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CHAPTER ONE




Strike
Team

 


Sally was a
Strike Team officer of the highest calibre. But she had issues and
the first and biggest case in her new career coming along right at
this point could have been both the worse, and best timing. It was
a case that she couldn’t turn down, or hand off to someone else. It
was an opportunity for her to shine. The chance for her to get
noticed once and for all in civvy street. The chance maybe for her
to head up the ladder rather than be placed sideways. She had to do
it, of course she did and just thinking about it excited her. She
was used to danger, and used to being in life threatening positions
and it excited her to the core to be heading into something where
there was no pre-set path or no set ending. Just her heading into
something that was unpredictable and dangerous. She liked the
adrenalin rush, and she liked the wetness it gave her between her
extraordinary legs.

But, as she
sat at her dressing table, she couldn’t possibly know that her life
would change beyond drastically, by a series of twists and turns
that would occur in her everyday life as an officer in the elite
Strike Team. The Strike Team had been formed out of the City’s need
to crack down on sex workers and drug dealers. It had been a
project that had been very hush hush and one that to be selected
for was an honour. Only the best of the best of the best would do,
and only the very best of those would be considered. She had been
lucky to be selected as the only female up to that
point.

Sally had come
to the police service via the Army. She’d also been one of the
first female army special services personnel in the country. She
had been thrown in at the deep end with assignments in the middle
and Far East and the in the Eastern European countries. A few years
of such assignments had taken their toll on her she would never
deny. But a few months home and out of the special services and she
had been hankering for something. So when the offer came in to talk
about this new Strike Team, she jumped at it. She’d been home
fiddling with her thumbs for long enough. She’d needed to get back
into some kind of intensive fold and that was Strike Team. She just
needed to spend a few months with the regular police whilst things
were set up. And then it had been just a case of waiting for the
assignments to come in. Of course Strike Team was populated by big
egos, and competition for the cream of the jobs was fierce and it
was strong.

Up to that
point Sally, apart from a rookie Linzi, had been the only female
operative in the new Strike Team, others would follow, so for an
undercover operation to break down a specialised prostitution ring
that operated out of the dark web, she was ideal. She looked ideal
- perfect in fact. In her early thirties and a looker. When she was
dressed for police work, the consummate professional in high heels
and sheer nylon. But to tackle the underbelly of the dark web and
the worse kind of people that society produced, she would need to
be ‘different’. She knew that. She didn’t need to have it spelt out
to her. She knew how she would need to look, and work and how she
would need to live. But more than that she knew that she would have
to do it on her own. She would have to sink out of sight, and
without direct communications back to the Strike Team HQ. In effect
she would be like a lone wolf. Her only means of communication
would be from phone boxes away from her area of operation. Away
from the red light seedy parts of the city and away from where she
could be spied by prying eyes.

“You know, you
don’t have to do it right?”

That had been
the unit commander - a highly decorated veteran himself. There was
something in his tone that told of the dangers involved. Sally
wasn’t the kind of woman who scared easily but there had been
something in the commander’s voice that told her that this was
different. That this was beyond anything she had experienced
overseas with special forces. She did consider his tone and voice.
She knew that he must have seen sights and action in his time so,
for him to change his voice up this way would have registered with
Sally. She was trained to notice the nuances like that. She had
been trained in interrogation and counter intelligence measures, so
there wasn’t much that got past this woman.

“Yeah I know
Sir, but I’ve got to do something. I’ve got this. I’ll be
ok.”

And there was
something determined in her voice which told the commander that she
would be ok. But even he couldn’t have known how it would all pan
out.

 


Today

 


Sitting at her
dressing table Sally checked herself. She checked the little
‘button’ device that was pressing into her clitoris. She needed
that to be there. And it was held in place by tight, smooth latex
pants. She swiped a little credit card sized remote control and the
button buzzed her clitoris and she sucked in air. If she was asked
where her ‘issues’ came from, she would never know. There was this
‘need’ in her to not just orgasm regularly and intensely - but be
aroused whenever her mind wandered. Maybe this was why she needed
to be involved in intense operations - so that this almost alien
sexual need she had was pushed more to the back of her mind. It
could have been something in her past, in her adolescence maybe -
something that had happened to her that she had since blocked out -
or that her mind preferred to block out.

She swiped
that remote again and gave herself another buzz. But then she
swiped another of the buttons. And that took care of the little
caps she had over her nipples. When she swiped that button the
nipples sprang to immediate life. She had to make sure she had all
of her little gadgets in place and secure because this was how she
would go to work - this was how she would spend her day. This would
be invisible to anyone else. It was just that at various points in
any day Sally needed arousal and she needed orgasm. That might
sound strange and it might sound unbelievable for a woman like
this, so together and so established in a highly dangerous role.
But this was Sally.

The ability
for her to orgasm and be aroused during a normal working day, was
something that enabled her to get through that working day. She was
able to function, and function at a high level if she had those
little pleasures in her life with her all of the time. She slipped
on a bra that did well to cradle her breasts and then she slipped
on her silky blouse top. There was the poke through of her nipple
caps, but she could live with that - a bit of eye candy for the
lads. That made her smile. Her issues made her smile sometimes as
well even though she knew that at some point she would need to see
someone, talk to someone about them. She knew that if her issues
were known about now, that she would have never got this gig. And
in a way she patted herself on the back for being able to keep it
all to herself.

She slipped on
her skirt, one just tight enough and short enough to show those
nylon sheathed legs of hers, and then she arched her feet into her
high heels. She had decided long ago that high heels did it for her
- that she liked the way they made her feel and the way they made
her walk. She couldn’t be so stylishly dressed all of the time -
not out in the field but when at HQ this was fine. And on top of
that her arousal was higher because she was just about to be thrust
into this new case.

Sometimes
Sally wished her ‘issues’ were confined to the need to orgasm and
be aroused. They weren’t and she had to deal with that as well.
Part of the problem was that she was single and living alone. When
she wasn’t working she had lots of time on her hands. Her porn
collection wouldn’t be something she could share with anyone. It
was private and just for her eyes. Sometimes she would watch these
films for hours and hours knowing what she was doing was somehow
wrong but doing it anyway. She’d tried to reason with herself that
if she tried watching ‘normal’ porn instead of the deep and kinky
stuff that she watched that, that might be the gateway to a more
normal life for her. But she’d tried that. She watched these films
because she needed to be aroused and needed to orgasm - that she
didn’t or couldn’t do it in a normal way was just the way it was.
But in general Sally was happy. She handled her issues her way and
she kept a lid on it all her way and to an extent that got her
through life. She just didn’t know that she was heading for some
kind of catalyst or some kind of apex in her life that was going to
change things for her, forever.

“You’ll do
girl!”

And she was
talking to herself this time in the full length mirror in her
hallway. She did look breath-taking, she always did and she knew
it. She wasn’t afraid to show off a bit. She had the looks and
figure, and the legs to do it, so why not? She saw it as a bit of
fun for herself. And if anything that showing off added to the
arousal she needed. She looked at herself for a few minutes and
tilted her head, first one way then the other. She looked like this
now but she didn’t know what she would look like or how she would
feel when she was undercover. Today was the day that the team got
together. It was the day that they all got to know who their
closest colleagues were going to be. The ones they were all going
to be relying on. For Sally it was different. She was ‘the’
undercover. She was the one sinking out of sight and the one who
would be relied on the most and who would rely on others the most.
All eyes would be on her and she knew that. So this was a kind of
curtain call for her, before she took on that other persona in the
city’s underbelly.

 


“So this is
our first major case. I would have preferred it if the Strike Team
were broken in a bit more easily. But unfortunately that isn’t how
it can be - we have to hit the ground running.”

The commander
was talking and it was as though one could hear a pin drop in that
room. He had the room from his first word through his charisma and
sheer presence. He was that kind of guy. The kind of guy who had
‘lived’ a life and one who no doubt had a lot of stories to
tell.

“We all know
the sex industry in the city is as big as the drugs. But we’re
letting the narcos wing of Strike Team take care of the drugs. What
we need to do is infiltrate the vice side. We all know the red
light areas and those will be Sally’s entry point. But we are not
interested in street, or even brothel level
prostitution.”

And now there
was more of a hushed atmosphere in that ops room. There were about
twenty officers, all in plain clothes, and all would have some part
to play in this case. Some were looking at each other, some were
looking directly at the commander. A few flicked their eyes to
Sally. No doubt some of the men in this room hid wry smiles as they
thought of this leggy bit of stuff going deep undercover, and how
she would handle it. Or not!

“There is
something else coming out of the dark web. Sex work yes, but highly
polished and highly specialised sex work. It’s not about ten dollar
blow jobs down back alleys, or quick fucks in the back of cars.
This is something entirely different.”

And he stopped
talking again to scan the room.

“C’mon boss
spit it out. You’ve got us hooked already.”

That was an
officer from the back of the room and there was a murmur that
filled the room as he said what everyone was thinking.

“Fair enough.
This is an organised group providing very specialised, fetish
services to high paying clients flying in from around the world.
We’ve picked up the chatter from the dark web and initial enquiries
reveal that this is not just a national thing but international and
with a lot of input from Russia. It is big we know this already. Of
course, people can buy sex easily all they want, on any street
corner, as long as they don’t break any laws. But this is darker.
Some of those fetish scenes are pretty deep and very intense.
There’s suggestions of trafficking in human flesh. There’s
suggestions of missing girls and women. But more than that there is
a sense of deep seated BDSM scenes that don’t stop at light
spankings. There is more than a hint back to the ‘snuff’ scene of
the 70s and 80s. By that I mean that the activities going on are
for real, and not merely roleplaying. We have no evidence of
murders being committed, yet! In fact we have very little at all,
apart from the fact that this vice ring does exist.”

“There is a
sense that this thing is huge, and powerful. There is definite
knowledge that people high up in the food chain in several
countries, including this one are involved. Not to mention that
input from Russia.”

The commander
stopped talking so that his words could be absorbed. Then he spoke
again.

“I’m not going
to say this isn’t dangerous because it is. There are powerful
people involved as well as international organised crime groups.
Sally is going under because she wants to. We’ve spoken several
times and she is up for it. It’s up to us to support her as best we
can. Most of the work will be done by her alone undercover. We
don’t contact her, she contacts us. And we are starting tonight.
All leave is cancelled and there is no budget on overtime or
resources - it’s an open cheque book. This case, this dark web ring
has to be taken down. Any questions?”

He scanned the
room again. There was murmur - mostly because those who had
holidays booked now had to tell their wives and partners that it
was on hold. Sally had known that it was going to start soon, but
she didn’t expect, this soon. There were no questions. He had spelt
it all out pretty straightforwardly.

“I’ll take
that as a no then. Get your calls to your loved ones over and done
with. Tell them in all honesty you don’t know when you’ll see them
again, because this is true. And collect in the squad room, in,
let’s say an hour. Sally, can you come with me now. There’s a bit
more you need to know.”

 


“Last chance
for you to back out? I’m not going to say that this is something
you might not come out of intact, but it is edgy shit Sally - you
get that right? You need to get in and get out as soon as you can.
Just feed us with the info and let us bust their asses, and get you
to safety. OK? These people, whoever they are, are making millions
on the back of this fetish misery. I can’t see them letting anyone
stand in their way. And if they discover a lone deep cover officer
is amongst them - well I don’t need to elaborate, do I?”

He stopped
talking and looked long and hard at Sally. “I know. I know. I’m ok
boss. This is something I need to do. Ever since I got back from
Afghanistan I haven’t been able to settle. So this is what I need -
something to get my teeth into.”

She stopped
talking before she talked herself out of it. “Fair enough. You need
to get home, we’ve delivered a package to you plus instructions,
and a key for an address that will be your new home in your new
life. It isn’t a palace but then your new self isn’t a princess if
you get my drift. You need to call in, 7 days from now. Give us a
sense of how the land lies.”

The commander
would have understood her need to get back into some kind of
action. He would have known about the excitement and adrenalin of
service under duress so he wasn’t trying too hard to talk Sally out
of it. He was just doing what any team leader would do.

“I didn’t
think it would be quite so quick. But I’m good to go. I’m intrigued
- a package, and instructions as well as a key to a new home for my
alter ego. Can’t wait.”

Sally
uncrossed her nylon sheathed legs and stood up. It had to be said
she was an impressive woman, and yet one that held so many secrets
all to herself.

“Don’t forget
Sally, 7 days I want to hear from you - something., anything, even
if you just want to call me a cunt, I want to hear from you right
just so I know you are ok.”

He wasn’t
smiling and neither was she. She waved a hand at him and
spoke.

“I’ll be in
touch, I promise.”

That was the
last time the commander or any of the Strike Team would see or hear
from Sally.

 


Rewind - one
week

 


Sally had been
having that ‘need’ to get back into some kind edgy work for some
time. It was like this need that ran through her veins most of the
time. But she had other needs as well. She drank from a huge almost
oversize goblet of red wine and she was on a deep recliner chair
tilted towards a huge sixty inch TV screen mounted on the wall in
front of her. She was naked except for a pair of grungy,
transparent latex stockings and a pair of the most outrageously
high heeled shoes. Her long legs were spread out wide and her knees
raised so that she had easy access with her fingers.

She was
scooping out her own juices and then swiping them across her full
lips. The thing was that her lips, like her long nails were glossed
a deep, deep red and she looked like a whore. It had to be her
intention to look like she looked. No mature woman could look like
this by accident and Sally was an intelligent woman. She’d had
another week of no-action work. Another week of pushing a pen at an
office desk and it was driving her insane. And on top of that, her
need to masturbate and orgasm had been higher than she could ever
remember. The throb from her nipples and her clitoris had gone
right through the core of her, every single day and she was on the
point of being insane with this need. She stroked her cunt lips -
those cunt lips were all silky and slippery with her juices. And
then she swiped her two fingers across the top of her lip, under
her nose so that she could smell herself. She was depositing her
own juices under her nose so that she could smell herself and then
taste herself. It was like she was using that aroma of herself to
make the pleasure better. Like a fix of some new ground breaking
high.

 



CHAPTER TWO

 


One Week
Ago

 


Sally looked
in a world of her own. It certainly looked like her needs had got
the better of her. It was just as well she kept this side of
herself, to herself. If those up the ladder knew about this, if
they saw ‘this’ then there would be no way that she would be part
of the Strike Team, let alone allowed to go under deep cover to
bust a highly organised and wealthy vice ring. It looked at this
moment in time like she was part of the problem, not the
solution.

There was
nothing elegant, or dignified about her as she masturbated in the
recliner chair. The way her legs were spread, knees slightly raised
it looked like she had either just been serviced by a paying client
or that she was going to be. It looked like she was servicing
herself between clients. But this was her time. This was the time
she needed to herself so that she could get the gratification she
so badly craved.

Up on the huge
sixty inch screen a porno film was playing. That is a porno of
sorts. There was a leather clad woman, severe and strict looking -
heavily made up, and looking sternly down to her feet. She was an
attractive woman - very attractive, and yet with more than a hint
of arrogance about her. And down at her feet was another woman - a
younger woman whose heavy mascara had been smudged and was running
down her tear stained face. She was looking up at the leather clad
one imploringly. Like she was begging her or something. Or like she
had been begging her so much there wasn’t any more energy in
her.

‘You know what
you have to do, slut. Now do it.”

The leather
clad dominatrix spoke down to the younger one and her tone of voice
was as severe as her looks. She almost hissed her words as she
dragged her long, elegantly painted nails over the leather of her
dress. There was this cigarette huskiness about her voice and that
filtered down to the younger, whimpering girl. The standing woman
had one stiletto off and one on and she was offering her sizeable
foot to the mouth of the girl. There was no question about what she
was instructing her to do. She was instructing her to take her foot
into her mouth. Not just her toes but her whole foot. The thing was
that her foot was still sheathed in the expensive nylon of her
stocking and the girl’s nostrils twitched as that foot came closer
and closer to her mouth. She could smell that foot. She could smell
it and almost taste it before the toes slipped between her
lips.

“That’s a good
slut. Suck my toes and then suck my entire foot. I want to feel
your mouth working my foot. First this one then the
other.”

And there was
this tone to this woman’s voice that was almost ‘not pleasant’.
There was this underlying tone that told of her control over this
young girl. A closer look at this girl would reveal that despite
heavy, ruined makeup, that she was barely of legal age. There was
no doubt that she would fall into that grey area where questions as
to her legality for having any kind of sexual contact with others
would be asked. She parted her lips and took the nylon toes in and
she began to suck them. One could try to work out how this made one
feel, to see this young girl doing this but somehow it left one
cold.

And yet for
Sally, she was bringing herself off to the sight of this. She was
stroking her labia lips and then she was dipping her fingers in
deeper into herself - she loved, literally, other women’s feet, and
other women’s nails. This was how Sally masturbated - with just her
two fingers - the fore and index finger. She used these two fingers
as though they were sex toys. As though they were sex toys that
could provide her with the very nuanced sensations she needed to be
flooding her sexuality so that she could bring herself off. On the
screen that girl was making a meal of the nylon sheathed toes of
this older dominant woman. It was almost as though she herself was
gaining some kind of sexual pleasure out of it. But on closer
inspection there was this fear in the young girl’s eyes. Like she
had to suck these toes like this because if she didn’t, what then?
And that was exactly it, if she didn’t there was something much
worse waiting for her.

It was as
though this dominant woman had shown this young girl over a period
of time before this time, what would happen if she didn’t do as she
was told, exactly as she was told. And so she had wetted those toes
through the nylon and she was sucking onto that nylon and those
toes like her life depended on it. Every so often the camera zoomed
in on her eyes and that was where most of her story was told. That
was where this girl’s origins were pouring from. Where did she come
from? What was her story? The fact that she was borderline legal
was a pointer to the fact that she was wherever this was, maybe
against her will. Or that she was ‘performing’ against her will.
And there was this melancholy about her but also a vacantness in
her eyes that would tell anyone she needed some kind of help. Or at
the very least that she needed some kind of love.

It looked like
all of her love was being poured over those nylon sheathed toes
right now. Her own drool dripped to the floor and then the
dominatrix was slipping more of her foot into the mouth of this
girl and she was frantically trying to wet whatever of her foot was
in her mouth. The dominatrix was in no hurry and her own huge,
heavily made up eyes rolled in their sockets as though she was in
some kind of euphoria at having this girl suck her toes and feet
like this. This wasn’t a hooker doing something for payment. It
wasn’t even an actress making a video film for rent or purchase.
This was some kind of sadist taking part in what flicked her
switches. And it just happened to be being filmed for
posterity.

Clearly this
was an older woman who ‘enjoyed’ younger girls in this way. Clearly
this was a woman who wasn’t playing for the camera because she
hadn’t looked at the camera once. She was in her own world with
this young girl who had been sourced from god knows where. The
thing that was more concerning was that Sally was in this world
with them both. It was on this huge high definition screen yes, but
it was like she was there with them. A closer look at Sally would
reveal her own mouth drooling and working in motions mirroring
those of the young girl on screen. The closer she got to her own
orgasm, the more it was like she was living what was happening on
that screen. The more she was living the role of the young
girl.

And that
provided a contradiction. It provided a form of head-fuck that was
not easy to come to terms with for anyone trying to work out what
was happening here. Sally wasn’t a ‘young girl’. She was a mature
woman in her early thirties. If anything, or to the untrained eye,
she might have suited, in the mind of others, the role of the
dominatrix the most, in looks, stature and maturity. But that was
not where her masturbation was taking her. As she approached that
orgasm, or as she allowed it to build behind her clitoris, the
images on the screen were leading to her being that submissive
girl. The one sucking the toes and the foot. This was a disturbing
thing. This wasn’t something that would sit on anyone’s mind that
easily. At least it wouldn’t sit on the minds of anyone who knew
Sally, very easily. Her commander for instance.

“That’s right
you dirty little foot slut. You know what to do with that slut
mouth of yours don’t you? And after, well after you have serviced
my feet, we can have some more fun. A weekend of fun.”

And there was
something in that word ‘fun’. It was like fun didn’t mean what it
meant in the real world. Or in the normal world. It was more like
this woman was warning the girl ahead of time that it was going to
be a long weekend for her and that this woman’s form of fun, was
something that the girl would not be looking forward to. And this
was reflected in this girl’s eyes. There was the flicking of her
eyes up to the woman as she spoke down to her. And there was like
this split second where the fear was shown stark and bare in those
eyes. And there was this momentary pause in how she was sucking on
this older woman’s foot. And there was this immediate reduction in
the girl. She was already in a submissive state to the older one
but this was like she had been taken to an even deeper state of
submissive being. One couldn’t help come to the conclusion that
this girl was some kind of masochist - and that she got off on what
was happening to her in this film.

But that
masochistic ‘feel’ that she let seep from every one of her pores
was another contradiction and another thing in the mix. There was
her age, or her apparent age and that didn’t lend itself well to
what her age appeared to be. That kind of advanced sexuality was
something that should not have existed in this girl at this time.
She was a good ten years off the age where she should have been
recognising and acting on any kind of masochistic tendencies. It
maybe could be taken for granted this this girl had been ‘trained’
to this way of life.

Certainly in
Sally’s sexually addled state she was imagining all sorts of
things. She was imagining all sorts of scenarios that this girl
could have been in. That she had been abducted and brainwashed and
then forced to act like a foot slut - act like a submissive slut to
this older woman who glared down on her in something that was
almost contempt. And then there was the imagining what the ‘fun’
could be that the older woman spoke of. She was bringing herself to
the point of orgasm all the time - just to the edge and then back
again, and then to the edge again and then back again. She was
building the orgasm behind her clitoris. She was building it and
building it and she was making it so that it was right for her. She
wouldn’t orgasm until she was ready. She wouldn’t allow herself
that release until she was one hundred percent ready for that
explosion of pure undiluted pleasure. And she wouldn’t be ready for
that until she had drained her mind and her imagination of the kind
of demises this young girl could experience in the film she was
watching.

Yes, it was a
porno film she was watching and masturbating to but not a porno
film of the usual kind. Films like this couldn’t be sourced
locally, under the counter of mucky book shops. Films like this had
to be made and distributed within established circles of trust, and
secrecy - such as the dark net. And one had to wonder then how
Sally got hold of such material.

When she
orgasmed, she squirted at the same time. It was like that squirt
was let go under extreme pressure of her sexuality behind it. Like
her cunt was a fully loaded gun and she was pulling the trigger.
She was pulling the trigger in her mind and her body was letting go
and as she did that her eyes rolled in their sockets. Sally was in
a different place now. She was in a place that she could be
herself. Just for those moments of orgasm she was where she really
needed to be. But one had to ask, was this deep cover assignment
the kind of thing she needed to be sinking into? Probably not, but
the writing was on the wall already. As she came down from the
orgasm, she kept watching the film. She would watch the whole film,
all two hours of it, time after time and she would masturbate time
after time. All the time her own ‘addictions’ taking
hold.

 


Today

 


Sally had left
the station and found a coffee shop. She needed to get her thoughts
together before she went back to her own house in preparation for
sinking out of sight. Effectively she was on her own now. It was
like she was in this transitional period where she was herself but
when she was just about to morph into this other persona that she
would introduce to the city’s underbelly. She got these funny
feelings inside of her. She knew that was the adrenalin coursing
through her system. She thought about the commander’s offer of her
not having to do it. That she didn’t have to do it and that she
could pull out if she wanted to but she knew that she wouldn’t do
that. She likened it to her having to go into action in the Middle
East. She didn’t have a choice then and she didn’t have one now
either. The landscape was different and her roll was different, but
she still had to do it. Besides, it excited the fuck out of
her.

She sat at a
tall bar type stool in the window that over looked the main drag.
People passing by in a world of their own. Occasionally one would
look in the window, see her looking back and then look away. That
was it about the city, no-one ever spoke - strangers never
exchanged pleasantries. It was a lonely unforgiving place to be.
But this was ideal as preparation in Sally’s mind. She was trying
to imagine how she would be if she was one of those girls, or women
heading into the less savoury side of town. Another day, another
dollar and all of that. She couldn’t ever imagine having to live
like that, but pretending for a little while - she could do that.
She was like an actress taking on a job - if she was an actress she
would be a method actor - she would spend time with the people and
in the environment that the persona she was taking on for a job
would do. She would do the method thing. She would sink into the
role and she would ‘become’ that person even between
scenes.

In her own
mind she would grow into the role she had to be. She couldn’t spend
time researching and doing it the real method way for this
assignment so she would have to learn as she was going. She would
have to grow into the role and she would have to slowly become that
person. The thing was that she didn’t know how much time she had to
‘grow’ into that role. She knew that she would, in the words of the
commander, have to hit the ground running and she was reasonably
confident that she could do that. Sally knew her own abilities and
she was confident in those abilities. She didn’t need to worry. She
had been undercover before, as a radicalised western woman in a
Muslim country. She had been in the thick of it with the worst of
the worst ISIS groups - and indeed she had got to the top of the
tree before bringing them down. She knew what it took and she knew
that she just needed to be in that right frame of mind and the
right place in her head to be able to pull it off.

She knew that
all she had to do was immerse in this city. That all she had to do
was absolutely empty her mind of everything else. All she had to
remember was to call in, in seven days’ time. That was all she had
to remember and the rest would take care of itself. She finished up
her mug of cappuccino and headed out,. When she got back to her
place she smiled when she went in. True to the commander’s word,
there was the package and there was the key to her new place. For
all members of Strike Team, there was this rule that there had to
be a key to the places they all lived at. Because of the
sensitivity of some of what they had to do, because of the secrecy
of that they had to do, and because of the dangers involved, there
needed to be some access in case it was needed. The amount of
scenarios that this could be required was infinite since every
case, and every assignment would be different.

Sally opened
the envelope containing the key and a note with simple start-off
instructions. She unfolded the note and read.

‘You’re a
woman called ‘Sally’, wanting to leave her past behind. You have a
story but you’ll never tell and you’ll do anything not to be found.
ANYTHING!’

That was it -
that was her ‘in’ to this world that she was heading to. The
instructions were simple and she smiled that she was keeping her
own name. This gave her plenty to get her teeth into and even as
she read the note and re-read it, she could feel herself becoming
this woman. Maybe she had run away from an abusive marriage. Maybe
she was a woman who had trodden on the wrong toes somewhere along
the line and now she needed to hide out in places where she
wouldn’t normally frequent.

She opened the
package and she immediately recognised the sight of shiny, stretch
PVC. She unfolded that item and found it to be a dress.

“Oh for god’s
sakes!”

She said that
out loud to herself. It was a black stretch PVC dress of the micro
variety. That is, there was hardly anything of it and it would not
leave much to the imagination. It was her size but she knew, just
from holding it up against herself what it would look like. She
kind of knew when this assignment came up that she would need to
get into this world quickly. So she kind of understood that a woman
built and looking like her would be noticed in a dress like this.
And there were the ripped fishnet pantyhose, the barely there G
string and the slightly scuffed high heeled court shoes also black.
These shoes had seen better days but she had to have a weather worn
look about her. She couldn’t go in too ‘new’ looking. It had to
appear that she had seen better days. Or it had to appear that she
had hit on bad times. It was funny for Sally - she only had to look
at this stuff that she had to wear, and the note and she knew how
it had to be.

Sally was the
kind of woman who rarely needed stuff to be spelled out to her. She
was a woman more than able to read between the lines. She was a
woman who could develop the narrative as it went along. She could
adjust and adapt - she could improvise and morph into any given
situation. For Sally, when she was at the top of her particular
game, whatever that game was at the time, she could pull anything
off. This was true - so true. But it was true for sally ‘IF” she
could remain in that that professional mode in her mind. If she
could focus and concentrate on the job in hand and if that other
side of her’s didn’t come to life. That was it for her - she could
do any job, with ease, but if that other side of her’s woke up, if
THAT side of her began to dominate her psyche, then she would be in
trouble. This had never happened before and that was because she
had never taken on a vice role before. She had never had to immerse
in the seedy sexual underbelly of life like she would for this
one.

 



CHAPTER
THREE

 


The Worst Of
The Worst

 


Sally took her
time getting ready. She was on her own time line now and she wanted
to get her look right first. That stretch PVC dress clung to her
like a second skin. She wouldn’t mind admitting that she felt
vulnerable in the dress. It was sleeveless and it was short - so
short it barely covered her ass cheeks. And she was thankful that
the fishnets were pantyhose as opposed to stockings. It was a
ridiculous thing for her to be thankful for given what she was
going into and what she looked like anyway. There was no doubt, or
would be no doubt that she was a hooker and what she existed for
once the right eyes were on her. She’d taken time to do her makeup.
In her real life she hated makeup that was too heavy, too garish
and yet she knew what it had to look like for this role so that was
one that she had to take for the team - cocksucker lips and big
enhanced eyes, the lashes dripping with mascara.

She didn’t
have massive breasts and yet the dress allowed for what she had to
be uplifted and squeezed together to form that inviting and
alluring cleavage. If she was honest she quite liked that. And then
those heels. She knew all about high heels and this was the first
sign of her other self creeping in to her psyche as she slipped on
those stiletto courts. These were higher than she would normally
wear but she liked them. They made her ‘tighter’ and more aloof and
they made her stand in a certain way. Even though she didn’t know
it she was making mental notes to herself that she would have to
get higher heels for herself when this was all over. Even though
she couldn’t possibly know it that other self of her’s was already
awake. Alarm bells should have been going off in her own mind now
but they weren’t. It could have been that she was so focussed and
so immersed in this role that she had to get into that she wasn’t
letting herself be consciously steered away from that.

She may have
been vaguely aware of her own wetness, especially when she pulled
on her G string. There was no way that she could have not noticed
her own slippery wetness, or the pleasure she felt tingle through
her whenever fingers and nails got anywhere near that sex flesh of
hers. But this was a common and more or less permanent status for
her. Being ‘wet’ wasn’t unusual for her. In fact she would be more
concerned if she wasn’t wet! But again she was not adding it all up
in her mind. Already she was not seeing what was happening to her.
She was not seeing the danger she was in. Of course physically she
was not in danger - from the kind of training she had received over
the years she could take anyone out in the blink of an eye. This
other danger was something that was creeping up on her and she
either didn’t know it, or she was ignoring it, or pushing it to the
back of her mind.

Sally took
another long look at herself in a mirror. She was checking her
makeup. Even she had to admit to herself that she didn’t recognise
herself. Even she had to admit that she looked the part and that
kind of excited her. Her lips looked bigger, plumper, more inviting
and deep blood red, the same as her perfect nails. Her eyes looked
dark, smoky, sexy. The construction of her face was stunning anyway
with high cheekbones and chiselled jaw line but her expert makeup
application made her stand out even more. Her dark, almost jet
black hair she pulled into a high tight pony tail that added to her
height. And she looked down herself.

“Mother would
be proud!”

She said that
out loud to herself at the same time as giving herself a lipstick
smile back in the mirror. In fairness her mother, god rest her
soul, would have been proud of her one and only. It was just the
irony of what she looked like now and what she was about to do in
order to get higher up in her chosen profession. She threw on a
short leather jacket and she chose a less than new clutch bag which
contained her makeup and a family pack of condoms since she had to
be prepared for anything. Between her legs, the wetness had crept
to her inner thighs and although there was no sign that she knew
this, she must have. A lady knows when her lady stuff is producing.
Maybe this job that she was about to undertake was exciting her
more than she would care to admit.

“Where to
love?”

The taxi
driver was jovial. He would be, he’d got an eyeful of Sally as she
left the house and then as she made for the cab. She was all tits
and legs and big red lips.

“Docks Town.
You know where right?”

And she had
climbed into the back of the cab and looked at the driver through
his rear view mirror.

“I do. You
sure you want to go down there? It’s not the best part of
town.”

Sally didn’t
answer that. She reckoned to herself that a working girl going down
to ply her trade wouldn’t want to be, or need to be lectured on
where she was going so she let it slide. The fifteen minute trip
down to the Docks Town area of the city was made in silence. She
paid the driver with a twenty and told him,

“Keep
it.”

The taxi
pulled off, heading back into town leaving her standing there on
the roadside. This was it. This was her assignment and she had to
forget everything else now and concentrate on who she was and what
she was. It was dark now and the neon of the street lights was
casting those eery shadows in this sepia toned colour at various
angles up and down the road. Sally didn’t know much about the
city’s vice side. She knew it existed and she knew that vice and
narcos crossed paths often. She was very much having to fly by wire
as she headed for a bar she could see. Over the road there were
girls plying their trade under a lamppost and when they heard the
sound of her stilettos hitting the sidewalk, they turned to look at
her. Of course they would - if there were new girls working their
areas they wouldn’t like it. One of them, a tall, well-built black
girl crossed the road to speak to her. Now Sally was in it up to
her neck. Too late to back out now, not that this girl approaching
her was a worry to her. It was like a second nature for Sally to
assess risks and then work out ways in advance of neutralising
those risks. This big black bitch would go down like a sack of shit
- she knew that.

“What you
doing down here girl? Girl like you, get good money but these are
our streets, not yours, y’hear me girl? Toto wouldn’t like you
being here looking like that, unless you be his girl.
Y’know?”

The woman was
really just protecting her territory that’s all. She was just
pissing on her patch. And she was letting Sally know that this was
a pimp controlled area. Not much head work was needed to work out
that Toto was the pimp who controlled the streets around Docks
Town.

“I’m not here
to tread on toes. I just need to stay low profile for a while
that’s all. You won’t see me working the streets, I
promise.”

And Sally
blinked her huge eyes, lashes fluttering at this imposing black
girl. She deduced she must have been in her twenties, very pretty
as black girls go. There were the usual signs of drug use and yet
this girl carried herself well on top of high heeled, knee length
boots. Sally’s tone was contrite, almost submissive as she began
the process of immersing in this role.

“I hear you
girl. Just had to say it as it was, y’know. I gotta admit, you
don’t look like a street whore. You’re more upmarket
right?”

The tone she
used was one that told that she was street worn. She’d probably
been on the street since her early teens. She probably had kids at
home with an underage babysitter whilst she was selling herself to
the passing trade.

“You know, I’m
not sure what I am. I’m pretty new to this side of life. I have to
go with the flow for now. Anywhere round here I can get a decent
drink?”

Sally needed
to sound worn out with life herself. As though she needed a break.
The black girl turned around and just looked at the bar that Sally
was headed to anyway.

“Good a place
as any. Enjoy!”

And with that
she turned on her high heels boots and strutted back across to the
group of girls who had stopped and were watching. Sally gathered
her thoughts and took a look across. The black girl was telling the
group about her, and heads were turning. Sally just took a moment
and then she headed to the bar. She didn’t see the black girl
pulling out her cell phone and then talking into it. Sally was in
the process of getting an ‘in’ but she didn’t know anything about
it yet. For all her training and all her awareness, this was a new
world for her. Things didn’t go down here, like they went down in
the outside world. This was a closed world, a thoroughly
distasteful world.

“I’ve just
seem something you may be interested in. A bird wanting to keep a
low profile. One running away from something. One who looks perfect
for you. I’ve got a good feeling about this one. Come see
her.”

The black girl
was talking into her cell phone at the same time as tracking Sally
with her eyes. She just wanted to make sure she was heading into
that bar - and she was.

“I’ll be
expecting commission on this one, y’hear.”

And she threw
her head back and laughed into the night air. The call was hung up
without any pleasantries and just like that, the group of girls
were standing trying to attract passing cars. Sally slipped into
the bar.

It was
crowded. A group of smokers were out on the sidewalk but Sally
slipped past them and inside.

“What can I
get you darlin’?”

That was a
barmaid who sported the most enormous tits almost spilling out of
the tiny top she wore. And for some reason Sally didn’t look at her
face she just looked at these tits that seemed to be looking
back.

“Yep they’re
all mine. Are you buying or just looking.”

The double
meaning to the question snapped Sally out of it and she
laughed.

“I’m sorry.
Amazing breasts really! Just a whiskey on the rocks
yeah?”

Sally was
adjusting and perfecting her speaking voice as she was going. She
had been well educated with her high school years being completed
in a paying public school so her accent, and her voice were
normally crisp and precise, unlike the black girl across the road.
The bar maid brought her fingers up to her cleavage and dragged
them down attracting Sally’s eyes again. This time she was almost
electrified by the sight of the woman’s long, perfectly manicured
nails. She was indenting them into her breast flesh and she was
making sure that Sally saw that. It was as though this woman had
some kind of insight into the head of Sally. Like she could just
look into her mind and her sexuality at will. But she was just
teasing her.

“I sure can.
Double whiskey right? And two rocks?”

She wasn’t
asking Sally, not really, she was telling her what she was getting.
Sally just nodded. She didn’t know it, but she was playing her own
role too well. Her other self, that hidden self was awake and
active and Sally was so focussed on this role she was playing and
what she had to do, that she didn’t know it. She wasn’t even
noticing at this time that her excitement levels were off the scale
and that her arousal was on a different scales
altogether.

“There y’go
love. Enjoy!”

Sally nodded,
smiled. Loud R&B was being played and the place was filling up
more and more. She sat on a bar stool and crossed her fishnet
sheathed legs. It seemed every time she emptied her glass, it was
filled again. But she could hold her drink. She had drunk with some
of the hardest drinking, hardest partying soldiers on earth and
this was nothing to her. But as her mind numbed to the whiskey a
little bit she became less super aware of her surroundings and who
was close to her. What she had done was fixated on the barmaid
nails and that had been kind of her focus.

 


Later

 


Sally hadn’t
even noticed this big titted barmaid making a call within eyesight
of her. She was vaguely away of this giantess of a woman standing
leaning against a door jam, but she was fixated on her form rather
than what she was doing.

“Got a live
one in the bar. A lost soul, one who needs to be ‘loved’ in that
special way, you know?”

There was a
pause as the person on the other end of the line spoke. Then the
barmaid spoke again.

“Yeah that
right - a white bitch, someone already called her in? She’s hot for
it. She’s got the scent you know. She’s in heat. Come snap her up
before someone else does.”

And with that she hung up
the call.

“You look like
you need another whiskey on the rocks honey.”

Given what
this woman with the demon tits had just done, she was coming across
as very nice, pleasant, even a bit flirty with Sally. Sally herself
was letting her head swim in the whiskey but she was finding it
easier sinking into herself with some of that alcohol flowing
through her system. She found she could immerse much
easier.

“Yeah, fuck
it, why not. Make it a super large one will you`?”

And it felt
like she was flirting back but Sally was gone enough to not notice
the wry smile on the barmaid’s face. Sally had been set up and all
she had to do was stand back and watch.

“Never seen
you in here before. You’re stunning.”

Sally had been
in a world of her own when the throaty female voice hit her senses.
She turned to look at a woman who was probably a little older than
her. Amazonian would not have been a word that was out of place.
But she was more than the length of her nylon sheathed legs
suggested. She had slipped into the bar and found Sally straight
away. And now she was standing close to her - very close. She was
almost pressing herself into Sally, imposing herself on her. There
was this vibe going on that said exactly that. That this woman was
used to ‘controlling’ things. That came across in her body language
and in her tone of voice. She draped her hand over Sally’s. That
could have been a bit forward, but in this place at this time Sally
was simply shrugging it off.

“Why thank
you. Nope, never been here before. I just don’t want to be found,
if you get me?”

Why was it
that women always found it easier, or didn’t think anything of
opening up to other women? They would never do that to men, and yet
here was this highly intelligent, deep cover officer, bleeding out
her alter ego self to this fetishly enhanced woman in a bar in a
less than respectable part of town. Her eyes dropped to the hand
over her’s and there were more perfect nails for her to swoon over.
She squeezed her thighs to give herself a shot of pleasure. Maybe
it was at this time that she noticed the extent of her wetness for
the first time.

“I hear you
honey. And maybe I can help with that. I think you’re a submissive
aren’t you? I mean, you look like you could handle yourself but I
get the impression from how you look, your body language and all
that, that you wanna leave all the decisions behind. That you want
to hand the power to someone else. That you want to be led, and
trained. I get the feeling you want to escape, right?”

This woman,
mixed race, stunningly tall and large breasted wasn’t wasting any
time. She had got two different calls about the same woman that she
was now talking to. Little did those two callers know that she
already knew about this one. She’d known about her for some time,
somehow. But she would often get calls, and often those tips didn’t
work out. But two calls within minutes of each other couldn’t both
be wrong so she’d had to check it out and make sure it was who she
thought it was.

Sally was
immersing in her role but she was fighting arousal by now as well.
Her mind was alert, and she was with it. And she was working out
that this woman was leading her for a reason - that there was more
to her than met the eye. This wasn’t just a tall, leggy, busty
mixed race hooker. There was more to her than that - for a start
she oozed a class of her own. She would never have hoped to have
found a way into this vice ring that she was supposed to be
infiltrating so soon. And yet she felt that this woman whose hand
was over her’s and whose fingers were kneading her hand gently, was
into something much deeper than a bit of hooking.

“I do want to
escape yes. I need to escape. I want to go deep.”

And Sally
turned to look directly up at this woman who kind of loomed over
her. She blinked her mascaraed eyes and allowed a tear to squeeze
out.

“Yes you do.
And you want me to take you deep don’t you?”

Sally didn’t
answer she just looked at this woman and her look said it
all.

“Why don’t you
drink up and come with me honey. I am nothing if not eager to give
women like you what they ‘need’ so badly. But you know, this is a
bad, bad world right. It’s the kind of world that will suck you in
and spit you out again. That is, maybe it will spit you out. It
might just devour you and your soul.”

She spoke with
a tone of voice that was almost scary. But the undercover officer
in Sally was taking it in. It could have been that Sally was being
her own worst enemy. She was convinced that this woman was her
entry into the dark web world of that fetish circle.

“I don’t have
a soul.”

That was as
simple as Sally’s response needed to be to let this woman know that
she was ‘in’. She knocked back the large whisky and stood up. Two
impressive women leaving the bar together. Right outside the door
was a blacked out limousine waiting, it’s huge V12 motor purring.
That car looked out of place in Docks Town. But it didn’t look out
of place with two leggy women getting into it. Sally had intended
to hang around this part of town for some time. She had thought she
would need to hang around for some time. But this was the last time
she would see these particular sepia toned neon lit
streets.

 



CHAPTER
FOUR

 


In
Deep

 


“Where are we
going? Where are you taking me?”

They were the
kind of questions that any woman might ask. In the back of the
limousine, this other woman had draped her lower arm and her hand
over one of Sally’s legs.

“Ssshhhh now.
No questions. You need permission to speak from now on. Just take a
few deep breath of this, through your nose. It will relax you,
chill you out. Send you to dreamland.”

She was
holding a dark brown phial of something and the top was already off
it. Sally took it and there were alarm bells ringing. But she was
in this for the long haul. She did consider calling in sooner than
seven days since this was so fast moving but she decided against
it. If she had an ‘in’ into this dark world that she was
investigating then, she could collect and collate a lot of
information in seven days and she would have more to call in about.
She decided against it. She decided instead to immerse in this
world that she was on the verge of entering and then review it in a
few days. Maybe she knew it or not, but to more than a little
extent she was acting on the sexual urges that she was getting now.
She was sexually excited, and that was taking over her a little
bit.

She had never
worked in tandem with that other self of her’s but now it was
happening naturally. At this point it wasn’t clear if she knew this
was what was happening. It could have been that she was having that
feeling of being carried along on a tidal wave of excitement and
pleasure and she just wanted to do that and fuck the consequences.
She held the phial to her nose and inhaled deeply - first one
nostril then the other. Immediately her eyes rolled.

“And again
sweetheart.”

The women was
using her nails to ‘scritch’ the fishnet pantyhose leg of Sally.
Sally pressed her full deep red lips together and rolled them in
and she took another two lengthy sniffs of the phial and her eyes
rolled again. The woman watched Sally before she spoke again. What
she was doing was waiting for the drug to take effect and she knew
that had happened when Sally went all loose and limp next to
her.

“I have to
make sure you’re for real. I have to make sure you’re the real deal
before I commit too much to you. You understand that honey right? I
have to check you out, my way.”

Sally was
light headed, fuzzy and yet she was alert as well. Her hands and
her legs felt heavy and yet her mind was alert and acute. She’d
taken drugs before. She smoked dope and she’d done lines of coke,
but she’d never felt this before. It wasn’t unpleasant what she was
feeling and yet at the same time she got this sense of danger. She
tried to put words together in her mind to answer what this woman
had asked her and that was easy enough but when she tried to propel
those words out of her mouth nothing came out except a little bit
of spit and drool.

“Just nod
honey. The stuff you’re inhaled doesn’t allow speech, and it
doesn’t allow resistance.”

That was of
concern. That Sally couldn’t speak or resist in any way. But she
nodded anyway.

“I’m going to
spread your legs and finger your cunt. And then when we get where
we are going, there are some people who will want to use you. They
will prepare you - yes that’s a good word, ‘prepare’ you for your
‘escape’ to our world.”

Sally could
hear what this woman purring into her ear and she was understanding
every single word and what those words meant. She didn’t like it
that she didn’t have any control. The undercover officer in her was
worried about this. All undercover officers had to indulge from
time to time, just so that their cover was not blown and Sally knew
this and she accepted it. But having her control and ability to
resist taken off her was something that unsettled her a little bit.
And yet, that sexual part of her, that sexual self of her’s was
highly aroused now and that was carrying her along.

“That’s right,
nice and wide, show mamma what you’ve got.”

The woman had
talked to Sally as she’d spread her legs. They were too heavy for
Sally to spread herself. That drug, whatever the fuck it was had
made her limbs almost useless but this woman, this up to this
point, nameless woman had spread them for her and now she was
running one of those perfect nails of hers up and down the insides
of one of Sally’s thighs and if she could have, Sally would have
spread wider and wider for her. But even if she had no sensation or
movement ability in her legs, she could ‘feel’ what this woman was
doing to her. She could feel those finger nails working her thigh
flesh and then getting closer and closer to her cunt. She could
feel those finger nails ploughing through the thick wetness that
had oozed out of her sexuality and began running down her
thighs.

“You’re a wet
one aren’t you. I like the wet ones. I think we are going to get on
just fine honey. And all you have to do is let yourself be taken on
the ride. Not that you can resist of course. Oh, and my name is
‘Bitch’. You need to remember that name. Bitch.”

Again, Sally
was taking it all in, every single word. That obviously was not
this woman’s real name. More like it was her nature. If she could,
Sally would have told her, her own name but Bitch pre-empted that
and whispered into Sally’s ear as she began to part the saturated
labial lips. “And your name is ‘cunt’. We don’t need real names
here. All we need are names that tell what we are. And I am a bitch
of the first order and you are, a cunt. My cunt.”

This woman
went straight for the clitoris of Sally. She had slipped one, then
two then three fingers into her but then withdrawn and locate that
hooded clit with ease. That was what it was about women - they knew
other women. They knew their way around their own bodies but they
knew their way round other women’s bodies as well. Sally’s nostrils
had flared a little as her clitoral bundle was popped from under
the fleshy hood. And what this woman was doing was pressing it,
squeezing it, manipulating it and filling with her blood. She was
bloating that clitoris, making it swell and making it almost like
it was going to ‘pop’. Sally let out a gasp and she blew out her
lips. She still could not speak. But now she wouldn’t even be able
to form those words in her mind either. All she could do was drool
and roll her eyes as this woman helped herself to her
femininity.

What Bitch did
with Sally’s clitoris could not be described, not really. Sally
thought she had found the ways to masturbate and gratify herself
completely. But she had been wrong. It could have been that her
nerves, her sexual nerves and receptors had been placed on high
alert. It could have been that this woman had cajoled her clitoris
into such a high state of arousal that the sensations she was
feeling now in the back of this blacked out limousine, were
something that she had never been able to unlock before. But now
the driver was watching via his rear view mirror and Sally was
aware of that, she was aware of this man being able to see and be
aware of what Bitch was doing to her. She tried to work out how
that made her feel but again cohesive thoughts were escaping
her.

“Good girl.
Good cunt. You just let yourself go. Let my driver see what kind of
cunt you are.”

It was no
coincidence that that more and more aroused she got Sally, the more
her tone changed to this ‘nastiness’ that was hard to pin down and
describe. There was this nastiness and this control being excerpted
over Sally that she was aware of but helpless to do anything about.
There were the thoughts in Sally’s head that she couldn’t do
anything about it. She would get the chance to bring Bitch down and
she would do this with interest, but for now this other woman had
the key to her mind and her sexuality and that much was clear.
There was this sense that this woman had assessed Sally and got the
key to her mind and body with ease.

“Mmmmm
gggodddddd.”

They were
dribbled, almost non words that Sally let slip from between her
blood red lips.

“There is no
god here cunt, just me, at the moment.”

The driver was
licking his thick, ugly lips at the sight in his rear view mirror.
But those words again were registering with Sally.

“I’m gonna let
you cum and then you’re going to ‘sniff’ some more, you hear me
cunt?”

And it was
like now this woman had the key to Sally and her sexuality, that
she could talk any way. In the bar she had needed to approach
‘softly softly’ like. But now that she had Sally where she wanted
her and needed her, she didn’t have to hide who she was any more.
And she slipped one finger inside of Sally and then hooked it back
to find her G spot. She found that as easily as she had located her
clitoris. And she pressed. She knew that the G spot responded more
to pressure than rubbing and so she depressed it like a button and
kept that pressure on as she used her other fingers to cajole and
encourage the clitoris to expand and bloat.

“Good cunt,
good cunt. Now are you ready to cum, like a bitch in
heat?’

That was a
rhetorical question - Bitch didn’t need or require a response from
Sally. Instead she pressed the G harder and then swiped her other
fingers over the tip of the nerve receptors of Sally’s clitoris and
Sally immediately exploded in a more intense orgasm than she had
ever experienced. She felt the throb of her clitoris and the pull
of the invisible string to her nipples. She sat back in the deep
leather of the limousine back seat and she just let out this noise
that she would have never made before.

Sally had
owned her own sexuality and her own orgasms up to this point. She
had worked herself out and she had lived side by side with that
other self of her’s to the point that she was confident that she
could live BOTH lives with ease. But now there was this sense that
she had given her sexuality away. Or that it had been taken off
her. But the truth was that she didn’t care that much - this orgasm
was rocking through her and it was melting her mind. Bitch’s finger
nails were doing the damage to Sally’s psyche. Those fingers and
those perfect long nails had brought her to the point of orgasm and
then held her there. Those fingers just for very short micro split
seconds had held her on the point of orgasm and then just let her
spill, let her explode.

And it was
that explosion of pure pleasure that was damaging to her mind. She
knew that she had a job to do, she knew why she was here and yet
for the time being it didn’t matter. She knew that she was in this
for the long game and so she knew or thought she knew that she
would have plenty of time to bring this woman and this organisation
down. The job had only just started. She was in the first night of
her deep cover role and she would get the chance to blow this vice
ring apart. But maybe in the euphoria of her orgasm she had made
her first error of judgement. Maybe it escaped her, in the middle
of those wet sloppy throbs that this woman Bitch was giving to her,
that she was in the process of being closed down for reasons and
for a future than she couldn’t even contemplate. It hadn’t entered
her head that she would fail in her mission. It hadn’t entered her
mind that she was taking advantage of this deep cover to gratify
herself sexually. But that in turn hadn’t told her that she would
fail because of it.

Sally took
another series of sniffs from the dark glass phial and the rest of
this evening and night existed in this ‘bubble’ of a high that she
would never be able to compare with anything else. She remembered,
vaguely, the ride. She remembered thinking that it was a long ride.
She got the sense that she was being taken out and away from the
Docks Town area of the city. She got that sense because she knew
that Docks Town was just a small cubby hole within the City, and
because she got this sense that she had been in the car for a long
long time, that it stood to reason that she had been taken out of
that area to another. That in itself was cause for
concern.

She wasn’t
really taking much notice of her surroundings as the car made its
way to wherever it was going. The sexuality had taken over now.
That orgasm had rocked her and she wanted more of that. She needed
more of it. Tomorrow was a different day and she would begin work
proper. Tonight she could simply indulge, she could simply immerse
in her own sexual joy. The liquid that she had sniffed from that
phial was doing things to her mind, and to her nerve endings and
she was having difficulty in focussing on anything else. She needed
to get over this night and she needed to then wake up with a clear
head so that she could start her work. She hadn’t even been to the
address that she had been given to live in yet. She couldn’t even
remember what that address was. But it was ok, it would come back
to her when her head clear a little.

The rest of
this night was a blur. She was aware of it - there was this odd
acute clarity in her mind and yet it was all still a blur. She even
had the sense that she could be in danger but there was no
resistance in her. The throbs between her legs, at the top of her
clitoral bundle were giving her sexuality all the attention she
needed right now. She sensed that danger but she was of the mind
that, that would all take care of itself. She just needed to get
through this night. She was aware of the limousine gliding through
a set of huge wrought iron gates that had silently opened all by
themselves. The car going through and then onto a wide winding
gravel drive. She might remember at later date, the sound of the
car tires over the gravel - the little pops they made as they
crushed the gravel into the ground. And then the car rolling to a
halt.

That stuff she
sniffed must have had a cumulative effect because the rest was such
a blur in her mind. Getting out of the car, a little unsteady on
her legs. This woman, Bitch, coming to her aid, hooking an arm into
her’s and holding her up as she was taken into this huge house.
There was this sense that she should maybe have turned to look at
the world she was leaving as she entered that house because,
because there was no telling when she would see it again. She was
aware of other people, men and women, and girls being there and she
was aware of all eyes turning to her to look at her. This would
have been the time when she would have smiled and greeted people
like the friendly person she was in reality. But all of that
escaped her. And she just stood and let all of these eyes pour over
her. There was this urge in her to shake off the effects of this
drug that she had been inhaling into her system - that urge was
clear and it was loud in her mind. But the throbbing between her
legs was more urgent. And all of that clarity, all of her training
in the field was being replaced by a different kind of urge
now.

When she felt
the cock being fed into her from behind her eyes pinged open. She
couldn’t remember how she had got into this position, she was on
her all fours but she couldn’t move her hands or her knees. Her
knees and ankles had been anchored to a raised platform and she was
being fucked from behind. It wasn’t as though, as she became aware
again, that she didn’t know what was happening to her. It was loud
and clear in her fucked up mind that she had been anchored to the
spot and now there was this thick, long cock inside her. Her mind
began to clear, and her eyes opened. Bitch was in front of her,
waiting for signs of her coming to and she was still holding that
phial.

“Ah, cunt,
you’ve joined us again. Welcome back. You must be wondering what
the fuck is happening to you? Don’t worry - this is just all part
of the process of taking you into my world. We need to be sure that
you are suitable. We need to test you. I mean, you could be an
undercover cop, couldn’t you? So this little part of the process
will break you down a little bit. If you are a cop then this will
flush you out. Or it will then flush the cop in you out. I already
know how responsive and how sexual you are - and that is a good
sign. But we need to take you further. We need to subject you to
things that will reveal the real you.”

Sally was
hearing this woman’s words and she was understanding every one of
them. Maybe this was the time that she should reveal herself to be
that undercover cop and then make the arrests? But no, why would
she? She didn’t know anything at this point. At this point all that
was happening was that she was being used sexually - and that
didn’t disagree with the state of her psyche right now. But what
this woman was saying was telling her that she was on the right
track. That she was onto something. Why else would this woman be
worried about undercover cops? Why else would they need to flush
the cop in her out? She wasn’t worried about that. She had done
Afghanistan and she had been interrogated by cruel ISIS and Taliban
soldiers. She’d done the anti-interrogation training. She knew how
not to give her captors what they wanted. So this would be a breeze
for her. She wouldn’t give this woman anything she needed. But she
wasn’t in Afghanistan now. She wasn’t being interrogated. She was,
fuck-knows-where and she was in the process of having her brains
fucked out. The trouble was that she didn’t know, what
then?

 



CHAPTER
FIVE

 


And Then
Deeper

 


It only
occurred to Sally very slowly that she was being fucked by a man
with a thick cock and that it was an unprotected raw fucking. She
didn’t know how she knew that, she just did. It was a sizeable cock
that was being used like a piston in and out of her. It was using
its own full length. She knew this because when he pulled out of
her he was keeping the ridge of his bell end inside her and he was
using it to pull and tent her vaginal flesh out. And then he would
push right back into her again. She was aware of how distasteful
this all was. How distasteful she was being on her all fours like
this, being fucked doggy style from behind like some crack whore.
But she was writing that off with the rest of it for this night.
Tomorrow was another day. At least now she had something to go on,
and something that warranted further investigation.

The throbs of
her clitoris as this man fucked her were amplified and accentuated.
And her own wetness was something that she couldn’t get out of her
head. She kind of wished that she wasn’t producing so much fluid
but accepted that she was and she had this strangest sensation of
being humiliated because of that. And that humiliation was added to
by the fact that she was enjoying that cock being inside her,
mashing up the inside of her vagina. She didn’t even know what this
man behind her looked like, what his colour was, nationality,
nothing, but that fact was feeding her sexuality as well. It seemed
everything was feeding her sexuality and her need. It was like she
had lost her mind. Or like a switch had been flicked on and was
being kept on.

All she could
see in front of her was this woman, Bitch. The one with the
unbelievable nails. Long and deep red like her own. Sally had been
fixated with other women’s nails since she could remember. Maybe
the distant memories of her mother, painting her own nails and then
her’s when they shared time together before her mother passed away.
But she would never know how nails took on a sexual aspect for her.
She didn’t know - she just didn’t know even though she had spent
forever trying to work it out in the past. It was like her fixation
with other women’s feet. And it had been because of those two
fixations of her’s that she had started seeking out ‘different’
types of pornography that she could masturbate to. If ever she
tried to step back and work herself out, she never would be able
to. Weird really, that all these years she had just accepted
herself without question.

And now this
woman with the nails was in front of her as this man was behind
her, seeing to her sexuality. And seeing to it was the right
expression. She could feel herself squeezing onto that cock even
though it had stretched her open. She could feel her wetness making
it easy for this man to fuck her. But she could feel herself slowly
being ‘reduced’ because of what was happening to her. She was
panting for another orgasm - she could feel herself building up
that orgasm behind her clitoral nerves and she could feel herself
needing that orgasm. And that came across in her eyes. But she
could feel that humiliation as well. She could feel that slow
creeping humiliation that was serving to reduce her as a
woman.

“You need it
don’t you cunt? You need to be gratified and it doesn’t matter how
many cocks it takes to do that. You want to devour them all, right?
Once this man finishes with you, another will take his place, then
another, and another.”

And it was
like this woman was using words to shock. Except it wasn’t words to
shock. She was using words that would feed the need in Sally. She
was using words that would register with the sexual need and
arousal in Sally. This was a woman who knew what she was doing. She
probably already knew that Sally was not a woman who put herself
about like this. And knew that Sally would be horrified at what she
had taken part in, in the cold light of day. But she also knew
about that responsiveness in this woman she had been called twice
about within minutes. And now she was taking her through a process
that she had taken many other women and girls before. It was just
that Sally didn’t know this, not yet.

And Bitch had
been right, for Sally, the thought that there was a queue of cocks
waiting to slip inside her was something that fed her sexual
desire. In fact this woman had never known such wet slippery sexual
desire. She thought that she had found the peak of her sexual
prowess but that was not true. There was more to it than she knew.
There was another place for her to be taken to. There was another
plane for her to be elevated to and she felt that this woman could
take her there. Sally may have been one of the most capable Strike
Team operators, but it was clear that her abilities with that when
her sexual self were awakened were severely diminished.

Just the
thought of taking a queue of cocks would have mortified and
disgusted Sally on a normal day. In fact she had pretty much
denounced taking any kind of cock before. She had come to a
conclusion in her mind that she preferred other women to men. That
had been based on her fixations with other women’s nails and feet.
She’d pretty much decided that she would never take cock again, as
long as she lived.

And yet here
she was panting for a queue of cocks to deposit their load up
inside of her. And it was just the cocks that she wanted not the
men they were attached to. It was like in her mind that she had
detached those cocks from the men - maybe that was the lesbian in
her. Wanting the penetration, wanting the fleshy realness of the
vein ridden cocks, but not wanting the men. She could feel free to
be repulsed by the ‘men’. Maybe this was the beginning of her
dealing with what was happening to her in her way. Maybe this was
the beginning of her dealing with that humiliation and that
degradation and yet lapping up the sexual joy at the same time.
Sally had always wanted and mostly got her cake and eaten it, and
maybe this was what she was doing now. The trouble was that here,
she was not calling the shots. She had called all of the shots
before. She had controlled the narrative of her life up to now. But
this was different.

By the time
that first cock had exploded up inside her she was drooling and
dribbling. The thing was that the man had orgasmed but she hadn’t
even thought she needed it badly.

“You’re doing
very well, cunt. I know you want to cum and I may allow that once
all of these men have used you. You can think of it as you’re
working for a little reward for being a good cunt.”

The woman was
smiling with her deep red lips, and bizarrely in Sally’s mind, that
smile was sincere. And Sally was getting it now - why she had been
named ‘cunt’. At first it had been derogatory to her, and if she
was completely honest she was offended by it. But now it was more
clear that she had been named cunt, as a means of telling anyone
she was introduced to, what she was. Not so much who she was but
what she was. To these men who were fucking her, she was just a
cunt. And to this woman, Bitch, she was just a cunt that she could
give to sex starved, desperate men. And there was that ring to it.
That she had been given to a bunch of sex starved animal like men
to have their way with. But this was her sexuality working
overtime. This was her sexuality feeding these images of her being
a cunt to be used by these men, into her mind.

And it was
these thoughts and these images that were addling Sally’s mind.
When that first man took his dripping cock out of her, she wanted
it to be back in there. She didn’t care that she didn’t know this
man. She didn’t want to know him she just wanted his cock. She
gasped and moaned out loudly when the second cock just eased into
the depth of her femininity. And her eyes were wide now. She was
absorbing this second cock and thinking about the next one already.
She was thinking about drawing the cum out of this one, just like
the one before it, and then moving onto the next one. She wished
she could help it along, wished that she could feel the cock, and
the balls slapping into her saturated slit with her hands and
fingers. But she was helpless. She had been anchored to that raised
platform and she couldn’t help. All she could to was ‘exist’ for
these cocks to sate themselves on.

Nothing could
have been further from her mind by the time the third cock was
inside her, than her job and what she was actually here to do.
Nothing could have been further from her mind than calling in to
the commander. In fact none of that in any context came into her
mind. She didn’t know that this woman, Bitch, had set out to ensure
that her brains were fuck out, completely. That was just something
that happened naturally. Bitch had used the responsiveness and the
high level sexuality that existed in Sally and she was simply
feeding it with the cocks. She was simply making sure that Sally’s
brains were fucked out in the natural course of the evening. And
she knew that by denying Sally the orgasm, that her libido would
remain on high alert.

Any danger
that Sally would want to back out, or ‘stop’ being fucked like this
passed the more she had. And Sally seemed to come alive as she felt
her cervix being whitewashed with semen. This wasn’t something that
she had craved before - for man after man to empty their balls into
her. And yet such was her arousal, such was this thick sexual need
in her that now she wanted it badly. And this woman was providing
her with visuals. She was ‘flaunting’ her nails like she knew that
Sally was turned on by them. And she was ensuring that her severely
arched feet in her stiletto’s were also visible to ‘cunt’. Oh it
was true that Bitch was tuned into Sally already. This was Bitch’s
talent - search and selection. The search and selection of female
meat for her business. And make no mistake that this was a
business. This was high stakes business. It was just that Sally had
been offered up in another way altogether, to be
revealed.

Sally didn’t
mind the hands on her hips as she was fucked. She liked it in fact.
If hands griped her hips then a harder, firmer and deeper stroke
into her could be gained. And besides, it added to the sensation as
she was being impaled time after time. At some point she became
aware of her tits hanging under her, swinging. They had rolled out
of her dress and just hung there and swung there. But they had
existed under her like that untouched, and unmolested. And that had
been a nuance that she hadn’t got, and might never get in her mind.
It was just her cunt that was getting attention and getting flooded
time after time. Just her cunt. And it was like that she wouldn’t
be touched or pleasured in any other way. In a way it was a means
of fucking her to some kind of madness because the touching and the
caressing and the stroking of love making didn’t exist. It was
another way of dehumanising Sally. It was another way of
sexualising her, not for her pleasure but for the pleasure of
Bitch.

And there was
no doubt that Bitch was immersed in what she had instigated for
this new woman in the fold. There was that deliberate intention to
immerse Sally into such a debauched and filthy scene, that if she
was a ‘bad one’ then she would reveal herself sooner rather than
later. And there was nothing more obscene or abusive than a woman
being gang-banged in the raw like this. This was a case of Sally’s
sexual self taking over - a case of it running her own narrative in
her mind. It was case of her losing her mind to her own arousal and
need. It was a case of her coming apart at the seams in front of
this other woman. And it was a case of Bitch reading and absorbing
all of the signs. And she liked what she was seeing. A woman at the
end of her sexual tether. A woman on her hands and knees like a
bitch in heat, dripping with spent semen and yet gagging for more.
And a woman denied an orgasm even though she desperately needed it
like nothing else in the world right at this time.

‘I like you
cunt. I like what I see. I think I can work with you, give you that
escape you want. Would you like that?”

Bitch had
moved to the front of Sally and squatted down on her own heels. She
used her fingers to lift the chin of Sally. Her eyes were almost
dead she had been fucked so much over such a long period of time.
There was no doubt that she had been decimated by this assault on
her sexuality and on her psyche.

“Yes
please.”

Sally got her
two words out but she dribbled as well. She was beyond the point of
caring what she looked like. The semen was pouring out of her and
yet her cunt and her clitoris was throbbing for an orgasm. Bitch
smiled - she’d been given good intel and good candidate to work
with. She was already planning the ultimate long term decimation
for Sally. And for Sally, she was trying to make sense of what was
happening and what had happened. But she was wired. And she wanted
and needed more. But she didn’t know that this was what Bitch
wanted her to be like.

 


The men and
those cocks were gone now and yet Sally’s cunt was hungry for more.
There was this undulation of her cunt, as though it was sucking for
its own air and as though it was chewing on invisible cock. That
cunt of her’s was gaping for more. It would be difficult to think
of a more obscene sight than a mature woman on her hands and knees
gagging for more cock and dripping with the mixed, spent semen of a
queue of men. The drizzle of semen stretched from her labia flesh,
down to the platform between her spread knees. And then,
underlining the obscenity of that, her eyes, and her facial
expressions. That look of pure undiluted greed and hunger for more
of the same. That hungry, selfish, ungratified look. That look
almost of an animal that would kill anything in its orbit in order
to get that gratification. There was this look of being broken
about Sally. It was a look that was almost feral. It was almost
like Sally wasn’t there at all, but that someone, or something else
was there instead. There was this look of pure, feral, sexual greed
there that was hard to describe. It wasn’t so much a look as a vibe
that emanated from her. A look that told of her state of mind. And
that was it, a look that told of her fucked up state of
mind.

“Now I can see
you are the real deal. Now I can see why you need to escape into my
world.”

Bitch had
circled Sally time after time. She had given Sally a lowly view of
her. Always those nails, and those arched stilettoed feet in her
field of view. And when she went out of view there were the little
whimpering sounds from Sally for her to be back where she could see
her. It was like Sally couldn’t get enough of this woman who had
taken her to this point.

“You want to
be in my world don’t you? And you’d do anything to be in it
wouldn’t you cunt?”

She’d squatted
down on her own heels to talk to Sally and she let those hands of
her’s drape over her own nylon sheathed knees.

“Yes, yes
please.”

Sally sounded
breathless. She sounded like she had done a marathon. In effect she
had done a sexual marathon but not controlled it
herself.

“Yes please
what, cunt?”

On the other
hand Bitch sounded calm, controlled. Her voice was firm, and it was
deliberate.

“Yes, please I
want to be in your world. Please, please take me into your world.
I’ll do anything - anything at all, please anything.”

Again there
was this breathlessness from Sally and this over eagerness to get
her dripping words out into the open so that she could be taken
further. And that was it - there was this utter desperation to be
taken to the next level. It was like already she was on the hunt
for her next big buzz. That she had pulled the train with all those
men and drained them of their semen and now she wanted to know,
what next? Now she wanted and needed to be taken to somewhere else.
It was like she knew that another place existed for her. It was
like not only had she been headfucked by this woman Bitch, but that
another level of craving had been injected into her. There was this
cleverness in what Bitch had done to her. It was clever because
what had happened had been nowhere near what would happen to Sally
going forward, and yet at the same time she’d been left with so
much desire, so much dripping wetness and greed, that she knew
there had to be another place for her to be taken to.

“Yes you do.
And when you say you will do anything, you mean ANYTHING, right,
cunt?”

And there was
almost this gloating, victory tone to Bitch’s voice. It was like
she was hearing what she wanted and needed to hear at this time. It
was like she was sighing with her own brand of contentment inside.
Like she was an advanced sadist who’s plan was coming together. And
that was it. That her plan for Sally was coming
together.

“Oh god yes,
anything. ANYTHING. ANYTHING. ANYTHING.”

And the thing
was that Sally meant it. She meant every dripping word of it. One
had to wonder what about the job she was supposed to be doing? Did
this mean that Sally was so far ‘gone’ that the job now didn’t
exist anymore? That because she had this new level of sexuality,
this new craving that this woman Bitch had given to her, that she
would simply let the job go. And let herself be taken into this
woman’s world so deeply that she couldn’t get out of it? No, of
course, at this point she hadn’t forgotten her job and what she
under deep cover to do. It was just that for this precise time, it
was pushed to the back of her mind, that was all. Always in Sally’s
mind was that tomorrow was another day. Tomorrow she would pull
herself together, brush herself down and get on with the job in
hand. Tomorrow that drug would be out of her system and she would
be able to function normally. And although she had these thoughts
right in the back of her mind, they were thoughts that were fading
and dying, fading and dying, almost in time to the throbs that her
dripping clit were emanating.

 



CHAPTER SIX

 


The Next
Level

 


The trouble
was that there was no ‘next day’. That first day simply blended and
morphed into the next day as if it was one and the same. There was
no point where Sally was allowed to drift off and then wake up into
a new day. It was just a case of her existing in this new
state.

“That’s right
cunt, a nice deep breath. Take it in and hold it right
there.”

Bitch was
holding that phial again and Sally was gratefully sucking in air
through her nostrils and down into her lungs. And she was holding
it there. She was holding it until her eyes rolled and then she was
letting go. But then she was taking another deep, deep breath
immediately. And her eyes were rolling again. They were rolling in
their sockets like she was in a place beyond high.

“Worship my
hands cunt. Worship my fingers, and my nails, and if you do a real
good job, I may let you worship my feet. You’d like that wouldn’t
you cunt? To worship my feet, like the ‘foot slut’ the ‘foot cunt’
you are.”

Bitch was
simply using the knowledge she had already gained from Sally to
turn the screw a little more. She was using that knowledge and then
her instinct to take the undercover officer that little bit deeper.
And now, right now she was draping her hands and her fingers, and
her nails in front of Sally. And all the time she was making mental
notes. All the time she was assessing her. Assessing how far she
could take her at a time. Baby steps or slightly bigger steps? She
couldn’t quite decide at this point.

Bitch didn’t
need to rush. She didn’t need to risk this woman snapping out of
this sexual high that she was in. If that happened then she would
lose her and she had a good feeling about Sally. Already she knew
that this woman, whoever she was, wherever she had come from would
bring in big money. She already knew that there were clients out
there that would pay good money to have a mature woman like this at
their mercy. She could already see those spinning $ signs. So she
was in no rush. she could take this baby steps with her. She could
take those little steps and make sure there were no fuck-ups along
the way. This was something that she could do herself. She had any
number of associates with varying degrees of experience who could
take Sally deeper, but this was one she wanted to do herself. Sally
was a woman she wanted to take all the way herself - and then there
was the fact that she knew other things as well - other things
about this woman.

She offered
her perfectly manicured hand to Sally.

“Crawl here
cunt. Crawl to me and worship my hand.”

And Bitch was
looking directly at Sally. Sally’s eyes were rolling. That drug,
whatever was, was still in her system. It was still there and
working her brain cells and receptors. She was still dripping with
semen. There had been no attempt to clean her up. It was like this
was part of her journey into degradation. To crawl to this woman to
worship her hands, but at the same time be dripping with semen that
had been ejaculated into her. It was like a made to fit journey
that Sally had to take. And she did crawl. She had been released
from the platform but she was still on her knees. And she whimpered
a little bit, a grateful whimper as though she was being given some
kind of reward for being a good cunt. Which of course was the
case.

There was this
complexity involved in what Bitch was doing. She was taking Sally
down and yet she was also using some kind of fucked up carrot and
stick method to give her these rewards at the same time. It was a
‘method’ that would leave Sally confused in her mind. It was
something that she wouldn’t be able to work out. She would TRY to
work it out but she would fail. And now she was crawling to this
woman. There would be no way in her normal life that she would
crawl under any circumstances let alone to a woman who had named
her ‘cunt’. And yet here she was crawling to Bitch. Crawling in
long feline like movements towards this woman with the draped
hand.

When she got
there she moved in close. Bitch didn’t stop her, didn’t prolong
what had to be something like torture for Sally. The crawling,
dripping undercover officer moved straight in and pressed her deep
red lips to the hand of Bitch. And Bitch simply held her hand right
there. She had told cunt to worship her hand and she wanted to see,
wanted to feel what cunt’s version of ‘worship’ was. She could tell
her what to do, describe what she wanted cunt to do. But she didn’t
want to do that. She wanted it to be ‘new’ to her. She wanted to
feel Sally. She wanted to feel that need to worship seep from this
woman’s pores. She wanted Sally’s version of worship.

The stretch
PVC dress creaked a bit as Sally moved in closer. But she needed to
get in close. She needed to be in close to that hand and to those
elaborate nails. And she started by kissing the back of Bitch’s
hand. A full wet kiss that she pressed and pressed into. Bitch
tingled. Nothing excited her more than another woman submitting to
her and being degraded by her. Sally used her own hands to take
that one of Bitch’s and she caressed it and stroked it. Her kisses
kept coming. And then the licks. But the thing about those licks
was that they were dirty wet licks and Bitch could have been
offended by those. But she wasn’t. To Bitch Sally, cunt, was a
woman who was on the trip with her. She was a woman who had put
herself on the rack for her. And she was a woman deeply in need of
sexual attention and so she would hold on to that. And besides,
there was the end result to think of. There was the ultimate goal
to think of - to get cunt into the fold, to add to the revenue
streams that this woman had already built.

“Good cunt.
That’s right worship. Remember that word, ‘worship’.”

Sally was
sucking this woman’s fingers now. She was licking those nails and
she was sucking thee finger tips. She was depositing her saliva all
over that hand and those fingers and then she was going back over
it and cleaning her down saliva off with her tongue and lips. This
was making Bitch clench her thighs. She had to give it to cunt, she
was good. She was more than good. But that was not a sign that she
would be any easier on Sally once she got to the business end of
what she had planned. It just meant that cunt was a woman who she
could take beyond the limits and beyond the thresholds that another
woman might be taken. It was just a sign of things to come for
Sally. Bitch let Sally worship that hand and then she gave her the
other one.

And there was
this sense that Sally was in some kind of euphoria. There was some
sense that she was where she wanted to be or where she had sought
to be all of these years but didn’t know it. There was this sense
that she had found some kind of nirvana as she worshipped Bitch’s
hand and all the time Bitch was making those mental notes. She let
Sally worship her hand, fingers and she licked and fed on those
polished nails for some time before she let her loose on one of her
feet.

“I like your
brand of worship, cunt. Now, the ultimate for you, for now, is my
foot. I want you to worship my foot more than you worshipped my
hand, and my nails, do you understand?”

Of course
Sally understood and she blinked to that effect, but it looked like
maybe she didn’t. She was almost delirious at what she had just
done and now she had that foot in front of her. At first Bitch just
left her foot in the stiletto shoe, planted firmly on the floor and
she indicated that cunt should crawl forward again in order to
worship. And she did that - Sally crawled to the foot and got down
very low. She had to get down really low so that she could kiss the
arch of the foot sheathed in sheer nylon. She used her tongue to
wet the nylon and she mixed that up by kissing and licking it. And
she turned her head one way then the other so that she was kissing
and licking from every available angle. And then she was tilting
her head this way and that to do the same. She was saturating that
nyloned foot arch with her tongue and she was using her lips to
spread that wetness. And then she was down lower and she was
kissing the leather of the shoe.

There were
little whimpers of delight that came from Sally as she worshipped
Bitch’s foot, and then her high heeled shoe. There was this sense
that Sally was ‘happy’ with where she was at this time. There was
this sense that she was ‘in the moment’ of where she was. That
‘yes’ this was it for her. This was where she wanted and needed to
be - at the feet, worshipping this woman. And she did feel that.
But the high of the drug she had been sniffing was doing its work.
It was doing its work on her mind and on her sexuality. It was
twisting her. It was turning her and twisting her one way and then
the other.

There had been
that knowledge in the back of her mind that she had a job to do.
And there had been that shrugging off that she would pick it up
tomorrow. That it would all be ok and she would go on to take this
woman and her organisation down. But there was a flip to that.
There would be the come down from that drug and where one might
feel that she would be kept high so that she could perform and
perform well for Bitch. She wouldn’t be kept high. There would be a
come down from it - the flip side of it. That would be a weapon
that Bitch would use to bring Sally down permanently. Oh there
would be other highs, and that craving and desire in her would
always be there now. But there would also be the crushing despair
that Bitch could turn on and off at will in Sally.

The fact was
that Sally knew nothing about this woman. As far as she knew Bitch
was just a front for the real big people in the organisation. She
could be a complete red herring planted deliberately to avert
attention elsewhere. She could be a woman who had nothing to do
with this vice ring at all. The truth was that Sally would have to
begin her work from scratch when she pulled herself together. She
would have to go all the way to the start and begin piecing things
together. That fact was that she would be no further forward than
she had been when sitting in the ops room back at base. She would
have to recover from this experience so far and then she would have
to get to work. But she would have to rewind to the very
start.

Except it
wouldn’t happen like that. There would be a series of twists and
turns and confrontations that Sally would have to endure and then
her world would come crashing down around here. Not yet but
eventually. It didn’t matter what training in the field she’d had.
It didn’t matter what counter interrogation training she had passed
with flying colours. She wasn’t in her field of expertise right now
she was in another place - and as she wrapped her fleshy wet tongue
around the spiked stiletto heel on the floor she was drooling. And
she was licking. And then when Bitch slipped her foot out of the
stiletto Sally was sucking on her toes. And this was euphoria for
her. Sucking on the long slender toes of this woman. Sucking them,
cleaning them, wetting them through the sheer nylon. That sensation
of the nylon mesh over her tongue and then the feeling that Bitch
was pushing those toes further and further into her lipsticked
mouth. And her wanting and needing as much of this fairly large
foot in her mouth as would fit. It didn’t have to fit comfortable,
but it had to fit.

“Good cunt.
Foot cunt. You’re a nail slut and a foot cunt. You like that don’t
you cunt?”

“Yes, oh god
yes. Yes.”

Bitch was
looking down on Sally as she worshipped her foot. Time after time
Bitch squeezed her thighs with the pleasure feeling that wetness
ooze from her slit. Having this woman worship her like this was
good. It was more than good. Sally ran her tongue under, to the
sole of the foot after lifting it up. Bitch allowed her to work her
tongue and her lips as she wanted. And there was something that
Sally wouldn’t realise at this point, and that was at how she was
being degraded by this woman. She wouldn’t realise it until she was
down from the sexual euphoria. That would be like the come down
from intense orgasm and when everything snapped into the cold light
of day. The thing was that it wouldn’t be quite like that either.
The fact was that now, the genie was out of the bottle for Sally
and even before she had begun her work, it was too late for
her.

 


A Short Time
Later.

 


“I want to
show you around, before I let you orgasm again. I want to show you
your new home, and what happens here. I want to fill in some of the
gaps for you.”

Bitch spoke
matter-of-factly, as though what she was saying was completely
normal and alright. But she could do that because she had kept
Sally wired and needy for more. She had seen that drip of semen
from cunt, lessen and gradually give way to the drip only of her
sexual juices. And she knew that cunt needed attention and would
need that always going forward. Sally absorbed what Bitch had said
and her eyes said she was up for it.

“Ok.”

It was all she
could manage to say as she got to her feet again. She was a mess
now - she even felt a mess. She could feel her sexuality gaping
open, and chewing the air around it as if it wanted and needed more
cock inside it. That was because it did want and need more. And her
oral lips, from worshipping the hands, the fingers, the finger
nails of this woman, and then the feet, the shoes and the heels of
her, were numb and tingling - they wanted and needed more as well.
But most of all there were the throbs of her clitoris. She could
feel the swollen bundle of nerves at the top end of her saturated
slit - and there was this throbbing and the sensation that the
throbbing sent out that was making her move her weight from one of
her stilettos to the other. She was moving in a way that told what
she wanted and needed. But she wasn’t going to get that.

“Come with me,
cunt. I’ll show you sights that will blow your mind.”

That was Bitch
and her tone had gone down several more octaves. It was like Sally
was wired for every little nuance - including tone of voice. It was
like she was highly strung and so needy for that orgasm that she
would do anything for it. But that was just it. She didn’t need to
do anything right now. All she had to do was follow Bitch and there
was the creaking of her stretch PVC dress which she had
straightened on herself now. She had subconsciously tried to make
herself feel as clean and tidy as possible. But of course that was
impossible. She’d tucked her tits away again but that just created
more pressure on her nipples again and so the throb from her
swollen nipples joined the throb of her clitoris and it was like
the two sources of throbbing had joined forces against
her.

After what she
had been through, walking was an effort for Sally. She could manage
it, but at first her footing was unsteady - she was like a little
girl learning to walk on her mother’s high heels for the first
time. And there was this weakness in her legs, in her thighs from
where she had been on her hands and knees being impaled from
behind. And then he creaks and groans of where she had spent her
time crawling to the feet of Bitch, and where she had spent her
time worshipping from her lowly position. Now she was at her height
again and she was more than a little wobbly. Sally always thought
of herself as fairly tall but Bitch was taller, immeasurably so.
Side by side there was this stark difference in height and stature.
And that was it, ‘stature’, Sally had spent who knows how long
being lessened as a woman. She had spent her time being reduced
from the woman she was and as a result of that her height seemed to
suffer.

And now she
was being helped, or assisted by Bitch. Their arms were hooked
together and Bitch was being kind enough to assist Sally in this
walk through what appeared to be a huge, sprawling
house.

“We’ll go down
to the basement area. This is where you will spend a lot of your
time. I want to show you, what happens when women like you come
into my world.”

Bitch’s words
could have served to scare the shit out of Sally. But this tall
woman knew that tone of voice and how she applied her words would
add to the sexuality - would add to the arousal and desire for
Sally. She knew that this new woman was so far gone, so needy and
almost brainless in her desire for orgasm that a dripping,
seductive voice even hinting at a threat of danger would excite
those clitoris tips, and those nipple tips. Sally was a little more
unsteady on her feet going down the long winding, almost spiral
steps to the basement. There was this sense of isolation as they
got further and further down. It wasn’t just down one level, it was
down two, to some kind of sub-basement. Down there the ceilings
were low and there was a row of three doors.

By this time,
Sally’s head had cleared a little but she was super aware of the
feeling of isolation in this place. There was no noise. No noise
filtering down from the house above and no noise from behind the
three doors. And as if Bitch was reading her mind, she
spoke.

“It’s sound
proofed down here. Completely sound proofed. No noise can get out -
and no noise can get in. It’s important that we keep it all in. You
will get to understand and realise the need to keep it all in, in
due course. But for now, and just to help you along a little bit,
it’s important that you know why you feel isolated. This is not by
accident that you feel this. This whole place is designed with a
purpose in mind. Do you understand, cunt?”

The thing was
that Sally did understand, sort of. What she couldn’t understand
though was that fact that she was so horny. That she was so needy.
There should have been alarm bells and there were. But these alarm
bells were simply feeding the need in her. It was as though the
danger that she was in at this point was feeding her greedy sexual
need. And the thing was that she didn’t understand that. Her mind
was clearing but she was not pulling herself together.

 



CHAPTER
SEVEN

 


Sub-Basement
Level

 


For just a
little while that must have seemed longer, Bitch and cunt stood
outside those three doors. It was like a planned pause - one in
which Bitch could study Sally. One in which she could make more of
those mental notes. It was like an intense pause because Sally did
not know what she was going to see. She did not know what was
behind those doors. And Bitch knew that her head would be clearing
and that she would be pulling herself together, apart from the
dripping need to cum. But this woman was saving Sally’s cum. She
was saving it for when the shock and the awe hit her in the right
way.

“Eenie, meeny,
miney, mo…….”

Bitch was
smiling.

“Which door is
it going to be? You choose cunt.”

Sally by this
time was a little like a rabbit caught in the headlights. She
looked at Bitch and then at each of the doors in turn. In a way she
was filled with dread and despair at having to choose at all.
Couldn’t this woman choose for her? It was like she wanted that
option of choice taken away from her so that she didn’t have to
make it.

“Why don’t you
choose?”

Her voice was
almost like a whisper - she didn’t know why she was speaking so
quietly. Maybe it was because it was so quiet without her voice and
she didn’t want to disturb that silence.

“You sure you
want me to choose?”

Bitch was
playing games with her and she was smiling. Sally just nodded - the
anticipation had been built up more than enough now. She didn’t
care which door was to be opened for her to see behind. She just
wanted it to be got on with. Her sexuality was dripping like a tap.
And her clitoris was throbbing, and it felt like it was pulsating
for some kind of attention. She knew she wanted and needed an
orgasm but she didn’t know when she was going to get
one.

“I think the
middle one. That’s what I think? What about you?”

Again Bitch
was playing with Sally. She was toying with her knowing not only
the psychological state she was in, but the physical state she was
in. Sally just nodded, her eyes wide.

“Middle it
is.”

And with that
Bitch wiped this electronic lock on the door with her flat hand and
there was a click as the mechanical lock inside the door tumbled
open. Then she swung the heavy door open.

“This door is
modelled on cell doors from the World War Two concentration camps.
I just wanted you to know that. These have added soundproof
technology but essentially they are the same.”

Bitch had
paused before she swung the heavy door all the way open. And when
she did swing it open, the first thing that happened was the noise
slithering out from inside that room. It was a disturbing noise -
one that would unsettle anyone that heard it. One that would kind
of slide inside of someone’s mind and then just stay right there
tumbling round the psyche.

There was the
muffled sound of female distress as well as of something, like a
creaking fabric, rubber maybe. Even though it was difficult to
decipher the sounds, what was easy to pin down was the feminine
quality of that sound. Strange but true.

“Step in, take
a look cunt. I want you to see what happens to women like yourself.
Special women. And believe it when I say that you ARE
special.”

Bitch was
guiding Sally through the door and there was this sound, like an
amplified sound of their high heels on cold stone floor. Sally
stepped through the door and into the room. One might have expected
it to be cell size given that there had been the concentration camp
metaphor attached to it. But it was a bigger room than cell size.
And Sally looked at Bitch before she looked at anything else. It
was almost as though she was afraid to look at the room into which
she had just stepped.

“Take a look.
You’re safe, you just need to look and absorb what you are
seeing.”

Bitch was
nothing if not encouraging to Sally. But it was like Sally was
trying to close her mind - like she didn’t want to see what, or who
was in this room or what was happening in there. It was like she
was afraid to find out, afraid to see, afraid to confront herself
maybe. But she looked anyway and when she did she sucked in a deep
breath of shock and held it.

There was a
woman there. It was clearly a woman from the shape of her. But she
was a woman completely and utterly encased in black, skin tight
latex. It was some form of seamless, catsuit that she was shrink
wrapped in. One could try to see the seams but one would fail. It
was like this rubber had been poured over her and then allowed to
set in this cat suit like form. But for some reason her head seemed
oversized and that to was shrink wrapped in rubber.

What Sally
would not be able to work out, or know what that this woman,
whoever she was, was inside of a double skinned hood that had been
inflated around her head and face sealing her off from the outside
world altogether. There were tiny breathing tubes emanating from
where this woman’s nostrils would have been. But there were no eye
holes - just like depressed pads that pressed into this woman’s eye
sockets and prevented her from seeing anything. There was a
slightly larger tube coming from her mouth and that was an added
means of breathing for her. And there were no ears. There was no
way that she could use her ears because they were inside the inner
layer of rubber, compressed tightly to the sides of her
head.

It was a lot
for Sally to take in. When she had taken in what she was seeing in
this woman, she had to try to understand the rest of it. The
circumstances and what was actually happening to this woman. That
was harder for her.

“Delicious
isn’t she?”

Bitch sounded
unmoved by what was in front of them. Much like she was relatively
unimpressed.

“I don’t know
what to say.”

And that was
true coming from Sally. It was as though she’d had a shock applied
to her systems and now she had been rebooted, she was learning what
was in front of her all over again.

“I know you
don’t. But she’s like you. Or she WAS like you before she was shown
the correct way to live.”

This woman
dripped in words very slowly, very casually as though they were
normal words and phrases than she was saying. But that was
deliberate so that the words could sink into the psyche of Sally
and then stay there. Sally looked at the woman in the shiny rubber.
This was a thin waisted, big busted woman who had the most
extraordinary long legs. And there was a pony tail that seemed to
sprout from the top of her ‘swollen’ head. Like a pony plume that
made the sight of her even more shocking, or delicious as Bitch had
put it.

The more Sally
looked, the more she took in. There was the enormous bulge of the
breasts - obviously a well-endowed woman. But there was another
shock for Sally and she sucked in air to signify that shock. The
woman’s nipples had been pulled through tiny tight holes in the
rubber cat suit. And these nipples were thick, swollen and engorged
to obscene levels. They were nipples that were so dark from being
swollen and aroused that they were almost black. Sally snapped a
hand to her mouth to stop herself crying out. The thing was that
Sally was seeing things that she had seen in her mind a thousand
times. She was seeing things that she had seen in weirdo porno
films but now she was seeing it in reality. It wasn’t on a screen
in front of her, it was for real in front of her and this was
taking her breath away.

“It’s ok cunt,
I know what you are.”

And Bitch was
using words in a conspiratorial way deliberately to put Sally off
balance. Sally tried to take in all of the female now. It was like
she had turned into a sponge wanting and needing to know and
understand as much about this rubber encased ‘creature’ that she
could. The woman was down on her hands and knees and she was
crawling round. But Sally’s attention was drawn to her feet. And
that was where her understanding came to standstill momentarily.
She had to take a step back. There should have been shoes, or boots
on the feet but there weren’t. And that was ok, but then there
should have been a rubber encased shape of a shoeless foot but
there wasn’t that either. Instead of feet this woman had ‘hooves’.
She had rubber hooves and that was not making sense to Sally. She
slapped her hand to her mouth again.

“I know. It’s
a lot to take in.”

It wasn’t a
lot to take in at all. It was the barbarity of what Sally was
seeing that was shocking. And yet her clitoris and her nipples
throbbed and still her sexuality oozed her juices. She shouldn’t
have been aroused by what she was seeing. Her arousal should have
been closed down but it wasn’t. Her eyes were focused on where the
feet of this woman should have been and where the hooves were
instead. If these were some kind of fetish, hoof like boots then
that should have been clear to see. There would have been the
outline of the boots, or the hooves to underline that they had been
added to this woman. But there wasn’t any of that. The hooves
looked seamless and they looked like they were an organic part of
her and that was what was so shocking and so debilitating to the
mind of Sally. As she thought of those woman’s feet being turned
into ‘hooves’ or being removed and replaced by hooves somehow
Sally’s sexual throbbing was increasing and it was intensifying.
None of her pornography, however bizarre and weird it was had gone
this far. It was like she was being taken further into her own
secret life but not via pornography but rather by
reality.

Sally couldn’t
get her head round what she was seeing. It didn’t matter how she
tried the logic in her mind, she couldn’t do it.

“This is her
vocation cunt. Just like you have a vocation.”

Again intense
and dripping words from Bitch. Sally sucked in air again as she
took more of this sight in. But first she had to try to process the
sound that this rubber encased woman was making. It was a sound
made up of a number of different sounds. Muffled whimpering, and
gurgling, and groaning, and moaning. Sounds that didn’t make sense
but did at the same time. They were sounds of distress yes, and of
anxiety yes. But the one message that Sally was getting from those
muffled sounds was that this woman was in dire need to be sexually
gratified. Maybe Sally or ‘cunt’ didn’t want to understand that bit
too much. Or maybe she wanted to block it out altogether. And then
there were the sounds of that creaking rubber that was more
’squeaky’ than the creaking of her own stretch PVC.

But the more
she looked at this room and this woman, the more she realised that
she couldn’t block it out. The more that she realised she couldn’t
block anything out. This rubber ‘creature’ was crawling round the
room, as though she was searching blindly for something. And it was
blindly that she was searching because she had no means of sight.
From behind it was clear to see that this woman’s anus had been
filled and sealed. There was this raised ring of something, an
appendage in her ass. And that appendage had been inflated so to
stretch her. It had been inflated so that the ass of this woman was
stretched to its limit and held right there. Sally would be left to
imagine how deep, and how much that thing filled this woman. And
she would squeeze her thighs at those thoughts.

And yet she
would suck in more air of shock once she realise that the sex lips,
all swollen and dripping, of this woman had been pulled through
tight slit of the rubber cat suit. That tightness had served to
swell them more and arouse this woman more. And the inner pinkness,
the redness and the wetness all contrasting with the black smooth
shiny rubber. And then the sight of her clitoral bundle having been
pulled out. The bundle then stimulated and aroused to full erection
and resulting in a grape like bunch of highly charged sexual nerve
endings, all ready for attention. Again Sally tried to work out
what she was seeing. She was working it out ok, it was just the
processing of what she was seeing was taking some time.

“I know, I
know a desperate creature, just like you. You know, there are
people who pay good money for her. Just as they will for you, once
you are the compete article.”

And there, the
first hint, the first tiny hint that this woman ran some kind of
kinky sex for sale ring. But this was beyond just ‘kinky’. This was
something that was on a different level and it was something that
more than hinted at the barbarity involved. This should have been
the first sign, the first concrete sign to Sally that she was on
the right track and that she had stumbled on it almost by accident.
She had no clue that Bitch had been called two times about her, but
that her fate had already been sealed way before those calls. But
she wasn’t thinking of the job at this point. She was thinking of
orgasm and exactly how delicious this rubber creature was crawling
round in front of her. Her shock had turned into a strong sexually
drenched desire.

“I’m not
sure…”

And Sally’s voice tailed
off.

“Of course
you’re not sure. But you will be. Once you’ve spent a little time
here and once you’ve been permitted that orgasm that you need so
badly, then you will be sure of who and what you are?”

Bitch was
letting more and more out but this wasn’t by accident. The slow
drip of more and more information and hints about what this place
was and what she was, was not something that was unplanned. Far
from it. This was part of a planned and expertly set in motion
flooding of Sally’s mind with facts, and hints as to how her
immediate future would go.

Sally watched
this woman crawling round the floor, searching for some kind of
release for her sexual torment. And at low level, ass high level in
fact as she crawled there were various sizes and shaped of dildo
protruding from the walls. Big ones, small ones, fat ones. And ones
that were solid, or ones that were vibrators. And ones that could
be inflated in situ. All this woman had to do was crawl around the
four walls and locate the various dildos so that she could reverse
back onto them and at least try to gratify herself.

And when this
woman, whoever she was did crawl round looking for a dildo to sink
herself back onto, Sally just looked. She had all of these thoughts
going round her mind and those thoughts were tumbling, but they
would not settle. She could not form any sort of cohesive thought
pattern. There were feelings of sorrow for this woman crawling
round blindly looking for a dildo to sink onto. There were thoughts
of how cruel that was. There were questions of how anyone, how any
human being could treat another like this? And yet, Sally wanted
that as well. She was squeezing her thighs at the thought of being
debilitated and subjugated like this. And she knew she was
producing copious amount of wetness from between her legs. She felt
sorry for this other woman, and yet she wanted to be her as well.
She craved to be like that - she literally craved to be in the
same, or a similar situation as this other woman.

“I know what
you’re thinking you know? I know you want to be like that. But you
need to know that you have to earn an existence like
this.’

And that was
like a riddle. In the back on Sally’s mind was the fact that this
woman Bitch had her where she wanted her even now. And yet at the
same time she was saying that it wasn’t a given that she would be
so ‘lucky’ as that. That she would have to earn it. What did that
even mean? Her mind was having trouble working even the most simple
things out.

There was
nothing else said, or spoke for a little while as both women
watched the crawling rubber encased one. They watched her locate a
long thick appendage protruding from the wall. They watched her
feel the dildo with her rubber encased fingers - like she was
trying to find out if it was the right dildo - the right thickness,
the right length. There had to be confusion in her mind, she
couldn’t see, or hear and she must have been disorientated. And
this was confirmed as she turned leaned forward on her hands and
knees and used the nostril tubes to try to smell the dildo before
she decided on that being the one she wanted. That was a bizarre,
almost surreal sight - this rubber clad creature, sniffing through
two tiny tubes, trying to get a smell. Maybe a smell of herself,
trying to find out if she had been on this one before. It begged
the question, how long had she been in this place? Of course there
was no immediate answer to that.

And then there
was the creak of the rubber again and this woman was turning round
on her hands and knees. She needed this dildo inside of her and she
needed it now. There was this desperation and this change in the
noises that were coming from inside that rubber hood. But it was
clear that this woman, whoever she was, had done this before and
that she was experienced at it. She placed herself directly in
front of the dildo, ass first and then she kind of shuffled and
crawled backwards until the huge dildo head touched her lips and
there was this intake of breath, like a sigh of contentment then as
in one smooth movement she impaled herself fully on the appendage.
And then she stayed there motionless as she squeezed herself around
that dildo.

“She ‘needs’
it because she has been conditioned to need it. Being penetrated
like this, being penetrated in any way has become the most
important thing in her life. The only thing in her life. This is
what she lives for. It’s what she craves because she had been
rewired to think like that.”

In a way,
Sally wished this woman would stop talking like this. But then at
the same time she wanted to hear more of it. She wanted to hear
about how this woman had been conditioned and how she all she did
was crave penetration and this treatment that she got in this
place. Then the woman started moving on the dildo - slipping and
sliding up and down its length. Pulling herself almost off it, but
not all the way and then sliding back onto it. And the fluidity
with which she moved and those wet, slippery noises that came from
her cunt as she self-fucked like this. Sally’s eyes were wide open.
If there were any cohesive thoughts in her mind then she wasn’t
trying to get them out of her mouth, she just watched this woman,
and occasionally she looked at a smiling Bitch. Most of all she was
needing to be this rubber encased woman, or at least be her twin
sister. Sally should have been careful what she wished
for.

 



CHAPTER
EIGHT

 


Being Careful
What You wish For

 


“I want to
show you another room now. We can leave this needy creature to do
what she does. I have something else to show you.”

And it was
like Bitch’s voice was piercing the psyche of Sally because Sally
was in a world of her own. She had watched the rubber one, sate
herself time after time on that same dildo. It had been like this
other woman was greedy for it, like she couldn’t get enough of it
and for some reason Sally knew what that was like.

“Another
room?”

She managed to get those
words out, but they were in like a tiny whisper.

“Yes next
door, another room I want you to spend some time in. You won’t be
alone. At least - you’ll know you are not alone even if you can’t
see, or hear anyone else in there with you.”

This woman
spoke in riddles and it kind of irritated Sally’s mind but at the
same time it sucked her in more.

“Come, let’s
go.”

And Bitch was
leading Sally by her arm. Sally couldn’t take her eyes off the
rubbered one shuddering yet another orgasm in her rubber prison.
The outward folds of her swollen cunt lips and the stretch of that
flesh around that dildo. It was like an obscene sight - like a
sight that was beyond simply obscene when taken in with the cruelty
of it. And yet it was one that Sally wanted to take in more and
more. She was still turned to the impaled woman as she was taken
out of that room. And when Bitch closed that heavy sound proofed
door, Sally was left staring at the door vacantly.

“This is the
door I want to open next.”

And Bitch
moved to her left and to the next cell door. Sally had to manage to
drag her thoughts away from the rubbered one in that first room.
The last she had seen were those folds of labial flesh being pulled
in and out as the woman self-fucked. And that was a sight that
would stay with Sally - like a feed to her already fucked up mind.
And there was no doubt that she was fucked up. She had been fucked
up long before this assignment. But now what she was seeing in this
place, what she was experiencing in this place was something that
was in the process of blowing her mind.

There was the
familiar click of the door lock tumbling as Bitch palmed the pad.
And then the immediate escape of ‘air’ as the seal was broken and
the door swung open. Sally, to an extent was used to this now.
There was the anticipation what was behind this door, but she had
been through this before and she was ready for it - kind of. That
didn’t stop her sucking in air though when she was seeing what she
was seeing. Bitch guided her into the room, an identical sized room
to the other one, with a finger to the base of her spine. And again
all Sally could do was ‘look’ and try to understand what she was
seeing.

In this room
was another woman, but this woman was on her feet. That is she was
perched on top of extreme heels. Those heels built into knee length
boots that had been fitted like a second skin. Other than the boots
she was naked. But her feet were arched severely and she was forced
to be on thee very tips of her toes. And therein lay part of the
problem for this woman. Here head and face were also enclosed in a
bubble of inflatable rubber hood. But this hood was fixed to a rig
above her head preventing too much movement. Her arms were
stretched out to her sides, parallel with the floor. Her hands were
in smaller balls of rubber and secured in them, and those balls of
rubber were secured to fixings to prevent her changing their
position, or from using her hands in any way. In effect she was
rooted to the spot even though her feet, only to an extent were
free. But not free at the same time.

“Take in the
sight cunt, because once you’ve processed it, this will be
you.”

Bitch spoke in
small, hissed whispers into Sally’s ear. She leaned in close,
pressing into Sally as she spoke. Sally was taking in those words
and there was this immediate puzzlement as though she was trying to
work the words out and what they meant. But at the same time she
was just ‘looking’ at this other woman. There were sounds as well -
sounds of deep distress coming from inside the hood. But for some
reason these sounds were more urgent, more desperate than from that
first rubber creature. And the more of this scene that Sally took
in, the more it became clear why these sounds were more
urgent.

This woman was
‘impaled’ fully, anally and vaginally. Her long shapely legs we’re
spread either side of an upright pole that was cemented into the
stone floor. On top of the pole two appendages for the anus and the
vagina of this woman. The appendages couldn’t be seen. One just
knew they were there. And one just knew that they were fully inside
this woman. There was the tell-tale sight of swollen labia
stretched around the vaginal dildo, and that fed into the sense
that she was impaled in both holes. It was impossible to see from
Sally’s viewpoint that the appendages inside this woman had been
inserted then inflated beyond her limits, so she had these tortures
to her most intimate private feminine flesh to contend with. There
was no doubt that pain and discomfort were a part of what this
woman was suffering as well as the isolation of that
hood.

But there was
more to it than that. This woman was being tormented by something
that could not be seen. At least it could not be seen immediately.
The sounds that she was making and what little movement she could
make told of an unseen torment that was driving her to a point
somewhere near to madness. Her arched, booted feet were anchored
loosely to the floor - so that was a little more debilitation for
her to endure. But attached to the clitoral hood, and the clitoral
flesh itself were little pads, little suckers that stayed there,
right there. And it might take a little time for Sally to work out
that this woman was being stimulated by these little sucker pads.
She would work it out it would just take a little time. After all,
Sally was a newcomer to this world, although not new to using
‘things’ to stimulate herself. What she was being shown and what
she was experiencing was blowing her mind. She could be forgiven
for being a little bit slow on the uptake. But Bitch was there to
help her.

“Stretching
her holes to the limit. Filling her holes to the limit. And then
forced orgasms to a point that she might pass out. Then the orgasms
stopping, being taken away from her. The stimulation built up again
until she is desperate to orgasm again even though she knows that
when it comes it won’t be just one orgasm it will be more, many
more. One after the other and then all of them blending into one as
her mind is melted. Then the process repeated time after time. And
this is what you see now. A woman who has endured this cycle many,
many times, over days in fact.”

Bitch stopped
talking to allow her words to sink into the mind of Sally. Sally
was taking those words in and squeezing her thighs to give herself
pleasure as though this woman was telling her an erotic story. She
was getting off on what Bitch was telling her and Bitch knew this.
There was no other reason for her to be talking to Sally like this.
It was like another test that she was performing, a test just to
see where Sally was in the process.

“You want that
don’t you? You want to know what such desperation and despair feels
like. You want to know what it’s like to be ‘forced’ to orgasm. You
think you know what it will be like but you want to feel it for
yourself, don’t you cunt.”

She was right. Of course
she was right.

“Yes. Yes I
do. I want to feel it for myself.”

Sally said it
simply as it was. She was immersed in this world now - she had been
taken here and shown these sights and she’d had her mind blown and
now she wanted to feel it for herself. She squeezed her
thighs.

“And I my
dear, am like your fairy god mother because I can grant your wish
to know what that feels like. As you can see, there is an identical
rig to the one she is on. You can suffer side by side. Would you
like that, cunt?”

Sally had only
taken in the part of the room that the rigged hooded woman
inhabited. She hadn’t taken the slightest interest in the rest of
it. But as Bitch spoke her eyes flicked to the side of the woman
and there was an identical rig. The hanging chain on the end of
which a rubber un-inflated hood. The upright pole that contained
two appendages that didn’t need to be explained. The side bars that
outstretched debilitated arms and hands could be secured to. Sally
was looking at each part individually and putting the pieces
together in her mind.

“For
me?”

It was all she
could manage to say. But it was enough to tell Bitch all she needed
to know.

“Indeed, for
you. You ‘need’ to spend time in here. It will help you going
forward. It will help you to come to terms with things. Indeed
after a period of time in here like this, you will have another
outlook on life - your life. You’ll have a new set of priorities to
attend to. It will be good for you.”

Now if there
was any time at all that Sally should have snapped out of it, it
was now. Alarm bells should have been ringing now. The cop in her
should have been able to snap her out of this sexual state that she
was in. But that was just it, the cop in her, the undercover agent
was nowhere to be seen, or heard. All there was, was this other
being, this other sexual being that needed to go deep, and then
deeper still.

“Now?”

A single word
response was a sign that she was desperate to be in the same
predicament as this other woman who was making almost pathetic
noises that came across more animalistic than human. There had to
be a warning there - that if this woman was reduced to making these
non-human noises, then what can she have gone through to get there.
Sally would find out.

“Yes now. The
sooner the better don’t you think, cunt?”

And there was
this slight change in tone and delivery of Bitch’s words. It was as
though she had found the right combination first time. The rough
combination to Sally’s head. She was already in this woman’s mind
but now she had the key to the deeper mind.

“Yes please.
Yes please.”

The sign of a
zombie like state of mind was repeated words and phrases. Sally was
ready and there was no mistaking that. Bitch had taken many women
down similar roads and all with varying results, and all with
different speeds. Sally was one of, if not the, quickest result
she’d had. In Bitch’s mind this was one right woman. She already
had clients in mind for this woman. High net worth individuals and
groups who would pay top money for ‘cunt’. But of course there was
preparation work to do first.

‘Your mind is
going to be blown, I promise you it is. You’re going to be a
different woman. But I think you are going to be the woman you
should have been all the time. You know, it’s fate that had brought
us together and now it’s time to reap the rewards. Are you ready
for that?”

Both was
talking but not all of those words she spoke were the truth - they
were variations of the truth, a stretching of the truth, and some
lies.

 


Some Time
Later

 


Sally was in
darkness now. She was blind, and she was silenced. Her head was
enclosed in the inflated bubble of rubber and her mouth was open
wide, in a huge “O”, but it was filled. Her mouth, like her cunt
and ass was impaled. There was an inflatable dildo gag, pushed into
her mouth and then nudging the back of her throat. And there was
this ‘hiss, hiss’ sound coming from tiny, hidden holes somewhere in
the hood’s construction. It was clear that her breathing was being
assisted and that had escaped her when she had been mesmerised by
the woman next to her, on the other rig. Yes Sally was blind and
she was deaf, to an extent. Although from time to time a little
speaker in one ear would crackle to life so that Bitch could
communicate with her. She had the feeling that she was not being
debilitated in exactly the same way as the woman next to her. For
some reason there was the feeling she was getting treated
differently.

To Sally, this
hood was tight, extra tight around her head and face. She would
have been feeling every curve and feature of her face and head
being pressed in. From the outside her head looked like a ball. It
was like her identity had been taken off her but that was something
that would creep up on her, and infest her mind in due course. In
this situation it was clear to see what an impressive woman she
was. Those long tapered legs, enhanced by the severe arch of her
feet into identical boots that the woman next to her was wearing.
Long gone was the stretch PVC dress, and the fishnet hose. Long
gone the tatty hooker high heels. There was this ‘gloss’ and this
newness to Sally now. But it was a newness and a gloss that hid the
barbarity of what was happening to her.

Her arms were
stretched out, secured. Her hand curled into little fists and then
slipped inside these rubber ball like mitts that were then secured
to points that disabled them altogether. Through her mind were
thoughts that her head must have looked like her hands. It was her
mind working overtime trying to compensate for the high sexual
charges that were going through her body. Her arousal and desire
hadn’t been taken away - if anything they had been enhanced as she
was taken to a new place in her mind.

Her booted
feet, although anchored to the floor, were only loosely anchored.
That is there was the ability for her to raise a foot at a time a
little. And this in turn allowed the ability to an extent, for her
to transfer her weight from one foot to the other. It allowed a
certain amount of adaptation. But that was something that in itself
would help in the process of taking her to the edge of madness
eventually. That was something that would simply add to her
woes.

Her impaled
ass and cunt were something that she had difficulty in adapting to.
Her most private and intimate flesh being taken over, and being
filled and then stretched to their capacity, and beyond was not
something that she took to, too well in her psyche. Sally was a
battle hardened woman. She wasn’t a softy not by any stretch of the
imagination - she had been trained to take any man, or woman out
with one punch if she had to. And she was no prude - she had been
about a bit. But this was different. This was her most imitate and
private flesh being controlled by someone else. This was her being
raped and not being in control of it. This was her relinquishing
her control - this was her handing it over to this woman Bitch. And
this had an effect on her. It had an effect on her even as she was
being debilitated and before the torture was set into motion. Sally
would have difficulty in imagining orgasm to be torture, but give
her time. Once the process was started, then it really would not
take long at all to break her down.

She’d felt the
inflate of this appendages inside her vagina and anus and she had
felt the gradual pressure on her cervix and her colon. That
pressure had given way to pain. A steady pain that did not ebb and
die but rather a pain that was there all the time, as though she
was in spasm. She had needed to get used to that and at this point
she was grateful for the ability to lift one foot at a time so that
she could transfer her weight that way. That was a little bit of
goodness in what would be an increasing despair. It was all part of
getting Sally ready for what was to follow.

“Once it
starts you know, it can’t be stopped. You won’t want it to be
stopped, not at first.”

And that had
been the first crackle of the speaker coming to life and then
Bitch’s voice electronically altered. It would have been a shock
for Sally to hear that voice like that, when she couldn’t hear
anything else. To realise that in effect she was not alone at all,
and that this woman could and probably would speak to her from time
to time. Of course Sally couldn’t imagine how this would pan out
for her. She would never be able to imagine how that voice would
torment her and add to her unravelling inside that bubble of
rubber. At this time, at this precise time Sally was high on sexual
energy, arousal and need. At this time there was nothing further
from her mind than her job as an undercover officer sent deep to
take this ring down. All there was at this time was the absolute
need to sort out her sexuality - to orgasm a few times and then
sleep it off.

At least that
was what was going through her mind. Orgasm and sleep it off.
Somewhere in her subconscious she had a plan. But that was the
trouble, it was deep in her subconscious and what little there was,
was being blurred by the sexual need in her. She became aware of
Bitch’s hands and her fingers around her breasts - and then
something, sticky or suction pads being secured to her nipples. And
even at the slightest touch of her nipples she was whimpering
inside the hoods. And again she was thankful for being able to lift
a foot slight, put it down and then lift the other one, and put it
down. And then those fingers trailing down her tummy - very gently
- very lightly increasing the rate of her breathing, and her pulse.
Those fingers lingering and butterflying.

“You can feel
that can’t you cunt? I know you can. And you’ll be able to feel my
fingers stroking you like this long after they have
gone.”

There was this
inherent cruelty in this woman that was beyond any kind of
description. She was planting seeds into the mind of Sally as she
continued the process of debilitating her. Just planting seeds that
would flower. And true to her words, as soon as she took away her
fluttering fingers from that soft lower tummy flesh of Sally, Sally
could still feel them. She was imagining it of course. She was
imagining it because this was what Bitch said she would do. And
this proved that Sally was easy manipulated, easily controlled. But
being that, didn’t mean that it would be an easy ride for her. It
wasn’t all about her submission, or all about her being easily led.
She wouldn’t know about it at this point, but it was all about, her
being taken deep, deeper and then broken. There was no telling if
Sally would even know what was happening when it did happen, not at
this point anyway.

 



CHAPTER
NINE

 


Isolation,
Orgasm, Breaking, Broken

 


The pain was
like something that couldn’t be described, or contended with. In
her tummy, in her back passage - the pain was there all the time.
There was no let up from that, just spasms of more intense and
crippling agony that seemed to invade and infest the inside of
Sally in a way that was alien to her. Feeling her most private and
personal holes filled, raped and then stretched was something that
had an immediate effect on her mind. It was like something that she
had to deal with and yet at the same time was something that she
couldn’t deal with. It was like something that had happened that
would seed inside her mind and then fester there for as long as
those things were inside her. There was nothing that she could do
about it but there was nothing further from her mind, than doing
something about it. There was so much for her to deal with, all of
the time that it was like there wasn’t enough of her mind to go
around. The torture of Sally had begun. But it had only just
begun.

She was in
this darkness and in the ‘place’ in her mind that she didn’t
understand. And she could couldn’t understand either, why, when she
could feel so much pain that she could also feel the intense sexual
pleasure. She had the sense that the nipple pads, or suckers were
working in conjunction with the limpet thing that had gripped and
sucked her clitoris in. There was this tingling, and this, and this
‘sucking’ sensation that was maddening in equal measure. She had to
deal with the pain but she had to deal with the stimulation of her
nipples and clitoris at the same time. And it was like she was
alone for a long time in that bubble of rubber and in the darkness.
It was like time had stopped or slowed right down. She wished that
she could get her head round the time element because then she
would be able to work with it and form a timeline in her mind. But
the simple thing was that she wasn’t supposed to get it. She wasn’t
supposed to adapt to it or form any timeline. That was the whole
point - that she be tortured in this way.

“I’m going to
give you an orgasm, just to start you off. Just so that you can
feel what it’s like to have an enforced orgasm.”

That
electronically altered voice slipped into the psyche of Sally and
she immediately tried to hold her breath. She learned then that she
couldn’t alter her breathing from what had been set for her. It was
another thing that she didn’t control herself any longer. Yes, she
wanted an orgasm. She had waited long enough for one, so that she
was going to be given one now was something that she embraced. If
she had an orgasm ‘now’ then maybe the future would be easier for
her. No, it wouldn’t but she didn’t know that at this point. All
she wanted was the orgasm. And there was this immediate rise in the
tingling and the sucking sensations to her clitoris and nipples.
She would have edged herself a few times before cumming so that the
intensity was built up but she didn’t have this luxury. The orgasm
was instant and the intensity for surpassed that of any orgasm that
Sally had experienced before.

There was this
build up and then the explosion but it happened in what must have
been split seconds. Sally could feel her legs giving way but then
them snapping back to support her. She could feel the swell, the
extra inflation of the appendages inside her and that seemed to aid
the orgasm reaching its peak. Her breathing was being controlled
for her so she had to go with that. But it was the peak of the
orgasm that had the most effect on her. There was this pure
undiluted pleasure that seemed to invade every one of her receptors
and then stay there. Usually her orgasms came and they went but
this one didn’t. This one came and then stayed there. She couldn’t
work that out and the weird thing was that she was trying. There
was all this pleasure, this wet dirty slippery pleasure but she was
finding herself wondering when it would all end. Then there were
the split seconds that she was wishing that it could go on and on.
And that staying with her - the wish that this pleasure could go on
and on because apart from the fact that it was a beautiful
pleasure, it was also the kind of intense pleasure that took her
mind off the pain that she knew was inside her as well.

But yes, Sally
needed to be careful what she wished for. The orgasm didn’t so much
end as taper out. It was as though it had been dialled down a
little bit at a time. And it was then that she heard the voice
again. It was during that post orgasmic despair that a lightning
bolt was delivered by Bitch.

“I know your
name is Sally. I know you are an undercover Strike Team operative.
And I know you are alone. I know you are all alone out here. I know
you’re not wired and I know that right at this point your team are
not even expecting to hear from you. You have to check in, in less
than a week, that’s right isn’t it cunt? A lot can happen in that
time. But you already know that.”

That was what
Bitch said into that earpiece. That was all she needed to say for
now. It was like a bolt out of the blue for Sally. And it was this
that woke the cop in her up. It was now that she needed to bring
this thing to an end. She’d had her cover blown and there was the
immediate question, how? It seemed like Bitch knew everything - but
how could that be? There must have been a leak from within? One of
her colleagues must have been a traitor? But worse, whoever the
traitor was seemed like they had a direct line to Bitch? But all of
these questions were short lived.

Now she was
understanding that she couldn’t do anything about it. She couldn’t
bust Bitch - that she physically couldn’t do anything about it. She
had been debilitated, and disabled by this woman with her own full
consent - with her own greedy, sexually needy consent and it was
like this time, this precise time had been chosen to deliver this
bolt of lightning to her senses. It was the shock that had been
delivered to her central nervous system and that was now changing
everything.

“You didn’t
think did you, that you’d be able to slink your way into MY
organisation without me checking you out did you? It’s best you
learn that I have ways and means of finding things out. You need to
learn that my reach is far and wide. You need to know that I have
friends, and ‘clients’ in high places. It didn’t take much time, or
effort to find out all about you, and your little assignment. And
guess what, I’m take you off assignment. Your team won’t hear from
you. You will just become a mystery - one that has vanished into
thin air. They will never find you. How does that make you
feel?”

Sally couldn’t
answer Bitch. She couldn’t do anything but suck on that inflated
appendage in her mouth. The ironic thing was that post orgasm
despair would have at least slightly woken the cop in her as well
as leaving her needy for more. But with what had happened now -
this woman knowing about her. And then those slow creeping
questions of ‘what now?’ That despair worse now because she would
be working out that it had been her sexuality that got her into
this in the first place. The professional, hardworking cop in her
would never have let her down like the slut in her had. And then
the realisation of the danger she was in. If she could ask ‘what
now?’ Then she would. But she was helpless and now it was all
different - for some reason everything was different
now.

There was fear
there now because she knew that she’d had her cover blown. She was
trying to work out how that had happened. The Strike Team worked in
complete secrecy above and beyond the regular police force. She
knew this and so she was trying to work out what the fuck had gone
wrong. It felt like her whole world was unravelling in front of her
blacked out eyes. But instead of her being able to absorb a little
bit of this at a time, she was having the hit of it all in one go.
And it was this sensation that she was sinking out of sight of the
normal world and out of sight of her team that she was having to
contend with.

She was deep
into those thoughts when the second orgasm hit her. And it did hit
her literally. It hit her mind as well. No, this wasn’t right, she
didn’t want orgasm now that her cover was blown. She wanted and
needed to arrest this sick bitch of a woman. She didn’t want the
orgasm. Anything but the orgasm. But she didn’t control that. She
didn’t say when or for how long she would have to deal with this
orgasm. If she could have screamed “No”, then she would have. This
second orgasm was not one that was with her consent. This orgasm
was a rape of her clitoris and this was what was going through her
mind.

In her
helplessness she tried to fight off the orgasm - she tried to
switch it off but she couldn’t do that. She tried to use her mind
to switch it off but of course that didn’t work. She tried to think
of anything except her own sexual need but that didn’t work either.
The orgasm owned her thoughts as much as it owned her body right
now. She sucked the appendage in her mouth as she tried to ride the
orgasm out. She didn’t want this. She just didn’t want it in her
life now. She wanted to do her job now but she couldn’t because she
was desperate to orgasm. But the trouble was that she had been
taken off assignment already. She had already been relieved of her
duties and again that question came back into her mind, ‘what
now?’

All she could
do was ride that orgasm and hope that she came down the other side
of it still able to think straight. This changed everything in her
mind. Yes she was alert now and she knew what she had to do. And
she wanted to bring this to an end now. In her mind she had enough
to get this woman arrested. Once this place was busted open and
searched there would be enough evidence after all, there were other
women here. At least two other women! And this place existed - a
place, a facility that allowed this woman to ply her trade. So that
was something else that was evidence. And once she had this woman
in custody, the computers and devices could be seized and they
would hold more evidence. And there would be banking records -
there would be evidence of finances changing hands. After all this
was far too slick an operation to be only dealing with suitcases
full of cash. This was the digital world after all. All Sally would
have to do was put all the pieces together. All she would have to
do is put it together piece by piece and there would be the case
ready to be prosecuted. This case could make her. This could be the
one that saw her escalate up the ladder to a higher place. If she
managed this she would be made for life.

Sally was
right of course. This was all she had to do to crack the case.
Except that she couldn’t do it. She couldn’t do anything except
ride this orgasm out. And she did ride it out but it left her
breathless and it left her less able to deal with what she needed
to deal with now. Now she should have been working out how she was
going to bring this to an end. She should have been thinking of how
she could neutralise Bitch and then bring this whole thing down by
calling in to the commander. But she was learning that she would
have to bide her time. That she would have to wait for an
opportunity. This woman Bitch was scary but she was just a woman
after all. She had to have weaknesses in her or her set-up
somewhere along the line. All Sally had to do was bide her time and
find those weaknesses. Except there would be no opportunities - not
any time soon. And that orgasm, as well as slowing the cop mind
down had left her feeling that she had an itch that hadn’t been
scratched. It left her wanting and needing more. And she was
reprimanding herself in her mind for that.

“You’ll want
to know what happens now right? Well nothing happens except what is
happening now. You don’t get to go home and your team have no idea
where to begin looking for you. I told you were special and you
are. I told you that ‘special’ gets the highest prices. And now
that you are a captured cop, your price tag is even higher. My
clients will pay so much money to do what they do to other women,
to a cop. You’re going to be a celebrity in my world. There’s going
to be a waiting list for you. Welcome to your new world, your new
reality, cunt.”

Another orgasm
was given to Sally as those words from Bitch tailed off. She tried
to get her head round what she had been told but couldn’t. The
dirty tingling wet orgasm was fucking her up again and she could
feel herself squeezing the appendages inside her vagina and anus so
the orgasm was better and more intense. And she could feel herself
being taken to that higher place again. Again she tried to shake it
off but she couldn’t. Although these orgasms were ravaging her
sexuality and her psychology, she didn’t control them. She didn’t
control when they came or when they stopped. The orgasm was like
time standing still for Sally. Like the clock had been switched
off. She had to ride it out, she had to get through to the other
side. The trouble was when she did that, there was this wave of
despair that rushed through her. Despair that she had immersed in
another orgasm, despair that she couldn’t do anything about it
right now.

In Sally’s
mind, she wasn’t going to be anyone’s bitch. She wasn’t going to be
sold to the highest payers in world debauchery. Just the thoughts
that she didn’t have a way out and what happened if she just played
along and accepted what this woman was telling her was enough to
send her into a blind panic inside that inflated rubber head
prison. It would be better if she could see. It would be better if
she could at least look this woman in the eyes as she set about
describing the existence Bitch had in store for her. If there was
this connection of eye contact between them then Sally knew that
she had at least a chance of winning the overall battle. But she’d
had the benefit of sight taken off her. She’d had the ability to
see, and to talk and to reason taken off her and now there was
nothing that she could do. Another orgasm built up behind her
clitoris and it exploded immediately.

Inside Sally’s
mind she was screaming ‘no no no’. But of course that was just in
her mind. In her mind she was objecting and she was relinquishing
her consent to the sexual pleasure that she was being given. She
didn’t want it anymore and this woman had no right to highjack her
body and give her the fucking god awful addictive pleasure without
her continued consent. But of course, that was irrelevant. She
couldn’t give consent and she couldn’t take it away. All she could
do was go with it. This fucking woman, this Bitch was going to pay
a price for what she was doing here. If Sally was able to decide
anything in her mind then she was going to see to it that this
woman was taken from this self-made perch that she had placed
herself on. If it took her the rest of her life, then she would
take Bitch down.

But they were
thoughts that came and went and ones that ebbed and flowed. Every
time another orgasm hit her senses a little more of the cop in her
was taken away. And that was the trouble - that was the problem - a
little bit more of the cop in her was eroded away by the pure
pleasure of the orgasm. That pleasure was addictive - yes it was.
But it was a toxic addiction. It was like a hit of sexual crack
that she was being given time after time. And that sexual crack was
something that ate away at her mind, and her ability to do anything
about the predicament that she was in. It was just something that
increasingly left her gasping for more.

The noises
that came from inside that inflated hood were not what Sally would
have intended to come out of her mouth. What she would have
intended were the strongest of objections and demands that she be
released this instant. But instead, those noises were ones of
sexual immersion. Ones of a woman being sucked into a world of
enforced sexual pleasure and not having any defence against it.
They were noises of absolute immersion and yet absolute despair at
the same time. They were noises of a distressed animal. A trapped
and distressed animal that had nothing to look forward to except
this purest of pleasure that was eating away at her mind. And that
was what Sally could feel. She could feel herself being eaten away
by this pleasure. She needed to be released. She needed to tell
Bitch that her team would not give up looking for her and that she
would be taken down and put away for a long time. She needed to
explain to her that it would be better if she let her go, and
assisted in her own demise so that the courts of law would go
easier on her. That was what she needed to do. She had these little
shots of adrenaline or something that made her feel good. That it
would all be ok once she could speak to Bitch.

That was the
trouble though. How would anyone speak to a woman who had
self-labelled herself ‘Bitch’? It had to be a case of Bitch by
name, bitch by nature. Sally tensed up as she felt another orgasm
coming. This was the worst for her. Getting that sensation deep
inside her femininity and knowing that another of those orgasms was
just about to surge through her. It would have been now that she
tried to switch off the pleasure and tried to turn off her needy
hungry thoughts of a dirty and obscene sexual nature. But it would
have been at this time as well that she realised that it was
useless to even try. That it was completely a waste of her energy
to try to stop something that she didn’t want and yet did at the
same time. This time the noises that were made inside that hood
were pretty inhuman.


CHAPTER
TEN

 


Acceptance Of
The Inevitable

 


They were
grunting sounds that Sally made as yet a little more of the cop in
her was taken away to be replaced by something else. And this
something else was nothing like Sally. This something else was
something that might have existed in a sexual sewer. Time didn’t
mean anything anymore. Sally had long since lost the concept of
time. She had long since stopped wondering how much time there was
left before her team would come bursting in to this place. Instead
there was the acceptance in her mind that this probably wouldn’t
happen. She’d lost count of the orgasms she had received - or the
orgasms that had been forced on her against her will. She had
wondered how her legs had managed to hold her up. But then she was
impaled on two appendages that had been inflated up inside her
until it felt like she was going to be split in two. Even if she
had wanted to go down to her knees then this was not an option. If
her spectacular legs did give way then it would just be added pain
that she was inflicting via the weight she put down onto the
appendages up inside her deeper femininity. And there was already
enough pain there to be contending with. She would do all she could
not to add to that.

All she could
do was absorb each and every one of those orgasms. And that was the
thing, if she could just switch off a few of them, say every other
one of them then maybe there would have been that recovery allowed
that would maybe re-enable the cop in her. But she didn’t get that
chance or that choice. The orgasms were relentless but there was no
way of knowing what the gaps were between them. There was no way of
her knowing what that gap was so that she could defend herself
better or so that she could prepare herself for the onslaught. The
fact was that the gaps were not the same. There were times when one
orgasm blended and morphed into the next and then the next. And
then other times when the orgasm subsided just leaving her wanting
and needing more. And so she had no defence. She had no weapons to
fight back.

Her ability to
fight back had been removed. It had been deleted, along with a
little more of the cop in her. She tried to hold at least her mind
together but that was another impossibility and deep down she knew
she was being taken apart from the inside. There was this sense
that she was losing her grip not only of herself but of reality.
When those orgasms came, when they infested her, they just melted
all the goodness in her away. They just simply had no mercy on her
and she was left wondering how something that felt so wonderful and
beautiful could be so debilitating at the same time. And that was
it, she was being systematically debilitated by the orgasms that
were being forced on her. She was being ‘turned’ by the pleasure,
she was being raped by those relentless orgasms.

“Two days
you’ve been here now. It must seem like more. But this is a process
you have to go through. It’s a process that you have to go through
so that you are prepared for your new life as sexual freak for my
clients.”

The
electronically altered voice of Bitch kind of brought Sally out of
this sexually addled slumber that she was in. It hadn’t really been
a slumber - more like a waking coma. The human mind, the human
body, the female human sexuality was not designed to absorb so much
sexual pleasure time after time - there had to come a time when she
at least tried to shut down. Sally simply was not designed to take
so much relentless pleasure - no woman would be. She was a
breathtakingly beautiful woman but she was not designed to take
this amount of pure pleasure in such amounts and over such a length
of time.

She couldn’t
take it and then absorb the pain as well. It was clear that the
objective was to change her. Not just alter her mindset a little
bit, but intrinsically change her from the inside. Her mind
wandered to the woman who was next to her. The one who she had been
shown before being debilitated herself. The casual wondering of how
long had this other woman been here before she was taken into this
room. And what state of mind, and what state physically she was in?
And then the first woman she had been shown - the one with the
hooves. What part of the process was she suffering at this time.
And if these women that she had seen were the benchmark, then what
state would she be taken to?

The lucky
thing for Sally, if it could be lucky, was that she was
increasingly unable to think of the worst case scenarios in her
mind. Because her mind was being spoiled with every one of those
orgasms - her ability to think at all was being eroded away. And
because of this she was unable to think of herself being in a worse
positron than those other woman. What she WAS able to think about
in short blurts was that these other women may be her allies at
some time in the future. After all, they had been taken through a
process like she was being taken through and so, they had to be
friends, right? Allies? Maybe there was a way out of this after
all?

But no, there
was nothing really positive that Sally could take from any of this
and so her mind just went back time after time to craving another
orgasm. She was at the point of the process where she wanted the
orgasms to stop but at the same time she didn’t. In other words she
was being mind fucked by those orgasms to such a point that there
was this inner conflict being formed inside her mind. If she didn’t
know it yet, that inner conflict would form the better part of what
little bit of mind that she had left at the end of this particular
process. It would be like a relentless, vicious circle that she
would not be able to break free from. It would be like something
that ate away at her and didn’t stop feeding on her melting
mind.

“It’s best you
don’t fight it. If you fight it will be one you cannot win. You
need to accept what is happening to you now. Just accept it and go
with it. I won’t tell you it will be ‘easier’ if you accept it.
Nothing for you will be easy any more. But you will save energy if
you simply go with it. Your life from here on in will be hard. A
constant daily trudge of you sexually gratifying the most debase,
perverted people from around the globe. But if you manage to get
your head around that fact, then at least you can conserve some
energy and use it to good effect. If you simply rest back into that
knowledge and accept the way forward then life becomes, not
bearable as such, but it becomes - well it becomes your new life
and soon, your old one will fade and die as memories and this is
all you will have left.”

Bitch’s voice
again and this time it was like there was some ‘feeling’ to it. As
though even though Sally was suffering a demise of her design, that
she was showing something like sympathy, or empathy for her. Like
she understood fully what Sally was going through and that she was
even trying to help her through this in her own twisted, fucked up
way. And Sally would have been in such need of kind or sympathetic
words by this time - in need of any sign of other life than her
orgasmic one that she would be hanging onto those words - every
single one of them. But the reality was that Bitch was not called
that for no reason. She was the one playing good cop and bad cop
all in the same body. She was the one playing soft then
hard.

She was the
one who held the real link, the real connection to the real world
for Sally and because of that she was fucking around with that link
- almost destroying it, because she could. There could be no doubt
about Bitch and her objectives with Sally. She knew that she had a
prized possession in a captured cop. And not just a normal street
cop but an undercover Strike Team officer. Sally would rise to the
top of the revenue earners for this woman and this vice ring and
Bitch knew that. There was no way that she was going to go easy on
Sally. There was every reason for her to go hard, and then harder
still so that she could bring this deep cover cop to her knees
psychologically and physically.

“You’ll break
soon. Very soon you will be broken and that is when the real work
starts. That is when I begin moulding you into what I want you to
be. You’re not a serving cop any more. The Strike Team will become
a distant memory for you. But you will be constantly reminded
because you will be marketed as a ‘cop in captivity’. I already
have a client list for you. People who will want to do things to
you and with you that cannot even imagine. It’s going to be a
delicious ride for you, cunt. And this is what you need to wrap
your head around. This is all you need to wrap your head around. I
will expect you to do your bit. At least I will expect you to do
what you can to earn for this organisation. And you know what, I
have complete confidence in what you will be capable of once this
process is over and done with. I have full confidence that you will
know what is expected of you despite what has been done to you
through this process.”

There were
times of course that Sally wished this mad woman would shut the
fuck up. And this was one of those times. These were not the words
that Sally wanted or needed to hear. These words were the ones that
nagged at the back of her mind. Words that slithered into her
psyche and then stayed right there tumbling round and round. They
were words that chilled the core of her. Words that set images and
movies off in her mind. That is images and movies she would rather
not have and yet images and movies that fed her growing and
intensifying sexual need. They were the sorts of words that made
her long for another orgasm. And yes, when that orgasm came she
could just fall into it and let it take her.

But when that
orgasm came it just debilitated her more. It took more of her away.
It took more of the ability to think straight away from her. She
had very little of that left as it was. But at least she could sink
into that orgasm and let it take her. At least she could immerse
and then deal with the despair after it, because that despair came
back time after time and it didn’t get less. It wasn’t as though
the despair was something that she just had to get used to and
adapt to. The despair was like something that worked both with and
against the orgasm. And it was a despair that intensified and ate
its own little bit of Sally.

Sally was
breaking now - she was breaking down and she was in an amount of
psychological agony that could not be measured. Thoughts of
bringing down Bitch were receding, and fading to grey in the back
of her mind. She couldn’t see a way that she would ever be able to
bring this woman down. Bitch had everything on her side. She
controlled everything and she held all the ace cards. And the more
Sally was bombarded with those orgasms the more she realised that
this woman was the one to give her those orgasms. And the more she
realised that it was only this woman who could give her the
pleasure of the orgasms. And when she broke down more, the orgasms
were all she had. She didn’t have anything else now.

This was the
state of an increasingly broken mind. What Sally was becoming was a
product of her own broken mind. Even at this point, this early
point in her ‘new life’ Sally was not who she has been some days
ago. She was not that person any more - and there was something in
her mind that told her that. She was able to work it out, that her
life had changed and that it wouldn’t be the same ever again. It
was funny, strange how in the most dire moments of despair, pain
and orgasm, that what was left of Sally’s mind was able to work it
out - that she was fucked and that she had been fucked over by
Bitch. Fucked over in the most despicable and nasty way.

There was no
let-up in what she was being pounded with physically and
emotionally. Sally had never been an emotional woman - she always
kept her emotions in check and never showed them to anyone, ever.
So what she was going through inside that occlusive rubber hood,
inflated round her head and face was something that at one time she
would have wanted and needed to keep to herself. But now it was
like all of this emotion was pouring from her. Like it was oozing
from every one of her pores. But as well, it was just flooding into
the hood and staying there and so what should have been a released
for her, in fact was not. It was something that was held in that
hood and recycled into her psyche. And this was what ultimately
breaking Sally down. Another orgasm was fed into her and something
inside her mind snapped. It was like a trigger had been pulled. It
was like a button had been pressed and then broken in the process
so that it could not be turned off.

It was at this
point that orgasm became the most important thing in Sally’s new
world. It was at this point that she left the cop behind for good.
It was at this point that Bitch became her Owner. And it was at
this point that Sally considered this woman, Bitch to the only
important person in her life. She was like her lifeline to the
orgasms. Like Bitch was the only lifeline to those beautiful
orgasms. Ok, she had lost everything else - everything else had
been taken off her, this was true. She had lost everything she had
in the world including the job she loved. But she had lost more
than that. She had lost literally everything and all she had left
were these orgasms which she was riding out time after time. These
orgasms became not only her world, but her lifeline. She was
already feeling that she couldn’t live without those orgasms - and
that there would be no substitute for these streams of pure
pleasure that were being sent through her time after
time.

All she could
do was accept all of this and then move on. All she could do was do
the journey Bitch had planned for her. She began to accept that she
was in capable hands in Bitch. All she could do was please this
woman, and to do that she had to fulfil the role that this woman
had planned for her. She found herself WANTING to please her. More
strangely she found herself not wanting to displease Bitch. She
worked it out, that if she pleased this woman then it would be
better for her. That it would be better in the long run. Bitch
wouldn’t want a constant battle with her. She would want her to
settle back and relax into her new role as sexual, and masochistic
plaything for wealthy people. If she thought about it like that
then it became easier but that was because she was broken now. She
wasn’t Sally the Strike Team superstar any more. She was this other
person now - this other creature and it was a new life she had to
live. But the process would continue.

 


Strike Team
HQ - Two Day Later

 


“Sally hasn’t
checked into her new address. She hasn’t been anywhere near there.
And we’ve done a few sweeps of Docks Town to see if she’s on the
streets. There’s nothing, literally nothing. And we don’t know
where to look next. It’s been four days and nothing.”

That was one
of the more senior officers and his voice emoted the concern. The
alarm had been raised for that simple reason, that Sally hadn’t
checked in to her new address.

“Look we know
she’s not due to check in with us for another three days. Let her
do the job. We all know what Sal is like. She does things her way.
She’s like this method actor who needs to live the life in order to
smash it to pieces. She’ll be setting out her stall, getting to
know the streets. Doing what she has to do to make this a
success.”

That was the
commander. His voice was strong, authoritative and he looked at
each and every member of the Team making sure he got eye
contact.

“We’re gonna
give her the seven days and then if we hear nothing we’ll pick this
up again. I’m sure she’s fine. I’m sure she’s just getting into her
role. I’m sure she’s just doing what she needs to do in order to
bring this perverted vice ring down.”

He stopped talking and
again scanned the room.

“Sir if
there’s anything I can do, just let me know. I wanna be all over
this.”

That was the
voice of a younger female officer, a new officer. She was brand new
to the Strike Team and wanted to appear keen. She was a pretty red
head with a dash of freckles across the bridge of her nose. She’d
appeared seemingly out of nowhere and had been another superstar in
waiting - one that Sally had taken under wing. She was younger than
Sally and to date just the second female officer to make it to the
Strike Team. There had to be something special about her. There had
to be something about her that had been spotted, and then
nurtured..

“Linzi, you
can be sure if there’s anything I need your natural charms for, you
will be the first to know.”

It was a bit
of a flirty moment and yet one that happened any number of times
during a working day. Linzi smiled but there was something about
her smile. It was almost a wry smile and yet one that hid something
else. One that hid, just ‘something’.

The Strike
Team ops room fell into this weird silence in which not one person
spoke and yet it was easy to tell that all in that room were on the
same wave length. There was this ‘strength’ in that room and this
belief that this assignment was one that would come to a successful
conclusion. But at the same time there were the little looks
between the more senior officers and the commander. Maybe they were
not so sure. Maybe they knew more than they were letting on as to
the dangers involved in an officer going under deep cover. Maybe
there was more knowledge with the commander than he would or could
share with the rest of the team for a variety of reasons. Whatever,
Sally was out there now and she was unreachable. They just didn’t
know that. Yet!

 



CHAPTER ELEVEN

 


Deep Cover,
Blown

 


Sally was
somewhere else now. She could sense that. Her head was still in
that bubble of inflated rubber that had been detached from the rig
she’d been in and that her senses had been taken away and denied
her in. For that reason she didn’t know how long she had been
‘missing in action’ and she didn’t know how much longer she could
stand this for. The orgasms had been switched off and she needed
them to be switched back on. There had been some time for her to
reflect in that other place - that other place that she had been
debilitated in and orgasmed half to death in.

That had been
particularly cruel - having those orgasms she’d had for days, and
then them just being switched off. That had been like having a new
born baby ripped from her in emotional terms. It was like Bitch had
no right to take those orgasms away. But the addiction had been
inflicted and a little bit of cold turkey was what was needed so
that Sally could get used to the new state of being. There would be
no reasoning with her on that though - the addiction had been
inflicted and it had been applied to her psyche and to her
sexuality.

“You need this
time cunt. You need this time to reset your systems and settle into
your addiction. You’ll thank me for the addiction in due course.
When you have a particular hard day gratifying pervert after
pervert over eighteen hours or more, and the only drive you’ll have
is the knowledge that from time to time you get orgasm. You don’t
get paid, as such, you just get orgasm. This will be your reward
for giving yourself to depraved perverts so that their desires can
be sated on you, with you, and inside you.”

That had been
the clever bit that Bitch had applied. The addiction to orgasms
wasn’t something that just happened - it had to be applied. But it
had to be applied carefully. It was easy to go over the top and
overdose Sally on sexual pleasure and then she would be ruined
beyond repair. But Bitch didn’t do that - she simply applied as
much pleasure as was needed to tip this woman into addiction. She
simply used what was required to fuck Sally up. And there was no
doubt that Sally was fucked up in the most awful way and that if
ever she was rescued from this, that she would have to be
unravelled in some way - so that she could then be put back
together again. If that was even possible.

But now she
was in this other place - she had been walked somewhere and placed
into an elevator. Sally knew it was an elevator because there was
this downward motion - this downward trip that she was being taken
on. And that was it - that this downward trip in the elevator
seemed like a very long one. It seemed like a long ride down, and
then it glided to a halt. Sally couldn’t see, or hear and she had
to be guided by Bitch. All she had for company was that little
speaker in one ear and every so often the voice of Bitch filtering
in.

“You are going
to please me, I just know you are.”

She was saying
little things like that, that Sally would take on board as
encouragement. Like she was learning and like she was in a process
that would see her become closer to the woman who had taken her out
of circulation. It was all part of the process that Bitch took her
on. Call it a conditioning of her mind. She had been through the
conditioning of her body - she had been through the process where
an addiction to sexual orgasm had been applied and inflicted and
then fixed into her psyche and now this was the rest of
it.

“You’ve had
the pain and pleasure mix. Now I have to teach you, I have to
educate you and your body to accept the worse of the worse pain
without the pleasure, because there will be times when there will
be no pleasure for you. There will be time when sadists have bought
and paid for you and they won’t want you to enjoy it, or get any
pleasure from it at all. They will just want to subject you to the
worse possible pain over an extended amount of time and you need to
be prepared for this. You need to understand that there are people
waiting to purchase time with you, and that they will want you to
suffer immeasurably - they will want to know that your tears are
for real and that there are no crocodile tears.”

Bitch had
always spoken in riddles, especially before she had busted Sally’s
cover. And now she wasn’t speaking in those riddles at all. What
she was doing was spelling it out for Sally, or letting her know in
no uncertain terms what would be expected. But it didn’t matter how
good Bitch was at using words to describe Sally’s life ahead, there
were no words that would truly prepare Sally. There were no words
that would adequately prepare her for what was to come for her in
the future. The thoughts of out and out perverts just wanting to
inflict pain on her were the worse. Pain and no pleasure - what the
fuck was that all about? Sally had been taught already the
connection between pain and pleasure but the thought of men, and
even women out there who would want to hurt her with severe
indescribable pain and not give her the pleasure as well was
something that was like a nightmare of epic proportions to
her.

And she was
trying to get her head, or what was left of her head around that as
she was hauled off her feet by her wrists. Her hands were still
balled in the rubber mitts and so her fingers were curled into tiny
and tight useless balls. And she was left swinging, and turning.
She got the sense that she was turning or spinning slowly by
whatever she had been hoisted up by. She wouldn’t have heard the
little electric motor of the hoist. All she would have been aware
of was her wrists being brought together and then secured. And
something hooked between her wrists and that slow hoisting up until
eventually her still booted feet left the floor to leave her
spinning.

It was at this
time that she wanted those things to be back inside her - those
appendages, right up inside her and stretching her most intimate
holes and tunnels wide, then wider. She had made this weird,
pathetic noise as she’d been slipped off those appendage back in
that other room. She’d been left feeling empty and needy for them
to be back. Those things had caused her a lot of pain and a lot of
discomfort but throughout the breaking by orgasm, she had become
attached to them - as though they were part of her. And now she
didn’t have them anymore and she had this sense of loss. She had
this sense of losing something, like she’d had something so
important to her taken away. Like another baby being taken away
from her perhaps.

There was no
doubt that Sally’s mind was in decline. Even less doubt that her
body was not only in decline but was in the process of being made
ready for the kinds of torments that would only become apparent in
due course. Then she stopped spinning. She was aware of being
stopped and then her legs being brought together and secured at the
knees and then the ankles. And then her ankles being anchored off
the floor and yet to it at the same time. She was hanging suspended
and yet anchored in a ‘still’ and motionless position.

“I have a
fifteen foot bullwhip cunt, and I am going to whip you with it
until you pass out. Except that you won’t be able to pass out
because I will not allow it.’

Now what was
this woman saying? A fifteen foot bullwhip sounded barbaric and it
sounded extremely cruel. She could have been lying and not had that
bullwhip at all. But there was this sense that this Bitch did not
lie. She did not need to lie in order to lay it on. And for that
reason Sally hung onto every word that she came out
with.

“I’m going to
flay you, repeatedly over time. I want you to feel my whip as it is
intended to be felt. I want you to feel it like the pain belongs to
you. I want you to feel every lash and I want you to immerse in the
pain like you immerse in the orgasms. I want you to treat the pain
and the orgasms as though they were one and the same because the
truth is that they will become one and the same to you. You will
learn to crave the pain like you crave the orgasm. It might not
feel that you could do that ‘now’ but trust me, you will. There
will come a time when you truly will not be able to tell the
difference between pain and pleasure. There will come the time when
truly there will only be the one sensation for you. And that
sensation will be neither pain nor pleasure alone - it will be both
together.”

More chilling
words from Bitch and again she wasn’t any longer talking in
riddles. Her words were clear and precise and their meanings were
even more clear and precise. There was this insight from Bitch,
into the minds of other women. The kind of insight that a man could
never have because he was a man. The kind of insight that gave her
chilling power over other women.

One had to
wonder what Sally was thinking or even ‘if’ she was thinking. This
poor woman a few days ago was fully in control and on assignment.
And now - and now this! What could she have been thinking? One had
to reason that there had to be any number of nightmares in full
flow through her head at this point. She’d had the things she held
dear taken off her - the orgasms, and the anal and vaginal
appendages and she dearly wanted them back. The thing was that she
didn’t just want them back - she needed them back. She needed to
feel her sexuality and her ass to be full and stretched and she
needed the orgasms to be there as well. As much as these things
tormented her, and tortured her, she needed them to be back now. So
she sobbed in that hood. At least she thought she was sobbing. It
felt like she was sobbing. But her mouth worked on the mouth and
throat appendage. She sucked it as much as she could. It acted like
a pacifier for her even though it nudged the back of her throat
time and time again.

But now she
had to prepare herself for this fifteen foot bullwhip. She had no
idea that this whip was Bitch’s personal instrument of pain. It
wasn’t one that had come from a pool of equipment available at this
place. This was a fully loaded whip, the end of which was loaded
with a heavy solid stainless steel ball, like a round bullet. That
lead ball would whizz through the air at high speed and then thrash
into the target area of Sally. This was the kind if whip that would
cause damage. And in expert hands, like those of Bitch, the damage
to flesh would be maximum. She couldn’t possibly know any of that.
It was enough for her to know that she was to be whipped over a
period of time that was open ended and unknown.

She couldn’t
possibly know either of the skillset of Bitch with that whip. She
couldn’t possibly know of the ‘joy’ of Bitch whenever she used that
whip. And she couldn’t know the ‘love’ this woman put into each and
every whipping she delivered. Of course she couldn’t, all she could
do was hang there, defenceless and unable even to scream with the
absolute agony that she would feel. All she could do was hang there
suspended and in darkness and wait for the torture of her flesh to
begin. What can have been going through her mind? Only she knew
this but she couldn’t convey it to anyone.

Bitch would
have had a good idea what kind of horrors Sally’s mind was
suffering and that would make this whip wielding bitch smile
inwardly. She would know of the horrors of the mind that Sally’s
mind was conjuring up and she did nothing to quell those horrors.
She did nothing to stop them, or soften them. Instead she remained
silent so that Sally was all alone. So that she was all alone in
this psychological torment that Bitch had created. It was all part
of the process. It was all part of the plan. It was all part of the
game that she had to play with Sally to bring her down into the
pits of hell that she was the guardian of.

There was a
long period of anticipation. At least it seemed a long time. The
high heeled clicks of Bitch, fed through the ear piece of the
inflated rubber hood. And then some tester slashes through the air
of the whip. And those slashes through the air putting paid to any
hope that the whip was not real. There was the welling up of tears
inside Sally, and an almost unbearable overload of her emotional
state. This was another process that she now had to go through, and
be burdened with. And then those sounds from outside the hood
stopped being fed to her and there was just this silence. The
silence but also the white noise in her mind. Now what was she
supposed to do? Was she supposed to prepare herself for the first
crack of the whip? She would have no warning - there would be no
tell tail whoosh of the whip through the air, and then the pain of
it curling around her before the end of it, with that steel ball,
sinking in. There would be none of that.

All Sally
would get, and did get was the instant pain. No warning, no
preparation time and no ability to defend herself. That was what
was so terrible for her - that there was nothing she could do to
defend herself. All she could do was exist there - just hang
suspended there this way. Just hang there and wait. Wait for it to
start. And then it did start and in Sally’s mind she would have
been ready. She knew what was coming after all - she had been told
what was coming. But the truth was that nothing could have prepared
her for the actual pain of that whip curling around one hip and
that steel ball sinking into her flesh around her upper thigh. If
she could have screamed then she would have. All she could do as
bite down onto the appendage in her mouth. There was the sense that
her eyes were bulging open and this would have been no surprise.
That whip hurt. The way it was used hurt her. It was designed to
hurt her and Bitch was an expert with it. Every lash of that whip
was micro accurate. That explained why Sally had to be suspended
like that - suspended in that still and motionless position. It
explained why she had to be unable to move.

If she could
move then she would have and that would have made the lashes less
accurate and it would have been more dangerous for her. Bitch
couldn’t have the steel ball travelling at the speed of sound and
then a body thrashing about trying to defend itself. So it had to
be still, it had to be motionless for each and every lashing to
avoid the wrong kind of damage. Oh, Bitch intended to cause damage,
she had said as much and there was no way that using this whip
wouldn’t cause damage. But it had to be the right kind of damage in
order for it to be effective over time. It had to be precisely the
right kind of damage to gratify the sadist in Bitch. It had to be
the right kind of ‘pain’ that Sally experienced up there all on her
own in that rubber bubble that she was in.

“Can you feel
that delicious pain now, cunt? Right now, this will be like a
living nightmare for you but you will learn to live with it. You
will learn to accept it like you accept your period pains every
month. This will be just another form agony that you will have to
go through on a daily basis. This IS your life.”

And then that
voice was gone again - the little speaker clicked off and Sally was
alone again. She didn’t know where the whip would lash into next.
The whole of her body, all of her flesh was available to it. That
is, all of her flesh was available to Bitch to lash with that
bullwhip. Sally had a decreasing sense of what was happening to her
though. The pain was so intense, it was so debilitating when it
struck that it was like she was having the sense whipped out of
her. She did get the feeling that Bitch was moving round her -
whipping her from various sides and angles. She only had blind
sense though and that was the worst kind. It was like only hearing
half a story. Sally had less than half the story and all she could
do was tense up, in her mind and wait for that lash to come. And
the next lash and the one after that, then the one after that, then
uncountable ones after that came.

About halfway
through the bullwhipping of Sally, Bitch took a time out. This
wasn’t the woman Sally had met in the bar. This was a wholly
different woman. That woman had been tall, Amazonian yes, but her
tone had been kind, it had been welcoming even if it had been
stern. Oh, there had been something about her - there had been more
than ‘something’ about her. But this woman now, sheathed in a
leather dress that clung to her mature curves like a second skin.
And nylon sheathed legs that vanished up under that skirt hem just
above the knees, hinted at their length and their shape. Her feet
arched into spiked stilettos that would give any normal person
vertigo. And then her makeup - severe, expertly applied
highlighting her huge eyes and her deliciously full lips. Bitch was
a well-constructed mix raced woman with light brown skin - and she
was a powerful woman. One couldn’t help but feel the power of this
woman. And now as she stepped back from Sally, the awesome power
and the femininity of Bitch was evident. One didn’t come across
women like this every day,

One might have
spotted ‘something’ about her in the bar. But in the bar it was a
restrained ultra-femininity. Like a feminine animal straining at
the leash, willing to be let loose. But here in her own domain she
was unleashed. And as she took that break, there was the way she
breathed. There was the way she needed to take that break. Her huge
breasts expanding and contracted in time with each breath that she
took. And then she sat on a hard backed chair and she crossed her
legs. There was that almost soft smooth femininity of the way she
moved, but there was also the power of those nylon sheathed legs.
This was a woman totally at comfort with herself. A woman confident
in how she looked to herself and how she looked to others. There
was this quiet oozing energy that came from her - almost like a
frightening energy. The hugeness of her eyes, the fullness of her
lips. The long slender fingers tipped with perfect nails. And then
just that feeling that this was a woman who should not be fucked
around with. And the feeling that if anyone did fuck with her, they
would come off second best.

 



CHAPTER
TWELVE

 


Tenderised By
Bullwhip And Bitch

 


It would be
difficult to work out Bitch. But then one had the feeling that she
wasn’t supposed to be ‘worked out’. There was a feeling that there
was a back story there. Obviously was a woman from good stock. And
she was well spoken, well educated. But somewhere along the line
something had happened that made her into what she was today. She
was obviously a woman of sound business mind. A clever woman and
one with the ability to make lots of money. But women from ‘stock’
didn’t take this road. Women who looked like Bitch didn’t take the
darker roads to darker places, not usually. This was a woman who
was a sadist - that went without saying. What Sally had been
through to date, when under her control was proof of the inherent
sadism that washed through her. But for this woman to enter into a
life of vice, to not only enter the sex industry but to enter it at
this level, meant something more. It would be doubtful that any
other woman, or man come to think of it, owned and ran an
organisation like Bitch did.

This was an
organisation that pandered to the whims of the utterly perverse and
base sadists around the world. And it was a worldwide organisation
that had its net not just in the whole of Europe but in the
Americas, Canada, far and Middle East. And in Russia and even as
far as Australia. What Bitch was running was truly international.
And because of the size and the sheer scale of it, she became a
mystery. There was this curiosity from everyone who met her or who
saw her. She was a striking woman that turned heads and yet one who
if she shot a glance to anyone, they would know to stay the fuck
away from her. She certainly got more questions asked than she
answered about herself.

Bitch sat for
what seemed an age, looking at the suspended, partly whipped Sally.
Her breath-taking legs were crossed and she brushed a flat palm up
the front of her nylon sheathed shins creating that ‘rasping’ sound
synonymous with nylon being brushed like that. There was a noise
coming from the hood of Sally but that noise was something that
needed to be absorbed in order to be appreciated. Maybe appreciated
is the wrong word. That noise that Sally was making was one that
needed to be absorbed in order to ‘understand’ that this poor woman
was under a lot of duress - a lot of anxiety and a lot of pain that
was being systematically inflicted on her.

And that was
just it. Sally in this short time had experienced a lot of
different types of pain - internal mostly, and in her mind. This
was the visible kind of pain that she was feeling with the whip.
This was the kind of pain that was severe for as long as it lasted.
That emotional and psychological pain that had been heaped on her
was the kind of pain that stayed with her and that would not go
away. That was the kind of pain that didn’t ever go away. The
internal pain had been the closest to the orgasms she had been
given. That was her closest connection with pain and pleasure being
as one because she had fed those orgasms of her’s with the internal
pain of those appendages.

And now Bitch
slowly poured her eyes over Sally, or ‘cunt’ as she had re-named
her. The whip marks looked lethal. No doubt the whip lashes would
have felt lethal as well. But to stand back and look at this poor
woman now was something that would render most people from the
normal world, speechless. There were criss-crosses of welts from
where the braided leather of the whip had contacted with the flesh
of Sally. Those welts were raised and swollen and would leave
scars. These welts went from thick to thin and then there was where
the loaded steel ball sank into the flesh. In effect it was like a
lump of buckshot from a gun had been fired. Just a single ball of
buckshot that sank into the flesh causing little trickles of blood
to form and then drizzle down the flesh - and they would leave
scars as well. Sally was as striking a sight as Bitch herself was -
just striking in a different way. She was suspended and whipped.
But she hadn’t just been whipped, she had been tortured with that
whip. The way that Bitch had been able to effortlessly use that
whip was disturbing. Again those questions about this leather clad
woman would arise. Where does a woman like this, from stock, learn
to use a whip like she could use it? Why would she even need to
learn a skill like this?

“You know,
this is going to take some time - maybe hours until I have finished
whipping you. But if you think you’ve changed now, wait until you
feel the change in you when I have finished lashing you with my
‘baby’.”

It was telling
that she called the whip her ‘baby’. It was as though this was a
woman who had a relationship with one of her most potent means of
inflicting pain. But then one had to assume that Bitch had more
than just a bullwhip in her armoury. One had to assume that she had
any number of methods, and abilities in inflicting the most
terrible pain imaginable and that not imaginable. To look at Bitch
one would have to just accept that she was a woman of unlimited
resources and who was not afraid to use them.

Bitch
uncrossed her legs and got up from her chair and there was that
tell-tale sound of nylon rasping on nylon. The little microphone
she wore on the front of her dress was barely visible and when she
spoke she didn’t have to make any effort to speak into it. She just
spoke naturally and the mic picked her voice up.

“I know you
are in a lot of pain right now. I know that. But I want to show you
something. I want to show you what can happen even though you are
in this amount of pain that you have never experienced or imagined
before.”

And there were
the added tell-tale sounds of high heels clicks as Bitch made her
way towards Sally. Sally would have heard those steps being fed
into her ear piece. And that would have made her hold her breath -
or try to hold her breath. Just being given that sound for her mind
to play with meant that she could work out that Bitch was now close
to her. And then this woman was stroking her. She was stoking her
hips and round to her upper thighs. Then she was using her nails to
stroke up to the very upper inner thighs and to the swollen, almost
hanging labial lips. And she stroked those lips. Sally’s cunt and
her ass were all empty now. They were all needing to be filled now,
and needing to be stretched open wider and wider. But that wouldn’t
happen. Not now at least.

Instead there
was this stroking of her labial lips by Bitch. This stroking and
then this delicate ploughing of those cunt lips. Bitch was using
Sally’s own lubricant to make her fingers slippery and to help her
slip them inside the suspended, helpless woman. And there was a lot
of fluid oozing from Sally. Even as she had been whipped she had
been oozing. Bitch could have brought her attention to it then but
she didn’t. She had bided her time and now was ideal for that. She
stroked Sally and she penetrated her with her fingers up to the
first then second then third knuckles and then she hooked her
fingers back to find the G spot and she pressed this G spot. She
pressed it like a button and kept it pressed and then she tilted
her head as though she was listening for something. As though she
was listening to the breathing pattern of Sally. She was listening
to those little hisses so that she could assess Sally’s level of
arousal.

For Sally
there would have been this confusion and this further wrecking of
her mind. Her body was filled with pain. She was feeling so much
pain that she didn’t really know where it was coming from or where
it was. And yet this woman was using her fingers to pleasure her at
the same time. In her mind, Sally was denying that she was feeling
this pleasure from her G spot. In her mind she was telling herself
that this could not be so. And yet her mind was talking back to her
and telling her that there was all this pleasure for her. In a way
Sally was confused but it was understandable that she was confused.
It seemed like every inch of her hurt, stung, and bled and yet
Bitch was stroking her and that pleasure was coming through the
hurt.

“I have to
whip you some more - I have to make sure that this whipping stays
registered in your mind. But how about I give you an orgasm, before
I start again? A little treat for my new star cunt!”

The questions
she was asking were rhetorical - Sally could not have answered them
anyway. But Sally was in disbelief that she could be given an
orgasm in this situation. She shouldn’t have been in disbelief but
she was. She’d been given brain melting orgasms from the word go.
Nothing should have shocked her, or surprised her. It was just that
she was in so much agony that the thought of an orgasm was pretty
‘nice’ for her. She just didn’t believe it. That is she didn’t
believe it until that orgasm hit her. Bitch had changed her tack
and released the G spot but then had located and popped Sally’s
clitoral bundle from under it’s wet slippery hood. And then she had
fluttered her nails, and her finger tips over the swell of the
clitoris. She hadn’t given Sally the orgasm straight away - rather
she had played with her first. Toyed with her and then leaned
forward, and into Sally to blow over the vaginal area, all of
it.

“You like that
don’t you cunt? You like me blowing over your cunt like
this?”

And she did it
again and this time she leaned in even closer to contact Sally’s
most private flesh with her lips. She had this way of making it
easy for her. All Bitch had to do was work with Sally’s closed
thighs and then slither her tongue out to stroke the swollen pouty
labial lips with her tongue. And there was this sound from Sally in
that rubber bubble. Like a sound that told Bitch that Sally was
working out what Bitch was doing to her. She would have never
imagined that this woman would blow on her private flesh like this
but now she had told her that this was exactly what she was doing
and so it became easy for her to fill in the gaps, like when Bitch
licked her cunt. And as Bitch licked Sally’s cunt lips she flicked
her clitoris with her perfectly manicured finger nails. And the
orgasm hit was immense. It was one hit of absolute pleasure. If it
had been crack cocaine then it would have been the most pure kind.
The kind not cut with anything else. And that pleasure was not cut
with anything else either. It was like a tsunami of pleasure all
exploding within her sexuality at the same time. It was like this
wave of pleasure that headed for an even greater explosion. One
that promised an even greater magnitude of pleasure.

And as she
orgasmed she squirted. She squirted, at first in a gush, from
between her thighs and Bitch took that into her mouth as well.
There was something that was beyond kinky and taboo about this
woman. That she could torture another woman like she had with Sally
and then go on to give her so much pleasure. That she could whip
this woman with that inhumane bullwhip and then stop to pleasure
her took some kind of special woman. Bitch was special - beyond
special even. And that she would then go on to take Sally’s
squirted juiced into her mouth and consume them was something that
would enforce a double take.

It was as
though this was a high for Bitch. As though this was one of her
highest joys, to taste the ejaculated juices of another woman
whilst she was suffering so much. It was as though it was the
‘alter’ of her sadism and one of many precipices that she drink
from this woman as she tortured her. Bitch might well have had a
long list of clients who would queue to use and do things to Sally
and who would pay eye watering amount of money to do that. But she
herself had needs. It was no wonder that she could locate and
source clients of this type when she was one herself. But for her
it was free. She didn’t have to pay, she had the resources and the
acumen to be able to do it for free.

Bitch held
that orgasm for some time. Just held it until Sally had squirted as
much as she had to squirt. And Bitch drank the lot. It was like she
was a woman savouring fine wine. And there had to be that thing,
that question of whether Sally’s juices tasted better, or were
better matured when produced under such duress. Bitch was a sadist
but she was also a connoisseur and from that one had to wonder
exactly how deep did her world go? The answer had to be very deep.
Maybe her pits of despair were bottomless. Her eyes rolled as she
lapped up the last remnants of Sally’s juices from her flesh. One
had to assume that she hadn’t had enough - or that she couldn’t get
enough of this taste that she had in this mouth. To her, this was
the taste of Sally. But it was also the taste of this undercover
cop - it was the taste of this talented undercover cop, and because
it was that taste it was all the sweeter. Sally tasted better
because she was from the shadow like Strike Team.

And then, she
wasn’t licking Sally’s flesh any more. She licked it all up and
consumed it all. And now she was standing again. She swiped her own
full, deliciously full lips with her tongue and her eyes were
focussed on the suspended, limp form of Sally. For Sally the orgasm
had taken it out of her. For a few seconds during the height and
the intensity of that orgasm all of Sally’s pain and worries were
gone. It was like she was in this other place. It was like she was
back in her own little world - that world she inhabited when she
was alone in the normal world and when she needed orgasm. Except
this orgasm had blown her mind and now she was down the other side
from that. Now that orgasm had slithered back out of her body and
out of her psyche and she had to deal with the come down from
it.

Sally had
always had to deal with the come down after orgasm. At least, back
in the day she thought she had shit to deal with because of the way
she got her sexual gratification. But back then she didn’t really
know what ‘come down’ was. She didn’t know what despair was. A bit
like she didn’t know what the pain and pleasure mix was. In this
few seconds, right after the orgasm had gone the cop in her was
awake and alive and ready to kick ass. But then slowly that cop in
her would be dragged back away to the darkness and then the despair
would wash through her all over again. And it was that despair was
s debilitating as the inflated hood that her head and face was in.
It was as debilitating as the bondage that she was suspended in. It
was at this time that she knew that she had to get out of this
situation and that she had to bring this to an end.

But it was at
this time also that the truth was hitting and rebounding off the
back of her psyche. That truth that she wasn’t getting out of
anything - that she wasn’t bringing anything to an end. And that
she didn’t know even if there was an ending to what she was now
embroiled in. And those moments of clarity were short ones. Ones
that came and then went but for Sally they were moments that were
there in full vivid high definition and then faded away to leave
her with the real truth. And it was the real truth she was dealing
with in her mind when the whipping started again.

She wasn’t
given any kind of warning. She should have been ready for the first
lash - Bitch had told her that it was all going to start again
after the orgasm. Now that orgasm was fading to grey so Sally
should have been ready, but she wasn’t. And when that whip curled
around and over her two hanging, exposed and vulnerable breasts
there was this explosion of undiluted agony. There was this
explosion of pure pain. In her mind right at that precise time,
there was no way that pain and pleasure could be the same. There
was no way that she would never be able to tell the difference
between the two. That whip had curled around and over her two
breasts, across the tips of both nipples and then the end, the
steel ball loaded whip end had curled around and then into the side
of the soft succulent side flesh of tit that belonged to
Sally.

At this moment
the cruelty of what she was going through was apparent even to her.
Bitch had given her such an intense and beautiful orgasm that had
blown her mind and now she was giving her this pain that was
absolute and there was no hiding from it. There was no getting away
from it as the second lash curled over her tits again and that
steel ball slashing and sinking into the flesh. Two lashes of the
whip across her tits, two times that steel ball sinking into that
flesh leaving little trickles of blood that she would be able to
feel even though she was dealing with so much agony.

“I like your
tits, cunt. But I think they will need to be altered. I think they
will need a bit more volume so that they are bigger for my clients.
Yes, I am pretty much decided that you will undergo surgery to give
you bigger titties. I want you to be perfect for my customers. I
want everyone who pays to use you, to look at you and think you are
perfect. I want to be told that by them, that I have given them
something that is perfect to play with.”

It was like
Bitch was talking to herself. Like almost a mad rambling. But of
course those words were meant for Sally through her earpiece.
Inside Sally’s mind she was screaming in agony. In reality in that
hood all she could do was suck the appendage like a pacifier. All
she could do was hang there as Bitch took her through the process.
All she could do was listen to those words, ‘surgery’ altered tits,
bigger tits. These thoughts were streaming through her mind and
they were not helpful words for her. They were not words that
filled her with hope. After the ecstasy of the orgasm there was all
this despair. There was all this force dragging her back into the
darkness. And she would have been able to feel that darkness
sucking her back in.

 



CHAPTER
THIRTEEN

 


A Downward
Spiral

 


The whipping
of Sally’s tits went on for some time - for hours. That time
wouldn’t have meant much for Sally. For her, time had already been
skewed and twisted. Now every breath for Sally was punctuated by
bursts of intense and absolute pain. The whole of her upper body
suffered. Yes her tits were whipped but by the time the whip tail
had curled round the breast flesh and then bit into the rest of
her, her upper back was as decimated as her tits. There was this
fucked up logic at work here. This Bitch was a woman who took other
women and presented them, and sold them to the highest bidders for
sexual and deviant purposes. And yet, she destroyed the women
first. She was destroying Sally. She had raped and stretched her
holes, she had fucked up her mind and now she was fucking up her
body with that whip. That had to be a fucked up logic, right? That
had to be a completely fucked up modus-operandi!

“I’ll let you
hang for a little while, like a freshly prepared piece of meat.
You’ve been through a lot, I know that. And you have so much more
to go through. But you need to get your thoughts together. You need
to get used to it in your mind - what your life is like now. I
know, I know, unbelievable isn’t it, that just days ago you were
free as a bird. You could have pulled out of this assignment you
were on you know. I KNOW that. But you didn’t - you wanted to see
it through and now here you are. That must eat into you somewhat.
To know that you could have just walked away and then there would
be none of this. And that you didn’t walk away, here you are now,
in a different life. That will hurt you more as time goes on. Just
to know that you were ‘this’ close to not being in this life
now.”

It was as
though Bitch was using her words to inform Sally of her real and
true position, but as well, as though she was torturing her with
this words. She was letting Sally know how close to avoiding all of
this she had been, and how now there was no such walking away that
was available to her. And Sally was taking in those words, every
single one of them because there was no whipping now. There was
just the hurting and the aching of her body, and her mind. Her arms
were screaming for some kind of release from being suspended and
stretched like that. Sally had been a fit woman. She had needed to
be fit to do the job she did with special forces in the army and
then with the job she had with the Strike Team.

She would have
been trained in being captured by the enemy. And in the tactics
that would be used on her. Being suspended by her wrists would have
been covered. Yes, Sally was fit and she could withstand a lot. All
of this made her a prized possession of Bitch. It added to her
value, it added to her ‘legend’ in Bitch’s world. All Sally could
do was hang, and think. She had another length of meaningless time
now to think about what she was going through. One of those things
to think about was her tits being ‘altered’ and for some reason
this was big in her mind. It didn’t seem to matter how much she had
been through or how much she was suffering right now, it was what
Bitch has said about her going to have work done on her tits. This
was already taking on other meanings for Sally. Deeper meanings,
and more terrible meanings. And the trouble was that what she
didn’t know, her fucked up mind was making up. And now she was
learning that it didn’t matter actually what training she had been
given in special forces or, what she had seen on the front line,
nothing would have prepared her for this period of her
life.

 


At Some Point
Later

 


Sally screamed
silently into her hood. That was all she could do was scream
silently. She thought her tits had suffered beyond what they could
suffer without her passing out. She was sure that she would pass
out if the situation and her predicament were different. But she
had already been told she wouldn’t be allowed to pass out. She
would have passed out during the whipping of her body and tits, but
Bitch had applied that whipping in such a way that passing out was
not an option. She had whipped to such a criteria that was special
to her, that there were gaps and spaces between lashes that allowed
micro recovery, and so, no passing out. Bitch really was a
consummate expert in what she did. What she applied to Sally was
micro torture, and micro pain management.

Now though she
was torturing Sally’s nipples. Wasn’t it enough that she was going
to alter her tits? Apparently not. Did she really have to go
through this as well? Apparently so. Sally’s nipples had become
bloated and grotesque throughout the process and one might have
thought that would be torture enough for a woman who knew how good
she looked, normally. But again, no. Bitch was treating Sally’s
bloated nipples to the tender touch of her finger tips, and her
nails. She was scratching them lightly - right across the tips and
then right around the stems of each nipple. What she was doing was
treating the nipples to extended and intense pain and pleasure
treatment. There would have been any number of things that had
happened to Sally since her capture that could have tipped her over
into some kind of madness - anything that she had been through
could have done that. But it was like Bitch knew that the nipple
treatment would be the one that would complete that
‘tipping’.

“You just hang
there, relax, chill whilst I torture your nipples, there’s a good
cunt.”

Bitch’s tone
of voice was sadistic now. She had several levels of tone that she
used and this was the first time she had used this one. It was like
there was this sadism dripping from her mouth in the form of those
words. They were hissed words, almost a whisper but a cigarette
smoky huskiness to them at the same time. And such was this a
different tone of voice that Sally shivered down the length of her
suspended bondaged body when those words filtered into her
psyche.

Maybe it was
now that the confusion or the not knowing what was pain and what
was pleasure, sank into that mind of hers. She would be sure at
this point that Bitch was pleasuring her whipped nipples. There was
that lightness and that fluttering of touch. Those nails only just
scratching the nipple tips and then around the stem. There was the
pleasure of that, that seemed magnified in Sally’s psyche. But
everything would seem magnified in her little world now. And then
there was the pain that her nipples had ready received from the
whip. There was a point, a single point in which the pain and
pleasure blended into one but Sally didn’t get that yet. What she
got now was the confusion. If she could have tilted her head then
she would have. But she couldn’t do that. All she could do was hang
there as this woman paid micro, acute attention to her
nipples.

At one point,
Bitch slipped on a pure silk glove. Sally wouldn’t know that of
course. All she would know was the effect of the silk fabric across
hyper sensitive nipple tips. All she would know was that maddening
pleasure that the silken fingers produced. And it was a maddening
pleasure. It was like an itch was being installed into each nipple
that could not be scratched. And that itch was made up of pleasure
- and it was made up of those little tugs of the invisible string
to her clitoris. Even Bitch heard the ‘grunt’ of frustration from
deep inside that inflated hood that was shrink wrapped round
Sally’s head and face. And that grunt was a wet one, a slippery
grunt that slipped around the appendage in her mouth. That
appendage in fact unable to stop the grunt coming. That grunt
coming and repeating itself over time as Bitch ‘tended’ to the
nipples.

“This will
deliver you to a higher place cunt. By the time I’ve finished here,
you will feel the need to be straightjacketed because of your
madness.”

That voice
again - Bitch’s voice filtering in interrupting the wet slippery
grunts. Sally had to hear those words. She needed to hang onto them
for all she was worth. She didn’t want to let any of those words
slip by unheard by her. But that voice, Bitch’s voice was aiding
and abetting her silken fingers. Sally swallowed and she gulped
where she could. She had stimulated her own nipples so many times
in her other life. But she had never felt this intensity through
them before. She couldn’t possible know about the micro fabric of
the silk being played over the very tips of the nipples, and that
it was causing this hyper sensation that had her dripping from
between the legs. She knew she was dripping because she could feel
it. And she could feel the throb of her clitoris as well. She knew
that the pleasure through nipples was all connected in some way to
the rest of her sexuality and she was learning this more and more
now.

She was
learning as she was being taken to that higher place that Bitch had
mentioned.

‘Such a messy
cunt aren’t you? Still messy after all you’ve been
through.”

Bitch was
playing games with Sally. Again she was using her voice to project
her sadism. Yes what she was doing with that silk glove was
installing a maddening but totally un-scratchable itch. And she
would build this up and build it up until it felt like the nipples
would pop off, or explode. But she would do that slowly. She would
build and build it up until those grunts coming from Sally were a
continuous sound. It wouldn’t then be a lot of grunts, it would be
just one long continuous sound, a long continuous grunt that would
form the basis of Sally’s trip into hell.

Bitch kept the
silk glove on but she picked up two clover toothed nipple clamps.
And she kept playing the silk over the nipple tip of one nipple at
the same time as opening and then releasing the nipple clamp onto
the stem of the nipple and there was this desperate sucking of air
as Sally tried to contend with that sensation - another sensation
that she had never experienced before. Bitch repeated with the
second nipple and again there was that desperate sucking in of air
as Sally tried to cope with the sensation. Those clamps squeezing
and squeezing the nipples stems and forcing the blood to the nipple
tips which made them more sensitive to the attention of Bitch’s
silken fingers. This was the formation of Hell itself in Sally’s
mind and in her nipples.

Eventually it
wasn’t a grunting that was coming from Sally but rather a moaning
sobbing. Like a child that was in pain. Again that moaning sobbing
was wet and slippery and again it was a continuous sound. What
Bitch was doing to Sally’s nipples was indescribable. The
sensations that she was producing were equally indescribable. And
this was having a detrimental effect on her mind. It seemed like
for hour after hour after hour, Bitch just ever so gently teased
and tormented the two nipples. And this was not a brutal whipping
or caning. But it was brutal. It was brutal treatment of another
woman’s sexual extremities and it was incessant. There was no let
up from it. That Sally could do nothing about it was a given. It
was something that didn’t need to be mentioned or noted - it was
just something that was.

There was
nowhere for Sally to go or retreat to. She just hung helpless as
Bitch worked her nipples to that state of near explosion. There was
no way that she could switch off what she felt through her nipples.
There was just nothing she could do to lessen the intensity.
Nothing she could do to help herself get through this. She had to
get through it, but she had to get through it with no help and no
assistance. She had to persevere with what she was going through.
The trouble was that she’d had no training in dealing with what she
was feeling and what she was going through. But she was getting
training on the job, as it were. There was just this build up, and
build-up of extreme pleasure being squeezed out of each nipple and
there was no end to it. When she was given an orgasm, that hit, and
then it was over. But at this time, there was no orgasm. There was
no end game. There was just this continuous build up and build up
and she needed that to come to some kind of conclusion but it
didn’t.

“Delicious
isn’t it, cunt? It’s ok you don’t need to answer because I
KNOW.”

But how could
she know? She just did. She played those silken finger tips round
and round, round and round the nipples. She avoided the stems for
long, long periods just concentrating on the extreme nipple tips.
But occasionally she would grip the clover clamps and twist them,
just to apply some pressure to the nipple stems. And then Sally’s
groaning moaning tone would change. It was a fact that this woman
would feel every single nuance of what was done to her nipples. She
would in fact feel the very small micro fabric of the silk, like
every strand of it, and know that it was that, that was sending her
mad. She just wouldn’t be able to explain it, or describe
it.

Poor Sally!
Poor Sally indeed. There had to come a time when her mind melted
and when she could not take any more. But then what? Then nothing.
Then she would just hang there, suspended like she was as Bitch
worked her nipples more. There would be this disbelief in anyone
who might be unfortunate enough to see what was happening to Sally.
Of how this woman could do what she was doing. How she could
incessantly work those nipples, and manipulate Sally’s sexuality
whilst knowing what she was doing. Whilst knowing EXACTLY what she
was doing. But there was no-one to see what she was doing. There
was no-one to witness the inhumane treatment that she was giving to
this poor woman.

And for Sally.
What of her mind, and her body? To an extent she would have learned
to live with the incessant teasing and tormenting that her nipples
were being inflicted with. She would have adapted to it. But that
could create a wrong impression - maybe that she was dealing with
it all. She wasn’t. What she could do physically to prevent what
was happening to her, her mind then had to take the hit. And that
incessant teasing with the relentless squeezing of her nipples by
those clover clamps was something, a simple thing that had massive
psychological implications. Sally had already been whipped,
severely. That wasn’t pain that she would forget. But this other
torture - this nipple torture was something that had far reaching
effects that would stay with this poor woman going forward. If one
had to assess Bitch’s treatment of Sally at this time, it was that
she was intending to finally break Sally by nipple
torture.

Sally could
squeeze her thighs to get shots of pleasure and she did this.
Somewhere deep in her mind she wished that she wouldn’t do that but
she couldn’t help herself. Physically she was being challenged, and
psychologically she was being challenged, but sexually, she was
being destroyed. And where there may have been a turn off of her
sexual need and desire, there wasn’t. Instead there was this upturn
in it. There was a turn up of her desire despite what she was going
through and there was enough of her mind left to know that she was
fucked up because of it. There was this core deep intensity to the
sexual desire that she felt that she couldn’t keep a grip of and
that was damaging her mind more. If she was fit enough to withstand
that suspension that she was in, then she, her mind and her
sexuality was not fit enough to withstand what Bitch was doing to
her nipples.

Who’d have
thought that ‘nipples’ could be used, and abused to such effect.
The fact it that the pain was still there from the lash of the
whip, and that was just adding to what Bitch was doing with her
fingers and with this clamps. Sally tried to breath steadily - she
tried to regulate herself because that would have been an area that
her training would have come in useful. But now even that was being
taken off her.

“Another
orgasm I think. Would you like that cunt? An orgasm just by me
playing with your nipples like this, and not going anywhere near
that slippery cunt of yours. How does that sound? I’ll bet you’re
desperate for it aren’t you, cunt.”

And there was
this casualness about Bitch and the way she spoke that would tell
anyone that she knew exactly what she was doing. But an orgasm
without touching Sally’s clitoris? How could that be? Sally was
trying, and failing to work it out. She dismissed it as unimportant
in her mind that she couldn’t work it out. Now there was another
orgasm for her to absorb and if she had been in the position to not
give a shit about how she was given the orgasm, then this was
it.

She squeezed
her thighs again and she became aware of the oozing wetness that
was coming from her. And she was aware of the fluttering fingers of
Bitch again and that made her moan, and groan into her hood at a
higher level. That made her moan because she could sense not only
an orgasm coming but also the end of her tether. She was most
definitely on the edge of something and in danger of toppling into
whatever she was on the edge of. Bitch licked her deeply glossed,
full lips and she smiled as she barely touched the nipples of
Sally, but then she changed her tack and ‘swiped’ one nipple and
then the other and there was this ‘shudder’ or this ‘kick’ from
Sally, as much as the bondage would allow, and then there was this
extending grunt and a little squirt from between her legs as the
orgasm washed through her.

And what Bitch
did was just flutter from one nipple to the other, not twisting the
clamp, just applying her silken fingers to the extreme tips of each
nipple. And that was enough to kick start the orgasm and it was
enough to keep that orgasm at its peak. There was this sense, this
vibe that this orgasm was the type of orgasm that Sally would never
have been able to imagine, or believe. But it was the type of
orgasm that did melt her mind. She wouldn’t be the same after this
one. This one was like a marker for her. Like near the top of the
downward spiral.

 



CHAPTER
FOURTEEN

 


The Point Of
No Return

 


Sally hated
herself. Truly she hated herself. This hate was a bi-product of
what Bitch was doing to her. It wouldn’t have been a bi-product
that Bitch wouldn’t have been aware of. She knew exactly what she
was doing and what the results would be. There was this
self-loathing in Sally that oozed from her in the form of sexual
fluids. That orgasm had melted the part of her mind that controlled
her self-esteem, and her confidence, and her basic personality. Now
she was different. That point of no return had been reached and
passed. That orgasm had done things to her that couldn’t be undone.
It had done things to the deeper neurones in her brain. It was like
orgasmic nerves that had been damaged and could never be repaired.
And that come down from the orgasm was the most debilitating yet.
All of the come downs she had experienced at the hands, the
fingers, the tongue and lips of Bitch had been debilitating to a
degree but this was different.

This was on a
different level and the come down was the catalyst to the
self-loathing. Hanging there, she hated herself. She felt she
deserved to be hanging there like that. She felt she had no right
to the pleasure that Bitch had given her. She felt like she owed
this woman something. Like she owed her her life. That wouldn’t
have been something that Bitch didn’t know about either, she would
know that at some point this woman would be broken like this. That
she would break and hate herself. She knew that Sally would simply
‘break’ and feel indebted to her. It was all part of her plan - it
was all part of her modus operandi and when this woman thought
about what she could and did do to other women, it made her smile.
For Sally, this point in her life, this point in this process, it
was different.

Her mind was
ravaged by flash backs to when she had been worshipping Bitch’s
feet, and her hands. She half-heartedly tried to turn those
flashbacks off, but she couldn’t because they filled her mind’s
eye. And they kept the arousal and the desire alive. She had
flashbacks of the bizarre porno films she had watched for as long
as she could remember. And there was this realisation there that
she was now in her own living deep, hard core fetish porno film.
And that just made her hate herself more. She was telling herself
that she should have stopped watching those films and that she
should have pulled herself together but that was like a lecture
that her conscience was giving her and that was falling on deaf
ears. Now she wanted to feel her tongue slide around Bitch’s high
heels before she licked the top of her feet one at a time. Now she
wanted this woman to slip her perfectly manicured fingers around
her lips and between them so that she could suck them. She hated
herself for these thoughts and desires but she couldn’t do anything
about it. Beyond the point of return, was exactly that for
Sally.

“I know. I
know you despise yourself don’t you? You literally despise yourself
for how you feel now, right? But it’s ok, Mamma Bitch is here to
help you through it. Mamma Bitch is going to make it all ok
again.”

Again that
seductive dripping voice with more than a tinge of sadism was
filtering into the inflated hood of Sally. And that voice rather
than frighten her, or reverse how she was feeling was a feed for
Sally. It was a feed both to her hating herself and her sexual
desire. She felt like a freak but she was supposed to. She felt
like this woman had every right to be saying what she said about
her. She was even finding her desire inflated and intensified to
think of this woman downgrading her the way she was.

“I know
exactly how a cunt like you needs to be handled. Ex-cop, cunt,
slut, sexual freak. It’s ok, I’ll look after you I promise. All you
have to do, is let yourself go, give yourself to me and it will be
all ok. Everything will be ok.”

It was like
she had been reading Sally’s mind. It was like she had been just
looking into her mind and taking little bits from it and then
adding her own mix. And in doing that she was deepening Sally’s
dependency on her. And that was the objective - to make this poor
woman feel that all she had in the world was Bitch and nothing or
no-one else. That all she had in the world was what Bitch wanted.
Every single one of those words of Bitch’s would have been hitting
the spot. Every single tone and nuance of this woman’s voice would
have been hitting that spot. What she was doing was preparing Sally
for her world.

Sally might
have already felt she had been sucked out of her own world and that
was true. But she hadn’t, not really, been inserted into Bitch’s
world, not yet. That would come but this was preparation. She was
just preparing her, paving the way for her. Bitch’s world was where
Sally would be marketed and sold to high net worth perverts from
around the world. It was a world where several worlds merged and
combined. Sally would be sold to deep base perverts who appeared
respectable individuals to the outside world. People in high
places. People at the top of big business, people at the top of
government. People in the seats of power. But also this world
merged with the darker world of organised crime. So she would be
sold to crime bosses, and any number of others up and down the food
chain. If Sally thought that she was already in Bitch’s world then
she was mistaken. She had been sucked out of her world yes, but at
the moment she was in limbo. At the moment she was just in
‘prep’.

 


Some Time
Later

 


“It’ll take
some time for you to get used to the light again. Just take your
time, don’t rush it.”

Sally was off
the rig now and out of the inflatable rubber bubble that had been
like her home for some time and her eyes were squinting a little
bit due to the harsh artificial light. If she was asked, and if she
was honest, immediately she had thought that she wanted to be back
in it. That was her space. In her mind she was out of sight in
there. For some reason she knew that was fucked up logic, but that
was all she would have going forward was fucked up logic. Now she
could feel Bitch’s eyes on her - all over her and that was weird.
She knew those eyes were on her all the time when she was in that
hood but it was like she was shielded from it. It was like she was
in the dark so it didn’t matter. Now that she could see again she
had something else to deal with. She hadn’t had to deal with having
sight for a long, long time, but now this. Her eyes went down her
own body and she saw the results of the whipping, the welts, the
little ‘holes’ where that loaded whip with the stainless steel
balls had shot into her flesh. And this sight shocked her a little.
Or it shocked her a lot. And somehow, seeing those marks made her
feel the pain all over again.

“Tell me how
sexually hungry you are cunt? I want you to tell me, in your words,
how obscenely hungry, and greedy you are?”

The thing was
that Bitch already knew the answer to that. She already knew how
desperately hungry for sexual attention and stimulation that Sally
was, despite wherever else she was feeling. Sally was a mess, her
hair was a matted mess and her face was covered in a thin film of
sweat. Where her lips had been coloured a deep cock sucker red, now
the gloss was gone and chipped away by the appendage that had been
in her mouth. Her eye makeup had worn and run and there was almost
this gothic like appearance to her. Apart from the extreme heeled
boots she was naked, and that was an issue for her. Sally had
always been a ‘decent’ woman. Even when she was a teen and then a
young woman she had been ‘decent’ and that had been something she
knew. That had been something that was part of her makeup as a
human being. But now she didn’t feel that decent. She didn’t feel
decent at all. Now she felt wretched and yet she was still this
breath-taking looking woman - all of the indecency was inside her
mind. She was standing, and she was freely transferring her weight
and her stance from one of her heels to the other. And for a little
while she was trying to find her words.

“I’m so horny.
I’m sorry, I can’t tell you! I’m so horny all of the time. I need
things you know? I, NEED, things.”

And the
desperation, and obscenity was in her voice. This should have been
the time when Sally could maybe snap out of it and overpower Bitch.
She had the skills. Or she used to have the skills back in the day.
Bitch was an unknown - who knew if she could fend off an attack the
like of which Sally used to be able to complete with ease? But
there wasn’t even the slightest thought in that direction. Her mind
was a blank to anything else other than the sexual desire that she
could feel flowing through her, and from her in the form of that
ooze. She was broken now and she couldn’t just mend herself. What
had been done couldn’t be undone. She was fucked and the thing was
she knew it.

“And how do
you feel about that? About being sexually desperate, and greedy.
How do you feel about being the disgusting creature you have
become?”

Bitch’s words
were for the ‘decent’ left in Sally. And there was some of that
left. There was some of that deliberately left so that Sally knew
and ‘felt’ everything that was happening to her. These were words
that hurt her to the core and Bitch knew that. Right at this time
Sally would have been wanting, needing kind words from the woman
she owed everything to. Just a word or two of encouragement and
kindness. But of course Bitch knew this as well.

“I feel
terrible. Ashamed of myself, and grateful to you for helping me to
know who and what I am.”

Bitch smiled
but she didn’t say anything immediately. Sally’s tone was
unapologetically docile, and the shame and the humiliation was
pouring from her. It was coming from her eyes - that shame and
degradation. This was a level of humiliation that she would have
never known existed let alone experienced. This was on a whole
different level.

“You should be
grateful to me, always. But it’s ok, you are where you belong now
and nothing can take that away from you. I’ll look after you from
now on.”

At last
something like kind words that Sally could cling onto. And yet
again there would be this disbelief that this was a woman who had
been at the top of her game with the Strike Team. This was a woman
who had been capable of taking down any organisation with her
skills and covert ability. But she was far from that now. She was
so far from that as to be unrecognisable even to herself. And the
thing was that she knew it. She knew it but she couldn’t do
anything about it. Her sexuality, and her sexual need was taking
precedent now. And the need to not displease this woman. Very
slowly her old self, her old life was being eroded away to be
replaced by this woman and what she had planned for her.

“I’m so so
grateful, I promise you I’m so grateful.”

Sally’s words
were almost slithering with gratitude and this didn’t stop the
self-loathing. In fact everything she felt now fed everything else.
The self-loathing fed her sexual need, the sexual need fed the
self-loathing and she was in a lose lose situation.

“I want you to
worship my feet again, suck my toes and lick my fingers and nails.
But I want you to prove to be that you deserve that honour. If you
prove it to me then you can have an orgasm then as well. How does
that sound?”

Oh there was
nothing but kindness from this woman, not. She was taking advantage
of Sally’s weakened state. She was furthering her trip into
hell.

“Yes, yes
please, how can I prove it? How tell me how?”

And Bitch
smiled. She knew when she had turned a woman. The thing about
Bitch, the thing about what she did to women was not simply to take
them out of circulation and then force them into this vice ring of
hers. There was also this ‘need’ in this woman to fundamentally
change other women. To make them into what she wanted them to be.
She had to change the base makeup in them so that going forward
they could, and would be willing to go so low in morals and
actions, that they would never recover - they would never regain
what they once had. And this was what she had done to Sally. Sally
was there now where Bitch wanted and needed her to be.

“I have a
special man who wants to use you, now. And you will please him in
any way that he wants, and desires. You have to gratify him in
every single way that he wants to be gratified. And if you do a
good job, if he has no complaints, then you can worship me for a
little while. You can drool over my feet, and over my
nails.”

And she
stopped talking so that Sally could absorb her words. There wasn’t
one word that Sally didn’t understand, or get her head round. It
was like she had been rewired to understand every word that Bitch
said.

“Yes please, I
want to please the man. In any way, in EVERY way. Yes
please.”

If only Sally
had known what she was agreeing to. There was this planted need in
her to please Bitch whatever it took. There was this absolute need
in her to please her whatever the cost to her. There was no thought
about that cost to herself. It didn’t matter she was where she was
through every fault of her own and now she had to get through each
day as best as she could and pleasing Bitch was something that she
would have to do on a daily basis. Bitch smiled.

“Yes, you will
please him in every way, completely, and until he had sated himself
with you. There is no safe word.”

The man was
African black, almost purple black. And there was this base quality
about him. One look at him and the perversion oozed from him. It
was the way he stood, the way he looked at Sally and the way he
studied her whip wounds. The way his intentions were clear even
before he had said anything. It was like one look at him and one
knew that this was a man who had raped and murdered. And now he was
looking closely at Sally. She was lying on her back holding her
legs up. Her hands were hooked behind her butt cheeks and she was
spreading them, showing this man her puckered ass hole.

“Push it out
slut. I want to see the ring.”

His words were
thick with African accent but they were clear. And Sally knew what
he wanted her to do so she pulled her cheeks wide to expose the
hole and then she pushed as though to take a shit, so that her ring
was forced out.

“Harder. Push
it out harder until it hurts.”

And she did
that. She was pushing for all she was worth and she could feel the
dilation in her ass. She could feel her ring sliding out, becoming
more pronounced as she pushed and pushed. And then this man was
down on her. And he was licking her. He was running his tongue
around the rim and the raised ring of her ass and that made her
gulp. But it wasn’t an unpleasant sensation to her. There was this
wetness and this volume of tongue that seemed to devour her neat
and tidy ass. And the more he licked her the deeper into her he
got. She could feel that tongue shape itself to slip deeper inside
her and she could feel, when it was inside her, how it swirled and
how it consumed her.

This black
man, quite wiry, quite ‘long’ ate her deep and this pleasured Sally
but she knew what she was doing. Sally wasn’t racist, but there had
been this decency about her that would have never seen her go
black. There was this inbuilt ‘white’ thing in her, the way she had
been wired up from being an infant. Nothing inherently racist, just
something that was an unspoken rule, that she would never go black.
That rule didn’t exist now. Now Sally had to please this man in any
way and he wanted to eat her ass. And she knew, deep down that she
shouldn’t have been enjoying what he was doing to her, but she was.
She was assisting him in eating her by holding her ass cheeks open
and pushing her ass hole out to him.

“Keep pushing
slut.”

There was
absolutely no respect from this man, for Sally. There didn’t need
to be - he was a paying customer. One had to wonder what kind of
money he had handed over. And there was the fact that this man was
from the lower rung of the ladder that Sally would have to gratify.
He wasn’t a pleasant man, he was a brutal black man who had pretty
base requirements in his sex. The more he ate into Sally’s ass, the
easier it became for her to push herself out to meet his tongue.
Part of her wished that she wasn’t enjoying it, and yet the rest of
her wanted this man’s tongue inside her. The thing was that it
wasn’t just his tongue he was going to put inside her.

Sally just
stared when he took his cock out. She was still on her back holding
her legs by the backs of her knees and her anus felt loose and wet.
She immediately knew that he was going to anally fuck her and that
thought in her old life would have repelled her. She would have
been both disgusted and horrified at the thought of an African
black sliding his cock into her ass. But her eyes were wide, in
shock for a different reason. The size of this man - the hugeness
of his cock. It’s thickness, and length. The way the circumcised
bell end was a mass of flesh all of its own. This scared the shit
out of Sally and yet she knew that she had to go through with it.
Her own sexual arousal and desire helped with her coming to terms
with that.

Bitch was
nearby, she was watching. She was watching intently. She would have
been watching for any number of signs from Sally that she was
resisting or hesitating, but she was getting none of that and she
smiled as this man fed that enormous bell end into Sally’s wet,
eaten ass. Sally sucked in her breath and she screamed out as her
ass went into spasm, but she still welcomed this disgusting man
inside her. And as he slipped more of his huge black cock inside
her, he was over her and she could feel his hot breath washing over
her face. And its became clear that this man fucked white women’s
tight ass as a means of sexual gratification. He could have done
anything to Sally - and he would. But his ‘thing’ was anally eating
them and then feeding the mass of his cock inside them. This was
his thing. This was what he did for fun.

 



CHAPTER
FIFTEEN

 


An Anal
Pounding Second To None

 


The thing was
that, this well hung black man didn’t just fuck Sally’s ass, he
ruined it. The eating her out, and then the slipping in of his cock
was just the prep. Getting her to push her ass ring out to his
waiting tongue was just his way of getting her to dilate. Eating
her deep was his way of making her wet and slippery for him. He
liked to fuck women’s asses dry as well because it hurt more that
way. But for Sally, he wanted her wet and willing for
him.

“You used to
be a cop, bitch? I like it. I like it that you were cop-scum and
now you’re on my cock like this.”

The words this
man used were basic - he was basic, and he was base and he smiled
and there was this huge lipped mouth full of perfect white teeth.
But there was this joy that oozed from him that he had an ex-cop
impaled on his thick, long cock. That seemed to be an added
pleasure that she had been a cop. And that he pointed out the
obvious to Sally was a moment to her. An ‘ex’ cop. Somehow that
made it all the more real for her. She knew it was so from a fairly
early stage in this journey but maybe there was something inside
her that held out hope that she would be able to go back to her old
life again. But now this third person, this black man, this
‘client’ was pointing out her ‘ex’ status and that was making it
absolutely real to her and that did something to her inside. That
did something to her mind. And with her ass stretched round this
cock, and this cock going like a piston in and out of her anus
there was something that was more than.

By the time
this man was fucking her ass to hurt her, she was being winded with
every in stroke. She was being winded every time he pushed as much
of that cock into her as he could. The simple fact was that she
couldn’t take all of that cock, it was too long. She took the
enormity of that mushroom like bell end, and she took the thickness
of it, but time after time it slid into the bend in her colon and
that was what winded her. And this man was positioned so that he
could fuck Sally’s ass hard and so that he could fuck it for a long
time. He was ‘comfortable’ and his whole weight was being supported
by Sally. For her, she wasn’t just getting used to the idea that
she had a big black cock inside her ass, she was getting used to
absorbing each and every one of those long firm strokes. This man
didn’t intend to get it over and done with quickly.

And that was
the thing - what he intended was to fuck Sally’s ass in such a way
that it would have felt like he was making love to her. But in that
obscene way. It was like he was trying to, and succeeding, plant
himself inside her mind. Like he wanted her to remember what he was
doing to her. Like he wanted her to remember what he was doing to
her for a long long time. When this man approached Bitch to supply
a means of sexual gratification for himself, he had been clear in
his requirements.

“I want a
white bitch. I hope she’s racist, because I want her to remember
me.”

And he had
smiled at Bitch. He wasn’t a usual client, but the timing of his
request had been perfect for her to slip Sally into her new role.
She knew that there was probably that underbelly of racism in her
that all white people held. She was from an upper middle class
family, she was educated and she was probably racist to an extent,
even if she didn’t know it. So she had been perfect for this
man.

“I know just
the whore for you.”

That was all
she had said. It was all that she needed to say so that the man
showed that mouthful of perfect white teeth when he smiled. And now
he was pounding Sally’s ass with those firm, thick strokes of his.
It was like he was on a mission to ingrain himself on this woman’s
mind. And he was doing that. There was the sexual desire in Sally
and that didn’t lessen. But accompanying that desire there was the
look of almost ‘horror’ on her face as that thick cock slid in and
out of her. There might have been the hope in her that this man
would shoot his load quickly and then be gone. That he would be
pleased and Bitch would be pleased and then she could get down to
worshipping this woman who had taken possession of her.

But that was a
hope too far. What this man had set out to do was completely and
totally fuck her ass with that weapon of his. What he had set out
to do was change her ass physically. Like there would have been no
way that her ass could remain the same given the length and the
intensity of the fucking it was given. There would be tissue
change, and tissue damage. There would be a loosening of her anal
tract that at least would not retract fully once he took himself
out of her.

“You’re gonna
change bitch, you know that right? You’re gonna be a slack ex cop.”
And he was smiling as he continued to fuck her. He was smiling as
he continued to push that enormous bell end into her colon. This
wasn’t just an anal fuck by a black man, that had its own
connotations going forward. This was an intense and complete mind
fuck as well. He wasn’t just fucking her ass, he was fucking her
mind as well. What had seemed like a simple thing, an anal fuck,
had turned into something else. It had turned into a more intense
and specialist thing that this man wanted. Bitch watched and it was
this man’s intensity and his intentions that interested her. She
liked what he did and how he did it. She liked the way he revealed
himself slowly so that he was already inside Sally when he revealed
what he was all about. She liked that a lot. She liked the creative
perverts and the deep thinking sadists. She was a deep thinking
sadist in mind and deed so she got it. She liked this man even
though he was a despicable human being. She liked him a
lot.

And Bitch
looked at Sally - she moved round and looked into her eyes. She
liked what she saw. There was this vacantness in her eyes as this
man pummelled her ass. There was this limpness in her that just saw
her absorb what this man was doing to her. She looked right back at
Bitch and there was recognition there. But Bitch knew that this
woman had a lot to contend with. She knew that this woman’s world
had crashed down around her and already she had accepted that her
life as she knew it was over. It was just that now, with this
enormous black man in her, there was this realisation of how real
it was and what her world was going to be like. Bitch knew that
this was a lot for this woman to take in. She knew that even as
this man fucked his way to exploding his ball contents up inside
Sally’s colon, that she was being affected by what was
happening.

The sadist in
Bitch liked what she was seeing. She liked what was happening to
Sally. She liked that look in her eyes, and that blank expression
of nothing but ‘shock’ on her face. it was the first time she had
seen Sally’s shock. The ex-cop had spent a lot of time in that
rubber bubble. And now her expressions were there to see. There was
the look of shock yes, this was just another shock for her to
absorb, on top of all the other shocks that had been delivered. But
now there was the shock and the bemusement on her face. And one had
to wonder what she was thinking - like exactly what was going
through her mind at this precise point? Even Bitch didn’t know this
and even she wondered, even she felt the need to look into the mind
of Sally at this point as this man began to up his stroke rate and
firmness. Poor Sally!

This black man
had fucked her hard all the way through but as he began to finish
off, he was fucking her ass twice as hard and that was registering
on Sally’s face. She whimpered as he slipped out as much of that
cock as he could without coming out of her altogether, and then as
he pushed himself right back in. There was the tenting of her
stretched asshole as he pulled out of her. That looked dirty and it
looked obscene. Just the stark reality of that huge cock having
stretched that anal flesh like that made it look like something out
of a hard core porn film. And there was the fact that Sally felt
that she was in her own bizarre porno film right now. There was the
fact that that she hated herself, that she loathed herself for what
she was now. And she wished she could die because she was getting
some enjoyment from what this obscene black man was doing to her.
The fact was that Sally would get some sexual enjoyment from
everything that was done to her, by anyone, from this point on. She
had been rewired to that effect. Even the clients who wanted to
hurt her and do things to her that she wouldn’t normally enjoy or
take part in, she would get ‘something’ from. This is what she was
now, this was what she had to look forward to. It was all she had
to look forward to really.

Sally was
still in shock when the man over her and in her orgasmed. She could
feel the added swell to his already huge cock, and then that
whitewashing of her colon as it happened. She could feel that
pressurised ejaculation up inside her. She could feel the thickness
of the semen and the volume of it, she could feel the pressure of
it inside her and she could feel it spurting out of her ass as this
man changed his movements up inside her as he orgasmed. He grunted
and dribbled over her face and her tongue slithered out and raked
up his drool. She knew what she was doing and she hated herself for
it. But she had a sexual appetite that had been made into what it
was and she couldn’t help that. She couldn’t do anything to stop
herself reacting to her own permanent arousal.

Her ass hurt,
all of her hurt. This man had pinched and played with her whip
welts and he had twisted and pulled her grotesque nipples and now
he was shooting his load inside her. Now he was offloading the
entire contents of his two heavy balls inside her and she was
getting gratification from the knowledge of that and from the
obscenity of it. There would be times in the future that she would
think about what she did when she was highly aroused and this would
deepen that shame and that self-loathing in her. Certainly she
would hate herself for what this black man had done to her and how
she had ‘enjoyed’ it. That would be something else that would eat
away at her. That would be something else that would lay more toxic
seeds inside her.

Sally grunted
when this man took his snake like cock out of her. It came out of
her with a ‘plopping’ sound. And as he did that, the spent seemed
gushed from her - she could feel it and she could feel Bitch’s eyes
on her. What must she have looked like? She was already deeply
ashamed.

“Suck me clean
ex-cop slut.”

And again the
man was smiling. And this was a new thing for Sally. It was a new
level that she had been taken to. Her eyes flicked to Bitch, as
though this leather clad woman would offer some kind of help or
pull her out of this predicament. Instead her eyes were met with
the cold ones of Bitch. There was no help there.

“Crawl to me
ex-cop whore. Crawl to me and suck and clean my cock.”

The black man
looked at her with huge wide eyes and a perfectly white toothed
smile. Sally longed to be in that hood again, in that inflatable
heaven. She could deal with this extreme base humiliation then. But
that was it - the hood had been solely responsible for shielding
Sally from the reality of severe humiliation and degradation. In
that hood it had been possible for her to withstand that onslaught
of ultra-humiliation. But now that hood was gone and it was like
the waves of degradation were hitting her with extra force. She now
couldn’t just feel the eyes on her she could see them and her
instinct was to drop her eyes to the floor.

“Look at me
bitch. Then get down to your hands and knees and crawl to me, and
take my cock into your mouth without touching it. That is what I
want you to do.”

And this man
was still smiling. He knew what he was telling Sally to do, and he
knew what the effect of that would be. In Sally’s mind she knew she
had to please this man. She knew what she had been told to do by
Bitch and she had a reward to come - she had a worship session if
she pleased this man totally. And then, if she didn’t please him,
she had god only knew what to look forward to. Bitch didn’t say
anything, she didn’t do anything. She simply sat back and crossed
her extraordinary long legs. That sound, that nylon on nylon sound
seemed to fill the room.

Sally slowly
got down to her knees first and then over onto her all fours. At
this point what she had been through over days and hours was coming
to her in the form of pain. It was like every part of her hurt. The
whip welt were stretching as she moved. Those little pock holes
made by the steel ball in the whip, moved and hurt as well. Her
arms ached from where she had been hanging by her wrists for so
long. She could feel the semen still drizzling from her ass as well
and that reminded her of what she had just been through. What this
black man had done to her would normally be something that someone
would be able to block out. But there was no such chance of that
here. Her anus was stretched and it was loose. It would regain a
degree of its tightness through natural elasticity, but not all of
it. There was the fact that her ass had been ruined by this man.
And she could feel the effect of that mincing machine of a black
cock deep inside herself.

And now this
man was standing in front of her. His cock was now like a thick
snake, just hanging there dripping with the dregs of his semen, but
dripping as well from the natural juices that she produced
copiously because she was permanently aroused. This was one of
those low points where the old Sally was there. Not the cop Sally,
or the Strike Team Sally. This was the old Sally, like she had been
woken from a nightmare to find that it wasn’t a nightmare at all
but reality. Like it was stark reality come to look her right in
the eye. There was this ‘freezing’ of all her systems. Like she was
on overload or something.

“I’m waiting
you cunt. Come clean me off like a good ex-cop.”

She wished he
wouldn’t keep referring to her ex-cop status. But that was part of
the humiliation that she was suffering. That was part of her
attraction in Bitch’s set up and she had to get used to it. That
old Sally was still there when she began the long slow, feline like
crawl to the feet of this man. Inside she was almost gagging at the
thought of that huge cock being in her mouth. It was bad enough,
that it had been inside her ass. That had been something for her to
get used to in her mind. But now she was crawling closer and closer
to that hanging, gently swinging cock knowing that it would soon be
inside her mouth.

“Good cunt,
take that cock into your mouth like you ‘love’ it. Please him cunt,
please him.”

It was like
Bitch was reminding Sally what she had to do. It was like that she
knew that all of this would be a shock to Sally’s system and so she
was just helping her along a little bit. She was simply letting her
now unfiltered voice slide into the psyche of Sally so that she
knew that she was with her. And it did help Sally, sort of, to hear
that voice, from behind her now. She knew this woman was with her
and she knew she was watching her. Poor Sally so destroyed by her
own psyche. She dipped her head and took the still dripping cock
head into her mouth. The erection had seeped out of that cock, but
there was still the meat of it. The skinless bell end, and then the
thickness of the shaft that was in the form of a loose skinned
snake now. Sally took the cock head in first and she tasted it. The
thing was that she was tasting herself as well as the semen from
this man.

At first it
made her gag. But she wasn’t being rushed - she wasn’t having her
mouth raped by the cock, not this time anyway. She had a job to do
- she had to clean that cock, and she had to consume all that she
sucked from it and so she wasn’t being rushed or bullied into
getting on with it. Instead she began her slow sucking motions and
felt more semen being sucked out of the pee hole of this huge cock,
and she used her tongue around the circumcised cock head and as she
did that, she felt it twitch back to life in her mouth. Her own
arousal was with her again now. Now that she was underway, doing
what Bitch had been paid for her to do, she was getting into it.
She was relaxing more which meant that her arousal was seeping back
into her psyche and into her sexuality. That made it easier for her
to do what she had to do.

“Good bitch
cop cunt.”

The man, his
eyes rolling from the additional pleasure of this woman kneeling,
sucking him clean was holding her head and encouraging her to ‘deep
clean’ his cock.

“Lick the
shaft and get right down under my balls and lick the
drips.”

This was deep
humiliation and degradation for Sally. This was something that it
didn’t matter how broken she had become, or not, that was against
her instincts as a woman. And what made it worse was the fact that
she was aroused as she did it. What made it worse was that her own
sexuality was producing more of that oozing sex fluid that she
couldn’t stop, that she couldn’t turn off.

 



CHAPTER
SIXTEEN

 


Poor Poor
Sally

 


If there had
ever been the slightest hint in her old life as a Strike Team
officer, of what she would go through in this latest assignment,
then she would have walked away. It would have been something that
she would have not been able to go through with. Of course that
‘hint’ as to how this now aborted assignment would pan out never
occurred to her. Sally had been so successful in her career and so
consummate in her professionalism, that it never occurred to her
that it could go wrong. The commander had tried to tell her. He had
tried to give her an ‘out’. But Sally being Sally, she would never
have taken that out, ever.

And here she
was licking the balls of a black man clean. Here she was with a
stretched ruined ass, leaning right down, neck straining to lick
under those heavy balls whereas she would never have gone black,
not even in one of her deeper fantasies. Not even in her more
bizarre ‘trips’ during one of her deeper masturbation sessions had
she gone black. That was also something else that had never
occurred to her. And yet here she was licking those balls clean and
sucking them, one testicle at a time into her mouth so that she
could clean this man properly. There were moments of clarity for
Sally as she did this. There were moments of ultra crystal clear
clarity that saw her life now, and her life as it had been. Surely
this wasn’t it for her? Surely - this was not ‘it’? It was like as
she did what she had to do, she was questioning herself. In these
moments of ultra-clarity it was all coming to her. And yet, there
was still that arousal inside her, inside her head and her
sexuality.

 


Strike Team
HQ

 


“There’s
nothing Guv. She’s off the radar. That room hasn’t even been
visited. She went under and it’s like the same day, she just
vanished.”

That was
Linzi, the new female Strike Team member. The red head with the
freckles. But if one looked beyond the obvious this was one
attractive girl. She knew how to look after herself and she was
physically very fit. One could tell, the way she moved, the
effortless way she moved that she spent time in a gym.

“She’s missed
her seven day call in as well. Arguably the most important call in.
She wouldn’t do that. Sally wouldn’t do that. She’d call in even if
there was fuck all to tell us. I can’t pretend I’m not concerned.
But we have to wait. We don’t have any bad news, so that is a
positive.”

That was the
commander. One couldn’t deny he looked concerned. His star deep
cover officer had vanished without a trace and he didn’t even know
where to start looking.

“You want me
to go down to Docks Town, see what I can find out? Someone must
have seen her down there. Whatever has happened since she must have
started on the street. That was her intention, so someone not
involved in her disappearance must’ve seen her. We might get a
starting point at least? We might get a few names, places to check
out.”

Linzi spoke straight to
the commander but he immediately looked mortified at what she was
suggesting.

“Absolutely
NOT. We’ve already got one missing officer. I can’t let you go down
there and risk losing you as well. We don’t know what we’re up
against. If we knew what it was we had to deal with then I’d think
differently. But right now, I do NOT want you going anywhere near
Docks Town, you hear me?”

The commander
was forceful in the words he used. There was no fucking about with
him and he let Linzi knew what he thought of her idea. The truth
was that he had probably thought about it himself and then
discounted it for the very reasons he had given her now.

“I understand
Guv. Just, just let me know if you have a change of heart. I can go
down there, ‘hookered’ up to the max. No-one will ever suspect me
of being a cop.”

And she was
smiling.

‘I won’t
change my mind and behave yourself Linzi, you’ve got a long career
ahead of yourself. A successful one and a satisfying one, we don’t
want to put that at risk, not now, not ever.”

And although
the commander’s words were heartfelt, there was a bit of tone
change to them, as though he knew that eventually there would be no
alternative but to send someone else in to have a look for Sally.
But that was something that he didn’t want to make a decision on
now.

“Of course
Sir. I understand. I just wanted you to know I’m ready and willing
to do whatever it takes.”

 


Back At
Bitch’s Place - 3 Hours Later

 


The black man
had gone now and Sally’s foot was full of Bitch’s toes. She was on
her knees and she had spent time worshipping those feet. She had
spent time worshipping them through the sheer nylon mesh with her
hands and fingers and with her tongue and lips, and then, when
Bitch had smiled and ripped through the nylon with her perfect,
long nails and bared her toes, Sally worshipped them and tasted
them ‘naked’ for the first time. This was like something that was
out of this world for Sally. This was like something that she had
dreamed about in her other life. Being able to worship the bare
feet of a more powerful woman than herself. And there was no doubt
that Bitch was more powerful than her. In her old life it was just
a fantasy that there could be women more powerful than her. But now
she knew the reality of it. And this was her reality.

“You know,
‘black’ wants to see you again. He likes you. Her likes that you
are ex-cop, ex Strike Team. He likes it that you are facing your
own humility. So he wants to be a regular. Congratulations, your
first customer. How does that make you feel?”

Bitch spoke as
she changed the angle and the trajectory of her foot and toes into
Sally’s mouth. Sally’s drool was thick and it drizzled between
Bitch’s toes and then down over her arches as Sally slipped her
mouth off the toes to respond.

‘It feels
good, to be useful to you. It feels good to be able to please you,
and him.”

She sounded
breathless and Sally was running her tongue over and around her
lips and mouth as she spoke.

“It feels good
for YOU as well cunt, doesn’t it? I know how aroused you were when
you were being ass fucked and made to clean him the way you did. It
excited you didn’t it? And that’s ok. Your own arousal and desire
will help you deal with what you have to go through each time you
are with a client.”

And Bitch was not wrong.
There was this sincerity in her voice that was an undercurrent to
that, that was her usual sadistic mode.

“I know, I
feel so horny, so needy all the time. I don’t know what’s wrong
with me.”

She did know
though, deep down. Bitch slipped her toes back in and distorted
Sally’s mouth as she did that.

“Get your
tongue between the toes, lick them, clean them worship them.
There’s someone I want you to meet in a little while. But I’m
having a good time with you now, so I want you to
continue.”

Bitch seemed
to like throwing in curve balls at every opportunity. She was being
sensuous with Sally, being soft with her, softly dominating her
with her feet at present, and yet there was this other person now
that she wanted Sally to meet. There was this other person that
would play on the mind of Sally. Bitch knew that she was laying
more seeds inside her mind and that made her smile inwardly. She
knew that she knew that it was the beginning of another process,
another string inside the mind of this poor woman that would see
her be taken further down the downward spiral. Right now she was
being nice to her, giving her pleasure via her spectacular feet.
But she knew that in a very short time, that this woman would be in
a whole new world of hurt. And that if there was anything left in
her, if there was any hope left in her that she would be pulled out
of this nightmare, that the latest revelations would finally shut
that door tightly closed, and locked.

“Good cunt,
good ex-cop cunt. Worship my feet. It’s all you’ve got now. It’s
all that you will ever have.”

Sally was in
deep worship mode. The drool was pouring from her mouth and over
the toes of Bitch. And her mouth and her tongue were busy sucking
back that drool into her mouth. There was this pride that was
Sally’s eyes, that she was permitted to drool over those beautiful
toes and then take that drool back into her own mouth - it was just
like she had always fantasied. That was like a pinnacle in the old
days fantasies that she’d had and that she was living out now. And
for this reason, if no other, she was ‘happy’. And for another
reason that was sad. It was more than sad.

 


A Little
Later

 


“Cunt, this is
Linzi. Linzi, this is cunt.”

And this was a
bombshell of magnitude that had been dropped. At first Sally didn’t
get it. At first she didn’t recognise Linzi. And even when the
penny dropped in her mind she wasn’t getting it. Of course she knew
Linzi. She’d sat in on some of the interview processes when Linzi
was coming through to the Strike Team - she had actually
recommended that she be fast tracked to the Strike Team. But this
couldn’t be right surely? This girl, and she was still a girl,
wouldn’t have been sent in like this. She must have been mistaken?
But she wasn’t. It was all too much for Sally. Linzi was, in her
own words, ‘hookered’ up to the max in red latex and black patent
heels, and she looked emphasised, accentuated and ‘different’ to
her cop self.

“Hello
cunt.”

It was all
Linzi said, but she said it with a slight smile. Maybe the
commander had sent her in undercover to come get her out? There was
something wrong with that notion in her mind. The fact was that it
would never happen. But what the fuck was she doing
here?

“How did you
think we knew about you cunt? And how do you think we knew about
your assignment and your intentions? Linzi here, is our girl on the
inside as it were. She keeps us posted on developments regarding
operations and regarding the search for you. That’s how I know they
have no idea, not even a single one, what has happened to you. They
have no idea where to start looking or who to speak to. They are
clueless, truly.”

And it was
like Bitch had plunged Sally back into the old real world again.
She. Just looked at the pretty, smiling Linzi but she didn’t
respond to her. The shock of the reality of what was happening had
taken its toll on her and she was struck dumb.

Sally was in a
cage and looking out at Bitch and Linzi. That had been something
else she had needed to get used to, to get her head around - being
caged by another woman. It was all falling into place now, in her
mind. All of the jigsaw pieces were falling into place. How could
she had been so stupid? Why hadn’t she walked away from this
assignment when she had the chance? But then there could have been
no suspicion towards Linzi. No-one would have known about her.
No-one would have known that she was a mole placed by Bitch. And
no-one even now would know who or what she was. And Sally could do
nothing about it, she couldn’t even warn anyone.

“I don’t, I
don’t understand?”

But that
wasn’t true at all. Of course she understood, she was just having
difficulty in coming to terms with the truth. There had been no
need for Bitch to do this to her. She already had her where she
wanted her. Sally had already been fucked up and ruined and there
was no need for her to do this. But that wasn’t true either. Bitch
was a sadist and as such she was always after that next big fix for
herself. She was always looking for a deeper cut of the
psychological knife. She was almost obsessive compulsive in how she
liked to tie up loose ends and so with Sally she had wanted her to
know the whole truth of how she came to be where she was. She had
wanted the pain of it all to be complete. Whatever Sally went
through going forward she had wanted her to know that she had been
ratted on apparently by one of her own. That was like a sadistic
touch all of its own. That had been like a sadistic twist. And then
a further sadistic twist was that it didn’t matter how ruined and
how destroyed Sally was, that she would know the truth and not be
able to do anything about it. She wouldn’t be able to let her boss
know that Linzi was a rat. And she wouldn’t be able to take Linzi
out of the picture. This was another torture of the mind going
forward. She was fucked and so was the Strike Team

“Oh I think
you understand cunt. It will just take a little time to sink in,
that’s all. Once it sinks in, it will just be another seed that
will flower from time to time and that will cause you immeasurable
distress. That you have been ruined from several different angles,
and in several different ways. You won’t be able to deal with that,
as a woman and your mind will suffer as a result. But it’s ok. I’m
here for you always, going forward. For now, I’ll just leave you
with Linzi for a little while. Maybe she will be extra nice to you,
who knows?”

Bitch was
smiling but Linzi wasn’t smiling now as the sound of Bitch’s high
heels receded. Somewhere a door slammed shut and there was this
silence and just the two of them, Sally in the cage and Linzi
outside looking in.

“Linzi, have
you come to get me out? We can get out of this you
know?”

Sally was
clutching at straws that did not exist.

“Give it up
Sal. I set you up from the word go. I wanted to see you taken down
- it was my idea. Bitch went along with a smile. But this was all
me. You were always going to end up here.”

Linzi was
speaking but the words were just tumbling round inside Sally’s mind
in no particular order.

“No Linzi,
listen Linzi, we can get out of here. There’s two of us now, we can
slip away and bring them down. We can do it!”

That showed
that Sally had heard nothing of what Linzi had said. At least it
hadn’t registered. It was like the full blown cop in Sally was
trying to kick start herself all over again. But the words sounded
hopeless and hollow, as though they were pointless
words.

“Shut the fuck
up cunt! Just listen to me - I’ve wanted a woman like you, in a
position like this for a long time. And when you were interviewing
me, all those training days we spent together, I knew it was going
to be you. I’m a cop but not a cop. I’m a dirty cop and I’m staying
that way. I am the eyes and ears that will prevent you from being
saved. And because you will never get away, then you will be taken
deeper and deeper by Bitch and with me to watch every single second
of it. And believe me, I know what that woman is capable of. If you
think you’ve suffered already, trust me, you haven’t. But I want to
see it all. I want to witness you being taken as deep as possible.
Now come here, press up against the inside of the cage - show me
your cunt. Turn round, reverse to the bars and press yourself back
to me, like the bitch you are.”

The shock was
beginning to show on Sally’s face. There was this believing
disbelief if there was such a thing. And there was this very slow
change in how she looked and how she was processing the information
that she had been given. And now she had this girl, younger than
her by some years, telling what to do and how to press her
sexuality back between the bars of the cage she was locked inside
of. She kind of accepted that this had been a false hope cut
cruelly short for her and she turned in the cage, and reversed up
to those bars, and pressed her ass to them. At least she wasn’t
facing Linzi now. At least she didn’t have to look her in the eye
at this time at least. She could feel the cold steel of the
vertical bars indenting her ass and her thighs. And she could only
imagine how her hairless smooth pussy was pouting back between
those bars at the younger woman. And now she could feel her
clitoris throbbing, and she could feel that wetness re-emerging
from her most private place.

“Bitch was
right. You are a hungry cunt aren’t you? I like that though. It’s a
kind of contrast to what you were, or what you have been with the
Team. Fucking butter wouldn’t melt then would it? You were the
super star!”

Linzi stopped
talking at the same time as she began to stroke the dripping sex
lips of her superior in the old life. Sally let out an extended
groan. It was like all of that shock, all of that distress and all
of that hope that she was going to get out of this had been
switched off by her own arousal. And now that arousal was the
single most important thing in her life again.

“Funny how
things turn round isn’t it? Funny how one minute you’re queen of
the castle, and the next you’re ‘this’?”

Linzi did
something, used her fingers in a specific way to give Sally an
immediate intense shot of pleasure through her clitoris. And that
shot had been so intense that her knees almost buckled. But that
just made her press back into the bars harder as though proving to
Linzi what a hungry cunt she really, really was.

“You gonna cum
for me like a good lil girl?”

Linzi’s tone
was unsettling. It was disturbing to see and hear a younger woman
speak to and treat an older one like this. That Sally had been her
superior made it even more disturbing. And yet it made it erotic as
well. There was something in the sight of this young woman treating
a stacked, but fucked older woman in this way. The way she was able
to reduce her with just words. It was like Linzi had been on ‘the
course’ or something. The one where she learnt how to degrade
another woman with just words. But in Linzi there was something
else - something deeper. One had to wonder what her story was. Why
she had ended up in this ‘place’? A place that could not be
described. A place that could not be pinpointed as to location.
There was as much something about the place as about Linzi, and
then about Bitch. Linzi was stroking Sally’s dripping sex lips with
her fingers nails and pads. She was stroking very lightly, very
gently and yet the older woman could feel every nuance - she could
feel every stroke.

“Can I cum?
Please, yes? Please can I cum?”

 



CHAPTER
SEVENTEEN

 


Hope
Dashed

 


“Oh you’re
going to cum for me, and cum for me, and cum for me. And then you
are going to thank me. You’re going to say, ‘thank you Miss Linzi.’
Do you understand, cunt?”

It didn’t
matter how many words were exchanged between the two of them, there
was nothing right about how Linzi spoke to and treated Sally. And
yet at the same time there was something that was hyper sexually
charged about the way this was happening. Linzi was hookered up in
a skin tight latex catsuit and high heeled boots. She didn’t look
like the rookie cop - she just didn’t. The way she was made up, the
way she stood, her stance, her gate. The way she had her hair.
Everything about her was different. Everything about her told a
story of how the act she had played was the one back at the HQ. Her
being a cop was an act and this other self of her’s was the real
deal. Oh yes, this was the real deal. Yes, she was young, barely in
her twenties and yet she had this sexual maturity that was not
natural for some reason. Back at Strike Team HQ she had been this
innocent with the freckles across her nose, and the shy, coy little
looks from under fresh, unpainted eye lashes.

But now she
was different. There was this awareness in her, this awareness of
what and who she was that oozed from her. It didn’t just ooze from
her, it ‘was’ her. There was this latent sexuality that came from
her as well. It wasn’t just there in a flash and then gone - it was
there all of the time. For Sally, she would have been having
difficulty in associating ‘this’ Linzi with the one she knew. It
was her, she knew that. It didn’t matter what Sally had been
through, she knew this was the same ‘girl’. And yet her mind would
have been muddled. This was the same girl who she had put through
various paces during her training up to join the Strike Team. And
yet, it wasn’t this same girl. That girl had been obedient, keen to
learn and as polite and professional as one could wish. The thing
was that Linzi was professional now, but in a different
way.

Sally groaned
out loud when she felt one, then two, then three of Linzi’s fingers
slip between her sex lips and up into her vaginal canal.

“That’s a nice
wet groan, cunt. I like that. Let’s see if we can make it more like
a ‘moo’ though. You know, like a cow would make.”

Linzi’s voice
had taken a different tone as well. It was clear that this young
woman was the consummate, and accomplished actress. Now there was
that huskiness there - that pure, sexual huskiness that she could
use knowing that it would have this effect on the older
woman.

“I’m just
betting that you’d love to suck my toes, and painted finger nails
wouldn’t you cunt? You didn’t think I didn’t know about your little
‘turn ons’ did you? It’s ok though, you’re secret is safe with me.
And if you’re a real good girl, who knows, maybe I will let you
worship my feet, and my hands like you worship Bitch’s.”

If Linzi was
trying to humiliate and degrade Sally she was succeeding. To be
spoke to like this, at the same time as having her cunt stroked and
penetrated by this young girl was like a lightning bolt of
humiliation and yet it was like a turning up of the sexual pleasure
that she was feeling as well. Probably, Sally would never get used
to the sexual pleasure and the utter, debilitating degradation and
humiliated being inflicted on her at the same time.

Linzi was moving her
fingers inside of Sally and the older woman was squirming her ass
against the bars hard.

“Good slut.
Good cunt. You’re almost ready aren’t you? I can tell the way
you’re squeezing this juicy cunt of yours all over and around my
fingers. You’re a hungry, greedy, needy bitch aren’t you? But I
want a ‘moo’ when you cum, not a groan. I want a ‘moo’ and then,
when it’s over, a ‘Thank You Miss Linzi.’ Think you can doing that
for me, cunt?”

“Ohhh, god,
yes. Fuck yes. Yes please yes.”

It wasn’t like
Sally didn’t know what she must have looked like and sounded like
because she did. It was just that the sexual pleasure, and the
orgasm that she was going to be given took precedent over anything
else. The humiliation she would have to suck up and swallow. When
she felt like this it didn’t matter how she looked to others. She
was aware that others would note how greedy, needy and pathetic she
looked and that they would come to conclusions about her because of
that. But it just didn’t matter. She didn’t care about anything
except that pleasure and that orgasm that hadn’t been given to her
yet. She would get the come down from that - the despair and the
guilt. But for this time she wasn’t the Sally even that she knew.
She was this other creature.

“Yes yes, moo
like a cow yes. Oh god yes, please make me moo like a
cow.”

It was like
everything was sexualised at this time. The way Linzi spoke to her,
what she said to her. There was this level of need and greed in
Sally at this time that saw her willing and ready to be reduced to
whatever she needed to be, and be turned on by it.

“Good girl.
Now just relax and go with it. Don’t fight it, just cum, and moo
like a cow.”

Linzi had been
sliding her fingers in and out and between strokes she had located
Sally’s G spot and had been pressing it. Pressing it and releasing
and then stroking the inner flesh of the swamp like vagina so that
the pleasure came in pulses. And then she brought Sally’s clitoris
into play, and it was that, that tipped her into orgasm. She leaned
back against the bars of the cage and she pressed back with her
hands on her slightly bent knees. It was like she was attempting to
get the fullest deepest penetration of the imaginary bull she was
about to ‘moo’ for.

“Moooooooooooooooooo.”

It was a long
continuous mooing sound that came from the pit of her stomach. She
was living that mooing sound as she squirted her juices back out of
that cage. Linzi’s fingers kept fluttering over the clitoris and
she didn’t flinch when some of those juices splattered her nice
shiny red latex. She smiled though, and that smile was not an
innocent or a coy smile. It was one of a mature girl. More mature
than her years and more sexually mature than she had any right to
be. She slid her fingers over the delicate, begging clitoral flesh
of Sally and she kept that orgasm going. And this was a skill of
Linzi’s - that she could take Sally to that point of explosive
orgasm an ejaculation and then just hold it right there. There was
this holding of her breath that Sally did. She moo’d oh yes she did
that - she didn’t forget that. But that orgasm was so intense, so
explosive that Sally had to hold her breath in from time to time
for fear of making any other noise than a mooing.

There was this
‘effort’ that Sally had to put in to that orgasm she was being
given. It was an effort that she had to put into something that she
was not controlling. An effort that she was forced to maintain for
the duration of the orgasm. She stood with those high heeled boots
parted on the floor of the cage and she was in this semi-squat as
she pushed back her sexuality through the bars to the attentions of
Linzi. And this was an orgasm that she didn’t think was going to
end. Bitch could give her orgasms like this but they were
different. They were breath-taking in their own way. What Linzi was
doing to her she had not experienced before and it didn’t seem like
it was going to end.

“Good slut,
good cunt.”

Linzi’s voice
was low, husky - like she was feeding the need in Sally. And she
WAS feeding that need - just fluttering her finger tips and her
perfect nails so that the orgasm was just held there. All the way
there. Just so that she could see for herself how needy Sally was.
For Sally, there was the utter pleasure, the undiluted pleasure of
orgasm and she was more than ecstatic to absorb that pleasure for
the first two minutes. But there was this time, like a moment in
time where the pleasure crossed into something else. Yes it was as
addictive as the pure pleasure but it was something else. It hurt
and it pleasured at the same time. That was when her clitoris and
her nerve receptors became so inflamed, so greedy for that pleasure
that it became the pain. That was the pain before the ultimate
pleasure. That ultimate pleasure being the both pleasure and pain
together. This was the experience that would leave Sally fucked up
more in the head than she was already. This was the experience that
would blow her mind once and for all.

But then there
was that come down from the orgasm and the realisation of what had
happened. It was when that orgasm and that pleasure was not there
anymore, that is when the batteries needed a recharge that it would
all come flooding back to Sally. It was at this time that it tended
to all flood back. And each come down seemed to top the last one
for distress and duress and now Sally had more to deal with. The
truth of being set up by this organisation, by Bitch. And Linzi
being that set up. And then what Linzi had just done to her. That
she had done it with ease. That she, Sally herself, had simply been
sucked into that sexual pleasure and was then played with, just
toyed with by this young girl.

Sally had all
of that to deal with and that was not an easy thing. It was during
come down that her old life came back to her, and what she enjoyed.
But funnily enough the cop in her stayed away this time. Before
during come down, the cop would come alive and be ready to kick
into action. But not this time. It was like the cop had given up
and deserted her. Like the cop in her had left her to it because
this was no place for a cop. Not even a deep undercover one like
Sally had been.

“Well well,
well. Now that was a show. You and your young protege certainly
gave it some then. I like it.”

Bitch was back
and she was immediately in with ‘words’ designed to enhance that
come down for Sally. And they did enhance it. Sally broke down
sobbing inside that cage and went to her knees.

“Get up,
NOW!”

Linzi’s voice
rose an octave or two.

“You go down
when you’re told and not before. Now what do you have to say to
me?”

Linzi was waiting and
Bitch stood back smiling.

“Thank You
Miss Linzi.”

And there was
this broken quality to Sally’s voice - like it was the last straw.
She was having to thank her former protege in the middle of her
come down despair and that just accentuated it. And now she was
standing again and there were two enhanced, fetish women looking
through the cage bars at her. She could barely bring her eyes up to
meet them, but she did. And she looked at them with pleading
imploring eyes.

“You’re booked
for breast surgery tomorrow. Then you will have time to recover,
but you will be put to work in two weeks’ time. Then it will be
full on for you. In your recovery time, you will be fed a more
‘interesting’ form of pornography than you are used to. It will be
the type of pornography that will let’s just say, not just stay
with you, but will fester inside that head of yours. Your mind
needs to be ready for the most depraved and perverted of clients
that you will need to gratify. You won’t be ready with run of the
mill kinky pornography. You need to be furthered, you need to
progress down that vortex. So the two weeks after surgery won’t be
wasted. They will be utilised. At the end of it all - you are going
to be ready, so ready for the life I have planned for
you.”

Bitch stopped
speaking and she was smiling as though what she had said was
completely normal - completely OK! Sally took in the words - she
couldn’t do anything else and she tried to get her head around them
and she was doing that to an extent. But breast surgery, bigger
tits was all coming back to her and she was still in come down from
the orgasm.

“I know, yet
again it’s a lot to take in, but you will.”

Bitch spoke
but Linzi was smiling - she was liking what she was hearing. And
for Sally seeing Linzi like this in these circumstances in these
surroundings was something that she couldn’t get her head
around.

“I understand.
Thank You Miss Bitch.”

Sally had taken Linzi’s
instructions and applied them to Bitch.

“Bitch will do
cunt.”

“I’m sorry
yes, thank you Bitch.”

Sally let out
a deep sigh. The worse of the come down was over now and she had
never known such utter despair and anxiety in her life. But now she
could feel her clitoris and her nipples begin to throb again and
this was cause for more anxiety and despair. Just a little bit of
her would have liked to be left alone by that raging sexuality of
her’s for a little while. Just a little while so that she could
recover. But there was none of that. She licked her lips and the
two women outside the cage looked at each other and smiled. Both
recognised the re-ignition of the arousal. Both recognised the
desire come back into the eyes of Sally.

For Sally she
was trying still to come to terms with things. She wouldn’t be able
to do that all in one go. It would be a little at a time and this
was harder given more and more anguish and shock was piled on her
all the time. For Sally it would be a case of one step forward, two
steps back for a while. Eventually it would even out but that
didn’t mean it would be easy for her. Eventually she would just
‘exist’ in this world that she had been pulled into. But as already
has been said, she had been plucked out of her own little, normal
world, but not yet injected into Bitch’s world proper. Not yet -
but that was close.

 


Two Weeks
Later

 


It was the
only hint, or sense of a timeline that Sally had been able to get.
She’d been told, her breasts would undergo surgery, and then she
would get two weeks of rest, with the addition of underground hard
core porn. So when she found herself in prep for paying clients,
she knew that the two weeks was up. She could have been distraught
at not having been found by the Strike Team in this time, but
frankly she had more to deal with. She’d known before her tits had
been made bigger that her old colleagues, the people she’d known
from back in the day would not be coming to get her. She knew that
she had been set up, and taken out and that the chances of her
being found were slimmer than nil.

Every so often
the cop in her would kind of stir from the slumber and try to
convince her that the team would not give up - they just wouldn’t.
But as she kept telling her deeper self, the little bit of her old
self that still existed, Bitch had all of her bases covered, and
with the help of Linzi, it was a fact that she had vanished from
the face of the civilised world. It was almost unthinkable in the
twenty first century that a woman, a member of the security forces
could just be plucked out of civilisation and ‘vanished’ in this
way. But this was something that Sally had to come to terms
with.

Besides,
waking up with her breasts substantially bigger than they had been
was something else more current, more pertinent that she had to
deal with. She had always said that she would never get any ‘work’
done on herself. She knew that she was a stunning woman - she
didn’t need to be told how good she looked and how she could wear a
bin liner and it would look good on her. She didn’t need to be told
that. And so she had discounted out of sight, the possibility that
she would ever get cosmetic work done. And so when she woke up, she
was aware immediately of the added mass - the added weight. But
there was something else as well. Her mouth was dry because of the
general anaesthetic she had been given, but it was more than that.
There was this swelling, this plumpness to her lips as well - and
this soreness. Her breasts were sore but she’d expected that, but
her lips?

“We did some
work on your lips as well - just a little more volume, a little
more plumpness. A little more succulence.”

Bitch’s words
sunk in as Sally woke up. And even though she was still out of it,
even though she was disorientated from the anaesthetic, there was
still this ‘outrage’ that she had been altered this way. But she
couldn’t get anything out.

“I know, you
won’t be happy - a good looking woman like you, sexualised more,
and altered. But you have to understand that we need to market you
in the right way to maximise what we make from you. And to do that,
there needed to be some alteration to the way you look. I admit the
lips were an afterthought, and a suggestion by the surgeon. But now
we can not only market an undercover cop who has been taken out, we
can mention that you have been ‘altered’ and ‘improved’ to suit the
purpose you will now fulfil. I can’t tell you how much that will
excite some of our clients. I know it excites me!”

Again all
those words filtering in but Sally was helpless and drugged up to
the eyeballs. She heard all those words and then she dropped off
again and she was in and out of consciousness for a good few hours
with the knowledge that she had been altered in this way. That her
tits had been made bigger and her lips as well. That was something
that gave her nightmares as the anaesthetic wore off. It was
another nightmare that she had to wake fully into. As if she hadn’t
suffered enough with what had happened to her and what she had gone
through, she had the psychological as well as the physical ailments
that this surgery brought to the table. It wasn’t a steady,
pleasant experience, waking up from those procedures, knowing what
had been done to her. It was something that played it’s part in her
downward spiral really. It was something that nagged at her mind as
she became more and more aware of her surroundings again and what
had been done to her.

 



CHAPTER
EIGHTEEN

 


A New
Life

 


That two weeks
should have been recovery, but it wasn’t, not really. The
psychological effects of what had been done to Sally were telling.
And her getting used to being ‘different’ physically, was a task,
or more like a torture that she would never wrap her head around
again, not really. Sally had always been a strong woman not just
physically but psychologically. There had never been much that
could grind her down. She’d had ups and downs like when she got
back from the Middle East. But it had been her strength as a woman
that had seen her through that and out the other side.

This was
different. This was little bits of her being taken and eroded away.
This was her being sucked into a new life that was nothing like her
old life and it was her being physically ‘altered’ to assist in
this new life of hers. And this was increasingly something that
didn’t sit well in her mind. She could cope with backward steps and
disappointment - she could cope with being entrenched. But this was
different. This was her being entrenched in a different way - one
that she would never be used to. Or one that she would never be
able to recover from. And on top of everything was the constant
feed to a huge LED screen of hard core, probably illegal fetish
porn that she was compelled to look at from between the bars of her
cage. Sally might not have WANTED to watch that stuff but she had
to. The throbs between her legs dictated that. Along with the
throbs to her new, grotesque nipples.

“I have a very
special couple who want to see you, and do things to you. But I
have to get you ready. This will be a session that will be three
days long. I won’t tell you which three days, because it doesn’t
matter. This will be tortuous for you, but you’ve been checked
over, and you’re good to go. No more rest for you. This is where
the real work begins.”

Bitch sounded
delighted that at last her star turn was back on the payroll. Sally
was trying to think but she wasn’t having much luck with that
lately. She heard the words from Bitch and she understood them. But
she was trying to work out ‘a couple’ coming to see her, and do
things to her. Did that mean a man and a woman couple? Surely
another woman wouldn’t be cruel to her? But that wasn’t a logical
notion given what Bitch had done to her and what she intended for
her for the future. But this was all part of her not being able to
think logically any more. Surely, if it was a man and a woman
couple, then the woman would be on her side, maybe even she would
help her. Yes that was it, as soon as this woman saw her, she would
see what had happened to Sally, and what had been done to her and
she would go get help for her. And that would be it, the nightmare
over and done with! Not!

“Makeup first
cunt. Do yourself proud, LOOK like the sexualised creature you
are.”

Bitch spoke as
she showed Sally to a windowless preparation room. It was a
well-lit room, but it wasn’t a dressing room even if there was a
table and all the makeup that Sally could use. That had been the
first time Sally saw her lips and she was shocked. Actually
‘shocked’ was an understatement. Her lips had been filled, and
plumped to the max. There was no pain now. It was just the getting
used to feeling those lips, moving them and trying to talk with
them, if she had to.

“It’s ok cunt.
You won’t have to do much talking. That mouth, those lips are for
giving pleasure. And they are to show clients how an ex undercover
cop can be altered to suit.”

Bitch really
was cruel with her words and there was this casualness about the
way she spoke that was chilling.

“And those
glorious tits will prove to be popular I promise you. There are
implants but the treatment has been a mixture of implant and
hormonal - this is so that your physiology is right. These breasts
won’t ever feel fake to you. They will always be real. And
everything they go through, will always be real. And those nipples
- now those nipples have secrets all of their own which will be
revealed to you in due course.”

And again
there was this casualness from Bitch as though it was normal to
take another woman out and then alter her like this. Sally tried to
compute the words and she did have some success. That is, she was
understanding what she needed to understand. She was understanding
what she was being told without needing to understand the
intricacies. Nipples and secrets, what secrets?

“I’ll be back
in a few minutes, make yourself look like you need to be
abused.”

That was
Bitch’s parting shot as she left Sally to begin the makeup and hair
process. The trouble was that Sally didn’t know what this ‘couple’
wanted to do with her or to her. If she knew that then she would
have been able to be more imaginative with her makeup. But there
was a reason that Bitch didn’t tell her too much. There was a
reason that she didn’t delve too much into the detail. She needed
Sally to be able to function for as long as she could. For as long
as she was able and so for that reason she didn’t fill in the
gaps.

For Sally she
was making up a new face. She had to look at herself in the mirror
and try to come to terms with her lips. Her mouth looked different,
and because of that she looked different. It was almost like she
was looking at another woman in the mirror and that was as added
psychological stress for her. But she did her makeup - sluttish
makeup, those cocksucker lips, the heavy eyes accentuated their
size. Her hair pulled back into a tubed, high tight pony. She spent
time getting the effect right. She imagined going to this couple
and having to gratify them sexually in some way and so she did her
makeup to suit. As she did that makeup she was able to get to know
the new her more. She was able to find her way around her new
mouth, and her new lips. But there was a time, just a few seconds
where she cried. And where she almost collapsed in something that
was akin to grief. She managed to pull it back though before Bitch
returned.

“Perfect cunt.
You look, perfect.”

And that was
like an uplift for Sally. Bitch telling her she was perfect. That
was so good for her to hear. That she had pleased Bitch was
something to feel good about. It was something good in amongst all
of the despair.

Her hands and
arms were the first limbs to be disabled. Her hands balled into
little tight fists and then balls of inflated rubber slipped over
them. Then her arms being bent completely at the elbows, doubled,
and a tight latex sleeve slipped over them so that they remained
bent. There was some adjustment, some tightening, so that her arms
were doubled correctly. And the finished effect was as though she
had been somehow amputated below the elbows. Next were her legs and
for that she had to get down onto her knees. When she did that
there was this moment in which she looked up at Bitch as though
imploringly.

“Don’t you
worry cunt. If you’re a good girl, I’ll let you worship my feet,
and my hands and nails some time, how does that sound?”

So much
‘kindness’ coming from this woman had to be a cause for concern. It
was obviously important for Sally to be ready for this couple, but
if Bitch was debilitating Sally like this, then what could she do,
to be a good girl? It was too much for Sally to think about, she
just needed to know the bare minimum so that she could go with the
flow. That didn’t stop the questions forming in her mind
though.

Next, her long
legs were doubled and her ankles secured to her thighs. To do that
two identical ‘sleeves’ made from strong tight latex was used.
Again there was some adjustment and some taking in of the slack
that made Sally suck in air. She was a flexible woman, fit as fuck
but this type of disabling of her required just that little more
flexibility. But when the arm sleeve and the leg sleeves were
adjusted and fitted to perfection it did look like this woman’s
limbs had been amputated below the elbows and knees.

“Move around
for me, on your stumps. I want to see you do that, before we
continue.”

Bitch again
casual in her instructions but clear and precise at the same time.
She helped the odd, impeded and distorted form of Sally to her
‘stumps’ and then stood back. There was no doubt that Sally was
bemused. Her pony tail of thick, jet black hair was falling down
the one side of her face and she was trying to look up at Bitch to
get across her bemusement.

“You look
delicious cunt. And you are going to look even more delicious and
we have plenty of time. So walk around, like a creature, a bitch
dog, whatever you want to think of yourself as. You need to be
thinking differently now and for the next three days cunt. You need
to become this creature and it starts here.”

Bitch had this
way of speaking that told of her sadistic tendencies but as well
told of her ability to communicate with someone who wasn’t on her
level. Sally wasn’t on her level because she had been reduced, and
this was the reason that she understood what Bitch was
saying.

“Those tits
look perfect. You’re like a mamma cow, with your big nippled udders
hanging down under you.”

And this was
true except there was this ‘volume’ to her breasts and there was
this weight that she was sure was not there before. And the
clearance between those nipples and the floor was very little such
was the volume. But now she was trying to ‘crawl’ except it wasn’t
a crawl at all. She was trying to take ‘steps’ but they weren’t
even that. And Bitch watched intently. It took some practice for
Sally to make any headway. There was this swing out of each arm and
each leg as she tried to move from A to b and she had to refine
that. For some reason, Sally was beginning to know what it was she
had to look like and with that knowledge in her mind this was
easier for her. To move around as ‘elegantly’ as possible was a
thing she thought she had to do, even though elegant didn’t even
come into this.

The more Sally
understood what was happening, or the more she thought she
understood what was happening, the easier it got for her. And now
she was feeling her sexuality again. She was feeling that familiar
bubbling of her sex juices, and that familiar throb that seemed to
exist inside her clitoris. And because she was debilitated and low
like she was, because she was forced to walk on her ‘stumps’ like
this there was this accentuation of the concave arch of her back.
Her ass higher and her pussy pouting back between her thighs. And
that stretched, well fucked ass exposed and viewable.

“Good girl.
Good cunt. Now we need to get you onto the platform there - you see
the one on wheels. Just step up onto it, and put your stumps in the
little holes provided. We need to get you fixed up.”

Sally had done
a good few circles and had got used to her lowlier position and how
to move. She looked at the platform, it was just a few inches off
the floor and so she could get up onto it, and place her ‘stumps’
as instructed. This poor woman had no idea what the future was
about to reveal to her. She was still buzzing from being told that
she was a good girl. That seemed to eclipse anything that she had
to do for this woman. It was like she was now always needing
Bitch’s approval. It wasn’t like Bitch didn’t know this shit. Of
course she knew. She knew what she’d done to Sally’s mind as much
as what she’d done to her body.

There was a
‘click’ and Sally’s stumps were fixed into the platform. She was
kneeling with her knees open wide and her elbows the same width. In
other words, she was completely exposed and vulnerable for
exploitation.

“We need to
hood you - we need to get your head and face as under control as
the rest of you. This hood is similar to the other one you’ve worn
for me in that it denies senses. It denies certain senses that is.
And these senses can be turned back on, or off at will. But you
needn’t worry about that.”

Sally didn’t
know how she felt about being hooded again and in her mind it made
the makeup she had spent time on pointless, but not quite! Her head
and face had been free for so long and yet there was that time when
she wished she was back in the hood so that she could hide from the
world. It could be like that again as the anticipation of what was
going to be done to her was ramped up. At first she had liked the
thought of this ‘couple’ coming to see her and do things to her.
She liked even more that it might be a man and woman couple. But as
things had unfolded, and as she had been disabled and immobilised
like this, that anticipation and that fear was back and she wasn’t
sure that she wanted to be seen without a hood on. So the hood was
good. And this was even more the case since she was now aware of
her growing sexual desire. In a way she was pleased that this was
back because it helped her through everything else.

“Your lips
will protrude through the mouth of the hood. Yes, your lips will be
seen and they will be prominent. You should be proud of your lips,
and your tits. You look magnificent. A captured, undercover cop
that has been altered and changed. I have to say cunt, I am very,
very excited by all of this.”

Bitch sounded
much like an excited child which was bizarre. It seemed that it
took the capture and the alteration of someone innocent, someone
from the security forces, someone from the Strike Team no less, to
excite this woman. But she was a sadist and as such she was always
on the hunt for the next big buzz. It seemed like she had found it
in Sally.

The hood was
tight, skin tight, but not inflatable. It was a single skinned hood
that was almost organically fitted to Sally’s head and face. Her
pony tail was pulled through the tight hole at the crown and this
added to the level of magnificence that Bitch had already alluded
to. There were little ear buds that flicked into, and pressed into
her ears and these took away the ability for her to hear anything
around her. There were a little speakers in each ear so she could
be communicated with at any time. And there were little nipples
that were inserted into the nostril holes of the hood. These
blocked off the sense of smell. Sally was able to breathe through
her mouth, and taste if she was offered anything to taste that
is.

Her glossed
lips protruded from the mouth slit of the hood making them more
prominent and more ‘inviting’ if that is the right word. This hood
was a weird one. It was so tight, so fitted that Sally was almost
recognisable through it. In a way it didn’t make sense in that it
looked like she had all of her senses - or that she should have had
all of her senses. Except there were the rubber blanks of her eyes,
and no visible ears. This hood was challenge for Sally to wear, but
it was also a challenge for anyone to get their heads round who
might have seen it. For now it was just Bitch who saw
her.

Then there was
the sense that the platform was rising. It was like this trolley,
platform thing was on a hydraulic like system that rose Sally
higher. It was like a pedestal on wheels that was being risen
higher and higher. Then it stopped.

“We can work
better with you at this height.”

Sally
understood that, but she could feel herself dripping from her cunt.
She knew she was dripping, she had done enough of it. She wondered
if Bitch would try to clean her up, or stop her dripping like that
so when this couple saw her, at least she would be ‘decent’. That
was a hope too far and as always Bitch was on the
button.

“They are
going to like it so much that you are dripping, and pulsating. This
will be right up their street - seeing you like this the first
time.”

Bitch could
barely contain her joy and Sally didn’t know what to think. She
didn’t have a choice anyway. But what kind of people would want to
see her like this? She couldn’t work it out. But she didn’t need
to. And besides, this was a sign of the state of her mind now. She
wasn’t thinking straight. These people, this couple that were
coming were perverts of the first order. They had to be high paying
and special people for Bitch to be going to so much preparation. Of
course Sally had to be dripping. Of course she had to be aroused
and with desire. And of course she would have to suffer, in some
way.

“Now, let’s
finish you off.”

And when Bitch
said that there was this tone that she used - as though there was
more up her sleeve than she had let on yet. It was almost a
mischievous tone and yet one that held some kind of terror as well.
Sally was helpless on this pedestal, trolley type thing. She would
have never been able to imagine being in such a state -
immobilised, debilitated and on ’stumps’ the way she was but now
she was having to deal with exactly that and in a way her mind was
thrown into more confusion that it had ever been. She could feel
the weight of her new breasts under her and if she took a deep
breath and let go, she could feel ‘just’ the touch of one of those
nipples of her’s to the platform that she was secured to. That was
odd, to feel that. Such had been the enlargement of her mammaries
that there was more volume that swung under her and she would learn
as well that her nipples had been worked on as well. She wouldn’t
be able to work that out when the time came either.

There was this
sense that Bitch was walking around her. She couldn’t ‘hear’ as
such but there was like this second sense that she seemed to have
developed. She could feel Bitch’s eyes as well - they were on her
almost like they were burning into her. And then there was what she
could feel, what she could actually feel and that was her cunt
bubbling back. And that weight of her breasts was putting pressure
through her nipples and there seemed to be more of a throb there
now. What Sally wanted, what she needed right now was to be
penetrated from behind. She wanted a cock, any cock up inside her,
but she was going to get a lot more than that!

 



CHAPTER
NINETEEN

 


Deranged
Perversions Of The Debilitating Kind

 


Bitch’s hands
were all over Sally. Sally naked except for those sleeves over her
arms and legs keeping them securely folded into stumps. Those hands
were smoothing over her back, over her ass. And then just teasing
round her ass cheeks and getting close to the pouting cunt lips
that were there clear to see. Also clear to see was the steaming
‘swamp’ that made up the delicate inner flesh of Sally’s cunt.
Bitch didn’t get too close with her fingers and she avoided that
succulent juicy flesh deliberately because she wanted to increase
that need in Sally. She wanted to increase that anticipation. The
ear pieces in the hood crackled to life.

“This is where
is all starts for you cunt. This is where you begin to properly
earn your keep. The black man was just the warm up and you’ll be
seeing him again because he likes you in a special way. But this,
from today, from now, it where you earn your keep as captured,
altered, fucked up ex-cop. This is where it gets serious for you
and where your life takes a drastic change. This is something you
will get used to and yet it will be something that will
fundamentally change you at the same time. There won’t be any
undoing what is done to you. You will be living a new
life.”

And the
speakers crackled again as they were turned off. Sally tried to
absorb all of the words but somehow she was getting the feeling
from the way that Bitch spoke, in that voice that this was the last
supper or something. It sounded terminal, it sounded like the end
of the road. Or it sounded like she was being prepared, mentally,
for something that might not have a happy ending. Or maybe this was
Sally’s mind working overtime. Certainly she had been put into a
position where her mind had been slipped into high gears and those
high gears were now doing their thing on her mind.

The first
thing she felt was something, a tube maybe being slipped into her
ass. There were stages to this. First a thinner tube into her loose
stretched ass and then went right deep into her colon - round the
bend then deeper, but then a bigger thing like a flange, or a plug
being fitted. That plug huge, so huge that it stretched her wider
as she sucked in air. This second part was like something that
filled her and was then locked there and couldn’t be pushed out.
She tried to work out what was being done to her but not with much
success. Now she was aware of this thing in her ass and because she
was in effect blind, her mind was filling in the gaps but then her
earpieces crackled to life again.

“I’m going to
create some pressure inside you. Pressure that will be the
foundation of everything else that is done to you here. Pressure
that won’t be pleasurable, at first, but that will grow on
you.”

Bitch had
reverted to talking in riddles. Sally’s sexual arousal and desire
was already high and so trying to decipher what Bitch was saying
and what it meant was not an easy thing to do, and now she had this
tube and this plug deep in her ass. And it was then that she felt
‘something’ being fed into her via the anal tube. It was then that
she felt something at first ‘cold’. But as it was fed into her ass
via that tube there was the realisation that in fact it was warm.
Maybe it was her body, her femininity that was warming that stuff
up as it went into her. But it was thick, heavy, oily and she could
somehow sense that.

Sally didn’t
really get it. There was supposed to be a couple coming - a couple
that had paid huge amounts of money for her. Surely they would want
to be in on this from the start? At least that was what she was
asking herself. At least that was what she settled on in her mind -
that this couple would come, and see what was being done to her for
them. But of course, Sally was only ever given half the story, or
as much of it as she needed to have.

 


It wasn’t a
male, female couple at all. It was a female lesbian couple and that
would have sent Sally’s thought process into all sorts of
directions had she known. But this couple had been specific in what
they wanted. One of them had told Bitch,

“When we see
her, when we come into contact with her first time, she has to be
suffering. She has to be debilitated and she has to be suffering.
We want to see that and we want to know that she is suffering,
before we have any fun with her at all. And, she is a captured cop,
right? I mean she was one of those who used to uphold law and order
in this city, right? It wouldn’t work if she’s a civilian - she has
to be a missing cop.”

And this
lesbian was ‘intense’ completely intense. She and her partner, both
striking, leather clad Caucasian women had this air about them that
would unsettle anyone. Certainly Bitch had done a double take when
she met them for the first time. But she was used to it. She was
used to all kinds, all levels of perverts coming to her with
requests. And what had gripped Bitch was the absolute need for
Sally to be a real life cop, or ex-cop. The language they used
about it not being acceptable if she was a civilian. Just that
overall vibe that this couple almost had an axe to grind. But at
the same time they had excited Bitch. And the money they were
offering for the exclusive use of Sally over three days was
something that had been eye watering to Bitch, and she dealt in
real money so she was not easily impressed. This couple though had
impressed her.

“I can promise
you, she has cop running through her veins. Not any ordinary street
cop either. She was taken from the elite Strike Team, all in plain
sight. She’s still fresh. She’s still coming to terms with how her
life has changed and how it will be different now for her. If you
need this cunt to be affected, then she is the one for you, I
promise, or full refund.”

Bitch matched the
intensity of the two women and this time the other one
spoke.

“Good. Then I
am more than sure we have a deal. Just one question, is there an
option on this cunt cop? By that I mean, is there an outright sale
price that would transfer ownership of her to us?”

This other
woman was well spoken, a little younger than the first but not by
much. She was curvy, big busted and the leather dress was so tight
it was like it had been poured onto her and left to set. Bitch
didn’t respond straight away to that. Instead she let it run
through her mind a little bit. This was a pair of serious kick ass
lesbians who obviously had an agenda. And Bitch never turned
anything down out of hand because she had learned that to do so was
foolish. So she mulled it over.

“I never say
never. Let’s see how the three days go and take a view. If I sold
her, it wouldn’t be for peanuts, so you need to know that she is
what you need, or want. Let’s leave that on the table and return to
it once the three days are up. How does that sound to
you?”

Both lesbians
smiled. It had been pretty much what they expected. It had been
almost a tester question see how Bitch would react and what she
would say. They seemed happy with her response.

“Sounds
perfect.”

Both lesbians, holding
hands at that point spoke in unison which was slightly unnerving
but Bitch smiled.

 


“You’re going
to feel the pressure get more and more, and that will lead to
cramps that will hurt you. But you have to hurt. You need to be
hurting because this couple need you to be suffering when they see
you for the first time.”

Bitch hadn’t
needed to study the spec sheet to know what the lesbians wanted to
see. She’d known that when they clapped eyes on Sally for the first
time, that it had to be breath-taking for them. She didn’t know
what axe they had to grind with cops, but she knew that this first
sight they had of ‘cunt’ had to be one that took their breath away.
She’d smiled at that notion of a couple of stylish intense lesbians
wanting to drink in the sight of a suffering cop. She’d had some
requests in the past but this one was up there with the
best.

The pressure
inside Sally’s bowels was already increasing to painful levels as
that stuff was fed into her. And there was little to nothing that
she could do about that. But when the pain started to release the
throbbing in her nipples then she cried out through her
accentuated, protruding red lips. Funnily she hadn’t cried as that
pressure had built up inside her but with this nipple sensation,
she wouldn’t have understood it. The throb was there but there was
this stinging sensation as well. This stinging was inside the
nipple and kind of spread around under the aureole. She might have
got it if it was a spasm of pain, or a passing stinging sensation,
but it wasn’t that. It was an almost toxic sting that was there,
just like that, and then stayed there. The thing was that it was
spreading to the larger volume of her breasts - and this was what
she could not understand. She could feel the weight of her breasts
and the slight swinging sensation of them so she knew that nothing
was attached to them, or nothing was feeding this pain into them in
any way. It just puzzled her.

Of course
Sally couldn’t know that when the surgery on her breasts had been
carried out, that further, tiny implants had been inserted deep
under the nipples. These implants wirelessly controlled and
designed to deliver a multitude of sensations from pleasure to pain
and then any combination of the both of them. In effect Sally was
wired for torment without a wire in sight. Under her, her belly was
getting fuller and there was the concave curve of her tummy showing
the obvious signs that she was full.

“You see cunt,
this is something that I could never describe to you. It is
something that you have to experience - that you have to experience
blind if you like. But this next three days will see you not only
change, but diminish. The clients have this thing for ‘cops’ or ex
cops. I don’t know why - I can’t explain that and they didn’t offer
any explanation as to why they wanted ‘you’. But they’ve paid the
money and now they are taking control of you for three
days.”

Bitch was
talking again but inside her mind Sally was screaming with the
agony of the enema she was holding and unable to evacuate. And that
mind of her’s was screaming as well from the pain that she could
feel in her tits. That wasn’t a natural pain she was sure of that.
At least she was as sure as she could be. That pain like that
pressure and those cramps were induced. That is she was being
tortured on that trolley come pedestal thing. And what of the sight
of her? What did this spectacle look like? One could only assume
that anyone who lay eyes on this poor creature on her stumps like
this would feel sorry for her. Or be excited by the sight. She
wasn’t a sight from the normal decent world. This was for the dark
world, the dark web. This was like something out of a film that
would never see the light of day.

Bitch turned
on the speakers in Sally’s earpieces so that she could hear what
was being said.

“Ladies, let
me introduce you to ‘cunt’. Ex-cop ‘cunt’. Cunt, the ladies here
will take over now.”

And this was a
blow to the mind of Sally. If she understood right then it was two
women who had purchased her for this time. That didn’t make sense
but then nothing made sense to Sally. She was in dire pain and
discomfort, her tits were on fire or so it felt like, and now Bitch
just to prove a point was stoking her cunt and giving her pleasure.
That couldn’t be right - that this poor woman be feeling pleasure
when she had all of that other shit going on throughout her
femininity.

“Ladies, she’s
suffering inside and out. She’s debilitated, displayed and she is
in agony. And yet with just a flick of my finger nail I can make
her orgasm. Would you like to see?”

The two women
were leather clad again - this time in tight black catsuits with
knees length spike heeled boots. Once again they looked striking.
Once again there was this intensity about them that was hard to
describe or pin down. They didn’t say anything in response to what
Bitch had said - not at first. Instead they walked around the
pedestal trolley that Sally was secured on top of. One of the
women, the older one, probably in her early thirties, trailed
fingers over the steel of the trolley and then over the side flesh
of Sally. Sally sucked in air and Bitch stayed where she was ready
to pour her into orgasm if it was required. It was the younger
woman who nodded to Bitch. And literally with just a flick of a
nail over the tip of dripping clitoris she forced that orgasm.
Sally’s tongue slipped from between her enhanced lips as though it
was looking for something dirty or indescribable to do. The women
looked at each other and then back at Sally as she
orgasmed.

“I can make it
last as long as you like.”

Bitch was
smiling. She was smiling because for some reason she liked these
two. As odd as they were, as weird as they were, and despite
whatever story they were hiding, she liked them. She liked it that
she didn’t know what these women were about. She liked it that they
had this mystery about them. And that was it, that they had this
bizarre mystery about them made them exciting.

“Keep it
going. And the pain, keep that going as well darling.”

The younger
woman spoke and where one might have expected a smile there wasn’t
one. Just a lipstick pout of full creamy lips. Bitch fluttered her
finger tip, and her nail over the clitoris of Sally as the ex-cop
squirted back her juices. The two women looked at each other again
- they liked that. A little bit of spectacle. But they had been
pleasantly surprised at the sight of Sally when they entered. If
there had been any doubt in either of their minds that Bitch might
not be able to deliver then first sight of captured cop put pay to
that. They had almost stopped in their tracks - not from shock
because this was a pair of lesbians who obviously and clearly had
discerning tastes - they wouldn’t have shocked easily. But it was
like they had just stopped on the spot to take in the sight. And
Bitch had made a good job of the basement area to set the right
vibe and the right ambience.

There was this
moment when the two women looked at each and squeezed each other’s
hands, as though this was the moment, the time that they had been
waiting for. If Bitch was pinned down she would have to admit that
she didn’t think that they were a couple of sadists just after a
quick fix, or even after a not so quick fix over three days. There
was more to this couple than that. There was that feeling that they
had an axe to grind against the police. Fair enough, who didn’t
like a good cop come down? But this was even more than that. This
was intense and it was brutal. It was brutal in the sense of what
they were asking of Bitch. There was no screaming anger, or
seething anger. These two women were intense yes but they were in
complete control. There was nothing that phased them and what
struck Bitch was that they had exactly the same level of casualness
that she had. They were sadists, she was sure of that but they held
as much mystery as she herself did and she couldn’t help but like
that.

Sally was
drooling from her lipsticked lips because the orgasm was too much
for her. It was an orgasm she would have lapped up, had it not been
for the pain as well. But that pain through her breasts and in her
tummy was throwing her off balance and she couldn’t ignore the
orgasm or push it to one side - she had to ride it, and absorb it
but she had to deal with the pain as well and that was making her
drool this thick bubbling drool from her mouth. And she was making
this sound as well, a sound that was not normal. From the pain one
would expect a screaming wall of noise and from the stomach cramps
there should have been this groaning of agony. Instead those two
noises were joined by the moans of ecstasy that the orgasm was
giving her, to produce this indescribable sound.

“She’s
confused, right? Bemused? She doesn’t know what she can do with
herself even though she knows she can’t do anything?”

The older of
the two lesbians asked quite matter-of-factly and Bitch smiled at
her. She didn’t say anything at first she just nodded. And the
three of them just watched Sally in this bondage of tormenting
horror that she was secured inside of.

“That’s right.
We’ve done extensive work with her since taking her off the street.
There’s a bit left of course, just so that she knows what she’s
going through.”

Bitch smiled
and the two women nodded that they understood, in complete unison.
Another weird Stepford Wife moment. Bitch took her finger nail away
from Sally’s dripping clitoris and stood back - she watched as a
big drool of sexual fluid stretched down to the trolley top that
Sally was secured to. Then she watched the eyes of the lesbians and
they went to that drool.

“You know,
there might not be much left of her at all by the time we’ve
finished? Maybe we need to agree a price now.”

That was the
younger of the two and now she was smiling. There was something
about the sight of this enhanced fetish perfect femininity of Bitch
and the two nameless lesbians standing right next to this ruined
femininity named ‘cunt’. That was a stand back moment as well. Just
to take in that scene - what it looked like, what it smelled like.
Just that view of these powerful women standing over this woman who
used to be powerful in her own way but was now something different.
There was something that was crooked because of that. Something
crooked in the mind. Something that didn’t sit right and yet at the
same time something that did sit right.

“Oh don’t
worry about the damage, there are no limits and I’ll continue to
mull over a sale price, if there is one. I mean she might not be
for sale after all, right?”

Bitch was smiling but the
two lesbians weren’t.

“You can leave
us now. If we need you, we’ll call you.”

And that was
Bitch being dismissed but she couldn’t help but squeeze her thighs
at that, just to give herself a shot of pleasure. Oh did she like
these lesbians!

 



CHAPTER
TWENTY

 


For Sale Or
Not For Sale? That Is The Question.

 


Strike Team
HQ - Now

 


“We’ve had
orders from on high, to wind down the investigation into Sally’s
disappearance.”

The commander
stopped talking so that his words could be absorbed by the stunned
Strike Team. It was like for a number of seconds, it could have
been longer, there was this dead silence and nothing was said.
Linzi was there and she shielded her mouth with her manicured hand.
That hand hid her wry smile. She was sitting with her legs crossed
and when she dropped her hand the smile was gone but she sucked her
teeth in this arrogant way.

“But Sir, it’s
been just weeks. She could be out there waiting or needing to be
found. We can’t just drop it!”

Linzi sounded
astounded as she spoke - as though she was in disbelief and no way
giving away her connection and her complicity in Sally’s vanishing.
Again there was this silence, until the commander spoke
again.

“I know Linzi,
I know. But this has come from somewhere way above any of our pay
grades. This has come from the top. The reasoning is that Sally
hasn’t surfaced, she hasn’t called, and there is no sign of her
because she doesn’t want to be found - she doesn’t want to come in.
They’re saying that she used the assignment to orchestrate her own
disappearance. They’re saying she’s duped us all. That she used us
to facilitate her plan. So the investigation, as of now, is
closed.”

The commander didn’t
sound happy. It sounded like he had been steamrollered.

“For what it’s
worth, I don’t believe a word of it. There’s something else at play
here. I think someone somewhere knows something. And that’s
it.”

Again that
almost deathly silence before Linzi, the rat, spoke again. She knew
that there had been words at high level. She knew Bitch’s reach was
far and wide. She knew that Bitch had something on pretty much
anyone in a high place.

“I think
that’s disgusting Sir. I’m sorry but I do. How can we assume these
things about Sally? She was going into a dangerous assignment, deep
undercover, so the chances of something going wrong, or her plan
having to be altered and amended are quite high. And yet we have to
just leave it? That’s not fucking right Sir. It’s not fucking
right.”

The actress in
Linzi was in full flow. And head turned towards her, eyes fixed on
her. She was good. It was difficult to believe that this young
woman was part that vice ring that was now free to operate and with
no danger of being infiltrated. The silence in the room was now
palpable but the commander didn’t say anything else. He gathered
his papers, and his brief case, stood and left the room. Now that
silence was deafening. And now Linzi had good news to report to
Bitch. She recrossed her legs and there was that sound of nylon on
nylon.

 


Bitch’s Place
- Now

 


Sally had
heard every word of what had been spoken between Bitch and the
lesbians. The fear level in her was more than high. It was the kind
of fear that she had never experienced before. But Bitch wasn’t
here now, it was just her and the lesbian couple who had purchased
full and unlimited use of her for three days. And already one of
the lesbians, the young one was behind her, fucking her with a
solid, thick, extreme dildo that was harnessed to her. It wasn’t
the love-making kind of pegging that she was getting. It was the
brutal kind. The woman was holding on to her hips and the intention
was to make her bleed. Indeed, she’d said,

“You’re going
to bleed, cunt. Cunt is going to have a bleeding cunt.”

It was like a
stylish funny that she had come out with but it seemed
inappropriate in this place at this time. The dildo was enormous,
cock shaped, and lubed to the max. It was designed to stretch her,
and tear her. The problem for Sally was that the enema was still
inside her, and that was causing her one kind of agony and this
harnessed dildo was causing her another kind. This wasn’t the first
time this particular lesbian had pegged another bitch, this was
easy to tell because of the expertise and the fluidity of her
movements - she was making the most of the length and the thickness
of this dildo, and she was using it hard. The other one watched on
and there was even a worry in that.

This other
one, the older one was just watching. Not saying anything and not
doing anything - just watching. And there was this look in her eyes
that was not a good look. Her huge, heavily made up eyes were
narrowed, and it was as though she was feeling every one of her
lover’s thrusts with that dildo. And with every thrust the wind was
being knocked out of Sally. There was this little noise from her
that sounded like she was being winded. Little grunts that were wet
as that well lubed dildo hit up against her cervix.

“Once she’s
bleeding, let’s lower her down. I hear she sucks toes to
perfection. I want her to suck my heels. I’m in need of a captured
cop so that I can show her true humility before she suffers some
more.”

Bitch had left
her mic, and she had left it switched on so Sally could hear every
word in the confines of her hood. The trouble was that it didn’t
matter what these women said or did in this time, there would
always be the feeling that things would be worse, far worse in the
end. It was in a way like at this point, they were sugar coating it
so that the grand finale could come right along and devastate her.
It was as though every so often this lesbian couple would turn to
each other and wink because they knew something that Sally didn’t
know. Now more than ever Sally wished that her clitoris was not
throbbing. And even with her breasts being globally filled with
that pain that she could not explain to herself, her nipples were
throbbing those pleasure pulses as well.

Oh yes,
Sally’s tits were on fire. Bitch had left the lesbians the wireless
remote control that did all the tricks with those little nipple
implants. And they had ratcheted up the pain level immediately
Bitch had left. Sally had screamed out loud through her protruding
lips and the two lesbians had just stopped and looked at each other
as though they were savouring the moment. That had been just before
the young one had mounted Sally from behind with that monster
dildo. That dildo wasn’t the type of toy that was for gentle usage.
It was a meat masher and there was no pretence in how it looked
otherwise, or in how it was used. This younger lesbian knew about
pegging and she knew about torn sexual flesh. The bleeding started
and once it did start, there was a steady, mesmerising
trickle.

 


A Little
Later

 


Sally was
blubbering with the pain from the enema, from the pain that filled
her tits in their entirety, and from her shredded cunt. And now she
had been lowered. The young one had taken that lethal weapon out of
her and now the older one was over her. And there was no ceremony
in the way she unzipped the crotch of her leather cat suit to
reveal her smooth, hairless cunt. There was no ceremony either in
the way she squatted a little, just a little, in order to urinate
over her own spiked, stiletto boots.

“Like I said,
I heard you like a bit or worship. So you can lick all of this piss
off my boots before I give you the heels to suck.”

It wasn’t like
it was a conversation or anything like that. She was simply saying
it as it was. She adjusted the trolley so that Sally’s trajectory
was toward the floor, or towards the piss splashed boots. Sally’s
pain was intense but so was her arousal. It was another of those
times that she wished that the arousal was not there. That desire
in her, that arousal should not have been there, but the problem
was that it was there. One might have thought she’d got over it
now. That it was a fact that she would feel pain and pleasure at
the same time and that Bitch had rewired her for that very purpose.
But that was something that she would never really get over as long
as she lived.

“Nice slow
licks cunt. Show us what that cop-mouth is for.”

It didn’t
really matter what these lesbians had planned for Sally she would
never be prepared for it in her mind. This was different now -
before it had been Bitch and her, and maybe a bit of Linzi and with
a well-endowed black man thrown in. But now she was at the mercy of
other women. Sally wasn’t so naive that she didn’t know that women
could be far crueller and more harsh than men ever could be. And
now she was alone with two sadistic lesbians who had axes to grind
with captured cops. There was nothing about that was good for
Sally. And there was nothing good about the fact that she was
aroused and filled with a throbbing desire that would not let her
be.

Her fleshy wet
tongue slithered out of her mouth and to the arch of booted foot
that had been placed solidly in front of her. The moment her tongue
tip touched the leather and the pooled urine from this lesbian
there was this acidity and there was a micro flinch from Sally. But
she got over that. To a larger extent now her arousal was driving
her and the thought of slipping her tongue through piss on leather
was a feed for that arousal. The pain throughout her was as bad, if
not worse, but the arousal was taking precedent again. That
happened - and it didn’t matter how much pain she was in, the
pleasure in her and the need to come was that much greater. In a
way she knew herself better now. Like for instance she knew that
she could hide behind and ride along on this pleasure now, but that
once she had orgasmed then it would be back to despair for her. She
knew that she could ride along and hide behind the pleasure for
hours or days until she was permitted that orgasm but once she had
it, once it was gone then she would have that terrible debilitating
come down to deal with.

“Good cunt
cop. You have no idea who we are, or why we are enjoying you much
do you? Cops are scum to us. You’ve fucked with our families for
years. You’ve torn us apart but still we stand. Your predecessors
though they were elite as well, but we took them down. That didn’t
stop the Strike Team being established to take its place though did
it? And now we have you. Oh we are going to have so many joys with
you that you cannot imagine.”

Sally held her
breath, she used the flat of her tongue to mop up one wide stream
of piss, but then she held her breath as this woman spoke. It was
like she was speaking to herself but as though her words were
intended to get to Sally’s ears. In fairness to Sally she would not
have made much of those words straight away. She was in too much
pain, and in too much pleasure. But those words would have slowly
sunk into her psyche and then formed the sentences that this woman
was speaking. Then the penny dropped. These two women lovers were
connected somehow to organised crime. The one had spoken of the
police fucking with their families for years, and how cops are scum
to them. Now it was all falling into place.

Sally was
working it out very slowly and if she was honest with herself she
didn’t know what that meant. She had never personally had anything
to do with them and the Strike Team was new, so their problem was
not with her personally. But yes it was - because it was her that
this couple had in front of them. It was her that was suffering
because of them. And although these two women were the epitome of
casual, calm maturity, there was something in them that was
bubbling under the surface. Sally’s problem was that she was here
with them and she was a cop, or had been a cop, and now these women
were in a position to work out their deepest darkest fantasies on
her and there was nothing that she could do about that.

Sally was
lucky she had her arousal to see her through. Because slowly that
arousal would build and build until everything this lesbian couple
did to her would turn her on more and more. What a fucked up,
wrongly wired human being Sally had become! And she was licking
those boots for all they were worth now. She could taste the piss
but that turned her on. She could taste the leather and she was
aware of being subservient to two other women that she had never
met before and that was turning her on more. She slithered her
tongue out, extended it and wrapped it over the arch of one foot
then the other. It seemed there were urine traces on each and every
bit of boot her tongue and her lips came into contact
with.

Oh yes, those
enhanced, pumped up lips of hers. They tingled, like they had been
given something that made them extra sensual. There was this little
pleasurable ‘tickle’ every time she kissed a boot and every time
she ran her tongue across them. That tickle added to her arousal.
There was this noise that she made as she cleaned those boots. Like
a wet whimpering of gratitude that she was being allowed to service
this woman’s boots for her.

“That’s right
cunt, lick them nice and clean. We want to hurt you next and to do
that I want my boots cleaned and polished with your tongue and slut
lips.”

It really was
as though this woman had hit the jackpot with Sally. It really was
like their, or her family had been fucked about by the police once
too often and now it was payback time.

“How do you
think she’ll get on with the cattle prod?”

That was the other woman
and she was idly wondering.

“Well, we’re
gonna find out. Bitch was kind enough to supply one for us. Mind
you, we’ve paid her enough money so a cattle prod is little price
to pay don’t you think?”

The two women shared
smiles.

“It is indeed.
But we need to use this first day to soften her up. By the time
tonight comes I want her to be delirious through and through. She
needs to be delirious to get through what we have planned. I want
this ex-cop to know what a mistake in career path she made. I want
to her regret the day she ever pulled on the uniform. I want her to
truly be sorry for the career direction that she took. Not that
being sorry will help her of course.”

And this
woman, having her boots licked and kissed by Sally smiled. But for
Sally she didn’t like the sound of what she was hearing. When this
woman had spoken, she sounded passionate and focused in what she
was saying and that was a worry right there. There was no doubt
that Sally was in for a torrid time. But she didn’t know what that
torrid time would consist of. If this was only the warm up, then
what of the main event? But Sally had her arousal to get her
through. She had her arousal and her desire to thank Bitch for. All
she had to hope was that these women didn’t cotton on to how she
got through traumatic events. All she had to worry about was that
they didn’t enforce her orgasm so that the come down was on her. If
that happened then Sally would be plunged back into
despair.

Of course she
was underestimating the lesbians. There was this obviousness about
their experience in extreme kink, and BDSM sex. They had an ex-cop
licking piss off high heeled boots for fucks sakes! So they would
know about how desire and arousal took her along on that wave. They
had already spoken about her needing to be in state of delirium by
the time tonight came. That had to be the same, right? It had to be
that she needed to be high on arousal. She had to be in the zone so
that they could do what they were going to do with her, and to
her.

Sally was
thinking of all of this and because she was thinking like this it
had to be that she was thinking of her own survival as well. She
was already confident that Bitch would not want these women to kill
her, so that was alright, right? Maybe - but then maybe death would
be the better option depending on what she had to go
through.

“Come on cunt,
curl that slut tongue of yours round the heels, show us how you
like to worship better women than you ever were. We know you know?
We know all about your little ‘things’.”

And the older
lesbian was tormenting Sally. Sally didn’t need to be encouraged to
wrap her tongue around those heels, her desire and arousal were
encouraging her there. But there was that other stuff - about what
they knew about her. Bitch had explored Sally and she had found out
stuff about her that no ordinary person would. There had been
things that would be impossible to hide from Bitch or from anyone
like her. And she had obviously passed this on to these women who
were now using her. The trouble for Sally was that if they knew
about her highly strung sexuality, all of it, about that inflicted
masochism, about her need to orgasm, her need to be aroused all of
the time, her constant state of ‘wetness’, then they could do
anything with her they wanted.

For some
reason that frightened Sally. To her, that knowledge about her was
like liquid gold for someone else to have. That knowledge was like
the key that unlocked her. That created terrors in Sally that she’d
never had before. Bitch had been a woman who’d crept up on her. Yes
it had all happened quickly, but gradually. By the time any kind of
alarm bells were sounding in Sally’s mind, it was too late. But now
there were alarm bells sounding in Sally’s head but it didn’t
matter because she couldn’t do anything about it and that was
frightening. But at least she had her wet throbbing cunt to see her
through it.

“You’ve got to
be scared out of your wits slut? Other women, women who know us,
don’t generally want to spend time with us because they, well, they
know us. Now, you don’t know us, but you are going to. And I can
promise you by the time we’ve finished with you, you won’t want to
spend time with us either. And I know, you’ll think you’ll get over
these next few days and you will be back with Bitch. But we are
going to make her an offer she cannot refuse, to take you off her
hands. She may be attached to you now, but with Bitch, money talks.
She’ll let you go and we’ll get to keep you permanently. And you
know, you have us to deal with now, but in our circle, our closed
circle there are a lot more people, women, men, who are pissed off
at how the police scuppered their plans. And how the police sent
them down. Oh, the future for you my dear, is not that great. In
fact, it’s not great at all. When the word gets round about what we
have in our possession, there will be queues for you, I promise you
that.”

That was a
monolog that was intended for Sally’s ears and what she heard was
not good. Was this the beginning of the end of her time with Bitch?
Would she be sold on? Sally was tingling all over, but she was
hurting all over as well. All she could do for now was ride this
three day wave and see where it took her.
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