her current plight.

It was the first taste of the
media she had heard or seen in a very long time. The only radio
broadcasts they listened to in the wilds were military and Stalker
frequencies, monitoring their activity in case a sudden sweep were
mounted that required them to evacuate the area.

As she lay furled beneath her
captor her limbs started to go numb from the weight upon them but
she dared not move, instead she focused on the programmes, trying
to turn her attention away from how much she ached.

Maria could not help but realise
just how radically they had changed. The indoctrination was subtle
but potent, subliminally convincing the entire population to
believe as Kessler’s government required in order to maintain their
dictatorship. The villains and evildoers of film and series alike
were mutants, the valiant heroes were often KGP or supporters of
the Human Rights Party. Any immoral or reprehensible behaviour was
always caused by a mutant or a mundane who had allied with one.
Those who helped mutants or disagreed with Kessler’s views were
portrayed as shifty and iniquitous, their characters easily
detestable, irritating, or incredibly malignant. The view that all
mutants were beings of inherent evil was not so much suggested as
rammed down the viewer’s throat. The whole country was being
systematically conditioned to loathe her kind and with everything
from soap operas to blockbuster films to news reports strengthening
such views the hope she bore that this persecution might someday
end was shattered. There had been a slim hope. The rest of the
world screamed its outrage at England’s tactics to handle the
mutant problem. Other countries with racist regimes had been worn
down by through decades of attrition and sanctions by the rest of
the globe and from this example many secretly hoped that the same
would happen in England. Now Maria knew that no matter what the
world did, the country would never allow mutants to be free.

The hours continued to trail by,
her legs becoming more lifeless by the minute, the flickering in
the tissues demanding that she alleviate the stresses upon
them.

Slowly, carefully, she started
to move them, hoping not to be noticed. The action was almost
imperceptible but her tyrant had been looking for such an excuse
and now that he had detected one he commenced her punishment with
verve.

“I warned you not to
move,” he growled, lifting his feet and knocking her over with a
sudden driving kick.

Dropping onto her flank she
flailed and grabbed her legs, the sudden wash of pins and needles
crippling her resistance as her limbs seemed to explode with
prickly sensation that gnawed deep into the flesh.

Before she could react her
wrists were snagged and turned so that they might be used as
reigns, steering her over onto her front and then being tied at the
wrist.

“Foul little beast, I’ll
teach you to disobey me,” he mumbled, and held them up in one hand
to keep her pinned to the ground.

The man paused as she pumped her
legs, the heels scratching at the ground as he bent back further,
making her shoulders light up with fresh flashes of intense
suffering, the wells pouring throughout her chest and arms, making
her shriek into the hood.

Ignoring her weak cries he
turned up the television and with the tip of the crop flipped up
her skirt. Stepping onto the small of her back to further hold her
in place he began to hurl vicious blows into the exposed skin.
Fighting against his hold Maria shrieked and wriggled against the
grapple holding her down, the penetrating bite of the crop driving
her mad with calamity as it continued to fall and beat her
relentlessly.

Once the weapon had robbed her
of all vitality he let go and stepped back, leaving her to wilt
into an enervated heap, unable to move as she twitched from the
residual pulse the beating had imparted upon her rear.

Her hands were given temporary
freedom before being re-secured in front of her, the long length of
rope used to carry them up and behind her head, her wrists tethered
at the back of her neck. A yank made her arch her back and cry out
as the rope was hauled up between her legs, towing her hands down
her spine and kindling further havoc in her shoulders. As she
scowled and sought escape the rope was looped about her waist and
affixed with a knot and a noose, leaving her snared by a tight hoop
about her waist that dug into her hips and a single coil that flung
between her legs to snatch her wrists. The coarse weave dug into
her sex and made any movement chafe against the tender tissues, the
need to try and get free imposed by the bizarre and uncomfortable
position her arms had been forced into.

Leaning in he began to grope at
her PVC coated frame, his manhandling of her snared body making her
wriggle upon the floor in a vain attempt to get away. The incensing
pawing of her breasts and body caused her to elevate her own pains
by moving the snare of bonds or rolling onto the plexus of sore
contusions criss-crossing her rear.

Moving her over onto her front
he took her ankles and drew her back towards the ring in the wall,
the carpet making the few portions of unshielded skin burn from a
rough passage over the carpet. Rope sealed the struggling joints up
to the ring and after tugging up her skirt he sat astride her
shoulders, her head and crooked arms locked beneath him, pinning
her down onto her front.

The cackle of a match being lit
seeped through the muffling hoods and filled her with concern.
After a few moments an insubstantial splash fell into the cleft of
her rear, the vague sensation of fluid suddenly giving way to a
blast of infernal sensation as the hot wax radiated its molten
talons into her skin. Shrieking, she battled with futile might as
the candle drooled its discharge across her backside, the punished
flesh burning with hideous intensity as she squealed and fought for
freedom, her cries drowned out by the muffling hoods and the
blaring television.

The scorching rivulets trickled
down between her legs and froze into bulbous stalactites after
filling her skin with their havoc, the cover presented by the rope
doing little to shield her loins. Wailing into the gag for him to
desist she fought to squirm her way free, her face burning from the
compressing hoods, a thin sheen of sweat rising between her skin
and the first layer of latex. With her legs elevated and snared by
their restraint, her arms trapped in their warped configuration and
the organic weight that anchored her to one spot kept her utterly
helpless. Her limbs could not defeat his bonds no matter how she
spasmed and with merriment he continued to assail her with the
horrifying splashes.

Candescent rain started to
splatter across her thighs, evading the suspenders and wandering
inward to paint the more tender inner areas before meandering back
across as she increased the pitch of her distress, the new areas
reacting just as poorly to this torture.

The coating of her flesh in a
solidified crust of wax ended and the candle was set aside in
favour of a single needle. The sewing implement was used as a most
mordant means to remove the dried residue, picking at the remains
with a casual indifference the occasional stab into her flesh being
either caused from carelessness or purposeful glee. The tug of the
globules as they held tightly to the tiny hairs that had cushioned
them yanked out the thin pelt with every area cleared, stripping
her to the bare skin. The jabbing thrusts into her rear and thighs
took the session to new levels of intensity, making her weep
incoherently for release or mercy as he continued to methodically
pick away the encrusted shell with a fastidious relish.

The last of the wax was torn
from her and his intent to make her suffer was truly revealed for
he began to dot her buttocks with random stabs, the pin pricks no
less insufferable because of their minor harm to her. Few drew more
than a single congealed jewel of crimson, yet all made her livid
with duress.

Stepping from her back he left
her phased and torn from her ordeal, her mind thumping with a dull
headache as her screams and agonised struggles continued to
reverberate throughout her system.

“Now, I would like to
start you on some duties, but I think another dose of isolation and
confinement might teach you some more about obedience,” he stated,
and as she closed her eyes in dread he unfastened her ankles and
drew her up to her feet.

Maria swayed unsteadily, her
legs weak beneath her from her fight and from the shock of her
abuses. Her instability also arose from being unused to the
ridiculous heels that she had been burdened with. Holding her
upright by the bonds at her wrists he towed her over to a chair.
Turning the wooden furniture around he placed the rear of her
stockinged legs to the back of the chair. Taking up some lengths of
cord he began to fasten her limbs to the struts, tying her legs
tightly to the chair and trapping her in an upright stance. When he
moved behind her and grabbed her wrists, her eyes bulged with shock
and alarm at his decision.

As he pulled she cried out, her
spine smarting as it was bent backwards over the chair. The back of
her skull descended inexorably towards the seat, the fabric of her
uniform stretching tightly across her front as the rope chewed more
drastically into her sore belly. Yowling from the tearing pain of
being forced over she watched as he used another length of rope to
connect her collared neck to the front legs, trapping her
completely. Any attempt to straighten strangled and made the rope
traversing her belly shift and grind abrasively, but she could not
remain still, the torturous position was simply too
excruciating.

The state of anguish the pose
had instigated rose massively as her oppressor stepped out in front
of her inverted gaze, bearing the crop and flexing it between his
hands before he drew her skirt up and moved it to just beneath her
cleavage.

Gurgling, she sought to rock her
prison and topple it, to try and get her brazenly exposed abdomen
out from beneath the shadow of this pernicious implement.

The slender line lifted up over
his head, causing her fear to rise with every delayed and drawn out
moment. The crop fell with a howl and painted a venomous welt
across her stomach, the heat of its application rolling deep into
her belly and making her strain all the more frantically against
her bonds. The wood and the ropes groaned as they sought to hold
her maenad throes, the remorseless application of the weapon
continuing without pause.

A dozen blows coated her with a
plexus of zebra stripes, leaving her even weaker than before and
barely able to keep herself held in the least painful position the
chair offered.

Wiping the glittering beads of
perspiration from his brow her abuser set aside his weapon with a
lascivious glint in his eyes. Lowering his trousers, he hauled the
crotch rope aside and took hold of her presented hips, using the
flesh as reigns to steer his entry. With light jabs he sought her
sex, probing until he found his quarry and entered with a rough
jerk. The sudden molestation made her tense against her bonds and
gurgle in outrage. As he slowly satisfied his libido with a
ravishing he reached up to paw at her breasts and body, his hands
running eagerly over the flesh, squeezing and cupping with a
spiteful strength that made the rigours of this desecration all the
more unbearable. Easing his rhythm he rested upon her contorted
frame and clutched tightly as gasped and sated his lust, defiling
the hapless slave.

With a satisfied smile he
withdrew, slipped the rope back into place and turned of the
television. Rearranging his clothing and tidying his appearance he
closed the curtains and left the flat, the slam of the front door
indicating that she had been deserted to full isolation. Was he out
shopping for yet more items to punish her? Should she attempt to
make enough noise to attract attention? The condemnation to a camp
was seeming less savage by the moment, the attention of this sadist
being far worse than the neglect of the KGP. But if she could make
him believe she was not going to attempt flight, she had a chance
for genuine escape and once out of here she could get back to her
comrades and not have to brave the Stalker hordes.

Even though she was dedicated to
this goal, keeping herself applied to it was difficult, her
willpower flagging the longer she was held in this drastic
position. The hours started to trail by, the fleeting instances of
punishment having exhausted her totally, leaving her ready to sleep
but unable to acquire it while bent over the harsh furniture.


Chapter Fifteen

 


 


With an abrupt culmination the
lights and sounds cut off, leaving Kirsten to settle into a pained
ball as the sphere ceased its eternal rolling even though still she
was convinced that it was in motion for her equilibrium had been
brutally scrambled over the unknown duration of her confinement.
The room still twisted and span before her eyes, plaguing her with
the sickened nausea that had arose soon after the Major had
deserted her.

When the lid opened she was too
exhausted to even move, the sleep she had gained in the ball being
shallow and fitful.

“Out,” commanded the
officer, causing Kirsten to squirm in the pit, trying desperately
to move but unable to act, her legs failing to respond to her
frantic commands.

“I said out, slave!” She
repeated tersely, still unable to get Kirsten to comply. She tried
with greater vigour upon hearing the savagery in the woman’s voice
but her calamity could not defeat her lethargy and so she still
languished in her cell.

Striding away, the Major
returned with a short strap, which she patted into her gloved palm
with diabolic menace.

“Perhaps this will get you
out,” she hissed and leant in to apply the leather strip to the
prisoner.

“No, Mistress, don’t! I
can’t move! I’m stuck, Mistress! Please, show mercy!” She sobbed,
trying to explain the source of her disobedience.

“Did I consent for you to
address me?” She uttered gravely.

“No, Mistress,” wept
Kirsten.

In answer to her confession the
strap fell with sanguinary force, spurring Kirsten into squealing
and renewing her attempts with greater conviction, battling to make
her crooked legs defeat their stiffness and operate as normal. Her
bruised limbs stretched out and flailed loosely over the edge,
leaving her torso within as the strap attacked the freed flesh.
Wriggling recklessly she cried out against the assault, sobbing
uncontrollably, having been too indoctrinated to actually attempt
speech. She wanted to beg for a cessation to implore for mercy, but
the programme of reconfiguring her mind had already torn away the
possibility of committing such a crime against her gorgeous
malefactor.

The beating stopped and the
woman stepped back, wiping a few trails of weaving sweat from her
brow, a slight dew sparkling across her cleavage.

“Well, if you are so fond
of that little prison, then I shall leave you in it awhile longer,
slave.”

The words were a damning
imprecation that drove Kirsten insane with jeopardy, unable to face
the prospect of yet more time sentenced to this tiny hell.

“But perhaps a little
addition will help your education,” she considered, and vanished
from Kirsten’s sight. When she reappeared it was with a swollen
black phallus of corrugated rubber, the leviathan seemingly forged
from a series of black rubber hoops. The base flicked out clusters
of rubber nodules and two metal shackles.

The crotch strap was opened and
the woman pulled it up and away, dragging the inflated balloons
out, punishing her as they started to stretch her wider and wider.
Kirsten burbled and wept, fighting to endure, levying her muscles
to them to assist in ejection. But the Mistress merely let go just
before they reached their widest diameter, placing responsibility
for their ejection solely on Kirsten.

“Come on, slave, you can
get them out if you try,” she smiled, folding her arms to watch
Kirsten’s berserk exertions.

With a strain she sought the
last millimetres that would cause them to pop free but they were
just too big. With her face crimson from toil, Kirsten vent a
despairing mewl as her body failed her and her tracts gulped the
terrible orbs back in, swallowing them in full.

“Oh, such a pity. You
almost had them out, slave,” she commented and again the Mistress
started to pull on them.

“Maybe this time,” she
added, bringing Kirsten almost to the point of freedom, her sex and
anus churning with the effulgent tempest of absurdly stretched
flesh.

“There you go, all yours,
slave,” she said, releasing the toys and leaving Kirsten to endure
the harrowing ordeal of throwing her devotion to them and then
being foiled as she lacked the strength, causing them to roll back
in and swell her innards once more. Kirsten wailed her misery as
they slithered in.

“There there, slave.
You’ll manage it eventually,” said the officer, stroking Kirsten’s
naked thighs as she lay splayed in the open bowl. The woman’s hand
grabbed the strap and started to slowly pull, savouring the deed as
she watched the bloated black balloons gradually emerging from
Kirsten’s insanely dilated orifices.

“Pleeeease, Mistress, oh
they’re too big. I…I…” she began, her words becoming lost as she
was forced to grit her teeth, the width of the emerging orbs
bringing more distress than she could stand.

“Hnnnnn!” Hissed Kirsten,
her face aflame, her senses dizzy as she fought to spit them out
when the officer let go. “Oh, oh god, nooooo!” She howled when they
were once more devoured by her innards.

“We’re really going to
have to train these holes to be tougher than this, slave,” tutted
the woman. Snatching the crotch strap she drew them all the way
out, the last portion that Kirsten could not handle causing her to
buck and scream before they popped from her tortured
tracts.

In the wake of the crotch strap
the fetters were applied to her ankles, locking them together as
her legs were folded back within. The head of the dildo touched her
sex, the dark length slick and dripping with lubricant. With a
demanding shove the Mistress leant her weight to Kirsten’s ankles,
using them to shove the rod in. Kirsten jerked to attention and
flailed in the bowl, still unable to get out. The creation hauled
her open to a terrible degree, filling her with the ridged shaft,
bouncing her tracts on it until the small spines were pressing into
her.

The lid was fastened tightly
down and she regarded her tormentor with a frantic longing, a
tear-flooded stare that was totally ignored as she strode from the
room. Kirsten tried to get the accursed toy out, her pudenda
pulsating from the stringent violation. But when she kicked out,
she only gained a small measure before the ceiling of the ball
stopped her, causing the dildo to ride against her and stop before
she had any hope of getting it out. Her muscles clenched to it,
trying to regurgitate the rest but the toy was too stiff to
accommodate her desperate wishes.

The closure of the door
restarted the lessons of her new stature. The ball began to roll,
throwing her against the studs that scratched and the hairs that
itched so hideously. And now, as her body rose and fell, falling
about the close interior, the dildo was shoved into her and drawn
out, the relentless tumble causing her to drop onto it and add to
her ordeal.

The speakers boomed out, telling
her how worthless she was, that she was only fit to obey her
owners, that her handler was a superior whose will she was to
acquiesce to without pause, who she was to worship and adore. The
words told her that mutants were evil, that only through obedience
and suffering could she gain redemption, that she deserved no
better. And as this litany of hatred and subjugation bored into her
thoughts and stamped its sour footprint upon her subconscious with
indelible clarity, the wild plethora of lights and colours kept her
awake and disorientated, confusing her senses, preventing any
resistance to the indoctrination from forming. There was to be no
denial of this reshaping of her options and beliefs, it was
inevitable and she was only bringing more pain upon herself for
trying to hold it off.

Perhaps if she had been more
vigilant and passionate in her quest to stand against these racist
scum, she might not even be here. When the Human Rights
representatives had started to canvas her area she had ignored
them, thinking them harmless racists, that no one would be stupid
enough to listen to them. But then they had started to spread.
Posters started to go up. Meetings were organised. More and more
people had been drawn into its web of prejudice.

Pro-mutant wings began to open
up to combat their adversaries, fighting to counter the lies and
exaggeration being used against all mutants. But many had suffered
as she had suffered and were hesitant to affiliate with an open
mutant group lest they expose themselves as mutants and draw the
derision and distrust of their co-workers and loved ones. This left
only those who were obviously afflicted by warped gene strands or
who had the courage of their convictions to stand up and resist.
The fact that most pro-mutant activists were visibly different only
seemed to give the Human Rights Party greater strength, the blatant
alien quality of those that dissented bringing them openly to
people’s attention and drawing their mistrust and outright
revulsion. Stores started refusing to sell to known mutants.
Vigilante groups took to the streets to protect against mutant
terrorists and criminals who according to the media and the Human
Rights Party were rampant and merciless. Gangs of monster bashers
began to corner local mutants, beating them senseless or even
killing them. If their victims resisted and used their abilities in
defence there always seemed to be a camera on hand to capture the
image and use it as an illustration of the mutant penchant for
criminal undertakings.

She should have stood up. She
should have done something to combat the rising ill feeling. But
like so many others she just hid herself away, looking out for
herself, intent only on making sure she remained uninvolved and
hoped it would all blow over on its own or with the support of the
pro-mutant factions.

The leaders of these groups
started to be arrested, exposed as drug dealers, thieves, sex
offenders, adulterers. To her it was blatantly obvious that they
were being methodically set up, yet to the average citizen such
scandals simply proved that mutants were as twisted and debauched
in mind as they were in body. The belief that mutant genes made one
prone to anti-social excess became standard and strong.

Local elections started to be
won over by Human Rights candidates. This led to Knights of Genetic
Purity outposts springing up like tumours across the country, their
bastions of hatred enlisting the untamed, raucous mobs that
patrolled or ambushed, the thugs easily swayed. Once taken in their
indoctrination was flawless.

Kessler’s rule had begun to
gather momentum day by day and it was then that Kirsten had
realised that negligence and complacency had just cost mutants
everything they had. She moved suddenly, setting herself up in a
city in which there was no one she knew and then sealing herself
away, making all the preparations to thrive without ever having to
open herself to the seething loathing without. She had no one to
leave behind, no one to miss her, for even though her parents tried
to retain the semblance of love it was clear that they were
succumbing to the doctrine and were questioning their daughter’s
every action from the day she was born, turning ordinary childhood
events into acts allocated to mutant subversion and inherent
evil.

If only she could have her time
over again. To have raised her voice, to have been a normal bodied
mutant standing up for her basic human rights, maybe it could have
made a difference, maybe it would have spared her this nightmare.
Perhaps she deserved this fate because of it. Maybe her lack of
certitude was being punished appropriately because as she had
settled herself in as though under siege she had let others suffer
and die for their mutual cause, fighting for those like her as she
failed to even recognise their efforts.

Her inaction had aided the enemy
and now she was being prepared to fully take an active roll in
their assistance. It was ironic that she had not helped mutantkind
and was now going to be turned into a tracker and murderer of them.
The disgrace she felt and the shame of becoming what she knew was
inevitable ate at her viscera and it was this more than anything
that made her will to rebellion flag. She had already damned
herself through her actions and there was no way for her to atone
for her many grave felonies.

Without warning the dildo broke
into activity, retracting back a short way and then pumping into
her as the entire surface shivered with intense oscillations. The
spines at the base thrashed with thrumming vibrations, ones so
intense that when they brushed her vulva and clitoris they were too
shocking to endure, making her kick out to avoid their touch. The
sheer bliss of the thrashing toy was tempered by its size, her womb
having to grow used to the size before she could gain any real
pleasure from it. But slowly the pounding insertion and retreat and
the shuddering surfaces started to work her towards orgasm. The
words of the litany flowed through her mind as she dwelt in
nirvana, drinking of the underwear and her bondage, her body unable
to move as she tried to stretch and writhe. The hot tide of climax
drew ever closer, her legs fighting to straighten out from the
vexing folded pose.

Suddenly the toy stopped,
deserting her at the point of release. Kirsten flashed to
attention, her eyes jolting open as she roared her outrage. This
couldn’t be, she needed this too much to be denied. One pathetic
hint of pleasure in all her agony, was that too much to ask?
Thrashing against her cell she only made her ordeal worse, the
hairs and studs, the tight containment ripping at her psyche as the
speech continued to educate her in her furious fit of anger and
panic.

Finally she calmed herself and
simply chose to remain slack, sobbing quietly as she rolled
endlessly over. Then the toy began again, grabbing her senses and
bringing her up through the heady folds of bliss, onwards to final
release.

“Oh please god, no! Not
this! Anything but this!” She cried out, unable to bottle up her
sheer mortified anguish. She was going to be kept frustrated,
teased endlessly and always denied, made to squirm and enjoy her
captivity before the cruelty of denial, and all the while her
libido would be ever swollen, increasing her hunger, making her
more susceptible to her training.


Chapter Sixteen

 


 


Dawn crept up on her swiftly,
the sun falling across Maria’s legs and stirring her from her
indolent torpor with its warmth before the dazzling rays entered
her eyes and awoke her fully.

The bonds were still secure and
the fleeting notion that she had dreamed the entire sordid
entrapment fell away in a cascade of shattered hopes. The lengthy
imprisonment was driving her mad, the perpetual gnawing boredom and
frustration eating at her reason with a frenzied longing. The gloss
fabric was an impermeable shell that denied her sweat an escape
route and the dampness her ordeal was cursing her with lingered
beneath the material like an insidious spectre, the dwelling of
this trapped moisture against her skin bringing with it a barrage
of cramps.

How much longer would he hold
her in this outlandish pose? Already large sections of her limbs
were numb and senseless, all feeling having been stripped from them
by the cords and her twisted posture. Would the duration have
impeded circulation long enough to cause permanent damage? Had this
maniac crippled her with his lust for bondage pursuits?

For long periods she had been
straining to use her latent powers, her capacity to move objects
merely by thought was minuscule, almost absent, but Sarah had been
teaching her the basic precepts to increase it. On a good day, with
a lot of concentration she might be able to move a penny a few
inches so the chance of aiding her situation with this minute
influence was a stupid plan, but one that helped distract her from
her travail.

The day exploded across the
skies with a sudden burst of golden brilliance, flinging aside the
few paltry clouds of morning to reveal itself in all its ardent
splendour. The warmth of the dawn increased steadily, forming into
a heat across her PVC-wrapped flesh, the burn of the piercing rays
filling her twin hides and adding to her discomfort.

The door swung open and her
captor strolled in. Wandering past her with a blasé attitude his
hand absently reached out and stroked her presented belly, the soft
artificial skin smooth to his touch and polished to a glittering
sheen. Letting the digits wander further he treated himself to a
caress of her breasts, kneading the soft, plastic covered cleavage
with a self-satisfying relish.

“Mmmm, hard to believe
you’re a mutant,” he murmured, airing his private thoughts as
though she were not a true sentient being but a possession
incapable of independent thought.

Grabbing the crotch rope where
it crossed her navel he gave a few teasing tugs, making it grind
against her clitoris and wring further weak whimpers from her
sealed mouth.

“Now, let’s get you out of
these bonds.”

Merry digits played at the
knots, systematically setting free her flesh, the long forgotten
concept of movement leaving her to languish upon the chair until he
closed a fist to the crotch rope and drew her forward. Her spine
gave several moist crunches and she gasped as she collapsed into a
warped wreck, her body too accustomed to one position to accept
another so abruptly.

Her back throbbed as he set
aside the instruments, leaving her unable to resist him as cast
open her legs and lowered between the splayed limbs. With a weak
pawing motion she tried to deny him, her arms doing little more
than causing a pleasing caress as the PVC sheathed palms grazed his
torso. She stiffened suddenly from the act of being penetrated and
from the frantic savagery of his assault, her legs pushing out, the
heels snagging the carpet and blocking her efforts, her enfeebled
muscles unable to defeat even this slightest anchor. Grabbing her
biceps at the meeting of glove and uniform he squeezed and pinned
them down, holding himself up by pressing down on the flesh.

Maria cast her head from side to
side as she struggled to get out from under him, the only sight
that filled her gaze was his leering countenance as he rode atop
her.

The clamping hold on her arms
became even more unbearable as he climaxed, his fervour making
spasming flushes run her limbs when he filled her rear and then
dropped atop her, as though he had ejaculated all strength and
vitality from his entire form. Lost in shock beneath this dead
weight, she breathed in stuttering wheezes, her features
shrivelling into a sneer as he drew free of her womb and lifted
himself back onto his feet.

Refastening his trousers he drew
in a deep breath and looked across the maid sprawled beneath his
feet.

“Get up,” he
demanded.

Still phased by the violation
she failed to comply, prompting him into taking up his weapon and
skimming it to her bare hips. With a yelp into her smothering gag
she flipped over and forced herself onto all fours.

With a flick he extended the
coils of rope and swiftly fastened it back around her hindquarters,
creating bonds about her waist and down between her legs, putting
several knots across the front to make it even more unbearable a
partner.

“Tidy your appearance,” he
commanded.

With a grimace of strain she
rose up onto her knees, her body wobbling slightly as she drew down
the tight folds of her dress, the apron emerging from the meshed
wrinkles and restoring her facet as a maid. The slight ridge of the
crotch rope was easily visible on the tight sheath, hidden from
view.

Looking up through the holes
over her eyes she chewed upon the cloth and openly glared her
contempt, safe in the knowledge that it would be lost within the
shadows of her hoods.

“Good girl, now take that
brush and start cleaning the floor,” he ordered, denying her use of
the vacuum and making her perform the laborious chore with a small
dustpan and brush.

Taking the tools she looked at
them for a moment and then panned her gaze across the room. The
delay brought a spiteful response and the crop sung upon the air
before depositing a livid streak on her thigh.

“Get moving, I want this
done today!”

With a sense of stewing anger
and resentment she turned and moved to the wall, beginning her
menial task and swearing vengeance on the villain with every brush
stroke. As she crawled around the room, each movement made the rope
chafe her loins, her body hot within the uniform, her jaws aching
from having been kept apart, her various stark weals responding as
her outfit pressed onto them.


Chapter Seventeen

 


 


Jessica closed her eyes and let
her head loll back as the warm pelting jets of the shower bounced
on her neck and breasts. Savouring the massaging drizzle she ran
her hands down her form, adding to the sensual indulgence.

The thought of Kirsten, held
tight, being taught to adore her, the dildo keeping her horribly
frustrated was arousing Jessica immensely. When she had been
tugging at the bladders in her slave she had yearned to straddle
the supine face and force the girl to pleasure her, but she had to
try and keep herself from such temptations. She had a duty, she a
responsibility, she couldn’t let herself be swayed by a pretty
face, no matter how much she wished it.

The training of mutants to aid
in the hunting of their own was a chore few had the stomach for,
but Jessica reveled in it. She gained almost spiritual fulfilment
from breaking the very souls of her allotted subjects, in turning a
civilised, resistant mind into a slathering adoring beast. The
giddy heights their homage and devotion brought her to were more
potent than any drug and she would never relinquish this posting
for anything. Promotion offers had come and gone without acceptance
for to take any higher position would carry her from the training
ground and here she was happier than at any other time in her
life.

Now that Kirsten had sunk deeper
into the programme and had responded well it was certain that she
was not going to have to expel the girl and send her to a camp. She
was glad that Kirsten had given in, she didn’t want to lose
her.

Jessica was now safe to twist
the indoctrination to a more satisfying angle. It was time to
totally shed her uniform and purpose and incorporate some real
pleasure into this scenario.

The Hedonistic pursuits in her
training were justification aplenty for her, but the more rational
psyche of her mind could just as readily approve her actions to
those who did not share her love of domination. Even though all
moral objection at the torture and abuse she so loved to mete out
had fled with her conscience the occasional pang required a decent
excuse to merit such atrocities and soothe the restless cadaver
that was her pity. Of late she had forced herself more and more
into reminding herself of her responsibility and the party
doctrine. Kirsten was seducing her with her anguish, the alluring
slave having charmed Jessica with their first encounter. She still
wanted her as her slave and her pet, but she wanted to be more
tender, to let herself love her slave and hope that adoration was
reciprocated, even if she had to force it into Kirsten.

She couldn’t fall for her.
Mutants were dangerous. Time and time again they had proven that
they were all to ready to use their unholy powers for the
advancement of their own goals, regardless of law or the welfare of
others. Removing them from civilisation kept them from further
corrupting the gene pool and kept humanity safe from their deadly
excesses. Incarcerating these beasts was near impossible, their
eerie abilities able to baffle or break any cell, their chaotic
elements making containment amongst normal prison populations a
severe hazard. Of course, even imprisonment in the specialist
Sanctuary camps was difficult and by no means able to permanently
house them, thus the camps had to be brutal, to work them to the
very brink of total mental and physical collapse, to keep them too
weak to fight back or try and escape. If they should lack the
constitution to endure the harsh regime, so much the better, for
then Mother Nature had one less festering mistake blighting her
face.

Slamming her fist to the wall,
Jessica tried to keep these thoughts in place, to brush the image
of Kirsten from her mind and the temptation of that young hungry
body. She had never been this torn before. Every slave had been
shattered and rebuilt, letting her take pleasure solely in this
reprogramming. But now she was having alien feelings for the girl,
a fondness that had kept growing with every torture she inflicted.
She had tried to be cruel, but her compassion kept slipping in.
What was happening to her? Was she loosing her edge? Was she past
her prime as a pitiless dominatrix? Maybe she should take some
early retirement before her failings were discovered. Down here she
was safe, the sole ruler of this domain, able to do as she wished,
safe from prying eyes. But what if this deviation revealed itself
in the world above? She’d be finished. She had to stay focused for
her own sake and for Kirsten’s because if she failed to break the
Kirsten then the girl would end up in a camp and despite her most
fervent wishes to the contrary, Jessica couldn’t bear that
thought.


Chapter Eighteen

 


 


The inculcation therapy of the
lights and belittling words ended and the ball ceased its endless
tumble, leaving Kirsten to settle into one position, the studs
digging into this one side and remaining there, her skin chafed by
the rub of abrasive hairs, her womb raw from the endless teasing
ravishment.

The lid opened and from her
supine position Kirsten looked up to regard a radical and
disturbing change in her trainer. The woman was adorned in latex,
the fabric stretched across her body in taut panes of darkness. A
jacket was buttoned shut about her torso her hands held within
tight gloves, the fabric turning each digit into a dark phallic
rod. Rubber tights flowed down below the hem of the jacket to enter
laced ankle boots. Her fearsome cosmetic shades retained her
saturnine countenance and a peaked cap of rubber left her eyes
bathed in a soft shade.

The officer reached in and
removed her thong from Kirsten’s perspiration-soaked face, taking
it away as Kirsten struggled to lift her legs, the dildo slowly
emerging as the weary limbs battled to get it out. With a final
hiss of strain the massive insert popped free and she straightened
her aching legs, barely able to get her toes onto the lip of the
bowl.

“Are you ready to get out
slave, or shall I leave you in here for longer?” She stated with
bland tones.

Kirsten gurgled and fought
afresh to crawl out, her limbs finding renewed life at the prospect
of a continuation of the solitary lessons in obedience. With a
tremendous effort of her willpower she thrust her body into
activity, her long neglected and stifled muscles sparking into
life, defeating their lethargy and lifting up over the lip of the
hemisphere. With a shriek of strain she clambered upwards and with
a final supreme tax upon her every fibre she put enough of her
weight on the other side to tip the precarious balance and carry
her over. She landed with a loud clap, the impact virtually
unnoticed by her punished flesh, the extra bite of the studs a mild
distraction from her residual trauma.

After removing the fetters
responsible for bearing the dildo the Mistress tugged the crotch
strap shut and took an ankle, drawing Kirsten away from the orb and
deserting her upon the cold steel floor. As she lay upon her back,
her arms folded across her chest, she stared blankly at the
ceiling, her mind too numb to think, the words of the teachings
rolling around in her skull, an eternal looped performance that
constantly reinforced her ability to submit.

The controls at the wall
prompted action from above. The machinery beyond the metal plates
of this Stigean domain cranked into activity, opening a small
portal that spat forth a fat manacle and then a stout chain, the
links manifesting from the darkness and lowering to hold the
restraint above her. The cuff turned slowly in the light, the dark
leather winking seductively.

A soft click of stiletto heels
paced across the chamber and stopped beside Kirsten. Turning her
eyes she looked up across the towering woman’s black skinned,
impermeable body and into eyes laden heavily with malice and
lust.

“Lick my boots, slave,”
she purred.

Without hesitation Kirsten
hauled herself onto her flank and put her lips to the ankle boot
before her, lapping at the material without any care for her own
dignity. The fact that she was not perturbed by such submission was
nowhere near as troubling as the dark satisfaction she was finding
in grovelling before this woman, the feeling of being totally owned
and controlled by a superior granting a soft haze of comfort.

Coating the footwear in a thin
layer of saliva she felt her left ankle being taken up by the
woman, the creak of latex as the officer bent over being a
lascivious noise to her ears. Her ankle entered the leather
restraint and it was buckled tightly shut as she continued to
slavishly adore the footwear, her sex growing damp with sexual
need, her long frustration making her burn with prurient
hunger.

A plain strap grabbed the other
ankle and bent it back to touch her rear before entwining the top
of the same thigh.

Without warning the boot fled
from beneath her tongue and the woman returned to the wall where a
bulbous tipped digit pressed a button, creating a sudden flurry of
cranking tunes from above. The chain started a slow retreat,
lifting Kirsten’s leg upward, a gradual rise that created a wrench
at her hip as her abdomen was tugged into the air and the latex
straitjacket issued squeaks as it skipped across the ground and was
also borne aloft. Kirsten groaned as the hold made her leg well
with internal flashes of pain, the tormenting of her joints and
ligaments bringing her to the limit of her endurance. Her shoulders
bore the remainder of her weight and then with a pendulum swing she
entered the air to hang by her left ankle. Squirming in her bonds
she gritted her teeth tightly and screwed her eyes shut in a bid to
bolster her reserves of stamina, her folded right leg striving to
break the belt ensnaring it so effectively.

“You realise why I am
doing this now, don’t you, slave?” Inquired the officer, sauntering
back and slipping a gloved hand to Kirsten’s loins, massaging the
latex strap and moving the slack inflatables back into her tracts.
An inflator was applied and given a few squeezes to bring them to a
more obvious size within her, but nothing like she had endured
before. The officer began to shuffle the sheathed dildos with the
hand that caressed the crotch strap and Kirsten squirmed from this
teasing tickle.

“Yes, Mistress,” she
rasped, the tight balls rocking within her, distinct and
succulent.

“Then tell me, slave,” she
asked softly, continuing the playful treatment.

“Because I need to be
taught to be obedient, Mistress,” Kirsten replied, the words
branded deep into her soul.

“And what are you?” Added
the officer, hooking a thumb and finger under the strap, pulling at
it and then letting the rubber force the escaping orbs back
in.

“Your slave, Mistress,”
whimpered Kirsten, the feeling of such play making her ravenous for
more decisive stimulation. She had never endured such sexual famine
before. In her home she indulged whenever the inclination took her,
now she had been offered release and deprived to such degrees that
she felt as though her belly was going to ignite from the heat of
its rabid thirst.

“Excellent. And you want
me to whip you, because you deserve it, because you need it,”
suggested the officer.

“Yes, Mistress,” Kirsten
replied, unable to understand why she was agreeing with such words
but believing them wholeheartedly.

The officer smiled and returned
to the wall to select a leather thonged cat. Combing her fingers
through the strands she surveyed her captive, the mutant’s face
flushed from her inverted confinement, a struggling pressure
afflicting her head as she lay helpless before the looming
attack.

With a drastic swing the knotted
tentacles etched into Kirsten’s stretched thigh, the thin cords
striking the soft flesh without relent, painting the white skin
with red weals that pounded with a deep throbbing pulse.

Jolting and bouncing upon her
joint Kirsten strove to break her bonds and escape, the application
of the scourge too much for her to bear. Any wish to remain quiet
or plead for mercy was lost to the tempestuous nature of the
Mistress’ assault, the pain of the ordeal reserving her breath only
for howls.

The flogging ceased abruptly and
the officer began to fondle the abused flesh, tracing her fingers
along the routes of the welts she had deposited. Kirsten panted for
breath, her stare fixed to the slender legs before her, the dim
reflection of her own inverted face distorted and conjured within
the fabric, the image twisting as the muscles below the impermeable
surface flexed.

Copious trickles of sweat ran
from Kirsten’s chin as they slipped from beneath the sweltering
folds of the straitjacket, the salty torrents making her close her
eyes as they stung her vision before vanishing into the damp
strands of her hair reaching out for the floor.

Turning about, the officer
wandered away, her departing image captivating the dangling
prisoner. From a compartment came a clear box of small, yet harshly
sprung clamps, the tiny jaws being opened to snag a pinch of her
racked leg and compress it, the bite upon the already punished and
well-tenderised skin elevating their mere crime of nuisance to a
far greater felony.

Stifling a choked cry Kirsten
contemplated imploring for release, but feared the consequences of
such an action too much. Thus she bore her abuse with grumbling
moans, hissing through bared teeth as the startling pains settled
to a more steady and deep ache.

The strap traversing her crotch
was unbuckled and drawn free, the sheathed bulbs sliding free of
her raw orifices and being released to dangle and flap against her
belly. Fingertips brushed her damp loins, making her shudder.

“What a lustful slut you
are, quivering at the slightest touch. Well I shall cool that heat
of yours, slave.”

A quick trip to the wall saw her
return with a tray of ice cubes, the frozen squares releasing a
faint cascade of wispy trails as she bore them to the suspended
captive. Popping one of them free the officer drew the ice across
the inner thighs, cursing the flesh with its arctic nip before
cramming the nugget into her rear. The shot of cold that ran
through her breached sphincter made her muscles clamp against the
Mistress’ intruding fingers and Kirsten let out a shocked squeak.
The frozen cube began its descend, spreading a chill freely though
the warm flesh, making her tracts cramp up in sudden fits, twisting
them and leaving her stomach curling and knotting as more of the
baleful cubes were forcibly injected. Her frantically clenched rear
was unable to deny the Mistress entry, the shock of their initial
effects ebbing as the membranes were left insensible by the extreme
cold.

Grunting with the effort of
weathering the insertions her resolve snapped as one of them was
shoved into her sex, sliding in and instilling its numbing stab in
her womb, the lingering finger denying her the chance of
regurgitating it.

“Mistress! Stop!
I…”

“Be silent unless I ask
you a question!” Snapped the Mistress, suddenly ramming her digits
further down and adding others, the bunched fingers wrenching open
her womb and stretching it to a hellish degree. With a shriek of
pain Kirsten jerked and spasmed on her bonds, the trespassing hand
grinding deeper, forcing onward to make her suffer all the more for
her crime.

Twisting, the latex fist rotated
and dragged the slick walls of her sex upon its fabrics, making her
yowl from the atrocious maltreatment. A pivoting tug yanked the
extremity free and brought a searing but welcome end to the
chastisement. Reminded of the consequences of speech, Kirsten
remained quiet as the process of application continued where it had
left off.

Seething with the rigours of
taking this abuse without complaint she kept her mind focused on
her taciturn goal and awaited the expenditure of the tray’s
crystallised cargo.

The fight to eject these
internal enemies was useless, for the arrival of another kept the
previous deeply immersed and once she was able to get them to the
lip of her openings, they had melted into a slight spurt of soiled
water. The last cube slid in and the crotch strap was hastily
reapplied, plunging the dildos back into her tracts and preventing
her from spitting out the baleful burden. Extra inflation made the
bladders lean their might against her innards, stuffing her tracts
and plugging up her orifices. Even so, the reservoir began to seep
from her belly, the waters eventually trickling from around the
inserted toys and running the length of her torso, weaving through
the studs and feeding their passage with the slick layer of sweat
the latex and her torment had coaxed from her skin.

The removal of the pegs was as
anticipated, the denied feeling washing back as a sudden stabbing
peak that was bolstered by the extraction of the others until all
were freed and her leg was allowed to let its pain dwindle.

“You’re doing well, slave.
Shaping up nicely into a good little pet. Maybe that deserves a
little treat,” wondered the officer.

With a shudder the chain began
paying out its length, lowering her to the floor and into a slack
mound. The Mistress set free the snared ankle and Kirsten breathed
a secret sigh of profound relief as the bonds of her straitjacket
were relinquished, the latex garment loosening its hold and then
coming away, the material crackling as it stuck fondly to her hide.
The sudden cooling influx of air as her darkness shrouded skin was
exposed began to swiftly strip away the fevered perspiration. When
Kirsten looked down across her body she found that the patterns of
shallow bruised indentations gave her flesh an unnatural quality,
making her skin seen as though it were not her own. Only her
abnormal healing power had prevented severe damage from such
containment, regenerating her skin almost as quickly as it was
harmed.

The Mistress strode away,
leaving Kirsten to stretch her arms, swimming in the excellent
feeling of being able to move unhindered once more. However, when
she turned about she saw the Mistress tightening a plexus of
leather straps about her girth, the strips holding an oversized,
bulging phallus at her belly, the toy erect and ready to defile the
helpless servile.

With a startled expression
Kirsten froze in confusion, her course of action unclear. Her
instincts were for flight, but her subconscious was telling her to
stay and not disregard the laws of compliance the Mistress had set
down. The first time this woman had used such a toy on her it had
been a willing exchange, more so for the fact that Kirsten was in
charge, her payment to the ‘whore’ giving her ultimate authority.
How different the situation was this time.

“Recognise this, slave?
It’s much bigger than the first one, but a little reunion might
help remind you that you are mine,” she commented, running her hand
along her artificial manhood as though she were trying to keep it
erect with a teasing fondle.

In her gloved hands the woman
gathered a mesh of leather, the purpose of the bizarre tangle
unknown to her. With a brisk shake she opened the tentacles and
leaned down to apply them. Flipping the unresisting Kirsten onto
her back she encircled her waist with a wide belt that was
tightened to a fierce clinch. Two cuffs at the sides snared her
wrists, keeping her hands trapped at her hips. A pair of long
strands reached down from her sides, the adjustable stirrups ready
to accept the officer’s heeled boots. Kneeling before the trembling
slave the Mistress reached up beneath Kirsten and closed fists into
the damp hair and tugged, causing her spine to arch as her head was
towed and her neck craned painfully back.

The woman stared down into
Kirsten’s eyes, keeping her gaze locked to that of her wild and
angst-riddled subject, intending to savour every subtle nuance of
her suffering and bemusement.

The tip of the dildo began to
jab at her sex, seeking entry like some wayward serpent in need of
accommodation. As the point of entry was located the woman began to
slowly ease forward, studying as Kirsten tried to deny ingress with
a fierce contraction, the slow, relentless penetration forcing open
her barriers and drawing out her defeat.

“That’s it, slave. Fight
all you want, you can’t resist me. Whatever I want to do will be
done, whatever I want you to become, you will become. If I want to
make use of your body, I can, you can’t stop me. I own you,” purred
the woman, her breath racing as she licked her lips, her intense
enjoyment of this act obvious.

The rod slid slowly deeper and
her lips reached the root of the weapon, the Mistress drawing out
the full measure of Kirsten’s defeat, emphasising her rule through
penetration. Once inserted all the way she began to slowly rock it
back and forth, using the stirrups to keep reign on Kirsten,
kicking back with each thrust to increase the depth of the stabs
and make sure Kirsten could not escape the lethargic
desecration.

The heat of friction accompanied
the fires as her scalp was tugged, the Mistress glowering down at
her through bared teeth, her lips furled back upon a snarl of
delight. To deny Kirsten any semblance of pleasure she alternated
between her rear and her pudenda, starving her of orgasm.
Meanwhile, a slight degree of caress from the movement of the dildo
teased the officer, the fabric of her tights letting the base of
the phallus rub against her sex, granting her a covert rapture that
would only grant climax through prolonged stimulation.

Continuing to ride her slave the
officer maintained her quest for this goal. She pummelled Kirsten’s
pudenda until she was starting to near orgasm and then changed to
her rear, thrusting the dildo into her rear until she had calmed
enough to permit the plundering of her womb without the hope of
immediate orgasm.

Kirsten panted and gasped,
sorely tempted to beg for release, to grovel and offer anything if
the Mistress would just let her come. But she knew if she broke the
cardinal rule of silence she would have to wait even longer,
perhaps be denied for good, so she held her tongue and patience and
prayed.

Only after an eternity of steady
violation to both orifices did the woman’s twitches and panting
breath betray her acquisition of fulfilment, her hands pulling back
even more drastically to have Kirsten yell out in suffering. Riding
upon this glee for long minutes she finally drew free and lifted
herself back onto her feet, unfastening the device with trembling
fingers and then setting Kirsten free of her bonds.

“There, that feels better
doesn’t it, slave. I know I do,” she crooned, knowing that she had
only added new fuel to the bonfire of Kirsten’s lascivious state.
Now how about a game? I want to play with my pet, and if she’s
good, she’ll get what she wants,” she announced with
joviality.

A section of wall opened to
grant the officer a strenuous corset, the leather garment shaped
drastically to haul a figure into an absurd hourglass. Standing
Kirsten up without word, the woman made Kirsten step into the loose
sheath before she hauled it up and straightened it.

After being lowered to the floor
face down a foot stepped onto Kirsten’s back and the laces began to
draw inward, closing the jaws of the voracious corset until it was
squeezing against her flesh. The impediment to her breath rose as
it clutched ever tighter to her ribs, compressing her more
ferociously as the officer stole away inch after inch. Clawing at
the ground Kirsten wheezed and twitched, the potency of this
garment readying to crush her ribcage with its ferocity and only
once it had attained an unbearable peak did it stop and seal her in
with the looping of the laces about her middle.

A studded collar was added to
her neck and a thin chain was looped upon a ring in the wall and
the link of both ends padlocked to the collar, confining her to one
corner of the chamber. A set of stockings were offered as her only
other attire and Kirsten eased her legs into them, savouring the
soft gentle glide of the fine denier fabric across her skin.

The officer opened an alcove and
removed what appeared to be a tranquilliser gun and a box of darts.
Leaning back against the wall she popped a dart into the breach and
cocked the weapon before levelling it at Kirsten.

With fright suddenly washing
through her she backed warily up, the sight of the muzzle aimed at
her filling her with jeopardy. Her back bumped against the wall and
she began to slip down, terrified, her pulse quickening.

“Masturbate,” curtly
demanded the woman, flinging a vibrator across the floor. The small
white rod bounced and then skidded until it struck the wall next to
her.

Tentative fingers snaked out and
closed hesitantly about the solid plastic toy. Slowly hauling her
frame back up Kirsten strained for fresh breath against the
confines of the corset, aghast at the command and hesitant at the
prospect of making a public display of herself performing such an
act.

The delay resulted in a
compressed cough from the pistol and a dart sank into her thigh,
the tiny needlepoint bringing a sharp stab of pain and then a
searing jolt of fire that swept through her every cell as a voltage
burst ripped through her system. With a shriek of agony she dropped
heavily to the floor, prevented from fleeing by the leash to her
collar, the electrical shock leaving her dazed and trembling, her
body resounding with the aftermath of the attack.

“I said masturbate,” she
demanded, reloading the weapon and taking fresh aim, the darts
proving to hold a high capacity battery rather than a sedative, the
projectile spitting energy rather than a chemical into the victim’s
anatomy.

With her senses returning slowly
Kirsten spied the vibrator where she had dropped it and reached out
to pick up the forsaken tool. Another soft wheeze of gases preceded
a puncture to her bicep and she was lifted from the cold metal
ground as a huge spasm ripped through her frame, the intense shock
as brief as it was agonising.

Rolling onto her side, her teeth
chattering as the shock of her pains continued to gather, she
steered her body onward, crawling towards the vibrator that had
sprung from her grasp once more. A hot sweat had arisen across her
skin, the product of the voltage cascade and her limbs were lax in
their response to her demands.

Trembling fingers closed about
the plastic shaft and drew it down as the dull click of the pistol
being readied filled her with dread.

Lowering the device between her
legs Kirsten began to comply with the iniquitous demand, any sense
of pleasure lost as she was humbled by this demeaning exposure.

“Turn it on!” Came a terse
order amidst a soft hiss and the light jab of an injected prong
into her shin.

Arching her back, her mouth
snapped open to unleash a howl of anguish, the eruption of sound
duplicating an eruption of lightning torment through her body.

Collapsing, she coughed and
swallowed, her eyesight blearing as she fought to bring herself
back to animation. Loose fingers fumbled at the base of the device,
seeking the switch she had been ordered to flick. With a surprising
amount of effort she set the toy into buzzing life and returned to
her onanistic task, her heart being torn by derogation as she
performed before the gaze of this woman. But as the device
shuddered upon her starved clit she started to melt into the task.
Quivering on the floor, squirming with rhapsody, she fixed her
stare to the latex contours of her owner, aching to lick and touch
them as her orgasm slowly started to flower through her body.
Panting, her ribs fighting the corset, she tightened her body,
fighting to continue, the sheer intensity of release magnified
countless times by her constant denial.

Squealing in ecstasy she jerked
and danced on the floor, filling herself with joy before dropping
into a slack heap.

“What do you say, slave?”
Sternly advised the officer.

“Th…thank you, Mistress.
Thank you for letting your slave come,” she hoarsely sobbed,
floating in the wake of one of the most delightful climaxes she had
ever had the fortune to apply.

“Now polish me, slave” she
ordered, removing a can of spray and a cloth before wandering over
into Kirsten’s restricted area of motion.

Employing a nervous hand Kirsten
reached down and took hold of the tiny darts. With a sudden gasp
she yanked one out and cast it aside before turning her attention
to the others. After tugging each one from her body she crawled
over to the nearby Mistress and accepted the proffered cloth.

Spraying the fabric, Kirsten
began to gently rub the material, her single descent forging a
glittering sheen. Starting at the officer’s shins she began to work
upward, the Mistress standing like a statue, hands on hips and
glaring down at her as she attended the task with a reverent
awe.

Rising upward she began to
acquire greater trepidation with regard to attending her any
higher, and as she caressed the latex thighs, the firm flesh held
within the tight shell she swallowed her hesitation and began to
shine the rounded buttocks and belly of the tights. The Mistress
closed her eyes in delight at the feel of the slave humbly wiping
the cloth across her abdomen, piquing Kirsten’s enjoyment in the
devoted toil.

Once every portion of the tights
was raised to a perfect finish the Mistress snatched the cloth out
of Kirsten’s grasp and moved back to admire the workmanship.

“Well done. Not a bad job
at all.”

A fond pat on her head preceded
the removal of a can from the walls, the thick paste within being
spooned into a bowl and presented for her starved devouring. Before
Kirsten could feed, the officer drew her arms behind her back and
tied elbows and wrists together into a tight stem, denying her use
of her arms. Without care as to the manner in which she was
behaving Kirsten began to wolf down the food, sating her hunger as
the Mistress opened a small hatch, the aperture revealing a small,
low ceilinged chamber.

“In you go,” she stated,
indicating with a wave of her hand as Kirsten looked up from her
empty dish. “But first, kiss my boots to show your
thanks.”

Licking the last morsels of meat
from her lips she straightened with difficulty, the corset biting
in with terrible might as she crawled over on her knees, dropping
back down so she might place a single kiss to each of the Mistress’
boots before obediently shuffling into the small cell.

The door hissed shut and locked
with a peel of clicks, sealing her in. Surrendered to the inky
blackness she knew there was nothing to discover in the cramped
interior so with sleep washing up from kinship with the darkness
she laid out and stretched her body, letting herself plummet
recklessly into deep sleep as the food she had ingested tried to
negotiate the compressed paths of her stomach.


Chapter Nineteen

 


 


An enthusiastic gust pushed her
hair over her eyes, forcing Sarah to look away and clear her
vision. Holding back the wild strands she looked over the row of
shops once more, their festering backs utterly different to their
preened and welcoming front visages. The neglect gave the area a
seedy quality, making her fear for what might be occurring within
the decrepit faced flats.

The group had discovered that
Maria had been detected and chased but the Stalkers were forced to
conclude that she had eluded them after a long and fruitless
search. Turning to possible hiding places the group had followed
sightings and general information to this area. Able to move
amongst the people by day Sarah had used her extra sensory
abilities to dredge within the subconscious minds of various
locals, covertly scouring into their engrams and examining them. By
looking through their eyes at the events of previous times she
could look purposefully into the periphery zones, areas that the
viewer had not troubled themselves with by the granting of
attention but which she was fully able to scrutinise.

A commuter had spotted her
ducking into this backstreet and a woman hanging up her washing had
ignorantly caught the image of Maria’s feet disappearing into a
window from the corner of her eye.

Was she still inside? The
possibility that she had killed the occupants to preserve her
security was remote. Maria did not have the temperament for murder.
Even bigoted KGP were only slain in absolute self-defence. So why
would she still be present within this flat? Turning away, she
moved for a house that looked onto the backs of the shops, keeping
her eye trained for Stalkers and readying her mental powers to
baffle and beguile the occupants into letting her in as though she
were nothing more threatening than a beloved relative. With the
denizens bewildered she could watch from afar and see what was
going on before breaking in to determine the truth for herself.
Study would discover if it were a trap and if not she could easily
use her powers to barge an entry and recover Maria if she were
present.


Chapter Twenty

 


 


Jessica meditated on whether the
rest of the country would respond as she did to her dominating
role, for the authorities were already drafting a possible law to
strip every mutant of rights, reducing those not deemed a threat to
society as little more than slaves. The populace had been
indoctrinated to such a degree that they would readily see the use
of non-dangerous mutants as chattel, but she also wondered how they
would react once it came to light that around ninety percent of the
populous had enough genetic anomalies to place them in this caste.
They might not have abnormal visage or attributes but they would
still bear enough defects to be classed as ‘impure’, and once the
regime was established, it would be too late for the enslaved to do
anything to escape their fates. The need for every species to keep
a fluctuating gene pool to assist evolution was the key, causing
almost all save a rare few to bear the occasional hiccup of DNA,
and these few were almost always exclusively female. The imminent
mass scale of the subjugation only made such a prospect all the
sweeter.

But her prime dilemma was
whether her slave was ready to receive the suit? Rather than risk
imprisoning her early, she decided to run a final test.

Touching the wall, the cell door
slid aside, letting the dull light seep into the small prison of
her slave. The influx that banished the night stirred the prisoner,
causing her to lift her head and open heavy eyelids to regard her
oppressor.

“Out,” she demanded,
making the near naked form arise and slither out, swaying slightly
from the dizziness of her rude awakening.

Once out of the low prison, the
door shut in Kirsten’s wake and she was led out into the heart of
the room.

Taking hold of the laces,
Jessica began to untie the bonds of the corset, setting the
stringent apparel free and causing the girl to groan as her body
bemoaned the sudden loss of that which had cradled it, her flesh
having grown used to the crushing scaffold.

Jessica stepped back and issued
her first order.

“Masturbate,” she
uttered.

The girl obeyed without pause,
looking up and dancing her fingers upon her sex until she was
shuddering under self-induced orgasms. She was a gorgeous sight,
her athletic form jerking as she gasped and sobbed with pleasure,
her breasts bouncing with her cavorting reactions. Jessica could
feel her libido rising as she considered making carnal use of the
delicious physique grovelling before her. But she had duty to
handle first.

Slaves were at their most
resistant when sated, the corked libido being a prime force in
ensuring successful control. Comprehensive instalment of chastity
devices on all slaves was a notion being developed by some of
Kessler’s labs.

As the slave continued to attend
herself, Jessica marched to the wall and removed a lengthy cane,
the slender bamboo stick aching to inflict misery. Kirsten cried
out and flapped upon the floor, riven with ecstasy as she finally
released her pent up desires, her eyes locked to Jessica’s
boots.

“Stop. Now get up and bend
over. I am going to beat you, and you are not to flinch or make a
sound,” she ordered sternly.

The slave arose slowly and
folded at her middle, presented her naked rump for attention.

“Spread your legs wider,
and take hold of your ankles,” she demanded, causing the girl to
instantly comply, offering up the cheeks of her rear and the backs
of her thighs for methodical targeting.

Taking a stern grasp of the thin
implement, Jessica drew it back like a springed joint and with the
application of all her strength she swung the tool in to smack it
across the proffered flesh, the cane instantly drawing a vibrant
weal and making the buttocks ripple.

Four of her harshest strokes
failed to make the girl move, her need to obey overwhelming her
natural response to the bite of the weapon. Another three were
added, the last gaining a slight quiver but little else. The girl
was ready.

“Good slave,” she
remarked, noticing tears running down her face, her breath uneven
from the grand trial of enduring the beating. A weak smile emerged
across her lips as she regarded Jessica, accepting her hand and
placing a single humble kiss upon it.

Using the collar and a leash,
the slave was taken from the chamber and to the initiation room.
Sashaying down the passage, her rubber skin slick upon her, Jessica
gave soft tugs to the chain links, relishing the feel of the naked
humble woman at the other end following diligently behind, obsessed
with the alluring form controlling her so methodically.

The room itself was not a large
place, its duties being rarely called upon because of the extensive
time it took to prepare or rather break a slave. A single sunken
vat occupied the centre with controls and monitoring stations
situated in an adjacent booth. Two metal crosses with copious
trammels rose to lean against the wall, two pneumatic guns hung
nearby, the weapons akin to riveting tools. A heavy chair, like a
barber’s but with numerous added restraints lay beside them with a
range of strange implements hung across its back while a number of
cylindrical flasks adorned the shelves upon the walls, each one
holding a dark ragged root in yellow fluid.

The slave was unmoved by the
sight as she was taken to the side of the vat and laid face down,
her stockings removed and her legs splayed apart with the nudge of
Jessica’s pointed boots. The girl was truly submissive now, broken
down by the indoctrination and by the depths to which Jessica’s
cruelty had taken her.

With the captive locked into
this position by fright, Jessica took down one of the flasks and
after setting it aside took up a pair of long surgical gloves. With
savouring haste she slid her hands into the tight sheaths,
clenching them into fists to relish the feel of the thin latex
stretching over her knuckles.

Unscrewing the lid of the jar
she took up the large root, its tendrils dripping with the
sustaining fluids as she shook free the excess and brought it to
the slave’s rear. A soft murmur escaped the girl’s lips as the
eldritch item was introduced, the bizarre nature of the ordeal
shocking her dazed senses as fingers controlled her slack orifice
and made it amiable to the entry of this warped creation. Forcing
it deeper, the black plant slipped into her and began to ride
onwards, facilitated by the slick yellow slime of its cultivation,
loosing itself in her tracts as she shuddered from its clammy and
chill passage. Still she did not speak.

Slipping her fingers from the
slave, Jessica guided her into the vat and held her slave’s head up
with a fist applied to her hair. The moment the nude form sat down,
two panels slid automatically from the side, emerging just below
floor level, closing at her neck, the small aperture there
accommodating her throat and trapping her body inside.

Leaving what seemed to be her
slave’s disembodied head upon the floor, Jessica proceeded to the
control station and after scanning across the readouts to check
that all was in working order she activated the mechanism.
Immediately, a warm thick sludge began to fill the inner chamber in
which her slave had been trapped, the viscous fluid rising up
around her ankles, flowing forth to fill the vat to her neck, her
body being completely submerged. The captive moved about, churning
the liquid, feeling a terrifying tingling upon her skin as she
fought the drag of the treacle, afraid of the unknown, confused but
unable to disobey by speaking without permission.

Jessica spied the fright
prevailing across her face and emerged to reassure the faithful
pet. The latex-sheathed form of her oppressor towered over the
diminished prisoner, the girl’s gaze set at ankle height and
looking up a mountain of dark impermeable skin.

Removing her jacket to expose
the latex bra she wore, Jessica cast it aside and put her hands to
her hips, glowering down upon the tiny form far below—so powerless
before her will.

“There is nothing to fear
my pet,” she stated. “A layer of engineered living tissue is being
cultivated across your skin. It has some of the properties of a
plant, and is exceptionally durable and tough. It feels like latex
but can seal any cuts and damage like a living thing. The root will
grow and affix to this layer and feed it, keeping it alive and
healthy, digesting your waste so you need never leave it. Your new
skin will remove sweat, dead skin, faeces, everything, and as the
root grows into your innards, it will anchor itself there and can
never be removed.”

The girl looked shocked,
horrified, but could clearly see that resistance or complaint was
futile. Fresh jewels of sorrow began to form in her eyes.

Without word Jessica removed a
gag from the collection of tools behind the weighty chair and
returned to crouch before the submerged form, the latex of her
tights creaking as she lowered before the terrified features of the
girl. Pushing her fingers into the prisoner’s cheeks, the jaws
parted without resistance and accepted the large solid ball as it
was forced in. Closing the buckled strap tightly about the back of
her slave’s head she cupped the captive’s chin and lifted her
tear-filled, humble gaze from her legs and into her eyes.

“It will take a day to
establish the layer, then I will return then to finish the
procedure,” she announced, and rose to leave the slave to her
inexorable fate. The sight of her was proving too distracting.
Jessica’s need to relieve her sexual tension was becoming
overwhelming. Once the slave was in her skin, then she would be
removed from at least some temptation. Kirsten would be even more
compliant once she had been transformed, and then perhaps Jessica
could let herself be more indulgent with her slave. Until then she
needed to stay clear headed, and that sultry innocent form was
making it difficult to stay in character.


Chapter Twenty-One

 


 


Kneeling on the floor beside
him, Maria held the tray as motionless as she could. Watching him
eat, bearing the tray with its cargo of condiments and drinks as
though she were an inanimate table, he seemed barely aware of her
presence, treating her as though she were truly a piece of
non-sentient furniture, his attention locked upon the
television.

A deep grumble emerged from her
own starved stomach, the frugal measures he allowed her being
insufficient to keep her hunger placated. The famine was serving to
make her more amiable to performing as required for her meal,
either through carnal acts, fellatio, or in demeaning acts such as
auto-eroticism or begging like an animal, all of which she had done
of late to gain the most meagre nuggets of sustenance.

Setting his emptied plate on the
tray he stretched out along the couch and reached forth to absently
twist her nipples, his arbitrary sadism making her pant through her
nostrils as she sought to endure his harsh play. The pinches made
her wince and the tray wobbled unsteadily as she fought to keep her
balance.

With a slothful pull he opened
the zip at her mouth and drew out the saliva-sodden cloth, setting
the rag aside and indicating the leftovers on the plate.

“Set it down and you can
feed,” he permitted, but as she reached out to take up the dish,
the cane leapt into his palm and danced twice on her
arm.

“Feed like a dog!” He spat
with a smile.

Settling back with glee to watch
her lower with arms wide and lap at the meal, cleaning the plate
with her tongue as it strained out through the metal cogs of the
zip, his sense of amusement had him radiate his joy at depreciating
her thus.

“Now, how about something
to wash it down,” he muttered with wicked secrecy, the signal of a
zip lowering making her heart sink.

Settling into an upright
position he beckoned her forward and closed his palm about the nape
of neck, guiding her mouth down onto his erect penis, the sight of
her under his power rendering him fully erect.

Lounging back he returned to
staring blankly at the television as Maria complied with his
demands and began the required act. It was more strenuous than
usual because he kept stopping her as he neared the point of
climax, letting his lust retreat so that he might savour the long
build up once more without the culmination that would end his
fun.

Residual whiplash began to send
out prickly riots through her neck, the muscles pushed to tolerance
and beyond, her neck aching and weak from the constant rocking
motion.

After what seemed like hours of
this constant stimulation he ascended to a point where he could not
be denied and closed his eyes in delight, letting her continue
unopposed before he growled and tensed. His soft murmur of ecstasy
was accompanied by the revolted gulps of Maria as she downed his
issue and wept with self-pity at the injustice of her lot.

As though she were no more than
a toy to be discarded after use he pushed her aside and set his
feet up on her back. For several hours she was deployed as a stool,
her body gradually going numb as her blood flow was subjected to
the tourniquet of her folded limbs and the bite of her tight
uniform.

The weight on her back came away
and with a push to her hip he rolled her onto her side where she
flopped like a stranded turtle, grimacing in her mask as the
assault of pins and needles bounded through her starved
tissues.

“See to the dishes,” he
ordered, and ignored her presence as she gathered up the cutlery
and plates from the meal and carried them to the
kitchen.

Escape was a paramount concern
to her, but sealed within the uniform and without any other clothes
available to her she had no way to move unnoticed back into the
wilds. In her current garments she would be picked up in seconds,
and horrendous as this perverse confinement was, it was nothing
compared to life long servitude and slow demise in a Sanctuary
camp.

Performing the last of the
washing up she set the final plate aside and hauled off the rubber
gloves that had protected her PVC ones. The delayed realisation
that she was out of his vicinity and not gagged struck home and she
turned her appetite to the fridge. Listening for sound of his
movement within the next room she slyly opened the small door and
felt the cold wash of air slip over her legs, revealing the array
of succulent foods on offer. Taking only from sources where she
could rearrange them and conceal her theft she began to lightly
scavenge, the delight in the tastes fleeting as she stuffed them
down and gained only a cursory moment of relish before the hazard
of being discovered forced her to gulp it down half-chewed or
swallowed whole.

The door swung open and her jaw
fell agape as she turned to see him brazenly exposed within the
portal, a wide and monstrous smile dwelling on his lips, a strap in
his hands.

“I knew you would do
something like this. So you’re hungry eh? Well I’ll teach you to
thieve from your superior!”

Wilting as he stomped forward
she lifted her hands as a shield to defend from the first blow,
only to have one of the protecting wrists grabbed and used to haul
her up onto her feet. Cowering, she was held firm and a chair swung
into the backs of her legs, folding the joints painfully and
dropping her into the seat.

“Please, I’m sorry, I
didn’t mean to, I—”

A backhand slap span her face
aside and filled the cheek with a deep throb.

“Keep quiet!” He
rumbled.

Opening a drawer he removed a
bundle of washing line rope and began to tie her down, using coils
to pin her shins to the chair legs, to fasten her waist and chest
firmly to the back, with her arms laced together and affixed down
the back. With Maria fully and comprehensively restrained he tugged
at various strands to ensure she was held tight and took out his
belt to affix it tightly around her head. The leather strip closed
around her brow and formed an anchor that accepted a rope and
hauled her head painfully back before connecting to the rear of the
chair. With her face lifted up and her mouth held ready for
attention he turned to begin his task in lustful earnest.

Removing tin cans from the
cupboards he started opening them, preparing a huge menu. Thinking
him ready to begin cooking the foods she was unperturbed as he
started rummaging in the drawers again, only to have him lift a peg
and a short, wide section of sundered pipe, the stubby rod being
brought to her lips. The peg clipped her nostrils shut with a harsh
pinch and his fingers dug into her cheeks with increasing strength,
breaching her maw with main force and then shoving the pipe in. The
diameter of the rod kept her jaws wide, preventing her from closing
them as he held it in place, her tongue squirming as she gagged
upon the intruder.

Taking up the first can of cold
beans he lifted it over the wide funnel he had created and with
unbound rapture began to pour. Maria gurgled and her eyes bulged in
calamity.

“Swallow them!” He
demanded, and set the can aside to take up the strap and begin
clapping it to her thighs, making her jolt and send bubbles of her
breath through the smothering layer of beans. Straining at the peg
she fought to gain access to air as she tried to gulp down the cold
fare. Her contorted pose made it difficult but with a few manic
attempts the last of them disappeared down her gullet and left her
coughing and spluttering for breath, her lungs having been tainted
by residual droplets that she had accidental inhaled with her first
frantic wheeze.

Another deluge from the can fell
in, her oppressor suffocating her with food until she had guzzled
it. With jeopardy encouraging her, the last of the can was
swallowed only to have a tin of peas lifted up. The rough greens
were harder to cope with because she was unable to chew and they
stuck in her throat and went down with an obstinate defiance.

As the dregs of the contents
vanished he took up a large can of ravioli.

“No more, I can’t eat
anymore,” she implored, her words distorted almost beyond
recognition because of the pipe.

“You should have
considered that before you stole from me.”

The can was dumped in before she
had finished imploring, cutting off her words and preventing a
preparatory inhale. With less breath stored she had to act quicker,
her mind churning as she sought to access air. Straining against
the ropes she maniacally took huge swallows, her stomach protesting
at the overlarge influx.

The cold pasta disappeared and
left her retching uncontrollably, the overflow of her ordeal
trickling down either side of her mask as the cold lumpy flow
trickled down into her belly. The chill from the ingested
substances spread throughout her gut and wrung punishing myalgia
from the innards that had her jerking against her bonds, as it
demanded that she double up in pain, only to have the ropes thwart
such wishes.

Lifting a can of soup high over
the pipe he began to steadily pour, drawing out the application and
making her jolt as she strove to keep pace with him. Her stomach
was full to capacity, there was no more room, yet if she stopped,
she would drown. A rash attempt to draw air before the reservoir
was fully drained threw her into a berserk panic, squirming against
her bonds as she hacked and cast the fluids from either side of her
mouth, her shuddering head spilling them as her lungs spasmed and
tried to force out the accidental influx.

An entire tin of rice pudding
was cast in and he dropped the emptied vessel to grab her chin and
hold her still, leaving her unable to free herself of the well of
pale sludge. With every gulp her belly strained with a struggling
force, her innards ready to split and rupture with the application
of another single morsel. The sense of calamity was rising with
every gulp she took down, and if she could have, she would have
screamed for help, save that her cries would only rob her of
valuable breath that was better spent keeping her alive in the face
of this assault.

The pipe was yanked out and the
belt unbuckled to set her head free. Before she could respond, a
plastic bag was drawn down over her head, the opaque white pane
settling over her face and being closed at her neck by the
entwining belt. The plastic hood was left baggy, allowing her to
draw in breath and have the last of it hampered as the dwindling
balloon stuck to her face and made the acquisition of a full breath
a vexing feat. With her respiration curtailed and leaving her to
the heat of re-breathed air he chuckled and simply deserted
her.

The banquet she had been
force-fed was not resting easily and it constantly rose up to seek
escape, forcing Maria to battle against her spasming canals lest
she fill her tiny prison with the semi-digested meal. Cursing her
oppressor for his actions she had no choice but to endure the
bloated pressure languishing in her gut and fight to keep it there
against all reason as she struggled for air and to slip the woven
coils, the very act of breathing a chore within her bondage. Was
there no hope of salvation? Anything was better than this.


Chapter Twenty-Two

 


 


Churning the thick ocean in
which she was held, Kirsten pawed at her body, the thick film of
the sludge having settled and congealed across her flesh. For hours
after her introduction she had sought to force out the root, but it
had lodged deep inside her and become lost. When sudden painful
cramps began to rock her rear she knew it was spreading its
influence, the sensation steadily escalating until she felt a soft
tickling plaguing the orifice. The prickling feeling kept growing
in ferocity, forcing her into conducting an examination.

Taking hold of the stubborn
layer that was constantly growing on her, she braced and pulled at
the new skin covering her rear, unleashing a howl of pain as the
synthetic skin held to the roots of her hair and kept its teeth
fixed in her pores. The shallow holds upon the hair of her rear
came away only after a fearsome nightmare of suffering that
impressed upon her just how immobile the layer would be once it had
sunk its claws all the way into her.

Panting, she probed her rectum
and found to her horror that several small stalks had wiggled out
of the orifice. Taking a pinching hold of these growths she tugged
and found them secure, the root having send probing tendrils out to
access the cultivated skin.

Wailing in utmost disgust and
mortified angst she breached her rear to gain better purchase on
the stems and fought to haul them out. But any tug echoed
throughout her stomach, a thousand cilia clasping to her innards
and promising to tear her apart before allowing themselves to be
dislodged. With a keening wail of despair she let herself go limp,
this disfigurement and baleful treatment too much to cope with, the
sheer purgatory of her defeat fully installed.

She yearned to ease her despair,
to pleasure herself in the hidden slime of her prison, but should
she do that, she might let some of the liquid in and grow its
cloying layer in her womb. Frustration was a heinous burden, she so
longed to touch herself, her hands often drifting across her body,
weighing up whether she should do it or not. The mental picture of
her owner filled her every thought, the longing to be bound, to be
trained, to be made to suffer and serve throbbing in her mind. It
was over—she was broken. She was a slave.


Chapter Twenty-Three

 


 


The interior of the bag ran with
rivulets of Maria’s moisture-saturated breath, her face slick
beneath the hood, her hair damp and letting trickles run her spine.
The nausea of her force-feeding was still evident but to a much
lesser extent, leaving her to the chuckling rustle of the bag as it
inflated and shrivelled with her breath, and her bound body
languished impotently within the bonds of the chair.

Fixing her mind to a single spot
she pictured the buckle of the belt starting to open, the leather
strip shuffling back, moving under her guidance. The simple lesson
of telekinetic ability seemed easy when Sarah showed her, yet when
she needed results more than anything she could not achieve the
most minor response. Again and again she tried, applying fury and
frustration until her mind ached. Then she followed a new path,
calming herself, emptying her head to try again, all to no apparent
effect. After hours of trying she finally felt a slight movement at
her throat but it was all too brief.

Elated at this minor
accomplishment she continued but could not reproduce the effect,
and though it had not gained her release she was overjoyed that she
had succeeded for it meant she had a chance of developing this
power, of using it and exploring it until she could augment her own
escape.


Chapter Twenty-Four

 


 


The door slid aside and exposed
the Mistress, her form clad in a basque of leather that followed
her salacious contours and captured fishnet stockings to hold them
up and beyond the tip of her leather thigh boots. A plain thong
encircled her loins and leather gloves were embellished with
studded wrist straps and a matching choker. She strode forward with
her usual regal disposition and stopped before Kirsten’s head.

“You’re in luck, slave. A
prototype addition to your hide has been developed, and you are to
be the first to gain it. Already a photosensitive layer of cells
are being engineered as your outer layer of epidermis. The layer is
a shell of therm-optic multi-spectrum camouflage and what that
means in plain English is that you can use your abnormal mental
disciplines to regulate and control this shell, refracting light
across the spectrum to leave you a total chameleon. You should be
proud, you are to be the first hound that will be virtually
invisible. And you can thank me by licking my boots, slave,” she
insisted, her gloved fingers removing the gag and opening her
slave’s dry maw to the task ahead.

With an awkward enthusiasm
Kirsten began to lap at the pointed toes, stretching her tongue as
far as she could to access the boot that filled her vision.

The tang of the leather had her
swimming in her submissive role, her place at the mercy of the
woman an intense experience. Her hand lowered between her legs, the
shell of skin now grown across her sex, allowing her to stroke
herself, the glorious pleasure of her masturbation making her all
the more enthusiastic for her task.

“Such a dedicated little
slave. I think I’ll put that eager little tongue to more work,” she
crooned and the woman stepped astride her trapped head, towering
over her and then sitting down, her thighs thrust to either side of
Kirsten’s face.

Without any trace of emotion she
shuffled forward and pushed her sex into Kirsten’s features,
clamping her thighs to the sides of the imprisoned head and locking
a hand to the back of her skull. With her nose being used to plough
into the thong, Kirsten was drowned in the scent of her owner’s
arousal, the joy she was taking in using her pet clearly evident.
Grabbing the thong she pulled it aside and drew Kirsten’s mouth
into the warm and humid intimate folds.

“Perform on me, slave,
show me how grateful you are for training you, making you my
property,” she whispered softly, already moving Kirsten’s head to
have her face stroke her womb.

Trapped and unable to resist the
order, Kirsten hesitantly changed from licking the boots to
nuzzling into her Mistress’ sex, flitting her tongue to make the
dominatrix shudder and increase the potency of her grip.

“That’s it my little pet,
oh, such a dedicated slave,” she purred, breathing deeply as
Kirsten shivered with rapture, tasting deeply of her Mistress,
adoring her with glee. Rolling her tongue deep, spilling the flat
against the roused clit, the scent of rubber was all around her,
the image of her Mistress’ arched torso before her, driving her mad
with lust. The task was one alien to her nature, yet she had no
trouble complying, her indoctrination and absolute love for her
owner leaving her able to commit any act to serve.

“We’re going to have such
fun, slave. I’m going to use you every day, have you service me,
worship me. You’ll suffer such indignities, such bondage, such
tortures as you’ve never dreamed of, and you’ll love them simply
because I do,” she crooned, airing absent thoughts, her mind
swimming in a sea of oral delight.

The officer continued to drink
her fill of Kirsten’s exclusive attentions, drowning in
pleasure.

“That’s it slave, keep
going, I’m almost there,” she hissed, clenching her teeth, her body
becoming tense as orgasm started to loom. The grip into Kirsten’s
head grew stronger, making breathing difficult, heightening her own
response to her hidden caresses. The Mistress released soft gasps
and croaks of ecstasy, smothering Kirsten completely until she was
compelled to shuffle back.

Setting her thong straight she
wiped a soft sheen of perspiration from her brow as Kirsten coughed
and recovered her breath, the tang of her owner still ruling her
tongue as she continued her sly masturbation. The skin that had
grown upon her was making it a laborious process, but she didn’t
mind, it drew out the pleasure, making the rise towards orgasm long
and succulent.

Turning around the Mistress laid
herself face down before Kirsten, perching her chin upon her hands
and staring into the face of her slave as she let her feet wiggle
in the air.

“Is my slave playing with
herself down there?” Asked the woman.

“Yes, Mistress, I’m sorry,
I couldn’t resist, not while you were letting me taste you,”
whimpered Kristen afraid that she had caused offence and would be
punished.

“I’m glad you were honest
with me, slave. And because you did such a good job servicing me,
I’ll let you off this time,” stated the Mistress, bringing a joyous
grin to Kirsten’s lips. “Are you near to finishing, slave?” She
added.

“Yes, Mistress,” humbly
answered Kirsten.

“Good,” she reported and
moved closer, pivoting her head and locking her lips to Kirsten’s.
Kirsten’s eyes bulged as she was kissed, her body livid with
jubilation as their tongues met and spiralled upon one another, the
penetrating kiss of her owner causing her to launch into shaking
fits of rapture, the arousal of being kissed by her goddess taking
her over the edge in seconds. Choking and spluttering, trying to
continue the exchange, Kirsten was overwhelmed with happiness that
her Mistress was once more becoming a more caring force in her
life. Now that she was truly broken and trained would this state of
affairs continue? Or would the woman revert again back to harsh
brutality?

Lifting up onto her dagger heels
the Mistress wheeled and departed, leaving Kirsten to her
initiation into the caste of a hound and a fleeting longing stare
to the leather-clad body she was pledged to serve and service.


Chapter Twenty-Five

 


 


The sound of movement about her
distracted Maria from the straits of her restraint. The belt came
away and the bag was tugged free, letting cool air wash away the
fires of her battle for breath. The fresh air she drew in was like
nectar to her lungs, so long had she dined on nothing but the
stagnant reprocessed atmosphere of her impermeable helmet.

A damp cloth wiped away the
encrusted debris from her feeding and the back of the chair was
snatched and dragged over to the kitchen window, placing her
directly in the sunlight streaming through it, the dim growl of the
nearby main road resounding softly without.

Brash hands stuffed the cloth
back into her maw, filling it entirely and sealing the zip over it
to prevent a willing departure. The same busy fingers began to
hoist up her skirt and lift it over her hips, exposing her abdomen
to the warmth of the golden beams. Her concern as to what her
tormentor was planning instantly leap up in degrees as he turned a
magnifying glass in the light, catching the sun and concentrating
its smile into a single dot of white heat. She jolted and bucked in
her bonds as he began to draw this speck across her inner thighs,
its speedy flight leaving a soft glow in its wake. The speck
abruptly stopped and backed up and away from her vulnerable hide,
the dot shrinking and making her scream as it scorched the tender
skin. Wafting lines of sweat steam arose with the acrid stink of
burned hair and he moved to focus his attention on another zone,
having left a ruddy blemish to mark his ministrations. The heat
welled into an inferno and with a squeal she spasmed against the
ropes. Another spot of skin was touched by the incendiary stare and
another, the man idly searing her with a lethargic glee, amused by
her suffering. The horror of this spiteful maltreatment was as
nought when it took a far darker turn from this childish game, for
he drew aim upon her loins, tracing burning paths across her pubic
hair, stripping it aside with a fiery beam before making the skin
wail. After meandering around the perimeter he closed in with
menace and began to attack her vulva and clitoris, the most
unbearable of torments sending her into delirious paroxysms.

Shrieking into her gag she
thrashed in her confines, unable to endure this level of abuse. The
session continued, his fixation for her suffering enlightening her
fully in the rigours of this abuse until she was left an indolent
wreck, her nose stained by the smell of her scorched loins and the
stripped hair, her skin coated in a gossamer layer of fevered sweat
that began to slowly vanish under the sun’s unmodified rays.

With his captive rendered an
enervated husk, he found no resistance as he untied the bonds and
dragged her from the chair, her limbs flopping weakly as though she
were half asleep.

Taking advantage of this apathy
he laid her out and roughly mounted her, thrusting into her with
malicious stabs, finding a diabolic pleasure in using his phallus
as a weapon of punishment. The tearing stabs animated her weak form
and made her gurgle as the violence of his assault tore at her sex.
With languid effort she tried to push him off, her muscles barely
able to lift her limbs let alone get him away. Snatching the
wavering wrists he pinned them down and ended his ravishment with a
final volley of merciless jabs.

Moving away, he tied his belt
tightly about her waist and rolled her over before drawing her arms
back, easily overcoming her token resistance and looping the freed
lengths of rope around her elbows. A tug made the joints touch and
a choked cry to rise from the smothering cloth in her mouth. Tight
lines entwined the forearms and culminated at her outwardly turned
wrists before lifting the arms up. Their twisted pose left her
unable to bend them and the excess coils of the rope were thrown
over her shoulders and dragged down to traverse between her legs
and rise between the cheeks of her buttocks. The coil threaded over
the belt and reached down to capture her ankles, dragging them up
as far as they would go and then remaining steadfast.

Without word he stepped away and
admired his handiwork before deserting her on the kitchen floor.
Maria was trapped in this painful contortion and was mindlessly
afflicted by her bonds for daring to undertake the slightest
movement. An attempt to straighten her legs pulled her arms up as
the rope chafed across her chest and gnawed at her sex, her raised
and turned arms already placed on the very boundary of snapping.
The further drag at the limbs caused her torso to buck with the
wrenching swell in her muscles and ligaments and any option to
alleviate this distress visited a similar trauma to her ankles.
Gasping and panting in this pose she returned to her telekinetic
lesson, fighting to keep her mind applied as she doggedly strove to
increase her powers, thinking only of escape, wondering how much
more she could take of this harrowing captivity.


Chapter Twenty-Six

 


 


The girl was asleep when Jessica
returned, her head lolling to one side, the black sheath having
grown up to her neck. Jessica reversed the flow and drew out the
volumes. After granting a small measure of time to allow the
unfastened residue to drip away she flicked a control and had the
lid opening. The slave dropped down, the fall causing her to
instantly awaken and with a gasp she found that her entire frame
was now coated in a skintight layer of shiny blackness. She
instinctively grabbed it, trying to move the organic fabric, but
tiny cilia had entered her pores to sup directly upon her sweat at
the source, anchoring the material to her.

Looking up she was shocked as
she regarded her oppressor in her military uniform, the dark attire
rigid and brooding, dredging up distant memories of her capture and
her early imprisonment, the engrams before this time now hazy and
indistinct, cloaked in a misty froth.

The officer took up her slave
and brought her to one of the crosses, setting her limbs along the
steel rods and buckling them firmly in place with the thin but
extremely dense straps.

After gagging her she took up
the nearest weapon from the wall and switched it on. The machine
gave a pressurised hiss and mumbled softly to itself as the
mechanism warmed up. Kirsten’s face contorted with terror as the
muzzle was pushed to her ankle and this expression formed into a
suffering grimace as a metallic shot echoed and a stab of pain
jolted into the skin.

The barrel came away to reveal a
small dull stud, the tiny addition thumping in her flesh like a
drumbeat. The Mistress moved up an inch and fired again before
continuing and depositing a line of dark cones equally along her
shin, at her knee and along her thigh before rising to her armpit,
each shot making her writhe and gurgle into the hard gag. She
thrust against the defiant bonds, dribble spilling from her lips as
tears trailed from her eyes, but there was nothing she could do
save pray for an end to this treatment.

The other side was similarly
treated and her subdued shrieks were ignored, the woman working
with swift and pitiless purpose. A ring of imbedded studs were
placed around her ankles and wrists and a line put along her arms.
A single cluster fired into her mamilla, and a triangle was laid
down against her pudenda, the impacts into this sensitive region
making her squirm all the more fiercely. Her neck gained a row, the
tiny spines being driven into her with the sensation of fiery
swords. Finally, as her torpid and exhausted form lay within her
bonds the woman unfastened her slave and turned her over. Any hope
that the ordeal was over ended when the straps were re-deployed,
holding her to the cross as the weapon was taken up once more.

Groaning in despondent fright
she felt the light touch of the muzzle and a blast of steel bored
into the back of her neck before the steady peppering of her spine
with the mordant thorns, each one wringing agonised howls deep from
within her assaulted and ragged soul.

Kirsten was barely conscious as
the Mistress addressed her, the woman moving to the booth to clip a
small box to her waist.

“The studs I have placed
upon you are sophisticated implants. They each hold a small wire
into your nerves and can call upon the electrical energy your suit
produces to conceal you, diverting this reserve to deliver shocks.
I can control these by remote and can regulate their severity to be
your primary means of chastisement, slave. Observe.”

Touching the small metal box on
her belt, their was a soft tremor through Kirsten’s flesh as the
studs kindled their strength and readied for their task, the
moments of delay all too brief. Suddenly, blazing tidal waves of
dissecting power were rolling throughout her body, ripping at her,
making every fibre of her being screech in its dire woe. Jagged
tongues of cyan power spat angrily from the small peaks, lighting
up her dark skin as they blazed with force. Nothing she had
undergone thus far had even come close to this level of diabolic
fervour. The mere touch to the button had created a brief shock
that had felt like it could annihilate her very psyche.

The straps groaned as they
sought to hold her, the seams barely able to accommodate her
paroxysms as she jolted and shrieked. The shock ended and she fell
limp, unable to move, her vitality gone, her lungs operating in
spasmodic fits. Small wispy trails of steam curled up from her
panting form.

“This is now the
consequence of disobedience, slave,” certified the Mistress, moving
over and running a hand along the quaking black skin of her
captive. “I hope you don’t give me too many occasions to use it.
I’m sure you’d prefer other rewards rather than this sort of
discipline,” she purred.

Kirsten hung within the
trammels, knowing that she was utterly defeated. There was to be no
returning to any other way of life now, she had been moulded in
body and soul to conform to the mannerisms and goals of a mutant
hound, and with the horrendous retribution of the electrode
implants, the option of defiance was even further distanced from
her mind. The Mistress had softened her manner now that Kirsten had
finally accepted her fate, and the promise of service to the divine
sadist made her slavery a welcome sentence, something that had
liberated her from her own self-induced imprisonment. Both of them
were now free to revel in their debauchery, to take their delights
in the giving and taking of pain and control.

 


To be continued…
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