

Training Mask

Jocelyn Gray


Disclaimers: This book contains explicit sexual content, graphic, adult language, and situations that some readers may find objectionable which may include: male/male sexual practices, multiple partner sexual practices, strong BDSM themes and elements, erotic elements and fetish play. This ebook is for sale to adults ONLY, as defined by the laws of the country in which you made your purchase. Please do not try any new sexual practice, especially those that might be found in our BDSM/fetish titles without the guidance of an experienced practitioner. Neither the publisher nor its authors will be responsible for any loss, harm, injury or death resulting from use of the information contained in any of its titles. Please note that this is a work of complete fiction; it is intended as a fantasy only. No act or description is endorsed by the writer, publisher, editor, or distributor. All active/relevant characters are consenting adults over the age of eighteen. This book may also include tacit or secret consent. This work is a fantasy only. Please don’t be offended. If at any point you find this content offensive, read something else.

Warning: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000. Don’t steal.

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED: No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover. This text is copyrighted. Your purchase allows you to one legal copy of this work for your own personal use. You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher and copyright owner of this book. This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload for free or for a fee. Again, don’t steal.

Publisher’s Note: This is a work of fiction. All characters, places, businesses, and incidents are from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual places, people, or events is purely coincidental. Any trademarks mentioned herein are not authorized by the trademark owners and do not in any way mean the work is sponsored by or associated with the trademark owners. Any trademarks used are specifically in a descriptive capacity. All characters should be assumed to be over the age of 18. The cover model is also over the age of 18.

First Edition

Electronic

©2023

Cover via Shutterstock.


Training Mask

She did it; she finally said yes!

Jessica didn't know why Ashley had changed her mind. In fact, the call had been completely unexpected; they almost never talked on the phone. Instead, they constantly traded text messages back and forth over the course of any given day. They’d been best friends since sophomore year of high school and had decided to go to college together. And now that they were "real" adults with careers, car payments and mortgages, they didn't get to see each other as often. But at least they could text.

This time, Ashley called.

"Is everything okay?" Jessica asked right away. When her phone first started buzzing and chirping for her attention, a jolt of nervous adrenaline shot through her body. She couldn't help it. Seriously, how many people actually used the phone for vocal communication? She and some of her other friends had joked about that quite a bit. One guy pointed out, "Seriously, I don't even know where the phone app on my phone is anymore."

"Everything is fine," Ashley reassured her.

"But?"

The quiet stretched between them. With each second, Jessica tightened her grip on the phone. This sounded serious, no matter what her best friend told her. Right when Jessica was about to speak, to ask and double check that everything was okay, Ashley finally said something, "Are you still selling the masks?"

"I am," Jessica replied.

"I might want to buy one," Ashley said.

"What? Really?" Jessica had been spread out on her couch. She sat up, and her spine stiffened her muscles turned rigid. A different kind of excitement rolled through her body.

"I'm serious—but I’m not sure," Ashley told her best friend. "Right now, I'm just considering it. Is that okay?"

"Absolutely," Jessica answered. "They're still pretty expensive. Are you okay with that?"

"I just got my bonus." Ashley didn't sound especially excited. "I haven't made up my mind, but I want to see what it can do."

"We can talk about it right now, or I can show you a video, or…" Jessica couldn't quite bring herself to finish.

Ashley didn't seem interested in any of those possibilities. "No," she said emphatically. "I want you to bring one over here. I want you to show me what it can do with Matt."

"Okay then," Jessica replied. She worked to keep her voice even and level. She was glad this wasn't a video chat, especially since she couldn't keep that grin off of her face. "When?"

"Now," Ashley answered with that same fierce determination. Only then it was easy to imagine her best friend, blinking and remembering where she was, "If that's okay with you. Look, if you're busy, we don't have to do this today. We can meet up whenever."

"No, no," Jessica reassured her. "It's totally okay. I'll be over in a few minutes."

"Perfect."

"Ashley?"

"Yes?"

"Are you sure everything is okay? Everything is okay between you and Matt?"

When Ashley spoke again, her voice was unnervingly calm and reasonable, "Everything is fine."

"You know, you can always talk to me."

"I know. Matt is a good guy, but I think this could be really good for our relationship, especially since there have been some…" Ashley's voice trailed off, like she did know exactly how to finish. Finally, she let one word pop out onto the air, "Revelations."

"Anything you want to talk about?"

"Let's discuss it you get here," Ashley said.

"Okay. I'll be over in a few minutes."

Before Jessica could hang up, her friend asked, "Jessica? Do me a favor. Bring your best training mask. Okay? I meant what I said, and I haven't made up my mind, but I want to see the very best your company has to offer. Okay?"

"Always the best for my best friend," Jessica said. Right away, she blanched. Really? That sounded so corny! But her friend started laughing, and Jessica joined in, and everything seemed to feel normal for the next couple of seconds, at least.

That sense of normalcy dissipated the moment Jessica walked back into her spare bedroom. Of course, as a saleswoman for the company, she was always in possession of multiple samples. She reached into the closet, founded the black case with the Prime X1 model. As always, she double checked to make sure the charging cable was inside and that the battery was already fully powered. Perfect.

She closed the case, locked it with her thumb print, and got dressed. Technically, she could have shown up at her Ashley's condo in her sweatpants and her favorite, loose T-shirt, but it didn't seem like a good idea.

What was she supposed to wear then? Jessica tilted her head to the side as she glanced back at her closet. This kind of question didn't usually bubble up, not when she was hanging out with Ashley. Sure, the girls had gotten dressed on countless occasions. From going to their first high school parties together to homecoming dances and Prom, they spent a lot of time doing each other's makeup and evaluating different wardrobe options. How did those jeans look on Jessica? What about this top on Ashley?

It probably helped that they had pretty similar measurements. Ashley was a little bit taller, her breasts were slightly larger, and Jessica had a slightly bigger butt, yet both girls had routinely traded and shared clothes throughout college.

It had been easy, especially while they were roommates.

Jessica thought of putting on her formal attire, but that seemed like it would be too much, especially because this wasn't an official sales call. For once, she meant it; she really did just want to help a friend. This wouldn't be the faux, parasocial dynamic created by a saleswoman and a random customer.

As Jessica worked her way through her closet, she found a denim skirt. It was cute, and she loved the way it fit, but a pang stretched down from the center of her chest and down into her stomach. She started to smile, only to frown because she couldn't remember who bought this originally. Had it been Ashley’s? Had Jessica accidentally stolen this skirt?

Maybe. Probably. That sort of thing had happened all the time when they’d lived together.

Jessica held the skirt up to her chest for just a moment. She exhaled slowly, reminded herself that things had to change sometimes, and tossed the denim onto her bed. Next, she picked out a cute T-shirt with a beautifully drawn red heart over the chest. Yeah, this was informal, but she was off to hang out with her friend, so it was fine, right? Besides, it wasn't like any of her managers or supervisors would be checking on her. Technically, she wasn't even supposed to be going to work today.

As she got dressed, she wondered what Matt had done. Up until now, Ashley had balked at the idea of using one of the masks. At he cheated on her? That seemed like the easy and most obvious possibility. Then again, Ashley would have just kicked him out.

...Unless she wanted to punish him first.

Jessica smirked and then finally burst into laughter at the possibility to cheated know why, especially because she had hung out with him before. He was a sweet guy; more importantly, he seemed to really be in love with Ashley. And yet, he was a guy. As far as Jessica was concerned, boys could be trusted.

She didn't know exactly where that instinct came from. Out loud and in public, Jessica never said anything to the men in her life. She had guy friends. And yet, there was always some distance, some barrier between them.

What if they broke up? What if Ashley dumped Matt?

No. Jessica forced herself to stop thinking about that possibility. Instead, she pulled on the skirt, her T-shirt, and she double checked her reflection in the mirror. She didn't bother brushing her strawberry blonde hair. Instead, she pulled it back into a lazy ponytail, and then she smiled back at the mirror.

She left her apartment with the case dangling from her grip. She drove a couple of miles, navigating the easy, weekend traffic. She pulled into the parking lot outside of Ashley's condominium building, got out, and headed into the atrium.

As always, Jessica was struck by the wealth that existed in this building. Aside from the fact that it was probably the tallest structure in the city, there was something daunting, intimidating, powerful, sleek, modern and unstoppable here. She didn't know how to name it, not exactly. Was it the raw ambition that seemed to inhabit all of the tenants and residents? Or was it something else? From the marble floors to the polished windows, the glass sculptures, the indoor trees, the flowers and massive open space on the first floor, it all seemed so ostentatious and unnecessarily expensive.

Since Ashley had already given her a key, Jessica swiped it through one of the readers, stepped into the elevator, and rode it up to her friend's floor. Only a few seconds later, she found herself outside of the door.

At this point, she lifted her hand, made a fist, and got ready to knock. She hesitated. Why? What was wrong with her? She was just going to see Ashley.

But something was different. What?

If she wanted to find out, she had to knock. Still, flutters of nervous energy brushed along the inside of her stomach.

"You're being silly," Jessica whispered to herself. That's why she tapped her knuckles against the door, puffed out her cheeks, and waited.

The door opened, and there was Ashley. Her friend, blonde and blue-eyed, could have been a model. Sure, Jessica was cute, but she always carried herself more like the girl next door, while Ashley possessed this almost ethereal grace. Sure, she could smile brightly and make everyone in a room feel amazing, but that wasn't how she looked at that moment.

Jessica didn't say anything. She dropped the case to the floor, reached out, and grabbed her friend. The two girls hugged for five, ten, fifteen seconds.

From one moment to the next, Jessica kept expecting her friend to draw back. But she didn't.

Finally, it was Jessica who actually nudged her friend back. "Hey, are you okay?" She kept her voice low, little more than a whisper. There was that soft, easy intimacy between two friends. She spoke like she just addressed some skittish kitty cat.

For a second, Ashley seemed to hesitate. That almost never happened. Strictly speaking, Jessica didn't know what her friend did for a living. It had something to do with finance. Maybe she programmed trading algorithms, or she just enticed large investors like hedge fund managers and pension funds to park money with her company, but it always seemed distant and esoteric. Whatever it was, it required incredible confidence.

Only right then and there, Jessica didn't see it on her friend’s face. Instead, Ashley kept her eyes and downward for a few seconds. Finally, she swallowed and peeked back at her friend, "It's fine. I'm fine. Everything is fine."

"You can tell me," Jessica said. She reached out, laced her fingers through Ashley's, and gave her a reassuring squeeze.

"I know," Ashley whispered back. Instead of telling her the truth, however, she reached up, ran her fingers through her blonde hair, tucked a couple of loose bangs behind her ears, and then she grabbed Jessica by the hand again. She pulled, and her friend just barely managed to remember to pick up the case before they disappeared into the expansive living room.

Unsurprisingly, Matt was there.

Seated on one of the black couches, he had his back straight, his hands on his lap. He was looking down at the floor.

"Hello," Jessica was about to say diplomatically, only something stopped her. She wasn't sure what you she couldn't quite explain it.

Ashley let go and headed over to the other couch. She sat down, spread out her arms and crossed her legs. In her black pants and white top, she looked both relaxed and powerful. Seated and spread out like that, she exuded an executive confidence; this was the kind of young woman who understood she could rule the world. Maybe she wasn't quite there yet. Perhaps she wasn't take CFO or a CEO, but it was only a matter of time. Smart, articulate, ruthless and capable, she’d get whatever she wanted.

Jessica loved that about her.

"Okay," Ashley said casually. "Let's see what you've got."

"You want the sales pitch?"

"I want the abbreviated sales pitch first," Ashley said. "Then I want a demonstration." All of the doubt and insecurity from the front door had fallen away from this beautiful girl. Instead, she radiated confidence, especially when she glanced over at her boyfriend.

"Okay then," Jessica said. It felt a little bit strange, a little bit awkward. Then again, when she first went in for her interview with the development company, Jessica had practiced her pitch in front of Ashley. At the time, she hadn't really known what she was going to do, especially since she hadn't worked in sales before. In college, she had done a couple of presentations, and one of her professors required her to write a pitch, but that wasn't quite the same.

After another couple seconds, she straightened her back and tried to remember that this was just a sales call; she had done hundreds just like this before. She had met up with powerful heiresses and successful businesswomen.

Resisting the urge to puff out her cheeks, Jessica began, "First off, thank you for taking the time to speak with me. Now, I'm not sure exactly what you’ve heard about these training masks, but I want to assure you that we sell one of the most effective products on the market. If you have someone you intend to train and discipline, this is the best way to go. Some people might want to rely on something more old-fashioned, something like a 'dungeon'." She flashed the air quotes, "But that isn't nearly as effective as what we have created."

That was the moment when she paused. She set the case down on the coffee table, popped it open after sliding her thumb across the reader, and then she pulled out the mask.

"It looks like a gas mask," Ashley pointed out.

"I hear that a lot," Jessica replied. "And, technically, it can function as one during emergencies, but it’s so much more." Jessica slid her hand down into the case, and she pulled out one of the controllers. "If you decide to make a purchase, you’ll also be eligible to download the control app. For now, feel free to play with the controller." Jessica held it out to her friend.

When Ashley took it, she immediately began to examine the different buttons.

"This is more complicated than I would have expected," Ashley replied.

"You said you wanted the best of the best," Jessica pointed out. Now that she was officially selling, it got a lot easier. She could see past her history with her best friend. Besides, maybe there was a little part of her that was eager to show off. Obviously, Ashley made way more than she did. Not only that, she had a boyfriend. But at that moment, Jessica demonstrate her own skills and talents. She was more than the shy girl Ashley had first approached in Mr. Calloway's English 10 class back at Monte High School.

Continuing, Jessica said, "First, I want to point out two very impressive features. There are the small storage canisters here. Each one is capable of holding more than twenty hours of compressed oxygen. They also have secondary compartments that can store any kind of sedative you might require." Before Ashley could ask any questions, Jessica continued. She understood the strategy; rather than let her customer get caught up with just one of the technological advances, she could barrage them with all of the latest developments, "Here, you have some of the most advanced glass in the world. It's shatterproof, can be tinted, polarized, or frosted. Over here, we have the charging port. The batteries can be replenished in about twenty minutes. If you prefer, you can actually just use one battery and swap out the other to keep all of the protocols active. The mask, I want you to notice, also covers the ears. It is completely and utterly soundproof. Yes, there are built-in microphones so that you can allow the wearer to he whatever you like, but that’s optional. You can give him silence, prerecorded commands and mantras, or you can speak with him in real-time. Additionally, there is a small storage device, so you can upload any kind of music or any other audio file you might want. Oh, I forgot," she said, lifting one finger. Of course, that wasn't entirely true. She hadn't forgotten anything. "If you really want to control the wearer's sensory inputs, then the screen can project any other recording you might like."

"Impressive," Ashley said as Jessica took a breath.

"We like to think so. Then there are the extra features. You'll notice that it isn't only the face that will be covered by the mask. It also includes this band."

"It looks like a collar," Ashley pointed out.

"It is, and it comes fully equipped with these prongs." She pointed out the smooth, silvery stubs along the interior.

"If someone is wearing the mask, can they speak?"

"There are internal microphones as well, and another set of speakers along the exterior. That said, some of our buyers prefer something a little bit more…" Jessica paused as though she didn't already know precisely what word she should use, "Visceral." She smirked. The corners of her eyes glinted with amusement, and her mouth rose up into a predatory smile. "There's an instrument that can be used to slide between the wearer's lips and teeth. The instrument comes with an effectively unbreakable balloon, and it can be inflated."

"Serving as a gag," Ashley said.

"Serving as a gag," Jessica repeated and acknowledged.

"It definitely has a lot of potential," Ashley said. "I'm hearing a lot of promises, but does it actually work as advertised?"

"You asked me to come here to give you a demonstration. I assume he's going to be the one wearing it?"

Before, they had been playing back and forth. These were two friends goofing around and playing pretend: the rich woman and the eager salesgirl. All at once, Ashley's expression shifted. Her lips hardened, and her eyes darted over to Matt. He had remained quiet through all of this. In fact, he had hardly moved.

"Yes," Ashley said. "Matt, I expect you to cooperate."

"I will," he promised. Then he opened his mouth and it looked like he had something else to say, only he swallowed back those words, whatever they had been.

"Come here," Jessica instructed.

Ashley’s boyfriend rose to his feet, walked to her, and that's when she lifted up the mask. For his part, he didn't want to close his eyes. And yet, the fear mounted. Maybe he had watched some of the videos online; perhaps he had simply stumbled across an article or an advertisement here or there. Jessica's company was bringing in a lot of money. There were lots of frustrated individuals out in the world who intended to train their partners.

Now it could be his turn.

The collar slid around his neck first. Then she pushed the rest of the mask up. The soft padding along with the faceplate pressed against his skin. The world looked normal enough through the transparent glass. Even when he exhaled, the smooth surface didn’t fog over.

"You can use the green button to activate it," Jessica said to her friend.

Ashley didn't pause or wait. She didn't consider this at all. Instead, she lifted up the controller, pointed it at her boyfriend, and tapped the green button. All at once, the automatic clasps and sensors activated. The soft padding tightened against his skin as the mask locked on.

"Right now, he can hear what we’re saying. If you want to turn it off at any time, you can use the controller. If you'd like me to explain any of the buttons, I'd be happy to do so."

"Actually, I watched a couple of videos on my phone this morning," Ashley said.

Jessica narrowed her eyes and itched to ask several different questions. Of course, she couldn't. Her friend would open up when she was ready.

"How would you like to begin?" Jessica asked.

Some of the frustration or anger dissipated from Ashley's face as she uttered two words, "Let's play."

He couldn't believe it. He couldn't believe he was actually wearing something like this. It seemed impossible—like something out of someone else’s daydream. As he had sat there and listened to the ridiculous sales pitch, Matt had itched to interject something. He was supposed to be able to argue. He was her boyfriend.

For a long time, he and Ashley had argued and flirted, constantly pushing and testing one another.

He remembered seeing her at an investment conference. She had looked amazing in her red dress. It clung tight against her skin, formal and gorgeous all at once. The textures seemed to slide and swirl along the contours of her body. Her black pumps had matched, and she had her blonde hair tied back with this dark red written. She wore matching lipstick, and she seemed so fiery and dangerous all at the same time. If someone hoped to find an image of a beautiful devil, it had to be her.

Matt had worked in IT at a different investment firm. He offered to buy her a drink, and she started teasing him by wondering aloud if he was some secret spy for the enemy and hoped to coax some strategic secrets out of her. That was when he surprised her by being honest, "I'm really sorry if this is presumptuous, but you’re the most beautiful woman I have ever seen. I would love to get to know you."

They chatted that night. Maybe she was a little bit doubtful, but she still opted to give him her number.

He texted her the next day.

They started talking back and forth. They went on one date, then another and another after that.

That’s when she made a demand. "If I'm going to be your girlfriend, I need to know something."

"What's that?"

"This is important to me, and it might sound old-fashioned, but I don't care. I want to know that when we’re together—we are together. I want to know that I'm the one you're thinking of."

"That's not a problem," he told her.

"That also means I don't want you watching porn."

"I promise not to watch any porn if you promise not to check," he answered with a sarcastic glint in his eyes.

Right away, he knew he’d messed up. Her eyes had hardened, so he solemnly vowed that he wouldn't do it.

He lied.

Her request seemed unreasonable. Besides, he was a guy. He had needs.

More importantly, she hadn’t checked, and so he hadn’t gotten caught.

…Until this morning.

They'd been dating for more than two years, and she had needed to use his computer. She opened up the browser, and she saw the tabs waiting for her: six of them, each one primed and ready to show a different video.

She had slammed his laptop shut, marched over to him, and demanded to know if they needed to break up. He had stammered out his apology. That might have worked. But then he instinctively told her that it was normal. It was fine for him to have an imagination and to want to watch those videos. This wasn't supposed to count as infidelity.

She had marched up to him, grabbed him by his shirt, and looked right into his eyes. Maybe he was taller than her by an inch or two, but that changed nothing, not when she practically glowed with this unbound fury. "I know about what you have been doing. I know you lied to me. You made a promise, and you broke it. So now, I only have one question for you. Just one, Matt."

Instantly, he had figured out what he had done. More importantly, the rage radiating off of this young woman stopped him from speaking. Utterly dumbfounded, he didn't know how to respond, "Do you want to break up?"

"N-no, of course not," he stuttered out.

"Then I'm calling Jessica, and she's going to bring over one of her training masks. You're going to wear it until I decide I'm satisfied. Understand?"

He nodded.

"Do you understand?" Ashley had demanded, louder this time.

"Yes!" he had squeaked out.

Ashley hadn't acknowledged him. She hadn't said anything, not until they both heard the knock on the door. Then she called out to him and ordered him to sit down on the couch.

And now, he watched as the mask encapsulated his face. He felt the band around his neck, the cool, metal prongs, the padding, and the squeeze against his skull.

At first, he could hear the two women talking. Ashley and Jessica seemed somehow farther away. Yes, he saw them, and they were right there, but it was strange having the sounds come out of the speakers.

"Let's try something simple," Ashley said. "I don't think he should be allowed to see anything for a little while."

"You have several options," Jessica pointed out.

Ashley lifted the controller, pointed out her boyfriend, and he was tempted to speak. The urgent itch thrummed at the base of his throat and along the tip of his tongue. He wished he could just apologize, get down on his knees, and grovel for her forgiveness. But no, that wouldn't work. If he wanted to get through this with their relationship intact, then he had to do whatever she wished. He had to play along peaky; he didn’t get any choice.

The glass in front of his face suddenly darkened. It tinted, going from perfectly clear to totally opaque. His world got swallowed by utter black. Suddenly, he couldn't tell the difference between having his eyes open or closed!

"Can you see anything?" Ashley demanded. Again, her voice came from this tiny, built-in speakers braced near his ears.

"No," he said, faster and more frightened than he expected. His voice tightened with a different kind of fear.

"Good," she said. "And if I want to have a nice conversation with my friend here, I can, and you won’t see us, and you’ll be nice and quiet. Right?”

"Yes?”

"Yeah, I think I like the idea of you being nice and quiet and unable to see anything for a little while. Let's call this a time out. Let’s make it so you can’t hear us either."

"Wait. Don't," he started to say.

Her boyfriend couldn't see her do it, but Ashley lifted the controller again, and she hit a couple of different buttons. First, she silenced his world; suddenly he couldn't hear anything except for the beating of his own heart and the sound of his breath against his lips and teeth.

Next, she turned off his microphone.

"Hello?" Matt asked.

Nothing. No response.

Outside of his mask, the two women looked back and forth at one another.

"It's amazing, don't you think?"

He stood there, his muscles shifting and tensing slightly. He swayed just a little bit. "What's he doing?" Ashley asked.

"Oh, that's pretty common," Jessica said with a dismissive wave of her hand. "It's really hard for boys in his position to maintain their balance. He can't see anything or hear anything, so there's no point of reference for him to use."

"Is it safe?"

"He might trip or fall if tries to get up," Jessica replied. She made it obvious what she thought of the men who were blinded and deafened and still tried to leap up and move around.

Taking the controller, Ashley turned on his ability to hear for just a moment. "Lower yourself down onto your hands and knees and stay in that position."

"I, I don't think that'll be a good idea," he protested.

And yet, he didn't get a response. Then he felt something, a sharp jab of electricity. The shock collar! It was the bottom portion of the mask, and it ensured his obedience.

His fingers tensed. At that moment, he yearned to fight. Animalistic instincts surged through his body. Maybe something primal grabbed onto him, but there was nothing he could do, not when he couldn't see or hear!

The two women watched this boy. Isolated from the world, he turned his head from side to side, almost as though he really thought he would be able to figure something out.

"Turn on the gyroscope," Jessica said. She sat down next to her best friend, and she leaned over, pointing out one button in particular. As she did so, she caught the aroma of Ashley's perfume. Something else fluttered through her chest, but she tried not to think about it.

Ashley took her friend’s advice. As she did so, he heard something coming from the speakers.

An automated voice told him, "Gyroscope activated. Current status: Immobilized. Any movement will be punished."

He didn't understand, so he tried to stand. Right as he began to move, the sensors in the mask detected the motion, and so with the programs reacted accordingly. The prongs came to life again, delivering another powerful jolt of electricity. Before, the quick snaps of pain had been tolerable. But now, he cried out. He dropped down onto his stomach. He scrambled back into that other position: down on his hands and knees. Once he got into that spot, the pain stopped.

"I'm going to let you speak. How does it feel when you wear the mask?" Ashley asked.

"I, I don't like it," he told her. "In fact, I think, I think you should take it off of me right now." He still sounded like an IT manager, not a boy who had been ordered into a training mask.

"Interesting," Ashley replied. "You know, I think I'm enjoying this too much. You're going to wear it for a little while longer. But if you like, I can show you what else he can do. Would you like that?"

"No!"

"Too bad."

Distantly, Matt picked up on the sounds of her friend whispering something to her. He tried to pick out the exact words and syllables, only he couldn't, no matter how hard he strained.

"Oh, Jessica just told me about another feature. Do you know how I can control you when you’ve been especially disobedient or misbehave?"

"I'm your boyfriend! I don't have to be obedient!"

"Well…" Jessica said. He still couldn't see anything, but she tapped the controller against the side of her face as she contemplated this. "I need to be honest with you, Matt. I haven't been happy with our relationship for a little while. I think we have been drifting apart. Maybe it's time for us to break up?"

"Fine," he growled. "Get the stupid thing off of me!"

"Why?"

"Because…Because you just told me want to break up!"

"Just because we might break up, that doesn't mean I want to lose you. Besides, I've never met a boy who could go down on me as well as you do."

Again, there were more whispers.

"Oh, I guess the mask can be retracted so you can still service me. Obviously, I guess that means you're going to be able to breathe a little easier. Let's try this other part out first, especially because I'm still very mad at you."

Her boy didn't understand what that meant, not until he tried to breathe in. His lungs worked, but he couldn't feel the fresh air. Throughout his life, he had been able to breathe easily. Sure, there had been that one time when he got into a fight with another kid who pinned him down and pressed his weight against Matt's chest. There was that other moment when he went swimming in elementary school, went too deep, and had a hard time getting to the surface for a fresh breath of air.

That same animal panic exploded inside of his head. Instinctively, he reached up. He didn't move his neck, especially because he didn't want to get shocked again. Even so, his fingers struggled with the collar. He tried to remove the mask. Moment by moment, he fought to suck in fresh air. He couldn't do it.

"You're going to wear that mask for as long as I decide, aren't you?"

"Yes!" he hissed out.

With the press of a button, she allowed him to breathe again.

His eyes had watered, and now he tightened his fingers against it the carpeted floor.

"Stay," she commanded.

Then she turned off his ability to hear and to speak.

"What do you think?" Jessica asked.

"This is incredible."

"It's perfect for training a boy just like him. And remember, the collar is detachable, so if you want to give him the chance to wash his face, or take a shower or whatever, you can still do that. And like I said before, you can definitely have him go down on you."

"It's amazing," Ashley said. She studied the boy. "But you know, I don't think I'm done with him quite yet."

Seconds later, he heard her voice again, "Strip. I want you naked right now. You have five seconds."

Still blinded by the opaque screen in front of his face, he couldn't see anything. He couldn't read her expression. There were only those words buzzing inside of his head. They seemed to overwhelm his thoughts, like she spoke with the voice of the universe. How was that possible? How could she control him so easily?

It was a training mask; it was designed to punish errant partners who messed up just as he had done.

He only hesitated for one second. He pulled off his shirt and his pants. He scrambled around. Grateful, he realized she had turned off the gyroscope. Only then that same automated voice came on a second later, reminding him to get into his requisite position.

He was naked, down on his hands and knees, and he still didn't know what might happen next. She had turned off his ability to here once again.

For all he knew, they had gotten up and walked away. Maybe they’d go out to dinner and decide to leave him right there, trapped on his hands and knees, naked and on display like some ignored work of art.

No. She wouldn't. She couldn't!

Despite his skepticism, Matt was smart enough to know the truth. He worked with powerful individuals, and he understood what wealth could buy. Besides, Ashley had always been so much more successful. Sure, he earned a decent living, but it couldn't compete with someone on her level. Whether he could accept it or not, she had more power in the relationship.

Jessica didn't know what to say. At that point in her pitch, she normally would have requested payment. She almost always got it. The women who tried out the mask on their boyfriends and husbands always insisted on making the purchase. Only this was her friend, so she sat there.

Ashley wasn’t thinking about money, "I've been thinking about breaking up with him for a long time."

"Really? Why?"

"Because I'm a hypocrite," Ashley replied.

"You are?"

Ashley turned slowly. When her friend at first arrived, the blonde had been on the couch, her legs crossed, her arms spread out. She had exuded this wild sense of power; she was the kind of woman who could take whatever she desired. No one could stop her. She was destined to ascend the corporate ranks, garnering more influence, wealth, and control along the way.

Only at that moment, her affect shifted, and she made Jessica remember the girl who had nervously asked if she wanted to do a project together in English 10. Ashley leaned forward and rested her elbows on her knees. Then she glanced back up at her friend, "I'm a hypocrite because I've been with him for two years, and I've tried to bury one thought my head, but I can't. Every time he and I are together, I think about something else. I think about someone else." She lifted her head and peered back at Jessica.

"Me?" If Jessica had allowed herself to think clearly, she never, ever would have uttered that single question. But now the word was out, and Ashley nodded.

"Yes," she said. "You."

"But what about him?"

"I love him, and I want to keep him, but I'm not interested in a boyfriend or husband."

"And what do you want?"

"A slave," Ashley said. Because she knew her best friend better than anyone else, Jessica saw the doubt and confusion play across Ashley's beautiful features. Not only that, the blonde was waiting for her friend to tell her that this was completely impossible. They couldn't do it.

Was this really happening?

Had they confessed?

Were they both ready to face something new and irresistible?

Instead, Jessica leaned forward. "Let's do it. You and me. We can enslave him. We can own him. We can keep him in that mask and take him."

Ashley leaned forward, and they kissed. They pressed her lips against one another. A different kind of hunger exploded through their bodies.

Finally, Jessica knew she had to stop, if only for a few seconds. If she didn't do it right then and there, she would never have been able to regain control. Panting, her face flushed, she drew back, "Are you sure about this?"

"Yes! That's why I think he should go down on you right now," Ashley said.

"What?"

All of this was happening too fast for her; Jessica didn't know how to keep up.

"I'm serious. We want to keep him. I want to be with you. I want to be with you, and I want to own him. I'm still mad at him, but I love him, and I love you. I...I've been thinking about you for so long, Jessica. Please? Let's do this. Let's show this boy exactly where he belongs."

"Yes…" Jessica breathed out the word, knowing she meant it. Throughout so much of her life, she had to lie. As a saleswoman, as an employee, often as a friend, she needed to tell people what they hoped or needed to hear. But right then and there, she had never been so honest in her entire life.

Ashley grabbed the controller. With expert skill, she typed in the commands.

His tinted glass pulled back. "Can I move now?"

"Matt, we’re coming to a new arrangement. I have dumped you, and that isn't going to change, but I haven't been honest with you. For a long time, I've had a huge crush on Jessica. I want to be with her. But I don't want to give you up, either, both because of your earning potential and because I love seeing you just like this."

Ashley stood. She strode over to her former boyfriend. She crouched down and touched the underside of his chin. Then she brushed her knuckles along his collar. "And I'm not letting you out of that mask because I own you now. You understand?"

The words seemed impossible. He tried to absorb it all at once, only he couldn’t do it. Too much. It was too much for him to comprehend. "You can't do this," he finally protested.

"No more talking," she said as she hit a button on the controller.

He tried. He got out half a syllable before the sensors on his mask and the attached collar detected the vibrations and punished him. Excruciating electricity shot through his body, making him flinch.

"There," she said. "That's right. You don't want to speak. You want to go over there to Jessica, and you want to lick her. You want to pleasure her. You want to make her feel incredible, don't you?"

The masked boy couldn't speak, and he didn't know the status of the gyroscope, so he just barely dipped his head down a tiny bit. With that motion, he communicated his acquiescence. He had surrendered to her.

He didn't get any choice, not when he wore that advanced piece of training technology.

"Come," Ashley said. She set her hand on the back of his head as she nudged him forward. Ashley whispered something else to her new girlfriend, so Jessica leaned back.

Savoring the intimacy, Ashley reached under her skirt. She pulled down Jessica's panties, peeling them away. She removed her shoes next, tossing them aside.

Then the masked boy approached; the glass retracted to the sides of his head, so he leaned down. He put his face between this girl's legs, and he started to lick. His tongue played up and down along her pussy. Obviously, he had serviced Ashley before; she was the kind of woman who demanded nothing less than his abject obedience.

But this was different. It was a different girl. It was the girl who had stolen his girlfriend in the span of just a few minutes!

Crouching next to Jessica, Ashley leaned down. She watched her for several long seconds. "You're making me self-conscious," Jessica giggled. They had just enslaved a boy, but it felt right.

Maybe, for both of them, this had always been a fantasy. Or better yet, maybe Jessica's company had introduced this idea. After all, it was almost always women who bought the mask for their male partners. These were the women who understood how unfair the world could be, so they introduced a new element, something that could balance out those scales of universal justice.

Ashley stopped thinking about that. She didn't worry about any grand conspiracy or how they had been subtly introduced to this concept. Instead, she leaned down and kissed her best friend. They made out like that with Jessica getting serviced and Ashley savoring the soft give of her lips.

"Can I lick you? Please? I want to taste you. I want to make you feel so good. I want to make you feel amazing."

"Don't move," Ashley said to both her friend and her slave.

She peeled off her pants and kicked away her own shoes. Soon, she was naked from the waist down. Her panties sat on the floor, discarded along with the other items of clothing. Then she straddled Jessica's face, pressing her dampened the slit to her lips. "You don't have to do this," Ashley reassured the girl who had once been her best friend, and now evolved into something so much more.

Jessica didn't dignify that with an answer. Instead, she lifted her head, and she licked. She ran her tongue along Ashley's pussy. Her tongue darted and played, teasing her just as frantically as Matt worked to please Jessica. The three of them were right there on the couch, spread out, savoring those different types of satisfaction.

Matt was the only one who grimaced, the only one who didn't know what his future held.

Or rather, he could imagine it. He could go to work, still collared, the electric band hidden away underneath a turtleneck. Maybe the others would notice. Perhaps they would realize that he had been enslaved, but would they say anything? His paycheck was already being deposited into a bank account every month. It would be so easy for Ashley to pull him off of the account; she could take everything.

And there was nothing he could do about it!

"Yes. Yes, that is so amazing," Ashley moaned out those words, one after another. She clenched her eyes shut right until that point when the orgasm exploded through her frame.

She grabbed at the controller again. Breathing hard, she glanced over at Matt.

The face plate slid back into position. It sealed with an audible hiss of air. "Don't worry," Ashley said. She worked to catch her breath, "We’ll wake you up when we need you again."

"What, what’re you going to do?" Matt demanded.

He’d figure it out soon enough, especially because the sedatives puffed up into the confined space of his mask. At first, he fought to hold his breath. Maybe he thought he’d be able to talk to these two women. But now, it was time for this boy to go to sleep. They would let him wake up when they wanted him again. Until then, they intended to talk and to figure out their new dynamic. After all, Jessica had never had a girlfriend before, and neither had Ashley.

Jessica pulled her best friend into her arms, and they started to whisper back and forth as the slave passed out on the floor.

"He's going to be so angry when he wakes up," Jessica said with a quick shake of her head.

"And that's why we can just mute or muzzle him," Ashley replied as the two young women started laughing before they kissed again.

The End


This short story was written as a commission. If you’d like your own fantasy, email marinarex1221@gmail.com.
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