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Itjiwasi10lam,fand Richard/Black, editor/and! chief/of/the Evening Trumpet, wasllnvulved |r|w'e' t'another argument
e ...-l—..-:;::’l = :
withlhis'starireporter,louisellane sThelreasonithisitime:! her.latestlinvestigation'seemed to be going nowhere,

and helwanted tu take her off it ang_ put her on a story that was just breaking. She had violently disagreed.

You can’t take me
off this. | know there’s something
here. All my reporter’s instincts
tell me so.

But that’s all you have, isn’t it,
your reporter’s instincts. In all the time you have
been on this, have you uncovered one piece
of hard evidence?




In response to her editor’'s question, Louise threw a file folder shelhadibrought
causing several photographs to spill out ontolits'surface.
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This is all the evidence |
_‘g need to know that something is going on.
Three women disappear without a trace, and
then one of them shows up dead a few weeks
later, her body altered, a rose tattooed on her

belly, the very same symbol that these Rose

But the police investigated
all this, didn’t they? They were unable
to find any connection between the strip
clubs and the disappearances. What
makes you think that you will?



| can’t explain it,
Chief. | just have a hunch, and
you know my hunches usually
prove to be right.

That’s the only reason
why I've let you stay on this story as
long as | have, but now I’m starting to
think that you’re staying after these strip
clubs not because you have a hunch,
but because of the way you feel about
strip clubs in general.

Louise’s distaste for strip clubs was well knhown, she had even won an award for her articles exposing how
women were treated at one particular club:(now thankfully out of business).



Oh, come on, Chief.

You know I'm more professional than
that. It’s no secret that | think that
these clubs demean women, but |
would never pursue an investigation

like this just out of spite.

Maybe not
consciously, but your feelings on
the matter may be clouding your

judgment.




Louise realized that her,argumentsiwere'not working, and that if she|wanted @Eﬂy_{ﬂnﬁm@ shelwould/have
to make a deal.

-

I'll tell you what ...
Give me another two days.
If | don’t uncover anything,
I'll drop this story and move
on to whatever else you
want

Allright.
Two days, but not a ’
moment longer. RS i

H
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Richard smiled as Louise turned and left. He almost hadn’t agreed to her proposal, but anything/was worthlit to

Thanks, Chief.

get her out of his office, and who knows, maybe Ejust maybe ... she was on to something. It was worth|losing
two days to find out.



Louise knew that if she was going to dig up any new leadson|this|story/in thelnext 48 hnur's'::-'tl"lere only
one place she could go, so she left the newspaper officeslandimade|herlway % nearest Rose Gﬂrden strip

club. i | |
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If Louise hatedlall strip clubsthen shelhated the'RosejGarden most|ofiall:RTheyjwerejthe[closestithingfone

could flm:lltu an international strlﬁ'Eluh francﬂlse, withclubsfall over thelcountry/and|infother/countriesfacross!

the world) but, she,reminded herself, thatiwas notiwhy,she was there. Therejwaslsomethinglgoinglon]heres
En‘il'she waslgning to find it. /

[



When Louise entered the club, she found what appeared to be just your average, run of the mill strip club. In
the dim light she could see several scantily clad women with overlarge breasts gyrating on elevated stages as
obviously intoxicated men ogled them and stuffed money in their g-strings.



She made her way to the bar and attracted the attention of the bartender who came over to her, a cocky grin on
his face.

What can | get you,
beautiful?

I'm Louise Lane
from the Evening Trumpet.

| was wondering if you
could answer a few
questions.

Anything for you, sweet
cheeks.

The bartender’s patronizing manner was starting to get to her, but she made sure to keep her outward demeanor
businesslike.



Louise pulled out the photos of the two missing women and showed them to the bartender.

Have you
seen either of these
two women?

No, but |

wish | had. They’re real
lookers.




Louise hadn’t expected the bartender to recognize the women (or tell her if he did). Her questions were just an
excuse to buy some time so she could take a look around. As she did so, she spied a dimly lit hallway leading off
from the back of the room. She walked around the bar to take a better look and found that the hallway ended in
an imposing door marked MEMBERS ONLY. She motioned to it.

Where
does that door
lead?

Oh, that leads to our
Inner Garden. Only members
are allowed.

Can | take a look?

Sorry, sweet cheeks,
but our members pay a lot for their
privacy.




Louise knew that she had gotten as much as she would from this idiot, so it was time to go to Plan B. She turned
back to look directly at the bartender and gave him her most winning smile.

| understand.
Thanks for answering my

questions. Where’s the
ladies room?

Over there, kitten.

She turned and walked in the direction the bartender had pointed. In a few seconds, she arrived at the ladies
room which was located very close to the MEMBERS ONLY door.



Louise spentiseveraliminuteslinithe ladies/roomitryingitoiworkiupitheinerveito/doiwhat{she knew she had|toldo

E?E!BE]EIEEBGBHEDJIEB was behind that door and got caught and these people 'werelupito/no good, she could be
Eﬂﬂ . |\Evenlifithey were innocent, she could be liable for a prosecution of some kind, but she needed,to
Eﬁﬂmﬁmﬁxﬂﬂjﬂ that door, so she finally decided|to,take the risk.



Louise left the ladies room and crept to the door. She glanced quickly back into the main room, but as she had
hoped the combination of the general lack of light in the room and the fact that everyone had their eyes on the
girls made it unlikely that she had been observed...at least not yet.

She tried to open the door, but found that it wouldn’t budge. The door appeared to be locked, and the only way
to unlock it appeared to be by sliding a card through the card reader next to the door.



Louise was just starting to contemplate her next move when she heard a mechanical whine followed by the sound
of a bolt being released. She ran back to the ladies room, reaching her destination just as the MEMBERS ONLY door
began to open.

Peering out of the slightly opened ladies room door, Louise watched as a man exited the member’s area and
entered the main room.



Louise knew what she had to do. She waited as long as possible, then she lunged for the closing MEMBERS ONLY
door, managing to grab a hold of it just before it was completely closed.



Very quietly, Louise entered the member’s area. After checking to make sure she was alone, she took a look at
her surroundings. What she saw disappointed her. After all the images her imagination had conjured up about
what she would find in the member’s area, the room she found herself in was almost a carbon copy of the one
she had just left.

Suddenly, the lights on the main stage came on, followed by the sound of voices approaching from the area
behind the curtains. She ran and took cover behind the bar, just as the curtains parted and three figures
emerged.



As she was in the dark and the stage area was lit, Louise was reasonably certain that the new arrivals could not
see her while she got an excellent view of them.

Two of the figures on the stage were rather unremarkable men dressed in suits, but she would only notice that
later, for at the time she could not take her eyes of the third figure.



What she saw was a woman with the largest breasts she had ever seen, perched on a pair of impossibly high heels.
At first Louise thought she was naked, but as the figure stood there, gazing at one of the men with a look of preda-
tory lust in her eyes, she began to notice that she was wearing some kind of transparent suit with extended from
her neck down to her feet.

&
As she continued to observe this remarkable woman, Iﬁllsraallzad to her horror, that although she had obvi-
+|:|+usilwr undergone extensive plastic surgery, she could justr makethe features of one of the two missing women

in her heavily made up face. ‘




The two men on the stage began to talk. Louise pulled her attention away from the woman and began to listen

carefully.

Anything serious?

Well, Mr. Thompson,
here she is. | hope she lives
up to all your expectations.

We're sorry about the delay.
We had some minor security
problems and had to shut
down for a while.

Oh, no.
Everything was dealt with
most satisfactorily.



The man Louise now knew was named Thompson, began to feel up the woman who seemed to be enjoying every

second of it. e T— —

Well, she
certainly seems to be
everything that | wanted.
What is her name?

She currently
responds to Rose 177,
but you can change that to
whatever you want.

| want to
name her Barbie.

A very popular choice,
Sir. We can do that now. The final

bonding is all that’s required before
you can take her home. You
know what to do.



Thompson stepped away from the woman and then addressed her in a low but firm voice.

Rose 177,
it’'s time to look at

the rose.




The woman began to stare intently at the lapel of Thompson's suit jacket where Louise noticed he had placed a
small pin. After a few seconds, her eyes took on a far away expression as she continued to concentrate on the
pin.

| see the rose.




Now listen to me very carefully.
You are Barbie. You are my slave.
You desire nothing else. You have

never been anything else. You
shall never be anything
else.




The woman, now named Barbie, looked up from the lapel pin and began to stare directly into Thompson’'s eyes, a
smile now on her face. She began to repeat back what he had just told her. With each word she said the smile
grew wider and wider.

| am Barbie.
| am your slave. | desire

nothing else. | have never
been anything else. | shall
never be anything else.

Good girl.
Now you may wake




Barbie blinked a couple of times, and for a brief moment sha had a confused expression on her face, but then
she caught sight of Thompson and her face lit up. She let out a squeal of happiness and ran into Thompson's

darms.




The other man had been watt:hin'g all this'in'silence, but with the bonding ceremony complete he again spoke
up.

Very well done, sir.
Now if you will follow me,
your car is waiting for you at
our private entrance.

The/smalllgrouplleftithe|stage,the/unnamed man in the lead followed closely by Thompson, with a giggling
Barbielhanginglonitolhim|likelher/survivalldepended on it.



Louise waited until she was sure that she was alone and then stood up.

This is monstrous.
They've taken that woman and
turned her into some kind of
living, breathing blow up doll.

They have to be stopped. I've

got to tell someone.



All thoughts of her story were forgotten. Louise knew only that she had to get out of there and quick. First,

she attempted to leave the way she came in, but when she got to the Members Only door, she once again

found it locked. As before, the only way to unlock it appeared to be by using a card reader. She thought

about waiting like she had before, but there were no hiding places close enough to the door. She had to
find another way out.



Even/in her agitated’state, Louise|realized thatigoing backstageiwould|be/too/dangerous;jsojsheiwent: C
the one/other/door leading off of/the/dance|floor: MW@EWRMMMM S
worked|heriway down the hallwayjtrying[each|/door, butithey/alllseemed|to]bellocked:

Then, suddenly, shelstarted'to hear faint voices/coming from behindtheldoor leading backitojthe[dance floor.
They seemed to be getting closer.



In an increasing state of panic, Louise tested one door after another, until finally she found one that was unlocked.
It gave access to a room that was small and dark and apparently unoccupied. She rushed into the room and closed
the door behind her. Then, as the voices grew louder, she held her breath, and prayed that they would pass her
by.

After what seemed like an eternity, the voices finally started to recede, and she could let out a huge sigh of
relief



Louise!waited a few seconds to make sure that the voices were really gone and then attempted!to/exitithe!
but/she!foundithatithe/door,was/now!locked: y:had time to,realize that{she \wasitrappediwhenjthe =
[ﬂﬂl@ in the/room|suddenly/blinked[on|and!alstrangely/familiarivoice/reverberated through GIBEEEEIh

Hello, Ms. Lane.
Allow me to introduce myself. My
name is Phillip Coballt.

\) AL |
mwm}{&mm tolreveallalbank{ofiwindows:¥Standinglonjthejother side, of tha windows
was onelofithe[men[she|had|seen EE{BEMEHIIEEEB ago;ithelonelwhoselname|sheldid[notiknow, but.who now

said|his/[name was|[Cobalt? voicelwas/coming|tolherithroughlsomelkind[of/speaker/system|built/intojthe]




Despite her,mounting|/fear, Louise'summoned up what courage she had left and gave Cobalt her best expression
of defiance:

| could care less what your
name is. You had better let me out of here

right now, or you'll be in even worse trouble than
ST you already are. I'm a well known personality.

L 18 Lot’s of people must have seen me come into this
club, and if | disappear or...turn up dead, and this
is the last place | was seen, this is the first place
they’ll look. From what I've seen, | don’t think you
want the police looking too carefully at what
goes on around here.




If Cobalt was in any. way unnerved by Louise’s threats, he didn’t show.it. He continued|toitalkitolherlinjalcool,
calm|voice; a/faint{smile on his/face. . : ——r ’ — i -t s

You just let us worry
about the police, and as for what you
have seen, you saw only what we wanted
you to see.

Do you think that our
security is so lax that a stupid reporter
can just wander in to our most secure
areas. We knew you were here from the
moment you entered the club. We unlocked
the security door for you, and staged that
little demonstration in the main room
just for your benefit.




Louise was completely flabbergasted/by what she had just heard, but'she\tried|/not'to'letiit show. She|retained,
she hoped, an/outward demeanor, of,confidence.

Why?
Why would you do
that?

We wanted your curiosity to
be fully satisfied. We felt we owed it to you
because you are going to be solving two very
big problems for us.

Problems?
What Problems?




Well, first off,

since you are the only one still
investigating us, getting you off the
case should allow us to operate

freely again.
=~ y ag

Well, we are

one girl short in our latest
consignment.




Suddenly/it allistarted to make!sense/to her.

The dead woman.

Yes...A dreadful breach in security.
One of our lower ranking employees suddenly

developed a conscience and tried to save the girl.

We found them, of course and dealt with the

problem, but the girl was found before we
could recover her.

If you think it’s going
to be easy to turn me into one of
those...things.

Oh, it's never easy,
Ms. Lane, but it will happen. In fact, it's time to get
started. | hope this initial stage doesn’t cause you
too much pain.

O
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Almost as soon as Cobalt had|finished speaking;ia snund I:Egan tolreverberate inside the room. It was unlike

any other, sound that|louise|had|ever heard:*1t seemed to getiinsidelher head somehow. For a few seconds
she feltmore|painjthan|shelhad ever felt m her I|fute,,tl'|n!m;‘“thamIazfulhr,r she lost consciousness...




‘T.'umse]was having'a terrible nightmare. Inlit, it seemedlthat!strange people/were poking,and|p
causing painito/suddenly/breakiout! m’f'varmus parts[of/her. bndv, espe:ually her,

that something was wrong. Then, 5he suddenly rememI:Ered whem 5he ERELL whatiwas happenmg to her,

and she awoke with a start. ST EF ,;“’:% _ o
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Shelfound herself inlwhatiwas/obviously/ajsmall{detention[cell"RThelroom|was/empty/exceptiforithelbed[she|had|

s:’eilpiqghnn and m%%mm %ﬂﬂ EGIEDEI[E ﬁﬁE
ed. Thelmost gifeature [III“b”[IEIE'Iaﬁ?m [E'E"bi'*'“'tﬂilmm etel I:ﬂ ere

: Eﬁmmm / - 7 2

< 2 2\ Lo e |
Shelstood) E@aﬁﬁﬁﬁrﬁm@mﬁaﬁﬂiﬁa@ﬁﬁm Her/new]body,borellittle[resem El'fﬁca-g:ﬂ%g

-

r origi-

GEDEL: Herlmediumjlengthlbrunetjhairiwasinowjlonglandiblond.gHerlBlcup]breastsiwerenow the size
ofjvolleybailsMHerfacelhad beenfsurgicallyfalteredland[coverediwith[(shelhad]to T e o rmanznt]

o




\Whilellouise|was|preoccupied\withlherinew]body;jthe|door;tojthelcelllopened/and[Cobaltiand|the|bartender/stepped
intojthe[room*{Thejtwolmen[stoodisilentlyiforialminuteiwaiting|forilouiseltolnoticelthem-RWhenlitiwas[clear'that

shelwouldnt/{Cobaltifinally/spoke: .'

Good morning, Ms. Lane.
| see that you are admiring
your new body?




Louisejturneditojface|theltwolmenjimakingithe|best{effort{shelcould|tocover/herinaked|breastsjandisex¥She]briefly
toyed|withjthelidealof{attempting|tolescape]butiquickly/dismissedithelthought’¥Evenl|ifshe[couldloverpowerltheltwo!
m@mmﬁmm@ﬂﬂpﬁmm@ﬂﬁmm giforiherfNojishelwouldlhaveltolthinkihenway/out{ofithis.

-

What have
you done to
me?

’F-__' e = — &

We've given you the
perfect body. We have the best
plastic surgeons in the world working
for us, using technology far more
advanced than anything available
to the public.

[

-
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Perfect body?
Perfect for some adolescent’s wet
dream you mean.




Injthelmidstiofiherloutragejilouiselwas]struckiby/alsuddenithought: I

Hey, wait a minute.
All this must have taken some time. They're
probably looking for me by now. Have the police
dropped in on you yet? If they haven’t, they will
pretty soon. Maybe if you let me go now
they still might go easier on you.



injlif; \waslunnerved|bylher; heldidnit{show]/it’ i He lied|tolher]in|th '
g::;:?aln pnen gmm simply/replied| er e same @IEEB

It has taken 3 weeks,
and, yes the police are looking for you,
but not anywhere near here. You see the
day after you visited us, a woman looking
very much like you checked into a hotel

many miles away from here and then

just...disappeared. That is where
they are looking. l

:
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They’ll never
go for it.

Why wouldn’t they? As

| said, she looked like you. She was driving .y
your car. She had all the right documentation.  \&
When the police entered the hotel room, they h
found it full of your personal belongings and 2
even some your fingerprints that we managed to <
place in specially chosen places. They have
no reason to think it wasn’t you.

i
=



Louisellooked(downl|inidespair:Hereyes|felllon|the|rose[symboljthatiwas/now/emblazoned/on|herlbelly¥She!
rubbed|alhand|acrosslititolconfirmithatiitihad|indeed|been|permanentlyltattocedloniherbody

T

N
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| see you have noticed the tattoo.
Beautiful isn’tit. It is the symbol of our organization,
The Brotherhood of the Rose.

We are an ancient sect,
and over the centuries only the best and brightest have
been allowed membership. We have always provided many services
for our members, but the service you stumbled upon is relatively new,
the needed technology only becoming available recently. You will
be only the 217th Rose we have created.



ﬁammmmmmm despairlandloncelagain'looked Cobalt strai
&ﬁﬁ]ﬁ%ﬁ] look{of{defiancelon'her'face.

Listen, Mac.
You might be able to make me
look like a blow up doll, but if
you think you can make me act
like one, you’ve got another thing
coming.

I’m afraid we’re going
= to do exactly that, Ms. Lane. In fact, the \|
process has already started. Don’t you
notice how aroused you feel?

—I—'- - -




For the Frstraahzed she was incredibly aroused, more aroused than EIBDHHG}]H
in her life. g oy

One of the breakthrough’s
that led to the perfection of the Rose creation
process was the invention of the true female
aphrodisiac. It is harmless, with no long term side
effects, but it increases the feminine sex drive
many times over. We inserted an implant under
your skin that is allowing the drug to slowly
enter your blood stream.

The drug is only part of the process, of
course, which reminds me, we need to be going. | will be
A\ happy to answer more of your questions once we reach the
' training room. If you would please come this way.



Louise walked|v. E{EE:IE?EIEGIEGE% butithen\whenshelwas; she[suddenly/madejalbreakiforjit:§She]had[decided

GIEEEBGE_?EEEJ iIShe]may/notimakelit;|butishelstilllhad toltry:¥Shelwas[starting ﬁaﬁmmﬁm
men|mightibelablejtoldolwhatithey/claimed¥She|had|tolgetioutibeforeltheyjturned|herjintolalbrainless]bimbo3
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Strangely, neitherofithe two men tried to stop her. They,just watched'her run away with smiles'on their faces.



SHEIStruggIEd as hardfas'she'could, but try/as/she(mi

dlheritake
glofiher: humunguus breastﬁ. Eﬁ'@ﬁﬂﬂgﬁm
hold[ofiher:

ght shecouldinotibreakjthe man’s iron'grip}



‘The man/maintained!hislholdfon'Couiselas he forcefully escorted her:
't_‘ug.haq_:l_ _fprced 'her'IntE‘?‘Et another'smallfroom: Cobaltiwas!al

Welcome back, Ms. Lane.
Hopefully, you realize now that escape is impossible.
Peters, if you would help Ms. Lane into the chair, we
can get started.

Louisel/didnitihearlalwordithat|{Cobalt{said"Herlattentionjwas]totally,fixed onithelsinisterllooking[chairithat

fdominated|thelroom? y



Despite herjbest/efforts/atiresistance,Louise|was|quickly/and expertly/fastened to the chair. Then, devices were
attached tolher/nipples/andjaldildoiwas]inserted iﬁl;g&iﬂéeaiﬁhﬁawl:ylﬂnftadmit it/to them, of course, butiin her

aroused|statejitheldildolinlherivaginalfeltiwonderful)-" Cobalt'then walked/around to/the!front of/the chair and

Are you
comfortable, Ms.
Lane?

must be joking.

Well, in any event, you
won’'t be uncomfortable for long. We're ab
| ready to get started, and | just wanted to give
you some idea of what's going to be
happening to you.



This is our training chair.
Actually, the scientists that invented it refer to it as a
“conditioning based neural repatterning device”, but |
think that’s a bit of a mouthful, don’t you?

| don’t claim to understand
the details of how it works, but the concept is
quite simple. We program the desired behavior
patterns into the machine, and then when we turn it
on it begins to feed these behavior patterns into your
brain. Somehow, the machine is able to analyze your
thoughts and detect whether you are accepting or
resisting these ideas by scrutinizing chemical
and electrical changes in your
brain patterns.

If you accept the ideas we feed
you, you will experience pleasure. If you resist,
you will experience great pain, and the longer you resist,
the greater the pain will become. Eventually, you will be v

forced to accept the programming, no matter how initially ‘
abhorrent it might be. Resist if you must, Ms. Lane, but | e '

strongly advise you to go along with the programming.
It is not our desire to cause you

any unnecessary pain. <

M i



@zﬁmmmmmm@ﬂmﬂnmmmm@ﬁmmmm

| think that's enough
explanation for now. Any last
words before we begin?

How about
go to hell.

Possibly, but,
hopefully, not for a while yet.
Let’'s get started.

Cobaltithen'left the,room? Asithe|door u:-lusad behind him, the lights ﬂn{!hgmm dII"I'IITIEd and/anlominous/hum
started(tolcomejfromithelchair]louse\was sitting,on. -



For a short time it seemed as if nothing was happening. Then the dildo in her vagina began to vibrate pleasantly,
accompanied by a gentle sucking sensation on her nipples, courtesy of the devices attached to them. It was a
wonderful sensation, helping to give her some relief from her near constant arousal, so for a few minutes she just

let herself flow with it, but then she heard the strangest thing.

= 0 ezt o o e T Gt

her would increase their effurts‘and then they would drop back down to their normal level when the voice went

silent.



Louise realized what was happening. If she accepted what the voice was saying, she would be rewarded with
pleasure. Well, she certainly wasn't going to go along with that.

NO, I DO NOT!

o el el 0O

NO, IT
DOESN'T!



It wasn't long before the machine, just as Cobalt had said, detected her improper thoughts, and responded. The
nipple clamps suddenly bit down so hard that she was certain that her nipples would be cut in two, and the dildo
seemed to expand inside her sex to the point where she thought it would break her in two.
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The pain cycle lasted two mimﬂ, but s.umed m‘u:'a like,two_ hours. Finally, the dildo shrunk back
to normal size and/began its vibration again) the nipple/clamps slacked off toithe pleasantisuction and the voice



After a brief respite, Louise tried to resist again. This time the pain cycle came quicker and lasted longer.

She realized that shacuuldn't take mugh more|of/this.Shelwould,need to try/a different|tack. Instead of actively

resisting the machlne, 'she,would |:|nutﬁatl a mental|blockiby/thinking of other, things:|baseball, her famllv, anything
but the voice  and the persnstent stnmulatmns thatiweretrying to bring her to an orgasm. Thns tactu: wurked

for a few minutes, but{thenlonce again'the machine act‘é'd and she felt/pain that]made|the|previous episodes
seem like bliss. i — E



Over and over again, the pain cycles continued as Louise tried all manner of ways to resist the machine. Each
time it took longer for her to recover. For longer and longer period, she found that her own thoughts mimicked
the artificial voice being pumped incessantly into the room.

| want to do as I’'m told.

It feels good
to do as I'm told.

The device detected her.acquiescence arntu: stlmulatlun onjLouise’s breasts'and nlpplas
Simultaneously, unknown to Louise, the machlnastlm ulating the neurnnsllt up when she thought the
proper thoughts, insuring that the new ideas were hurned.mtn her I:ram.



When the device determined thatithe/new; thnu]gh_ts had been ﬁrnparlﬂim!! : .Ipl Irinta:l in Louises|brainjithelstimu
waslincreased[until shq:grgasmed‘.’




After a brief respite to allow her to recover from her orgasm, the stimulation began again, accompanied by a
new set of suggestions.

Ifimusiobey

The cycle ntmuadi
and then mgp&la hagan.

5 ""'Etlmes she e&]ﬂﬁﬂ}lﬂﬁi} reslst,. but she was soon nvercume D;Q?GI@ exr.:ruclatlng




Some 12 hours after the conditioning session had begun, things were proceeding right on schedule. Louise
was now quickly accepting each new suggestion. There hadn't been a punishment cycle in over two hours.
The technician in charge of the session decided that Phase 2 could begin.



Louise’s field of vision was'suddenly filled with/an/image of the now/ familiar,rose symbol set in front of a rotat-
ing spiral. She tried to'lookiaway, but when'she moved her ' head, the spiral moved with/her." She realized that
the image must be/coming from thejvisor. shelwas'wearing. As time went'by, the spiraliseemedito draw Louise
in as her synthesized voice started up again.
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Louiselawoke with a|scream, but whenishe calmed ‘down'and mammmmmmmmmm

famlllar:[cell, and sul:lm:lenliulr her experiencelinthe 2 training room|beganitoiseemi|like)

nightmare. iHemurleanf the hralﬂ_ufashmg machine began to/fadelawa mwmmmﬁﬂ

But;jthen|she/suddenlyjrealized snmetmél She ,was]stilllherself’,Shelwas)
mindlessifuckdoll’ ﬁﬁﬂ?ﬁﬂﬂm After all theirlbigltalk®}they/had}failed=

E




e]bartender/entered.

Good morning, sweet cheeks.
It's time for your next training session,

but before that, there’s something |
want to show you.




In ﬁﬂ&@mﬁamm ofjthe|bartenderis[growing|penisjwaslalmost]irresistible;
ﬁ%&{%ﬂem& forced|her/gazelaway/from|the[cock{and[made]herselfllook

Do you expect me to
suck it?

Well, I'm afraid you're
sadly mistaken.

We'll see, kitten.
There's something else | want to
show you. It’s time to look
at the rose.




\While]Llouiselwas|trying @WWW%M%W%M
vision; there)

onlthe|lapel|pinjthe]bartender waslwearing JItiseemed]to/grow]in

as|if[there|waslalspirallbeh

was/more: Itiwas!

nd it;Jand/itiwas[spinning|--*{spinning|...{spinning.




. -
compulsiuonitolsay;something.

-
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|...| see the rose.

Great. Now, suck my cock.




"GD davuur the I:lartandar S t:*m:k like a hungry/man whu‘ﬁdn't \While
: mmag[nﬁm expertlin| fellatio, she found;that she knew all] the @B@E@E@g}ﬁ

=g = -the I:artender a first{class. blow}job "



e

s

" Ir'

aﬁmmﬁ:ﬂmm ba enderlﬁull_g_'ﬂ*nut’ Thiﬂﬂr {EEIGEI]}GI!E?EEEE'@EIE{EE& MD:EEBEIEIHBE[B
EE@IDSE]GIEQEBE[EB could/c at:h, Wl"IIIE simultaneously, am

'S




After allowing her a minute or two to clean herself up, the bartender led the still dazed Louise back to the train-
ing room for her next brainwashing session.

Il yeeeley

%Bmmﬂr 1p - se harc tried to resist. She'just let herselfigetiswept uplinjthe

derfullsensations'that/obedience b g -~



|
After the tralnlng session, Louise was fit into her transparent :atsult It felt wonderful'to her, as if she was

|ﬂ"___== being caressed softly along her entire body.



B

'I'.ﬂIE) rast h:E: day,was|spent alternatel fuckmgiand sucklng the guards By.the and of the ({Eﬂ;
Iapel piniwas/ no necessanr tn get her*tu partic pate!
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That night, Louise lay on the cot in her cell staring intently at a monitor above her head as the lessons she had

leaned that day were reinforced. The training chair was no longer needed. The rose symbol was all that was

neccessary to open her mind so that she would accept anything she was told. When the programming cycle
was finished, she was at last allowed to sleep.



Of course, sweet

cheeks.
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Bartenderwithjlustiin
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May I
suck your cock,
master?
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Over the next few weeks, 217’'s life fell into a routine. Lo 'n'g'tmlnlngasa'ln'ns




-
-

marathonifuckisessionsiwithithelguards’

by,

...:followed



As her training neared its completion, 217 started to be shown to potential buyers. She danced for them on
the private dance floor ...



.

A A'nd ppsje:l seductively for them in the display room. N e L




mmm@% camelwhen]|shejwasitolbelhanded[overjtolherinew/master¥Shortlylbeforehand;iCobalt
mmm inspectionfofithelnewlyjfinished)fuckdoll'§Helwalked]slowly/around|herfas/shelknelt
beforelhim)falmost{pantinglwithldesirejitheJusuallexpressionfofimindless]lustionlheriface’

Well, 217, you
certainly seemed to have
turned out well.

)

£ h

Thank ynuTHL
Master. Can we fuck

I'm afraid there’s
no time for that now. Your
new master will be here soon.
You do want to meet your new

master, don’t you? -

Oh, yes, Master.
| can't wait to suck his
great big cock.

~

[Cobaltlsmiled: m@mwmmm hut as EEGI.‘E}EEE ﬂBEEEﬂﬂE]IEEBEB
thelbiggesticock{shelhadleveriseen®
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Cobalt and 217 made their way to a.different room to wait for her. new master. He'arrived'a few minutes later,
and did a quick inspection of his.new:possession. —

Well, Mr. Peterson, is
everything in order?

Good. Then
let’s get the bonding ceremony
out of the way and you can be on
your way.




Peterson ordered 217 to rise and walk to the center of the room. He then moved so that he was standing directly
in front of her. As he did so, 217 found eyes were drawn irresistibly to the rose lapel pin on Peterson’s shirt.

Rose 217,

it's time to look at
the rose.




ﬁhéiﬁl the trigger phrase was uttered, the spiral appeared behind the rose and began to spin. 217's mind emptied,
and became open, ready for the bonding commands to enter it.

| see the rose.

Very good. Now listen.
You are Pretty. You are my slave. You
desire nothing else. You have never
been anything else. You shall never be
anything else.




The newly named Pretty, lifted her gaze to meet her master’s eyes, and repeated the mantralof/bonding g|backitor
him. With each word she said, the man in front of her became more powerful and de_s'lll';ahle. .

| am Pretty.
| am your slave. | desire nothing else.
| have never been anything else. | shall
never be anything else.
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Pretty was disoriented for a moment. She looked around the room until her eyes fell on her master. He was the
most desirable man she had ever seen, and an aura of power seemed to surround him. She ran into her Master’'s
arms and began to bombard him with kisses.

Master. Master.
Can | please suck your
beautiful cock Master?

| need it so bad.

Go

right ahead if you
like.

Why
not. I've got some
time.

—



Peterson EHDGHQEGEEIIEB@B[EEB before Pretty pounced on his cock.

Sucking her/masterisicockiwasithe/most wonderful and fulfilling axparlanca of PI‘Ett'f s/life. She worshipped

her mastergsiorganlaslifiit. was/a holy object, for it had becomejthe center u'f?l?er universe.



\When Peterson finally/ejaculatedallover/Pretty;siface, the/orgasm was intensejthat'she almost lost

cnnscluusness.
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little'while later, Peterson and Pretty, who wore only a skimpy bikini to cover her nakedness, made their
way to the private entrance of the Rose Garden club where his limousine was waiting.
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a look of total devotion in her eyes. In her

mind there were no thoughts, no will. Only the symbol of the rose and obedience to her master

drove off, Pretty's gaze was locked on her master,

imousine

As the |
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