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The Suit

Storycodes: Mf, bdsm, latex, bondage, insertions, hood, gag, collar, heels, orgasm control, dollification, con

A woman seals herself into a strict latex doll suit and surrenders the keys to her lover, who takes control when he returns.

Corinne has been waiting for this moment: a tailor-made latex doll suit, ballet heels, steel restraints, and a locking hood with no escape. Alone, she prepares herself, struggling into the unforgiving enclosure, her body filled, bound, and sealed until nothing of her remains but the gleaming image of an anime doll. When Etienne arrives, he finds her helpless and ready, a living fantasy of restraint and submission. What follows is an intense journey of confinement, arousal, and surrender, where every movement, every breath, and every vibration tests her limits until she breaks beneath the pleasure he controls. This story explores latex enclosure, extreme bondage, dollification, and the delicate intimacy that follows when release finally comes.

Corinne placed the large, heavy package on the dining table, examining it with excitement. She had waited weeks for this, tracking its progress with eager anticipation.

She used scissors to cut through the tape, careful not to damage the contents, peeling back the cardboard flaps to reveal what was inside. The faint, distinct scent of latex met her nose as she uncovered the first layer of protective wrapping. She lifted the items out one by one, her hands brushing over the smooth, glossy surfaces.

The tailor-made suit was stunning, the heavy latex material reflecting the light. She traced the seams with her fingertips, noting the craftsmanship and the perfect measurements that would ensure a flawless fit. Next came the helmet, designed in an anime-girl style with locking mechanisms discreetly integrated. The exaggerated proportions and detailing matched her preferences exactly. She set it beside the suit on her bed.

The ballet heels were sleek and intimidating, their impossibly high arch a bold statement. Finally, the steel collar and wristbands emerged, their polished surfaces gleaming. The collar felt solid and heavy in her hands, while she inspected it for flaws.

Once everything was laid out neatly on her bed, she stepped back to take it all in. The items formed a striking display against the soft comforter, each piece complementing the others. Corinne took a deep breath: Lots of locks and no keys–they had been sent in advance and she had already given them away.

She went to the bathroom, shedding her day clothes and stepping into the shower. The warm water washed away the tension and anticipation from her body, leaving her refreshed and ready. Her thoughts wandered to the experience ahead as she let the water cascade down her skin, her mind filling with possibilities.

After stepping out of the shower, Corinne dried herself with care, making sure her skin was completely dry and smooth. She knew any moisture left behind would make the next step even harder than it already was. Once satisfied, she retrieved the gel from her vanity and returned to the bed where her suit awaited.

She picked up the thick, glossy garment, turning it inside out carefully down to the waist. She could feel the hefty weight of the latex, and a sense of excitement at the challenge ahead filled her. The suit was designed without zippers, requiring entry through the neck opening. It made it harder to get in, but it would look better.

She applied a generous amount of the gel to her legs, ensuring every inch of skin was slick and ready. Starting with her right leg, she eased it into the corresponding leg of the suit, guiding the thick material upward in small, careful motions. The latex clung tightly as she worked it over her calf, past her knee, and up her thigh. She repeated the process with her left leg, her fingers deftly smoothing the material as she went. By the time the suit reached her upper thighs, she was already feeling the snug embrace of its design.

Corinne paused to prepare for the next step. She applied the gel to the two large inserts attached on the inside of the suit. Their size and shape had been tailored to her specifications, intentionally wider and larger than comfortable. She shivered at the thought of what was to come, but her resolve never wavered. With steady hands, she positioned the front insert and pushed, her body readily accepting the large phallus. She repeated the process with the back dildo, pushing it while trying to relax. Millimeter by millimeter it slipped into her, spreading her wide, then wider–a burning sensation. Finally the insert passed through its widest point, and her sphincter muscles pulled it in, up to the wide, flared base.

The relentless pressure of the dildos, now deep inside her, sent a surge of sensations through her. It was exactly as she had hoped—unyielding, intense, and inescapable. Determined to finish, she gripped the edges of the suit and pulled, forcing the thick latex up over her hips. Each tug pressed the inserts deeper, the suit’s design ensuring they stayed firmly in place.

Corinne took a steadying breath, her hands slick with the gel as she began working the suit upward from her hips. The latex was thick, resisting her efforts, and each tug required focus and strength. Slowly, she pulled the material over her waist, smoothing it against her skin as it molded to every curve. When she reached her chest, she paused to align the suit’s cups carefully. As she settled them in place, they forced her breasts into an exaggerated, high shape that strained against the glossy surface. The effect was just as spectacular as she had envisioned.

Next came the arms, which proved to be the most exhausting part. The suit’s integrated gloves were as thick as the rest of the material, their stiffness making it a struggle to slide her hands inside. She pushed and twisted, the effort leaving her breathing heavily as the tight latex finally encased her fingers, while the suit’s collar slipped upwards and applying itself unevenly to her neck. The glossy gloves clung tightly, smoothing out over her hands and forearms, completing the enclosure.

By now, she could feel the heat building under the suit. Sweat pooled beneath the latex, its thick embrace amplifying her every movement. She tugged the collar into place last, straightening it up her neck until it settled snugly around her throat.

Corinne took a moment to adjust to the sensation. The suit’s thickness left no part of her body untouched, its unrelenting pressure amplifying her awareness of every inch of herself. The dildos inside her pressed deeply, their size impossible to ignore, while her breasts were forced into an exaggerated presentation that added to her restricted, hyper-aware state.

She reached for the steel wrist collars and neck collar. One by one, she clicked the locks shut securing the final layer of her confinement. The weight of the steel added to her sense of restraint, and as the last lock closed, she realized there was no turning back. She was fully committed, encased, and contained.

Every movement became an ordeal. The thick latex resisted her at every turn, making even small gestures a challenge. She could feel her muscles straining against the material as she adjusted her posture. The heat was almost overwhelming, her sweat pooling under the glossy surface and adding to the sensory overload.

Corinne lowered herself onto the edge of the bed, trying to find a position that would allow her to put on the ballet heels without intensifying the already overwhelming sensations inside her. The moment she sat, however, the dildos were driven painfully deeper, forcing a gasp from her lips. It was too much. She immediately shifted, unable to maintain that position long enough to lace up the shoes.

Frustrated but determined, she adjusted to a kneeling posture, one knee bent awkwardly under her as she balanced on the other. It was an uncomfortable pose, taxing her muscles and adding to the sweat already pooling beneath her thick latex cover. The suit’s unrelenting grip on her body only made the effort more exhausting, but she pressed on.

She slid the first shoe onto her foot, aligning her toes with the impossibly steep arch. Pulling the laces taut required both effort and patience, as the thick gloves and the resistance of the latex suit made precision difficult. Finally, the shoe was secure. She threaded the leather strap around her ankle and clicked the small lock into place. The sound of the lock snapping shut felt definitive, an added layer of permanence to her confinement.

The second shoe was even harder. Her already-strained muscles protested as she shifted her weight to the opposite leg, struggling to maintain her balance in the restrictive suit. The heat and sweat beneath the latex were becoming unbearable, dripping down her back and pooling at her thighs. Despite the discomfort, she pushed through, lacing and locking the second shoe with trembling hands.

Once both shoes were on and the locks secured, Corinne straightened slightly, the impossible arches of the ballet heels forcing her to focus on every movement. Each shift of her weight sent a fresh wave of pressure through her, and the dildos inside her reminded her of their unyielding presence.

The next piece awaited her: a thick latex hood. She picked it up, turning it over in her hands, searching out the tiny eye holes and narrow breathing slits. The lenses over the eyes distorted her vision, deliberately designed to make her severely short-sighted. The nose holes were too small for comfort, and the large dildo gag inside the hood promised to leave her silent and filled.

With a deep breath, she pulled the hood over her head, the latex sliding into place with a tightness that pressed against her from all sides. She took the dildo gag in, and aligned the nose holes to allow for some kind of breathing, then took time to forcefully align and smooth the mask over her head. Her breathing was shallow through the restricted nose holes, and the gag forced its way even deeper into her mouth, stretching her jaw and silencing her completely. The material pressed on her head from all sides, leaving her utterly enclosed.

As she adjusted the hood, aligning it with the collar of her suit, she heard the faint snap of its locking mechanism engaging. The hood was now secured to the collar and the suit, an inescapable addition to her confinement. She could feel the unrelenting pressure of the latex on her head, the claustrophobic grip intensifying her awareness of her helpless state.

On the crown of the hood, an integrated small, round fastening knob awaited the final piece. Corinne reached up with trembling hands, touching the smooth surface as she prepared herself for what was to come next.

She grabbed the shiner and a soft cloth from the bedside table, and began moving methodically. With deliberate strokes, she polished the latex, bringing out its glossy shine until every inch of her body gleamed in the light. The process was taxing, the repetitive motions amplifying the heat building beneath the heavy material. Sweat pooled along her back, but she pressed on, ensuring the suit looked as pristine as possible.

Satisfied with the shine, she turned to the final piece: The mask which waited for her the bed. She removed the wig from the mask and opened it, swinging the hinged back from the front face. The inside gleamed with the same polished finish as the suit, designed to completely enclose her, and press on her from all sides. The mask’s design featured a high, stiff neck, seamlessly integrating with the hood and collar she already wore.

Carefully, she aligned the mask with the fastener on the crown of her hood. Once positioned correctly, she let the back piece fall shut. The mechanism engaged instantly, gripping the fastener and pulling the mask tightly against her face. The gag inside her mouth was pushed deeper, stretching her jaw further. The back of the mask closed over her neck with a loud snap, locking securely in place. Corinne could feel the stiff neckpiece press down, immobilizing her head entirely.

She picked up the wig and adjusted it atop the mask, the soft blonde strands a stark contrast to the rigidity of the latex and steel that bound her. Once it was secured, she attempted to maneuver toward the mirror on the other side of the room. The ballet heels forced her to make tiny steps, and her impaired vision did not help the effort.

Corinne stood before the mirror, her blurred reflection staring back at her through the narrow eyeholes of her mask. The sight struck her with a mix of awe and arousal. She had become something entirely other—a hyperfeminized anime doll, a visual fantasy rendered in polished latex. Her face was no longer her own, replaced by the smooth, passive features of the mask. It was expressionless, devoid of emotion, yet undeniably captivating.

Her body, shaped by the unforgiving suit, presented exaggerated curves that forced her into a posture she couldn’t break. The suit clung to her like a second skin, seamless and reflective, its shine making her appear flawless and inhuman. Yet the reality beneath it was far from pristine. She was sweating heavily, her skin slick and hot, her breaths shallow and labored through the tiny nose holes. Her gagged mouth, stretched wide and filled by the unyielding dildo gag, silenced any sound she might have made.

She tried to turn her head to view herself from another angle, but the stiff collar of the mask held her neck firmly in place. She could neither turn nor tilt her head, her gaze fixed forward, controlled entirely by the limitations imposed on her. Even if she wanted to move, her options were minimal. The ballet boots forced her into a precarious en-pointe stance that made standing painful and kneeling the only other possibility. Sitting wasn’t an option—the suit and the dildos inside her made sure of that.

Corinne saw nothing of her true self in the mirror. Her identity, her personality, even her imperfections, were completely obscured. She was mute, deaf, and unable to emote. She couldn’t scream, couldn’t protest, couldn’t do anything but exist in this tightly controlled form. She wasn’t a person anymore but a perfectly constructed doll. Her exaggerated femininity was on full display, yet ironically, she was locked into a chaste state. She had no access to herself, her most intimate places filled and sealed, inaccessible even to the desires burning inside her.

The sight of her own helplessness was overwhelming. The sheer inescapability of her situation—locked into the suit, entirely at the mercy of whoever held the keys—made her pulse race. She felt aroused beyond reason, her body betraying her under the oppressive heat and pressure of the latex. Yet she could do nothing about it, trapped in her silent, restrained world.

She did not hold the keys, she had given them to Etienne far in advance, and until he returned she was entirely alone. There was no escape, no relief, just herself and the relentless grip of the suit that held her captive. Every sensation, from the tightness of the material to the unyielding presence of the dildos, reminded her of her helplessness.

Corinne knelt in front of the mirror, her reflection a constant reminder of her state. Each shallow breath she managed was a victory, the small nose holes doing little to provide relief.

When Etienne finally arrived home, she could barely register the sound of the door through the muffling layers. She caught only a blurred glimpse of movement as he approached, his figure blurred by her short-sighted lenses. When he came close, she recognized the outline of his face and the confidence in his stride. She had handed him the keys earlier without explaining, and it was clear now that he had pieced together what they were for.

Etienne paused in front of her, taking in the sight. Corinne stood up, and presented herself like a living doll, her polished latex suit reflecting the light, her exaggerated curves presented for his pleasure, yet also keeping her safely away from him. The mask, with its impassive anime features, completed the surreal image. He could see the effort it had taken her to get into such strict bondage—the faint rise and fall of her chest as she took shallow, controlled breaths through the mask. He knew how hard she was working and sweating just to endure her enclosure.

“Quite the sight, Corinne,” he said, though he knew she couldn’t hear him. Her head didn’t turn toward his voice, the stiff neckpiece keeping her gaze locked forward. A faint sound escaped her gagged mouth, more of a reflex than any attempt to respond. He smiled, realizing just how helpless she was.

Etienne reached out and touched her shoulder with a firm grip. He began positioning her, tilting her slightly, stepping back to examine her from every angle. He spoke again, his voice lost to her in the vacuum of her isolation. She only felt his hands, his guidance, his control. Then, without warning, he grabbed her arm and began marching her through their home.

Walking was an ordeal. The ballet heels forced her into an unsteady gait, and the thick latex resisted her every motion. Etienne steadied her as he led her. They moved down the stairs, a slow, exhausting process. Each step sent fresh waves of pressure through her body, the dildos inside her shifting with every hesitant movement. Her breaths came faster, the tiny nose holes barely enough to keep her from panicking.

When they reached the garage, Corinne felt the coolness of the space even through her latex suit. Etienne led her to his motorbike, positioning her in the saddle. He attached her wristbands to the handlebars, locking them in place. Her legs were spread wide, her position forcing the dildos deeper inside her. She tried to shift, pushing herself up slightly to relieve the pressure, but Etienne had other plans.

[image: ]

He started the engine.

It roared to life, the vibrations traveling through the bike and into her. The dildos inside her amplified every tremor, sending waves of sensation through her body. Her breaths grew desperate, the tiny airflow suddenly nowhere near enough. She tried to hold on, fighting to manage her arousal, the heat, and her rapidly quickening pulse.

Etienne circled her, camera in hand, snapping photo after photo. He captured her glossy, impassive doll face, her exaggerated body rigidly posed, and the struggle she couldn’t outwardly express. Corinne wanted to scream, to protest, to beg for relief, but the gag held her silent, the mask pressing it deeper into her mouth. Every motion of the bike forced her to confront her helplessness, her isolation, and the intensity of her confinement.

Etienne took his time, letting the vibrations do their work as he documented every moment. Corinne’s body trembled, her mind a blur of heat, arousal, and exhaustion. She was utterly at his mercy, her struggle hidden behind the mask’s unchanging expression.

The relentless vibrations, the suffocating lack of air, and her total helplessness consumed Corinne. She fought to control her breathing, to manage the overwhelming sensations coursing through her body, but her efforts were futile. The dildos, the heat, the tightness of the latex, and the pulsing vibrations from the bike all worked against her. Her body betrayed her as wave after wave of pleasure overtook her, each one crashing harder than the last. She came uncontrollably, the wetness pooling inside her suit, her gagged moans muffled into silence by the mask. Her struggles and panic were invisible beneath the impassive, polished exterior of her doll-like visage.

Etienne continued to circle her, capturing every moment with his camera. He watched as her body trembled, her breathing visibly shallow, and her chest rising and falling rapidly. He knew she was at her limit, the intensity of her experience pushing her far beyond control. After one final moment of stillness, he finally granted her mercy. He turned off the engine, silencing the vibrations, and moved to her side.

He unlocked her wrists from the handlebars and then released the mechanism securing the mask. Carefully, he lifted her latex-covered body into his arms, her head lolling against his shoulder as he carried her upstairs to the bathroom. Corinne was barely conscious, limp and overheated, trapped in her latex. He set her down gently on a bench, his hands moving with precision as he began unlocking the steel wristbands and collar, then unlocking and removing the mask.

When he removed the hood, her flushed, sweat-streaked face was finally revealed, drool running from her mouth over the latex suit as he pulled out the dildo gag. She gasped for air, taking deep, shuddering breaths, her eyes fluttering open weakly. “Thank you,” she mumbled, her voice barely audible, though her gratitude was clear. Etienne nodded, his touch gentle as he knelt to unlock and remove the ballet heels, setting them aside.

After giving her a moment to recover, Etienne began to undress himself. Corinne lay back, still catching her breath, her body trembling slightly from exhaustion. When he was ready, he helped her to her feet and guided her into the shower. Together, they worked to peel her out of the suit, a slow and arduous process. The thick latex clung to her sweat-slicked skin, each tug releasing a spray of moisture that splattered against the glass walls of the shower cabin. They both laughed softly at the mess, the tension easing with the absurdity of it.

Once free of the suit, Etienne turned on the warm water, letting it cascade over her flushed skin. He took his time washing her, his hands gentle as he cleaned away the remnants of her struggle. She leaned into his touch, her body heavy with exhaustion but her mind calming under his care. Afterward, he helped her rinse and carefully dry the latex suit, setting it aside to air-dry. He then toweled her off, wrapping her in soft, dry fabric before lifting her again and carrying her to their bed.

Corinne sighed as he laid her down, her body sinking into the comfort of the mattress. Etienne settled beside her, brushing a strand of damp hair from her face. She smiled faintly, her exhaustion mingling with a sense of contentment. In the quiet moments that followed, they found solace in each other, the intensity of the experience giving way to calm, shared intimacy.
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