Tales of Thairina  - Part 1
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The trial was a farce.  Thairina was too intelligent to think that it would be otherwise.  She knew she had made enemies on her way to becoming, at 39, one of the youngest executives of Earth colony XXV.  The evidence against her was false but damning - carefully put together to appear as unconnected events uncovered after painstaking work by colony security forces.  The verdict was inevitable and she stood convicted of passing highly classified information onto offworld rebel groups.  A voice from the judges on the large screen in the courtroom outlined Thairina’s fate.

“…and you shall serve 10 years penal servitude aboard a female prison ship to  provide succour and comfort to our heroic pioneers amongst the colonised systems”.

With guilt confirmed, Thairina was now treated as an enemy of the state.  Hauled away by two female guards and into a small cell she was ordered to remove her designer suit and jewellery.  She did not attempt to resist, both guards wielded energy prods and, judging by the black carbonised marks on the walls, they were liberal in the application of high energy to a prisoner’s body:  “Put these on” barked the guard and tossed a bag at Thairina.

Inside was a thin prisoner’s spacewear catsuit and a pair of curious looking boots.  Thairina shuddered when she saw the suit – she was another step closer to the dreaded prison ship – a spaceship specifically designed to contain and punish those unlucky enough to be incarcerated within.  A tight fit, she slipped into the catsuit and zipped it closed.  Pulling the boots onto her feet, Thairina fingered the large metallic bands about the ankle of each boot; at each band was a hasp ring attachment.  Ordered to sit, a guard lent forward and grasped Thairina’s foot.  She felt a click and the ring clamped tightly shut around her ankle – the boot was locked on.  The process was repeated with the other foot.  Another guard barked:  “Stand up and hold your arms out straight in front of you”.

Thairina swayed as she stood up – the boots had very high heels.  She stared in bewilderment at the brightly coloured long sleeved jacket held in front of her.  It seemed to be a tangle of straps and zips and fastenings.

“C’mon, bitch - put your arms in here” spat the guard impatiently.  

Eyeing the energy prods and trembling, Thairina slid into the jacket’s embrace.  “But…but, this is a straitjacket!  I…I’m not mad!” her voice quavered as the thing was pulled fast about her body.

“You don’t say - spy-bitch! Well you had better get used to wearing one of  these where you’re going”.

Her captors tugged the garment about Thairina’s body.  It was zip-locked snugly closed at her back; her arms placed through ring straps below her breasts and made secure behind.  Her legs spread wide apart, the guard drew the gusset piece between her thighs;  pulling the cinching strap tight - biting into her nether regions and cheeks.  Thairina whined as the gusset strap was buckled home.  This drew amused comment:  “And you’d better get used to that as well!”
A short flexible metal cable was then clipped onto the hasp rings at the her ankles to complete Thairina’s bondage.  Satisfied their prisoner was secured, the guards left, slamming the cell hatch as they went.

Unaccustomed to heeled boots - complete with ankle chain - Thairina found she could walk by taking small steps.   The straitjacket was tight but not excessively uncomfortable.  A point that concerned Thairina about the jacket was a zip fastening in the gusset piece that ran from front to back – she was under no illusion that this detail was there to make it easier to go to the toilet. 

Thairina found that however she twisted, stood, crouched, squatted or sat upon the cell floor she could not relieve the constant grasping hold of the jacket upon her pussy and butt.  And it shocked Thairina to find that she was getting hot and a little moist down there – she was being aroused by this experience!  Something was making matters worse;  she could definitely feel a small, firm lump in the gusset pressing persistently up against the area about her clitoris.  The tormenting lump also seemed to ‘click’ gently as she moved.  To find relief of some description Thairina began, without conscious effort, gently squirming and straining in the straitjacket.  Soon she was enthusiastically writhing and grinding her pelvis but all this did was to make her even hotter and allow her juices to flow even more freely than before – and then small lump began do buzz gently.

“How’s the new prisoner doing?” asked the prison supervisor as she peered over her colleague’s shoulder at the bank of viewing monitors.

“Let’s say we’ve converted another lost soul to new  pleasures!”  smirked the guard.

“Well, well.”  Murmured the supervisor and peering at Thairina’s softly gyrating body on the screen.  “This one IS going to enjoy the next 10 years”. 
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