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CHAPTER ONE

 


Today, now

 


Is Imogen
disturbed? Of course she is.

 


It was like one
of those executions that was too ‘perfect’ to be true. A little
similar to a CGI painted scene that was carried out in ultra-slow
motion. The heavily lipsticked, leather clad Imogen span round on
spiked stiletto heels that were too high to wear in real life.
Except this was real life. She pointed the automatic hand gun at
the centre of B’s forehead and pulled the trigger at almost
point-blank range. The bullet entered B’s head dead centre and the
entry hole didn’t do justice to the exit - it took the back of B’s
head off, in a mass of shattered skull, brains and gore. B was dead
instantly. Imogen just pulled the trigger and watched her die, then
she looked at her, collapsed on the floor, as though looking up,
wide eyes open.

“Treacherous
bitches die. Get rid of her and clear up. And let this be a lesson
to anyone who crosses me. I will fuck them up.”

It was all she
said. Her words slipped from those lipsticked lips and from the
tone and the volume of her voice, it wasn’t like she had just
executed one of her inner circle. It wasn’t like she had just
committed cold blooded murder at all. It was rather like ‘business
as usual’, and this set the vibe and the tone of this meeting of
minds.

For a few
seconds that must have seemed longer there was just this silence
that hung thick in the air. It wasn’t even as though the gun had
made a Big Bang. The Maxim 9 with its built in silencer just let go
an almost muffled ‘pop’. And because it was so quiet, the damage it
did seemed amplified. No-one dared speak what they were thinking.
There was this period of suspended animation before anyone
spoke.

“I’ll get this
cleared up. You guys just carry on as normal.”

Tammy spoke
with some authority in her voice even if there was a slight tremor
there. It wouldn’t have been every day she’d see one of her friends
blown away like this. Imogen though, she knew what they were all
thinking.

“She was going
to dob me in, she had to go! She’s been, hesitant this last few
weeks and I can’t afford uncertainty. I want this to be a message
for you all, you work for me. You help get me ‘meat’ to work on. I
own all of you and I want you to know that you live because I allow
it. You live whilst you are useful to me. If you cease to make my
life better, you cease to be. Take a long look at B there. She was
about to turn, and this is what’s happened. And make no mistake, I
will know if any one of you has any doubts going forward. I own you
bitches and you better not ever forget that.”

Imogen spoke
with a kind of over-passion. If anyone was listening in for the
first time, they would be convinced this was some kind of criminal
empire they had stumbled on. The talk, the murder of B, and the way
this woman spoke as though she ran a tight ship - and the warning
tone of her voice and then the way she took time out to make eye
contact with each and every one of the group there would leave
no-one in any doubt as to who was in charge here. But in charge of
what?

The underground
car park was deserted. In the distance, above, there was the sound
of the city going about its business. The group were several levels
below ground. No-one spoke after Imogen. There was that silence
again, and then the women herself spoke again.

“I want Gabriel
in my custody, tonight, as planned. You know what you’ve got to do
- so impress me. I’ve got something ‘special’ planned for Gabriel
and I don’t want anything to go wrong.”

She spoke of a
woman being taken into her custody and that language could suggest
she was a cop or something. A dirty cop maybe! She took time again
to look at every one of the six, to make sure they were getting
what she was saying. This woman, in her thirties was focussed, and
intense. There was something that was more than intimidating about
her - not least because she had just blown the head off another
woman in front of them all.

But it was more
than that. There was something disturbed about her. She looked like
a super attractive power dressed woman who kicked butts in a
corporate environment, and yes, who could have been a cop, but that
was on first glance. There was something beyond her eyes though.
There was that intensity and there was just this air about her that
was not right. She didn’t say anything else - she climbed into her
low slung Mercedes coupe convertible and fired up the V8. It purred
up the ramps towards the city streets. And for a while the group
looked at each other, but didn’t say anything.

 


TWO YEARS
AGO

 


‘Why are you
doing this to me? What have I done? Let me go!’

At least those
were the words inside her mind. Words that she couldn’t get out of
her mouth. Imogen had been taken out as she’d taken the side door
out of her work building, into an alleyway. Not in a month of
Sundays would she have been expecting anything to happen. She did
this every day. So, of course she was paralysed with fear when the
sack was pulled over her head and the cord ring pulled so that it
tightened on her throat. She tried to fight it but her arms were
folded behind her back and tight to her back. To make things more
uncomfortable her wrists were slid high, up towards her shoulder
blades and then held there as she was manhandled.

She could sense
more than one pair of hands on her. There were at least two people,
but probably more. It was difficult to tell because the only hands
that remained static were the ones holding her wrists. The other
hands were all over her, feeling her, mauling her. She had her bag
ripped away and she was aware of that being thrown away because she
heard it hit the floor and then slide. Then she was aware of a hand
going up her nylon sheathed leg, between her thighs and then
fingers, big fingers tugging at her pantyhose crotch. And then a
‘rip’ as the crotch was pulled out. And then that cool evening air
swirling around her most private and delicate flesh.

Then she was
aware of the joint rip and slicing, with a knife, of her panties,
as they were cut off her and discarded. The sack was rough around
her face and her neck and she wished she could pull it off, but it
was so tight to her throat, that it threatened to strangle her.
Then she was aware of her blouse being ripped open. Being blinded
as she was, she could hear every single button pop off and so she
knew that her breasts were exposed. The slice of a blade between
her tits relieving her of the bra that had been cradling her
voluminous breasts. Then that cool night air again swirling round
her breast flesh and her thimble like nipples.

By this time
the hands and fingers between her thighs had found her sex lips and
were pinching them. Pinching and tugging as though trying to get
reaction. When she did give one, a petrified scream, the sack was
pulled tighter around her face and a hand clamped it from outside
making her taste that rough horse hair or whatever the sack was
made from.

Imogen tried to
make sense of what she was being put through, she tried to make
sense of the fact that she hadn’t done anything to anyone so why
should she be in this predicament being treated like this? It only
dawned on her very slowly, ‘ok, ok, they’re sexually abusing me. So
they’ll rape me and let me go. Ok ok I can handle this - I’ll just
let them get on with it, let them do whatever they want to me and
then they’ll leave me alone. Once they’ve had their fun and
penetrated me, deposited their loads inside of me, then they’ll go
and leave me alone’.

That was the
thing about Imogen - she could process information - there was
nothing wrong with her brain - not at first at least. The problem
with Imogen’s brain was that it tended to overwork. So as she felt
fingers slipping inside of her, she, and as she had persuaded
herself that she might as well give in, even assisted them in what
they wanted to do to her, or she would get hurt, really hurt. But
then other thoughts invaded that headspace of her’s. ‘Fuck, what if
they can’t let me live after raping me? What if they just simply
cannot let me live after doing what they do to me for fear that I
will dob them in? They’ll just finish me off then. Slit my throat,
or gut me and leave me to bleed out so that the foxes, the rats and
the stray dogs have a free feed. Fuck I can’t let that happen. No
way can I let that happen.’

So she tried to
fight but that was futile. She was being held tight, and her feet
slightly off the floor. It must have been a big, strong man who was
holding her from behind, pressing into her, keeping her hands up
her back. One of her stilettos fell off and her legs splayed a
little bit. It had been her intention to fight these fuckers off
but she wasn’t physically strong enough. So she had the knowledge
that she was going to be raped and then probably murdered as those
fingers inside her were forcing her to produce sexual fluids. The
rest of it, immediately after was a blur.

She was aware
of being put into a vehicle and that didn’t make any sense to her.
They could have their fun with her in that little used alley - and
then they could just slide out into the early evening rush hour
traffic and not even be noticed. But now they were adding abduction
to their list of crimes. And that knowledge added to the notion
that they were going to take her somewhere to have a lot of ‘fun’
and then just finish her off. There was something else forming
inside her mind. ‘I hope they make it quick. Just do it and finish
me off. Don’t make it long. I’d rather it be quick.’

She had the
mind that she was in that back of the van lying down on her back.
There were too many hands over her for her to be able to fight it.
It was like every time she thought about a kick, or a punch then
hands were tight on her again preventing her from moving. It was
like she only moved what they wanted her to move. She was aware of
having her legs forced apart and then a big smelly man lying on top
of her, his legs forced between hers. And then of him guiding his
erection towards her wet slippery sex. Another thought crossed her
mind. ‘This dirty bastard of a man is already hard and this is how
he gets his rocks off, by forcing himself on a helpless woman. What
sort of a man is he?’

She could have
thought that about every one of the four men who entered her and
deposited their loads inside of her. At least she was penetrated
four times, she counted them. There was nothing wrong with her mind
or her ability to count to four as she was penetrated time after
time. She doubted that any of them would be repeaters. She’d come
to the conclusion in her mind that these sad excuses for men
couldn’t get it on properly with women and so they had to go round
like this and pick a victim.

And this
evening they had picked her. But then, why did those cocks hurt so
much? They’d felt ‘big’. Not just solid hard, but BIG, and thick.
And none of them had been gentle with her. None of them had slid
themselves into her with any regard for how she felt, or if they
were hurting her. It had been just them positioning themselves
right so that they could get inside her with one firm push, all the
way until they had been pressing with their cock heads against her
cervix.

 


Imogen wouldn’t
know how long she’d lay there for, swimming in semen that was
leaking from her. She’d been aware in the back of her mind that the
vehicle she was in was moving - there was side to side motion and
inertia that made her slightly nauseous. ‘Ok ok you’ve had your
fun, now just let me the fuck go you sick fucks.’ It was a fair
enough thing that was going through her mind. She’d not been hurt
too badly, as in beaten up, so she could get herself back home and
clean up. She wouldn’t say anything to anyone about this, and she’d
just recover from it slowly.

Ok ok it would
always be with her - she wouldn’t forget the night she left work
only to be snatched and raped four times. But she’d just get on
with life. That was what she’d do. But the thing was that that they
were taking her somewhere now. It had to be that they were taking
her somewhere to finish her off after all. After what they had done
to her they would be felons looking at long stretches in sex
offenders wings of prisons that wouldn’t treat them too well. So
now they had to finish her off.

And for some
reason that thought didn’t sit too well in her mind and what she
regarded as ‘fear’ was slithering through her veins with her blood.
She tried to speak with her head still in the sack but that didn’t
work. She had no trouble formulating the words in her mind but she
was unable to propel them from her mind into her mouth and then
out. If she could she would beg for them to let them go and promise
that she wouldn’t say anything to anyone about what had happened.
She’d already decided that was what she would do.

But now it was
like that was being taken away from her. And for the first time she
was thinking that they hadn’t finished with her yet. That them
penetrating her without her consent was just the start of their
‘fun’. The fear in her was real now. She could have got over the
rape if she’d been let to go. And she had been at peace with
herself knowing that maybe it would be over soon and they were
going to kill her. But now she just didn’t know. And that was worse
than anything at all - that she didn’t know. Once she started to
cry inside that rough sack, she didn’t really stop.

 


She didn’t know
how long she was travelling for. Her head had been swimming, trying
to comprehend how it had come to this. Her day had started just
like any normal day - for her it had been a good day that couldn’t
have got better if it tried. But then this - out of the blue, her
world being turned inside out and upside down. And her not knowing
if she was being taken to her death, or something else. Leaking
spent semen, having to lie in it, slip around on the floor of that
van in it, didn’t help her.

In the event it
was the ‘something else’ that would apply to her.

“Did you ‘use’
it like I told you, before you took it here?”

The accent was
Eastern European, maybe even Russian, but what Imogen couldn’t get
her still sacked head around was that it was a female voice. A
mature female voice. The sack was pulled off her and she blinked
and tried to clear her eyes and get used to the light again.

“Yes mummy, yes
we had some real fun with her. We got right inside of her belly and
unloaded inside her.”

Imogen was slow
to comprehend what was going on. The response to the woman’s voice
was as though from a retard. The ‘yes mummy’ and then the way he
spoke, and put words together. It was a man’s voice but the words
were almost childish. And the woman - fuck! In Imogen’s mind these
had been sick fucks acting on their own. But those words from the
woman told a different, almost sick story of their own.

She was on the
floor as her eyes got used to the light again. The first thing she
saw was the woman’s feet, in spiked stiletto court shoes - and her
nylon sheathed feet severely arched into the shoes. As Imogen began
the travel up those legs with her eyes, she was unable to
understand what she was seeing or what was happening. There was
another woman here so that should have been good. Another woman
would understand what she has been through and then help her to get
to safety.

But no - this
woman whoever she was, was part of what was happening to her and it
was like these retards were her puppets or something. What Imogen
saw when she looked up from the floor was a mature, attractive
woman maybe in her fifties, but she wore it well. She was tall,
long legged and curvy. And this woman looked down with something
like disdain to Imogen.

“Please help me
ma’am, I’ve been raped.”

That was the
first sign of Imogen not thinking right. Or the first sign that she
was losing her mind. Losing her mind at this point was not a good
thing.

“Oh, I am going
to help you, English slut. I am going to help you be what you
deserve to be.”

 



CHAPTER TWO

 


Imogen,
Apparently An ‘English Slut’

 


“There, there
must be some mistake. I think there has been a mistake. I shouldn’t
be here.”

Imogen
stuttered a little as she tried to get her head together. Tried to
make her way through the mush that was her mind but it was no
good.

“No mistake
‘Imogen’. It is exactly YOU who should be here.”

This Eastern
European sounding woman knew her! This was getting more fucked up
by the second and it sent a shard of acute fear through her.

“You KNEW what
these animals were going to do to me and you let them?”

Slowly, bit by
bit it was falling into place in Imogen’s mind but she was having
trouble fully understanding. There was this like block in her mind
that was preventing her from getting it totally.

“I positively
‘encouraged’ them to do it, and I will again. These are my babies
and they do things for mummy you see. And they did exactly what I
wanted them to do.”

It was like
Imogen had fallen asleep and woken up in this surreal fucked up
world. She tried to scramble to a sitting position, and she managed
it but her legs were splayed and the river of semen oozing out from
between her sex lips was very visible. Her clothes had been torn.
She’d long since lost her panties and her pantyhose were in shreds.
The skirt she’d been wearing was ripped up the seams and the blouse
and bra were no more. The more Imogen came round, the more there
was an anger building up inside her.

“But why? For
fucks sakes why?”

There was this
dumbstruck, bemused outrage to Imogen’s voice that told that she
really couldn’t understand why a woman would do this to another
woman.

“Because I can
slut. Because I saw you on the street and decided that I shall have
you, for my fun. For my gratification.”

The more this
woman spoke the more angry inside Imogen became. But as well as
that that anger there was something else.

“Ok so now your
‘babies’ have had their fun I can go right? I’ll just get a cab
outside and make my own way. Don’t worry I won’t say anything to
anyone. You need help you sick bitch, but I am not the one to give
it. So I’ll be on my way.”

There was a
certain amount of delusion in Imogen’s voice and what she was
saying. It was like there was too much happening all at the same
time for her to process it. From being raped and left, to being
raped and murdered, to being taken to this place and being faced
with this maniac of a woman who was serving to deepen a nightmare
that wouldn’t end, Imogen had been through all of the scenarios and
arrived here at this place.

The woman
laughed. She threw her mane of jet black hair back and laughed
softly.

“Ah you don’t
understand. Let me help you. Once I spotted you on the street, I
looked into you. Found out about you. Where you live, what you do.
Your family, friends, and your past. I looked to your
suitability.”

The woman
paused for Imogen to take it all in.

“But, but,
suitability for what exactly? And why get these freaks to do what
they did to me?”

She was shaking
her head like, yes she couldn’t understand it and that accounted
for that slight stuttering again,

“They are NOT
freaks, they are my babies. And you will regret calling them
freaks, I promise you. I needed to make sure you were suitable for
‘vanishing’ off the face of the earth. And surprise, surprise, you
turned out to be ‘perfect’ for my needs.”

It was like
this accented woman was speaking in riddles deliberately. Or like
she was only revealing a little bit at a time because she was
having fun doing it that way.

“Perfect for
your needs? And what exactly are your needs? And by the way, I
wasn’t perfect for ‘vanishing’ - I’ll be missed and people will be
looking for me. This city is covered in CCTV and I will be
traced.”

It was like
Imogen had hit a nail firmly on the head but she hadn’t. It was her
mind’s way of trying to cope and deal with an ever increasing
fear.

“Trust me, my
dear slut, you are perfect and there will be no-one looking for
you. It’s all been taken care of. You’ve run away like you did from
the last city you were in. You ran away and didn’t want to be
found. Just like you have this time. At least, that is how it will
look. That is how it DOES look.”

In the alley
outside work it had all been a lot simpler. Even when the sack had
been slipped over her head she’d thought it would be wrong and it
would be awful, but it would be over pretty quickly. Even if she
died it would be over fairly quickly. But the thing was it just got
more and more complicated for her mind to deal with, and now
this.

“But what do
you want with me for fucks sakes tell me?”

And it had come
down to that simple question. It had managed to find its way
through her mind to her mouth and then out from between her full
lips. Now she was realising that this woman actually had done some
research on her, though how she’d never know, and that bit worried
her as well.

“I want to hurt
you my dear. Psychologically, sexually, emotionally - I want to
hurt you in ways that you cannot even imagine. It’s that
simple.”

The woman
circled the still sitting Imogen, and her high heels clicked the
floor as she took each step.

“When I’ve
finished with you, you will be a shell. An empty shell which I will
cast away in some manner or other.”

Imogen heard
those words and she tilted her head as though she was trying to
process them. Then there was this look in her eyes as though she
recognised that she was in real danger now.

“But why, for
fucks sakes why would you do this to me, or to anyone?”

It was like she
was stalling for time. Like she knew her time was up and she was
trying to put off the inevitable.

“Because my
dear, sluts like you need to be destroyed. You need to be destroyed
from the inside out, and then abandoned, like waste meat.”

It didn’t
matter what questions Imogen asked, the answers just got worse. The
answers just painted an increasingly worse picture in her mind. It
came to the point where she didn’t have anything else to say and
she sank back into herself on the floor at this woman’s feet with
these four animals, this woman’s ‘babies’ all standing drooling
over her. This woman had issues obviously - ones that dated back
and made her who she was today.

 


Imogen was a
looker - she knew she was. She’d come from a broken home but that
hadn’t stopped her. In her school years the older boys weren’t
enough for her, it had to be the teachers she fucked, and sucked.
She wouldn’t have been the first to use her breath-taking
prettiness to snare a man, a real ‘man’. It had been like, if she
hadn’t been so fucking gorgeously stunning she would have led a
normal life. But she was stunning and that was the thing. She
learnt early that being that pretty could get her anything she
wanted.

And, to be fair
she didn’t do anything a shit load of other pretty girls didn’t do.
It was something she would get over, get through and grow out of.
And she did. As she got older she kind of grew up, and embraced her
looks, became more subtle with how she used them and therefor used
them less, in favour of making herself a career. She’d used her
looks last to get her grades, sucking off the exam marker once a
week for four weeks - making sure she didn’t spill a drop - making
sure all of that semen slipped down inside her gullet. And at the
end of that four week period she’d smiled to herself - she’d got
what she wanted again. She walked out of school and out of that
city leaving her foster parents not knowing where the fuck she had
gone. That was the first time she’d vanished without a trace. And
it wouldn’t be the last.

 


“Would you like
an orgasm my dear slut?”

That Eastern
European accent seemed stronger now, more pronounced which added to
the chills that Imogen felt.

“Go fuck
yourself you sick bitch and take the retards with you.”

Imogen was
angry. That anger had built up inside her until there was nowhere
left for it to go except out of her mouth. And she already knew
that this woman didn’t like the men being called freaks, or
retards, even though in her opinion that was exactly what they
were.

She’d been made
more angry, being bondaged the way she was. And that anger had only
been slightly watered down with the pain she was in. In her mind it
was ok because there was no way that she would orgasm for this
woman. In fact, she was quite bemused why this woman thought she
could just give her an orgasm. She could whistle for her orgasm.
Imogen didn’t give her orgasms to just anyone, let alone the
facilitator of her multiple rape. Except that wasn’t quite
true.

“Oh my dear,
you will cum, and cum again. You will cum until you beg me to stop.
Then when I stop you will beg me for more. And that is how I will
break you - one orgasm at a time.”

In a normal
world this woman would have sounded quite insane, quite mad. But in
the here and now she sounded just positively demonic. In the here
and now there was nothing wrong with what she was saying. There was
nothing wrong with her saying out loud that she was going to
further rape Imogen with her own orgasms. It was just like it was
all normal and that just made it more awful - it just made it more
nightmare like.

Imogen had been
taken to a different room now - a windowless one and there was
nothing in it, no furniture, or floor covering. There was just this
‘rig’ on which Imogen had been fixed. There were a few wooden
chairs scattered round randomly. But other than this the room was
‘cold’ in its lighting and vibe. The woman’s heels clicked the
floor and those clicks sent out random echoes that bounced off
walls and ceilings before coming back.

Imogen was
standing in just her own high heels. They were about the only
things that were in tact now. A pole that seemed to be fixed and
buried into the floor, came up between her legs and there, right
there was the obvious notion that she had been impaled on the pole.
That she had been placed over it and this pole, somehow jacked up
and whatever was on the end of it, pushed up inside her, as far as
it would go. The expressions of discomfort on Imogen’s face would
be the tell-tale signs of that discomfort.

The knees of
her long, long legs had been brought in towards the pole and then
secured to it, leaving the bottoms of her legs, and her feet to
‘splay’ out. And her lower legs and her feet had been left to move
as much as they could and that was odd. It was as though they had
been left like that deliberately as a visual stimulation. Whoever
this woman was, she was not a man! A man’s turn ons and switches
were flicked in different ways to women’s. And this was a worry for
Imogen. This was something also that would cause anyone to be
worried for her.

Her arms had
been brought up behind her back, cinched at the elbows and then
tightly tied at the wrists. A hook then fed between her wrists.
That hook connected to a pulley chain that enabled her arms to be
pulled up high, with ease. This left Imogen vulnerable and exposed.
The bondage was simple. It didn’t need to be elaborate or
complicated - it just needed to be effective. And this was
effective.

The woman had
stood back, once Imogen had been secured and she’d taken a long
look at her. Strangely there was this smile on her face that didn’t
ring true. There was this smile on her face that didn’t hide the
sadism in what she had planned for Imogen.

“You’re gonna
be in deep shit for this, I promise you. Deep. Fucking. Shit!”

To say that
Imogen was less than amused would be an understatement of massive
proportions. But it wouldn’t lessen the terrible feeling of doom
that was enveloping her right at this point in time. The woman
didn’t respond to what Imogen had said - she didn’t need to. Indeed
why would she? She had what she had set out to get. She had Imogen
where she needed her, for now. She didn’t need to respond in detail
to the ramblings of a woman who was ‘fucked’.

Imogen’s
breasts were ‘magnificent’. There had to be a double or treble G
cup there. And the thing was that these breasts, hung and swung as
vulnerable as the rest of her was in that simple but effective
bondage. The hoisting up of her arms had created this forward
leaning stance - indeed Imogen was bent forward slightly at the
hips and this allowed those heavy mature breasts to hang and
swing.

The nipples,
just in the chilled air of that room had swollen and elongated and
become ‘attractions’ in themselves. In comparison to her pale
breast flesh those nipples had become almost black in their
swelling.

“You have
extraordinary, beautiful breasts, slut. Nice fat, juicy nipples -
sexual organs in their own right.”

And the woman
had moved in close now and was trailing perfectly manicured fingers
over one of the hanging breasts. Just using a painted nail to
indent the flesh a little. Just stroking the breast in delicate,
almost gentle strokes. And that gentleness belied what this woman
had instigated against Imogen.

If Imogen could
have twisted away from the attention being shown to first one
breast then the other, then she would have - but she couldn’t. She
clenched her teeth in anger. But one had to wonder if that anger
was aimed at the woman stroking her tit, or at herself for how she
knew her nipples and her sexuality would react to this
attention.

“Just do what
you want and let me the fuck go will you, please?”

And by this
time there was this drained quality to Imogen’s voice. But the
worry was that she actually might have thought deep down that she
was going to be released once this sick bitch and her babies’d had
some more fun with her.

“I’m going to
have fun with you, at my leisure. But you are not going anywhere.
You’re here for the duration my dear.”

And her hot
breath was washing over Imogen’s face as she stroked her breasts in
little circles all heading towards the proud and erect nipples.
There was a low level groan, almost a grunt of anger from Imogen as
she felt her both nipples fill, and bloat a little more under the
weight of expectation that they too would be stroked like this. But
that was just it - the woman didn’t stroke the nipples. Instead she
stroked around, and around them.

She allowed her
nails to catch the little pimples of her aureole, and that created
a sensation that was close to maddening. It was as though Imogen
had been turned on to a higher level - and yet at the same time she
was knowing that she didn’t want to be turned on like this.

But that woman
didn’t touch, not even in the slightest, those nipples. She just
scraped the speckled, pimpled aureole of Imogen and all the time
she was watching her.

“You’re very
angry. I get that. But that anger will go - it will subside. My
advice to you, at this point, is relax. You can’t do anything about
this. You can be angry but that will take you down quicker. I want
you to be broken ‘slowly’ and ‘eventually’. All you need to do is
go with it because you can really do nothing else. ‘This’ is what
you are here for - you are here for ‘me’ and this is what I want to
do with you, so enjoy it, especially these early stages, because it
will not always be as pleasant as this.”

The woman was
speaking sense. And the more erect her nipples became the more
Imogen growled in her throat less. She didn’t want to give up, or
give in like this and inside she was trying to fight it, trying not
to ‘enjoy’ what this woman was doing to her but she didn’t control
that bit. This was what was worse for Imogen at this point - that
she should have been angry and fighting tooth and nail to get away,
or something. Instead she could feel her mind going downhill - she
didn’t want it, but she could feel herself sinking into it none the
less.

“That’s much
better, slut. Just go with it. You’ll be wanting me to ‘touch’ your
nipples about now, right? I know you will and it’s perfectly
understandable that you want that.”

Imogen’s
breathing had become more shallow, more focussed. She tried to
answer the woman but her words came in breathless stutters.

“Why would you
do this? You’re a woman, I’m a woman. Please. For gods sakes.”

There wasn’t
really a plead in there, or a begging. It was just final words
before she sank into something that was dirty and wanton. It was
just words to fill in the void. She didn’t want to admit that she
wanted to feel this woman’s nails over her nipples - or that she
wanted this same woman to find the saturated wetness, between her
legs.

 



CHAPTER
THREE

 


Imogen - Into
The Abyss

 


Imogen didn’t
want this woman to know that she was clinging to the appendage,
greedily inside her either. She didn’t want her to know that if she
clung to that appendage then she could get herself little shots of
pleasure. Probably at this point Imogen hated herself for how she
felt.

“There that’s
much better, isn’t it slut? You can feel yourself going - you’re
wet-through, and your nipples ache and throb for the touch,
right?”

It was
pointless Imogen hoping, or even praying that she could hide, or
withhold her arousal from this woman - she already knew. This woman
knew things that one shouldn’t know about another and that didn’t
help the state of Imogen’s mind. She could feel herself letting go,
but she desperately didn’t want to. She squeezed that appendage
that was pressing against her cervix and as she did that she let
out little mewling, whimpering sounds from between her lips. She
didn’t want to do that either because the woman knew then and she
would put two and two together. But this woman was one step ahead
of her all the time.

Whatever this
woman was, however twisted in the brain she was, however deranged
and perverted she was, she knew other women inside and out. And she
knew her captures on an intimate, microbe level and this was
worrying also. Imogen might not be able to get it fully as she sank
into that abyss. But if she could think, if she could get even a
split second of logic flowing through her mind she would realise
that she was in some kind of desperate danger - some kind of awful
danger that she wouldn’t be able to simply walk away from.

She couldn’t
twist away from the attentions of this woman and yet Imogen wanted
that. But she didn’t at the same time. There was this thing where
the arousal in her grew but so too did the anger. This was where
her real downfall began - where her real ‘breaking’ began. It was
in the same place as that anger and arousal mix. Where those two
sensations blended and morphed into one was where the beginning of
the end existed for Imogen. It was where the woman she was going to
be going forward would be formed, and framed. It was where the
Imogen of the future would be ‘made’.

 


“Oh god,
please, please touch my nipples. Please fucking god, please touch
my nipples, please.”

There was this
drenched, pseudo wet quality to Imogen’s extended words. They
dripped from between her full lips. There was this inbuilt ‘croak’
to her voice that told of a growing despair. The woman had been
working the breasts and around the nipples for some time. Her work
with her manicured nails had been incessant and it had been gentle.
It had been so gentle so as to be ultimately and extremely cruel.
There was a contrast and this contradiction that existed all in
one. And that was that this woman could be brutally cruel, but she
could be brutally gentle and sensuous as well and when those two
came together, it produced something the was beautifully damaging,
exhilaratingly damaging.

Imogen was
giving in when she didn’t want to. She was sliding into that abyss
when she desperately didn’t want to. Somewhere in the back of her
mind she was putting her hatred for this woman aside. She could
deal with her later but right now it was the pleasure that was the
most important thing in her life. It was the frustration and the
desperate arousal she could feel - she had to get over that and
once she did - then she would deal with the sick bitch.

“You mean, like
‘this’?”

And as the
woman swiped her finger pad over the tip of one nipple, Imogen let
out a bellow. That single swipe of the fingertip had produced
enough sexual energy, enough sexual pleasure to sink a battle ship.
If Imogen’s knees could have given way under her, they would. But
that single swipe of the finger pad had revealed another level of
cruelty in the bondage that Imogen was being held in.

Her knees were
secured to the pole that she was impaled on and she could only move
her lower legs. So she couldn’t go down and she couldn’t twist
away. The overhang of her breasts were at the complete and utter
mercy of this woman and there was nothing she could do about it.
Her arms were up high behind her, out of the way, disabled.

“Yes, yes, oh
god yes. Please yes please yes.”

Imogen was
being degraded and she didn’t even know it - she didn’t even
realise it at this point. She was begging for this woman’s
attentions and all she needed, all she wanted was some kind of
gratification. She had felt the humiliation as she had been fixed
to the rig, but that had been masked by her anger at the fact that
she was being held and had been abused by this woman and her
‘babies’. But now her degradation was deeply entrenched. It would
be inflicted and she would eventually come down out of the sexual
euphoria and feel it, full force.

“You want a
nipple orgasm right? I know you do. Just ask me nicely for one, and
you shall receive.”

In Imogen’s
world at this point, this was the woman being ultimately kind to
her and that didn’t make sense but she didn’t care - what she
wanted was selfish and it was greedy, but she didn’t care.

“Yes, yes
please a nipple orgasm yes, yes please, please yes, please god,
please a nipple orgasm.”

Imogen could
barely get her words out and what she did get out were irregular
and controlled by her breathing. Her tongue kept touching the
corner of her mouth and then running across the underside of her
top lip. And those full lips were trembling, quivering.

She’d probably
admit that she had never felt this aroused before. She’d probably
admit that even at the heights of her using her sexuality when she
was a teen, did her hormones rage like they were raging now. And
even in that acute, concentrated desire that she was feeling she
knew it was wrong and yet she didn’t care. She couldn’t work out
that she was being made to feel and act like this woman wanted her
to feel and act. She certainly didn’t know that she was acting and
behaving in a way that when she came down, she would despair
in.

“Good slut. Are
you ready? After three - one, two, three.”

And the woman
swiped the tip of one nipple and in that simple, quick and gentle
action Imogen exploded in an orgasm that began at her nipples, both
of them, but spread down to her clitoris and then throughout her
femininity. And again, if she could have gone down to her knees she
would have - but she couldn’t. The intensity and the acuteness of
the orgasm immediately frazzled her brain to the point that her
mind didn’t know what to do with itself. That instant orgasm was so
cruelly intense and beautiful that it paralysed Imogen’s brain and
her body.

Her eyes opened
wide, as though they were about to pop and her mouth opened as
well. There was a thought that maybe she would try to speak. But
all that came out of her mouth was little sighing, sounds as she
tried to regulate her own breathing. All that came out were wet
sounds and little dribbles of drool. Dirty sounds and drool.

And as the
orgasm progressed there was a quickening of her breathing - it was
as though she couldn’t cope with all of that pleasure at once. It
was as though she didn’t even know such pleasure existed and there
was this bemusement in her eyes. As though she didn’t know if this
orgasm would peak or not. It just kept building and building and
building.

And then a fear
in those eyes that, what if it didn’t peak? What then? There was
this awful expression on Imogen’s face that told of a despair at
the pleasure she was feeling. And all the woman was doing was
butterfly stroking that one nipple. It seemed wrong somehow that
this mature, accented woman could do what she was doing here. As
though, what right did she have to be doing this to Imogen after
she’d set her ‘babies’ on her the way she had?

“There is no
‘god’ here slut - just me, and my babies.”

As though
Imogen needed reminding of those babies. There was this low level
growling coming from her - somewhere in the back of her throat. A
low level growling that was almost feral in its tone. Almost
‘filthy’ in the way it came out of her mouth. And then as the
orgasm peaked, or rather as the woman brought that orgasm to a peak
Imogen cried out.

She could feel
herself gripping that appendage she was impaled on - and she was so
nuanced, so micro controlled by this woman that she could feel her
own wetness oozing down the pole. She could feel it slipping from
her and clinging to the pole like it had a life of its own.

“Filthy little
slut. MY little slut. And now it’s time to take you back down, so
thank me. Thank me for the orgasm before you come down from
it.”

This woman was
good - whatever good meant in this context. At this point she was
controlling Imogen - she wasn’t just controlling the narrative, she
was controlling the core of the woman’s femininity. She was the
puppet master of Imogen’s sexuality and she was the owner of
Imogen’s dignity.

“Thank you,
thank you so much, thank you, god thank you, thank you, thank
you.”

Every word was
a heartfelt effort for Imogen to get out between deep, heaving
breaths as the orgasm peaked, and then began to come down the other
side. Her lips had dried and cracked, and yet there were her juices
running down the pole as she had squeezed and greedily milked
herself trying to get the absolute most out of that orgasm.

And at its
height this orgasm was all that mattered. It was all that existed
in her world, and being penetrated by this woman’s babies was a
small price to pay for such pleasure - indeed, she’d do it again.
Being abducted off the street was a small price to pay for this
pleasure. ANYTHING would have been a small price to pay for THIS
pleasure.

But there is
always a price to pay. There had to be a price that Imogen would
pay for that minute or so of total undiluted pleasure and as she
came down from that orgasm so that price would begin to consume
her. Yes she was breathless from the orgasm, her chest expanded and
contracted as she tried to breathe again in a normal way. But as
that orgasm receded, as it faded out to grey and then faded out
altogether she was left with reality. She HAD been raped, she HAD
been abducted, and now she’d had her sexuality entrapped, and
controlled by this woman.

Now the pure
degradation was consuming her like the pure orgasm had consumed
her. And then there was the pure despair of what had just happened
to her. All of the emotions, anger, despair and need for that
orgasm to be back inside her, all joining forces to bring the
absolute reality of what was happening to her, to her full
knowledge.

There was this
expression on her face that was sad, and yet erotic to see. There
was this vibe that oozed from her of her regret in orgasming that
way. Regret that she let it happen. Regret that she let this
monster of a woman make her enjoy being raped by her own orgasm.
There was this desolate look on her face that told of her
‘knowledge’ - that told the woman that Imogen knew what had
happened and what was happening inside her mind now. There was this
utter, pure, drenched despairing look that told the woman Imogen
was where she needed her to be right now.

“You see, slut?
You see what I can do to you easily? Imagine what I am going to do
with you when I put a little more effort into it.”

The woman was
smiling. She knew she’d begun the process of breaking Imogen and
that this was just the start.

“You fucking
bitch, you fucking, FUCKING bitch - let me go!”

Imogen spat her
words but the woman smiled.

“Whatever
happened to ‘please’ and ‘god’? Now Are you ready to continue?”

 


Imogen’s arms
were still behind her and secured together at the elbows and
wrists, but they had been lowered now, so that forward bend could
be straightened out and so that she could be upright. There had to
be an agony associated with the way her elbows were so cinched that
they touched. There was this definite deformation of the arms, and
then the look of pain as she was stood upright again. There would
have been the inclination in her to twist away from this woman. She
certainly didn’t want to face her - and she didn’t want her to be
in her face like this, but she didn’t control that any more than
she controlled her own sexuality and her own orgasm.

Her knees were
still secured to that pole that she was impaled on, and she could
feel that appendage inside her move as she was brought fully
upright again. It was like she was being taken on this nightmarish
roller coaster ride that she had no control over what-so-ever. Most
of all she had this wave of despair that had been paused over her
at what this woman was putting her through. She wanted to cover her
breasts - she wanted to cross her arms over her chest to cover up
her engorged, obscene nipples but she couldn’t do that. And for
some reason at this time, this was key for her.

There was this
thing in her mind that if she could cover up those nipples then it
wouldn’t be so bad. If she could cover up her nipples then she
might be able to try to talk her way out of this. This was normal,
for her to think that she might still be able to get out of this.
It was her mind, and her body’s way of trying to get her through
it. It was nature’s way of helping her to cope with what she was
going through. It was natural that she see some chance of however
small chink of light at the end of a very long tunnel. But it was a
branch of this particular nature that was being lost.

“Please, can I
go now, please?”

Imogen sounded
defeated. Her voice sounded tiny, and there was this darting,
unfocussed quality to her eyes that was as disturbing as the state
of her mind.

“No my darling,
you most certainly cannot go anywhere. You’re my ‘toy’. And I want
to play with you.”

The woman’s
tone had changed. She wasn’t being chatty, the slut to the darling
terminology wasn’t something that she was ‘meaning’. It was
supposed to be her being light-hearted, kind of, in amongst all of
Imogen’s despair and that dose of reality that she had been
given.

“Are you ready
for more orgasms? I mean continuous orgasms that will blow your
mind even more than it’s been blown already? And then, some time a
little later, I’ll give you to my babies to play with again, just
for a little while until we move on to the next stage of your
demise.”

One couldn’t
imagine that these were words that Imogen would have wanted to
hear. She’d been through the worse living nightmare in her lifetime
so far. She’d been abducted, sexually assaulted, penetrated,
bondaged and forced to orgasm in the cruellest most inhumane way
possible and then she’d been brought back down into the real world.
Now she’d been taken down out of that sexual euphoria to the real
world and she wanted out of this place now.

One could try
to imagine what this was like for her. What this predicament was
like for her. Except it wasn’t a predicament she was in. She was
existing through a crime. In effect she was a crime scene and yet
this woman didn’t appear to share that grim reality.

“Please,
please, please don’t do that to me, please, I’ll do anything, but
not that, please.”

For the first
time there was a heartfelt sobbing from Imogen. All of that despair
and all of that reality was beginning to bite into her psyche in a
way that was not good. And now that she’d had the immediate future
mapped for her, now that she knew she was going to be raped with
more orgasms, and by this woman’s babies again, there was this deep
seated misery that was sinking in and tumbling round her psyche
now.

“Oh nonsense,
slut, you’ll be begging for more orgasms, not begging me not to
give you them, you’ll see.”

She sounded
quite mad, that has to be said. That should have provoked a
reaction of outrage from Imogen - that this could not happen. That
she couldn’t be treated like this and the woman expect to get away
with it. The reaction could have included anger, and pure undiluted
frustration at how this woman was blatantly breaking the law in
preventing Imogen’s freedom and her liberty. Frustration and added
anger that she was completely oblivious to the fact that she could
go to jail for a very long time if this ever got out.

But maybe
Imogen was missing the point. Maybe that nature in her, helping her
to survive, helping her through this was masking the absolute
reality that this would never get out - not in the way that saw her
being released and these crimes being punished anyway.

 



CHAPTER FOUR

 


Imogen, Endless
Orgasm

 


“No, nooooooo,
please noooooooooo.”

Imogen managed
to get the words out between deep guttural sobs. The woman was
pulling her fingers up and around Imogen’s slippery sex lips. She
was tracing the labia minora’s stretch around that appendage with a
delicate forefinger and nail. Imogen could feel what she was doing
and that made her feel wretched. She should have been able to
protect herself. She should have been able to bat this off but she
couldn’t. She had limited movement in her high heels - but that was
a splaying movement that did nothing for her. In fact what that
movement provided was like a little girl splaying of her lower
legs, and feet wide with toes pointing in. It was like that ‘look’
had been deliberately built in for some reason. As though it was
catering to a particular ‘kink’ or a particular psychological issue
that someone had.

Imogen when
down in the despair and the reality had been physically sickened at
how this woman had been able to make her orgasm by nipple touch
alone. For some reason that made her feel like she was less of a
woman than she was. Like she should have been able to resist that
orgasm, just brush it off in her mind. But she hadn’t been able to
do that and it made her feel beyond wretched - it made her feel
pathetic, and weak. And now this woman was helping herself to her
sex lips. She couldn’t get more penetrated than she was already,
because of that appendage, and that was ‘something’ she reasoned
with herself.

But this woman
had this ability to arouse her. She had this ability to gain
control of her and then arouse her at will. Imogen couldn’t have
been less ‘in the mood’, and yet this woman, what she did, it
should have been another criminal offence, a specific criminal
offence to force someone to be aroused against their will. Except
there came a point when it was not against the will. There came a
point when Imogen would want that arousal and need it. And that
then would lead to her craving the orgasms that would be given to
her. And it was this knowledge, this ‘dread’ that came together and
sank Imogen into this newer depths of sexual despair.

What the woman
was doing was reducing Imogen, slowly and systematically. She was
doing it in a way that was not rushed. And it was not rushed for a
simple reason, that being so that there could be no mistakes, or
nothing that would have to be repeated. It was as though the woman
was working with a one off, one way trip in mind and nothing would
sway her from that path.

“Now now slut,
you know you want this, and need it.”

The woman was
using her finger, and Imogen’s leaking juices to lubricate round
the stretched labia. She was being gentle, very sensuous, but
despite this, Imogen could feel every nuance of her finger tips.
And as a result her cunt was pulsating, and sucking on the
appendage, trying to get a purchase on it, trying to suck pleasure
out of the inanimate appendage she was impaled on and because she
was ‘aware’ she was also feeling that she was getting weaker as a
woman, by the second.

“You see,
you’re going to that special place already. You think I don’t know
a true slut when I see one?”

The woman was
down, squatting on her own high heels as she worked the delicate,
stretched labial flesh of Imogen. And from Imogen herself there was
this low level groan that was coming from her - like a drug addict
who had been injected and was just waiting for the hit. This was
Imogen feeling this woman using her fingers on her sexual flesh and
she was just waiting for the euphoric, sexual hit. And because she
knew, or sensed what she would be reduced to when that hit came,
there was this groan coming from her.

It was a form
of demonstration against what was being done to her. Like a futile
resistance. But it was just that, futile in that embedded in that
‘groan’ was the knowledge that it was all hopeless for her - and
then beyond that knowledge the need for the pleasure to take her
again. And then the question playing and replaying in her mind,
‘what sort of a woman am I?’

In that groan
was the definite objection to be taken where she was being taken,
but also a weary, almost exhausted resignation that this was where
she was going. The woman deliberately avoided popping the clitoral
bundle from under the fleshy hood. That clitoris hood was tighter
due to the stretch of the rest of the vaginal flesh around the
appendage. But it was there for the taking. The woman would be able
to help herself to the holy grail of female sexuality in due
course. She just wasn’t ready to do that yet.

At this time
she was content with squatting on her heels and running her finger
through those thickening, leaking juices that were coating the
swollen and stretched labial flesh. But she was doing it in a way
that reverberated up and around to the hooded clitoral flesh. She
did it slowly only increasing the reverberations very gradually -
always Imogen’s need being more than what the woman was
delivering.

And that way
there was this addiction forming in Imogen - not one that she would
be aware of, or not one that she would be able sense. But one that
was being seeded in her by this woman. One that was being seeded
and then that would be nurtured in the hours, the days and the
weeks ahead. At least that was the plan. But one knows all about
the best laid plans!

For now this
woman was on top and she was fully intending to put Imogen through
the metaphorical ringer. She moved in closer to the tethered
younger woman, and she kept using her fingers on that saturated
labial flesh, but she was gently blowing on it as well. She was
leaning forward, pursing her own full lips and ‘blowing’. She blew
on the fat, stretched labia first but then she directed her blowing
to the hooded clitoral flesh and this got an audible and visual
response from Imogen.

“Uuhhhhhhh no,
fuckkkkk nooooooooo.”

That blowing
created a ‘throb’ inside the hood - that was the clitoris coming
alive. That was the beast awakening and Imogen recognised this and
what it meant. She was knowing that once her clitoris started to
fill up, and started to erect and bloat, that she would be back in
‘that place’. And she knew that she was not in a position to
prevent this from happening. Somehow in her mind, this woman was
committing even more gross offences to her now.

Before, it was
just about her nipples. Her nipples had become obscene and
grotesque so now she was working on Imogen’s most private sexual
flesh and this was a step too far. But again there was nothing that
Imogen herself could do about this.


‘Pleeeeeeeeeeease, please fuckkkkk nooooooo.”

Almost heart
wrenching begging as the woman worked incessantly. By the time the
woman’s tongue was flicking up and down and around Imogen’s
dripping labial flesh, Imogen was trembling in this bodily way. It
was like there was not a single piece of her flesh that was not
trembling at the same time as being in this bondage. It was like a
scene of utter female on female atrocity and it was something that
was almost too much to comprehend.

The nameless
woman must have had serious issues. That was a given. One had to
wonder what her backstory was? One had to wonder how she had come
to the place in her mind that she was at? A place that saw her do
what she was doing to Imogen? There had to be this sense that she
had been subjected to some kind of sexual adversity in her life.
Just ‘something’ that saw her even think about doing these things
to another woman, let alone actually do them. The longer one
ponders on this, the darker it becomes in the mind. Like one of
those vicious circles that was endless.

She saturated
the labia and the base of the appendage with her own drool and then
she trailed her tongue back down and around to the clitoral hood.
And what she did with her tongue tip then was simply tease it.
Tease it and torment it, and Imogen felt it for her despair and
degradation to be deepened. And then the woman was blowing again.
Flicking again, giving more contact with her fleshy wet tongue to
that clitoral hood, and then blowing.

She was
applying some pressure with the tip of her tongue but in the
smallest of ways to the clitoris hood and she was then beginning to
shift that flesh with her tongue. She was beginning to just apply
some sideways pressure so that the flesh of the hood moved and so
that the clitoral bundle under the hood could feel it.

“Uhhhhhhh
nooooooo please, nooooooooo.”

Imogen’s
whimpering, mewling begging was as though from a woman who
desperately didn’t want to be raped with more pleasure, but who’s
desperation for it to happen outweighed the desperation not to be
taken there. It was a psychological game, or a war that she could
not win, no matter how she tried to figure it out in her mind. But
that was just it - her ability to figure anything in her mind was
becoming less and less. And the sexual energy was beginning to wash
through her at a high rate of knots.

The woman blew
over the flesh of the hood, and she did that she thrummed her
lips,

“Let’s get this
little baby out of its bed shall we? Let’s have some real, dirty
fun with it. I know you want it.”

It was her way
of letting Imogen know that she was upping the ante. It was her way
of letting Imogen know that she was about to surpass another
milestone in her breaking.

“Oh, goddddd
no, please, please nooooo, please.”

Imogen sounded
like she meant what she was pleading. Except that sexual euphoria
flowing through her was fucking with her to the extent that this
‘sound’ came out of her mouth that was both filthily sexual and,
and despairing all at the same time.

The woman
sucked the clitoral bundle out from under the fleshy hood. And to
do that she sealed her lips to the area over the hood, and then she
literally ‘sucked’. She sucked until the hood popped and until all
of that gooey, clitoral flesh oozed out into her mouth. And then
she held onto that ‘suck’. She played with the bundle of clitoral
nerves in her mouth, rolling them over her tongue and pressing them
up into the roof of her mouth.

What she was
doing was encouraging the clitoris to engorge in Imogen’s own
blood. What she was doing was bringing that flesh, those wide open
receptors of the clitoris to the fullest and the most tender and
sensitive of erections inside her mouth. She was sealing those
hyper sexual nerve receptors inside her wet, warm mouth and she was
coaxing them and encouraging them to fill and bloat so that they
would be at their most triggered and so that they would be at their
most ready.

“Mmmmmmmm
mmmmmmmm mmmmmm.”

The noises that
came from Imogen were different now. They signified that she was in
different place. They signified that she was in a deeper head space
than she had been before. As though she wasn’t aware of the sounds
she was making and only aware of what this woman was doing to her,
and that she wanted more, and more of it. They were sounds of a
woman so switched on, so on the edge of her own sexual abyss that
there was only one way that this was going to go. That there was
only one cesspit that she was going to be taken down into by this
woman.

It was a
natural thought, or a natural expectation in her diminishing mind
that the woman would bring her to another orgasm. That was the
natural and quite understandable expectation, right? Except it
wasn’t exactly like that. Once the woman had erected and teased the
clitoral bundle in her mouth, she let it ‘plop’ out. She spat it
out leaving Imogen gasping for breath. Leaving her desperate for
the pleasure to continue on to orgasm.

“That’s enough
of that, for now. I have to say, you do taste delicious though
sweetheart. Very delicious. My babies are going to enjoy you to the
maximum in around two days’ time. But until then…”

And she left
her words hanging. Until then, what?

 


An Hour
Later

 


“Please, please
let me orgasm, please. Fuck, please let me please?”

If Imogen had
been desperate before then it came nowhere close to what she was
now. The woman had turned her on, switched her on, wired her to the
extent that the need for orgasm was instant and it was
debilitating. And then she had taped a large, round headed vibrator
of industrial proportions down her tummy with that head, that all
damaging head, just about touching the clitoris. Just about able to
send it’s damaging vibrations into the base of the clitoral bundle
so that the pleasure could rise to the tips. And this was a
vibrator that didn’t have batteries that needed to be changed. It
didn’t have a ‘rest’ mode that would let Imogen recover in any
meaningful way - actually in any way at all. It was wired into the
mains, and it was relentless.

The woman had
secured it, adjusted it and fine-tuned it and then started it off.
What this vibrator did, another simple thing like the bondage, was
provide orgasm, after orgasm after orgasm with no respite. What it
did, what this woman did was incessantly cruel. Actually the word
‘cruel’ does not suffice for what this woman and this ‘thing’ would
do to Imogen over a period of two days. If there was anything that
truly shaped what this woman became in later life, then this was
it.

The abduction,
the ‘babies’, the appendage, all of that was just precursor to
this. All of that was just preparation for what was to come. But
make no mistake, this experience in Imogen’s life was ‘the’ turning
point. Or the tipping point. It was the point at which she tipped
into an abyss of her own. It was the point at which the future
would begin to be formed for her.

She’d wanted
and needed the orgasm so badly. She would have done anything,
literally for the orgasm to be back. She would have even willingly
taken part in obscene and degrading sexual acts with the ‘babies’
in return for the orgasm to take her to that special place. But
that was before this thing had been taped to her. It was a crude
bondage addition that had been added to the simplicity and the
effectiveness of what had been done already. And once that vibrator
had been set on it’s destructive, relentless mission, there was no
going back.

Imogen had let
out a deep, feral, guttural moaning sound that was one of absolute
despair because something inside her was letting her know what was
coming. Something inside her was forewarning her that the next two
days meant nothing except orgasm after orgasm.

Maybe that
would have been something that she’d rather not know in advance.
Indeed, how could she know? But this was what this woman did to
other women. This was what she did to them with ease. She let
little things slip - she let, or made Imogen fill in the gaps. She
didn’t tell her what would happen she just forced Imogen to do the
maths and fill in the gaps.

Even before the
first orgasm had exploded from her, Imogen knew what the immediate
future held for her and the noise she made told of that utter
despair and horror. The first orgasm happened under such pressure
that her cunt would have exploded with juices had it not been for
the appendage that she was sucking on. As it was, just ribbons of
drool leaked past the stretch of her sexual flesh and told of that
pressure. There was the undulation of her lower tummy and her sex
that told of something happening inside her.

What was
happening inside her was the need to suck on that appendage - suck
on it and get as much pleasure from it as she could even though she
knew that the orgasm after that, and the subsequent ones that would
hit her every few minutes would literally suck the life out of her.
She would crave those orgasms and when every one of them hit her
every wide open, live receptor she would feel the energy, the
femininity and the dignity being sucked right out of her. There was
this knowledge in her that was mapping out how this would affect
her over the two days, but in the beginning at least, she wouldn’t
give a flying fuck about that.

It would all be
about her greed to begin with. It would be all about her sucking as
much as she could from those orgasms and fuck the consequences. But
with each and every one of those orgasms she would be made, forced
to work harder and harder. The orgasms would become more intensive
and mind blowing but the work she would have to do with her mind
would become harder and harder.

And what she
would have to do with her body, with her sexuality and with her
femininity, debilitated by the way she was bondaged, would become
harder as well. There was no other way of describing it, other than
to say that she would struggle. After five, ten, fifteen orgasms,
she would begin to become fatigued. But the large headed vibrator
didn’t recognise fatigue and then make allowances for that. It just
went on, and on, and on.

 



CHAPTER FIVE

 


2 Days Later -
Imogen, A Woman Damaged

 


The woman
hadn’t stayed with Imogen the whole way through. Quite deliberately
she had left her alone in isolation to deal with the never ending
orgasm all on her own. It was another psychological blow that this
unnamed woman had delivered. Imogen had never known this woman’s
name - that had been the first blow inflicted and one that had
delivered a lasting effect. If Imogen had known the woman’s name,
maybe there would have been a connection between them. Maybe then,
there would have been something to build on - something that might
have led to the two of them ‘talking’. It could have been a way in
to establishing dialogue.

That had to be
a deliberate thing - the disconnect between the two. The fact that
there was nothing personal or intimate between them making it
impossible for Imogen in her moments of clarity to open that
dialogue between her and this woman. The only intimacy being the
raping of her sexuality by this woman. The fact that she had taken
over and possessed her sexuality and her orgasms. And all that did
was add to Imogen’s sense of diminishing femininity and
dignity.

Oh yes,
dignity, now there’s a word. Imogen had been a dignified girl - one
who had been developing nicely into a stunning example of
femininity. But it had been like that development had been hijacked
by the woman. Like she had simply halted the normal development of
Imogen and altered the path to her own narrative. At the end of the
two days, at the mercy of the vibrator taped to her, it became
clear that what there was of Imogen had been not just altered, but
destroyed to an extent. Certainly the Imogen that had been there
before was not there anymore. Certainly what was left of her was
something that was less ‘woman’ and more ‘creature’.

‘How do you
feel, slut, now that you’ve been destroyed like this?”

The woman spoke
in a tone that was ‘with knowledge’. It could be said that no-one
would know how such a two day incessant orgasmic torture would
affect someone like Imogen. And yet this woman did know. The way
she spoke, the tone she used told of the fact that she knew more
than she should have, maybe. It told of a woman who had reached
another milestone in her treatment, or in her breaking of
Imogen.

Imogen herself
was a wreck of a woman. She was held up by the bondage, and her
lower legs were splayed in that way that her toes were pointed in
to each other. This was the woman enforcing this almost hormonal
teenager stance, and ‘pose’. At first it didn’t make sense, but
then it did.

“I, I don’t
know……”

It was all that
came out of Imogen’s mouth. Of course she didn’t know. Her mind had
been scrambled with two days of incessant orgasm and now those
orgasms weren’t there anymore. There would have been this immediate
relief that the orgasm wasn’t there any more - and that would have
been a relief for her. But after a few seconds she would have been
a craving for the orgasm to be back where it belonged, between her
legs. Without it, there was like this emptiness between her legs
that she needed to be filled. It was like the orgasm has become her
friend, albeit her debilitating friend and now she wanted it
back.

It didn’t
matter about the damage orgasm did to her - she needed it back. But
that damage was evident in her enforced bondaged stance. If she
could have slumped she would have. If she could have collapsed she
would have. She was covered by a thin film of sweat and her eyes
were wide and staring. Yes those eyes. They were stark, staring,
manic eyes that blinked, but that searched as well - searched
constantly for something to focus on. Maybe the orgasm had got to
her in such a way that this was what she was searching for with her
manic, darting eyes. Maybe she was looking for the living, visible
manifestation of the orgasm, as though ‘orgasm’ was a creature that
had been stopped and then just crawled out of her.

Who could tell
how the two days constant sexual stimulation, torture and orgasm
had affected her? The only one who probably truly knew was the
woman - the nameless woman.

“Of course you
don’t know. You don’t need to know. What you need to know, and get
used to, is your new life.”

And the tone
she used, the intensity of her tone would have been something that
registered in Imogen’s mind. And maybe it was that this woman had
made her first mistake. Maybe this was the point that she had
underestimated Imogen. Telling her she had to get used to her ‘new
life’ may have been a step too far, too soon. Something, just
something in the back of Imogen’s damaged mind switching back on.
Maybe the final attempt at survival of herself as a woman.

Certainly, the
visuals of Imogen at this time was one of a destroyed femininity -
a broken woman and one that could not be easily repaired, if at
all. She was a woman with extended, pronounced and erect nipples
that quivered with a life of their own. And one with a clitoris
that was a creature with needs all of its own. There was this feral
quality to Imogen that also had a life of its own and that
constantly quivered in search of that vibration all over again.

One had to
wonder what sounds Imogen would make if that vibrator was brought
to life again. There would be the need in her for orgasm, a need
that was actually an addiction, but there would be the damage it
would cause. That immediate shock to her system of her sexual flesh
being attacked again - the immediate debilitating orgasm beginning
all over again. The settling in of Imogen to that pleasure again,
but this time the pleasure also a pain. A pain she had been
introduced to about a few hours into her ordeal on this bondage
rig, but now a pain and pleasure that was indistinct, and for her a
lack of knowledge of what was pain and what was pleasure. And now
this woman talking of her ‘new life’ and that little bit of her
mind coming back to life as the rest of her leaked juices and
leaked despair.

“My babies want
to use you now. And you must make it nice for them. It’s what you
are for - it’s why you exist - to please my babies and to please
ME.”

There it was,
the switch being flicked again.

 


The first cock
didn’t exactly take place of that appendage, or of the orgasm but
it was something. It was something to cling on to. The old Imogen
would have been distraught and utterly disgusted at entering into
sexual relations with these men that the woman called her babies.
She would have felt her flesh creeping at the thought of them being
inside her. But this new Imogen, this new creature wanted it badly.
What those orgasms had done was turn her into an addict and that
wouldn’t be something she could turn on and off. She would always
crave the orgasms but she would take anything as sexual stimulation
in the meantime.

The first one
was taking her from behind like she was a bitch dog and he was
gripping her hips hard as he rutted her. He was rutting her and at
the same time she could feel his nails digging into her fleshy
hips. And he was dribbling over her back - she could feel that as
well and that was something that would have disgusted the old
Imogen.

“Come on baby
boy, fuck me, rut me, shoot your dirty seed inside of me.”

That wasn’t
Imogen speaking - that was the new her. That was what she had been
turned into by this woman and by those orgasms that she wanted to
be back again. Somewhere inside her tumbling turning mind there
would have been the knowledge that the orgasms would cause more
damage to her mind and to her sexuality, but that didn’t matter. It
was like a crack addict knowing full well that what he or she was
injecting was not a good thing that would do good things to
them.

As it was the
first ‘baby’ of the woman shot his load quickly. Apparently Imogen,
in her sexually addled state was the biggest turn on for him, and
the others. Apparently they had been conditioned to be turned on by
a woman who had been destroyed by ‘mummy’. The sinister side of
this was something that couldn’t be made up. It was something that
dripped with a darkness that could not be described or justified in
any way.

“Good boy, good
boy, fill me up with your seed. Pump it into me.”

Again this
wasn’t Imogen, not the old Imogen talking. This was the sexually
addled, the sexually hungry and greedy creature that she had been
turned into. It was as though everything in her life was now
‘sexual’. It was as though such was the addiction that had been
inflicted during that two days, that anything could be sexual to
her. And if it didn’t she would make it so. It wasn’t even as
though she wasn’t aware of what her own disgust would be if things
were different. That hadn’t been erased from her mind. It was still
there in the back, festering there.

Imogen was
acting like she was acting, a sexualised creature who couldn’t get
enough filth in her life - and the words that dripped out of her
mouth bore that out. But she knew it. She would have hated herself
deep down, but she wouldn’t be able to stop herself. She would have
been acting, and hissing those words the way she was because it fed
her desperate need for filthy sexual practices to be performed on
her. Or for her to perform things that she wouldn’t do
normally.

The second
‘baby’ was slipping inside her using her hips as a lever to get
deeper, then deeper still. He was bigger than the first and she
groaned at that.

“You’re a big,
big boy aren’t you? I want you to fuck me ‘till I bleed. I want you
to fuck me until you bruise me inside - there’s a good boy.”

This time her
voice was more hissing and more feral. This time her voice was
dripping with that need that she had running through her veins. And
that was the thing - that she had this ‘need’ in her that needed to
be sated. She had this need in her that wouldn’t let go of her as
she felt that thicker cock nudging up against her cervix, and then
him begin to use her as a masturbatory object.

There was no
love, or sensualness about the way the fucked her. She was just a
living piece of female flesh that he was using for friction. It was
the friction of her saturated sexuality and the spent semen from
the last one that he used.

This one was
more of an animal than the first one was. He made this sound, like
a ‘growling’ as he rutted her. He made these sounds that couldn’t
be described any other way than feral and animalistic. And that was
something that went through Imogen’s mind. But far from disgusting
her, it fed that needy, dripping sexuality inside her. Far from
being distraught at what was happening to her, she was lapping it
up. Even when that first ‘baby’ was slapping his dripping spent
cock around her face she was lapping it up.

“Mmmmmm yes
mmmmmmmm.”

Making those
hungry sounds as she sucked that softening cock into her mouth to
clean it off. There would have been no doubt that she could taste
him, but that she could taste herself as well. This would have
finished off the old Imogen. This would have simply destroyed a
part of her that wouldn’t have survived such an assault on the
senses. But she cleaned that cock like the broken sexualised woman
she was. Like the addict she was. She cleaned it as though her life
depended on it and at the same time she was ‘moving’ her hips and
her ass so that the one inside her would feel it more. She was
making it nice for him but she was sucking it up herself as well.
She was making sure he was as sexually aroused as possible and she
was using his animal like sexual instincts to sate her own.

“Greedy slut
aren’t you?”

The woman spoke
casually. But even in those simple words there was a feed to
Imogen’s own arousal, her need and her addiction.

“Mmmm yes,
greedy GREEDY slut. Greedy dirty SLUT.”

“That’s right,
greedy, dirty slut.”

And the woman
was echoing what was dripping out of Imogen’s mouth. She was
echoing but she was watching as well. And there was more being said
about this woman now than at any other time. She was revelling in
the misery and the addiction that she was pouring into Imogen’s
mind. And the thing was that she wanted, needed to see it from
close up. She wasn’t gratified simply by destroying Imogen - she
wanted and needed to see it from close up. She wanted to feel the
despair that was existing in Imogen. She wanted and needed to know
what she had done to her was the worst thing in Imogen’s life. She
needed to see that and feel it in all its glory.

“This is your
life now, get used to it slut. Get used to it and there may be more
orgasms for you. If you simply submit to all I want of you, you
will be rewarded with orgasms. They are the only thing that you can
be rewarded with because there is nothing else in your life now.
You know, there’s no-one talking about you, or looking for you.
You’ve simply vanished off the face off the earth. And this is all
you have left now - what you see is what you get.”

The woman spoke
as though victorious. It was a different tone that she used and it
was a different tone that rang something like alarm bells in
Imogen’s mind. There was something in how this woman was speaking
that rankled Imogen’s mind. Yes she was fucked and she would never
be the same Imogen going forward. But there was ‘something’ left of
her. She’d have this sexual addiction going forward, that would be
controlled by this woman and her ‘babies’. And god only knows what
else she would have to ‘submit’ to. The fact of the matter was that
Imogen wasn’t developing in the way this woman had planned or how
she thought. She had got it wrong. The only thing that couldn’t be
measured, was how wrong she had got it.

 


One Day
Later

 


The woman was
dead now. A bullet hole right in the middle of her forehead -
something that would become Imogen’s trademark execution style.
Imogen was sitting, just looking at the dead woman. She hadn’t even
closed her eyes. If anything, except for that bullet hole, she
looked serene, and looked at peace with herself. The three ‘babies’
were dead as well - and they lay at ‘mummy’s’ feet. Imogen hadn’t
been so ‘kind’ as to give them the instant death of a bullet to the
head. And she had made the woman watch as she killed them more
slowly. The woman had been led to believe that if she didn’t
resist, if she didn’t rebel then Imogen would spare her.

Nothing could
have been further from the truth. Imogen wanted to be as cruel to
this woman as she had been to her. It was never clear how these
men, these animals were related to her, or if they were related to
her at all. It didn’t matter anyway. Imogen had seized an
opportunity. The fact that she had found a loaded gun was enough
for her to know that she had to get out of this place and as far
away from this woman as she could.

At first she
was going to use the gun simply as a means of her walking out on
this fucked up ‘family’ unchallenged. But the closer to that she
got the more she knew that she wouldn’t be able to do that. The
more she realised that she had to leave these people
‘deceased’.

If she didn’t
kill them then they would come looking for her. The woman was a
woman of means - she had the wealth and the knowledge to do what
she did. And there was no telling how deep her actions went. Or if
there were others who could take up her mantle once she was found
dead. But Imogen could cover her tracks. She could kill them, as
she had, and then simply melt away into the world, into the city
without any fear of come backs. No one, except her would know what
she’d done.

Ok, she
wouldn’t be able to go back to her old life. That was done and
dusted. She would have to start all over again. Probably she would
have to move out of the city and start afresh. For now though she
sat and looked at the carnage she had caused. She looked from the
seated, dead woman who had done to her what she’d done and she
looked at what was left of the men, or the ‘babies’. She begun by
shooting them one at a time in their kneecaps.

The woman and
the men had been so scared shitless that Imogen had found it in
herself to resist and rebel that they hadn’t been able to do
anything. As soon as they had seen the gun, they’d pretty much
frozen. And that said something about this woman, that she had been
so used to getting her own way, and so used to doing what she did
and getting away with it, that it was beyond shocking when she was
faced with Imogen with a gun.

The men who’d
come to depend on the woman just froze with her. She’d been free to
kneecap each one of them, reload and then shoot them in the
genitals, and then finally, with them screaming in agony she had
finished them off with that trademark bullet to the forehead.

“Look, we can
get through this, I promise you we can get through this.”

The woman spoke
with her last dregs of a survival instinct, and desperation before
Imogen turned the gun on her and pulled the trigger.

 



CHAPTER SIX

 


One Year Ago,
Imogen, Reborn

 


Imogen had just
walked out leaving the nameless woman and her three freaks dead.
She hadn’t tried to sneak out under darkness, or hope that she
wasn’t seen. It was the middle of the day - she’d taken a final
look around, a final look at the woman who seemed to be staring at
her, and she simply left.

Later that day
she would hear a news report, “4 people slain in professional hit.”
And that had made Imogen smile a little bit. The first real smile
for as long as she could remember. And more to the point they had
no clues as to who could have carried out such a heinous crime. She
hadn’t been seen - there were no witnesses. Basically she had got
away with multiple murder.

She’d thought,
once she got away from this woman that it would be all ok again -
and that possibly she could just get on with life. But that had
been more a distant hope, than a plan. She felt different to her
old self. Indeed that old self of hers felt as though it was a
stranger to her. She was aware, vaguely that she had been this
other person but she couldn’t really connect herself, as she felt
at this point, with that other person - her head was fucked up.

When she walked
out on what was basically a massacre, she’d been numb. When she’d
walked out into the fresh air for the first time she’d taken
several deep breaths, as though she had been denied for so long. At
first she tried to block out what she’d been through but it soon
became apparent that she wouldn’t be able to do that forever. It
soon became apparent that she would need to deal with what she went
through head on. And it was this dealing with it that would further
the damage. It was this dealing with it that would send Imogen off
on weird tangents.

She’d made sure
she had money. She’d robbed the woman before she’d murdered her.
She’d needed to make sure she had all the money she needed to get
away. That had been when murder wasn’t the option - that was when
she was just going to get away. She’d needed to make sure she had
enough money to get right away so that this woman wouldn’t be able
to track her down.

As it happens
she’d found a stash belonging to the woman, with tens of thousands
during some of her ‘free time’. Once she’d shifted that she’d
needed to make her move quickly. And the rest, as they say is
history. Killing them had been the afterthought. Just something
that popped into her head. Something that she’d thought was the
best possible outcome when all said and done. She’d wanted to leave
all that behind. She’d wanted to block it out altogether if she
could - if she couldn’t then she couldn’t leave the possibility
open that she was traced down by this nameless bitch and her ‘baby’
freaks. They had to go and so she dispatched them all.

 


Imogen had
found a little bedsit which she’d paid for in advance. It was just
that she needed somewhere so that she could get her head together.
Somewhere that she needed to be in order for her to try to make
sense of what she had done, and more, what she had been through.
What she tried to get her head around most was the fact that she
was wet through, between her legs, all of the time. She shouldn’t
have been wet through like this - that was disgusting and vile,
surely?

She shouldn’t
have been aroused the way she was and this was a worry for her. She
was free now - she wasn’t having her sexuality controlled and her
head fucked with. She had regained control of herself and her
attributes now. She wasn’t having that pleasure forced on her, and
she wasn’t being tortured with orgasm so, surely she should dry up
and behave herself between her spectacular legs - but it didn’t
work like that. What the woman had done to her was irreversible so
she didn’t just ‘get better’ because she had got away. Now that she
had got away she had to deal with what had been done to her
physically, yes, but also psychologically. It was the psychological
bit that would prove to be the biggest problem.

So did she have
the right to think that all of that wouldn’t affect her going
forward? Did she have the right think that she had regained her
sexuality and her sexual behaviour totally from the dead woman
again now? Or should she be thinking altogether that this woman was
now controlling her from the other side? Those questions had
crossed her mind time after time and she knew that she needed to be
thinking along different lines. She couldn’t let those questions
eat into her and yet they invariably would.

Imogen had to
forget her old life and she had to try to make a new life for
herself. She had to deal with what happened to her, make a new life
yes, but also deal with what had happened to her. To do that she
might have needed help but she couldn’t seek help in the form of a
shrink - if she did that she was in danger of letting something
slip, or of someone doing the maths and creating a link back to the
slain woman and her ‘babies’.

She had to go
it alone. She had to do it all herself - she knew she wouldn’t be
able to involve anyone else. She’d had to try to imagine, try to
hope that she would gain some semblance of normality going forward.
And she had to try to hope that she could keep herself together and
not tip over the edge into a madness that would ultimately destroy
her completely.

There was no
way she could have known that she would be unsuccessful in making
herself a new ‘normal’ life. There was no way she could know that
her taking up masturbating herself to orgasm several times a day
would encourage her to slip down the rabbit hole more and more.
There was no way for her to know that the longer she was a loner
for, the deeper down that rabbit hole she would be slipping. But
she had to get on with life.

If she had
stayed alone in the world, if only she hadn’t ventured out, she may
have got through without further damage to her psychologically, or
to anyone else psychologically and sexually. But she couldn’t stay
in that bedsit. She had to move on. She’d waited for the dust to
settle and, to some extent, in some ways she’d got used to being in
control again, albeit it with flashbacks and visions of the woman,
her freaks and what they did to her. But now she needed to go out
into the big wide world again. And there, her way forward took a
completely different trajectory to the one expected.

 


Imogen looked
across the bar she was working behind and spotted Crystal the
moment the young girl had come in. The sight of this girl made
Imogen’s nipples and her clitoris tingle. That sight made her
wetter than normal, if that was even possible. She couldn’t have
been more than eighteen, but was dressed up and made up to look
older. That suited Imogen. Crystal was a slut in the making and it
started off Imogen just fantasising having her at the mercy of her
tongue and fingers. She was already thinking along dominant
lines.

That was a
mystery - that she was thinking like that. With what she had been
through and what had been forced on her, Imogen could have been
forgiven had she been thinking about being topped again. After all,
that was how the woman had rewired her, and trained her, and
ultimately broken her. But this was different - her mindset was
different now.

Maybe it was
that under no circumstances would she ever find herself being
topped again, not like that. Maybe it was a fact that, from this
point on she would be the one calling the shots. Maybe it was a
fact that at this point - on first sight, Imogen was thinking of
soft domination. But that wouldn’t be how it would end up. Crystal
would be a young girl who it could be said, was responsible for
sending Imogen on the road to ruin. Or at least on the road to
ruining others.

“Have that on
me, you’re gorgeous.”

Crystal had
ordered a large Bacardi and Coke, Imogen had given her an
extra-large one that was sparse on the Coke. Then she’d leaned
across and kissed Crystal on the lips half expecting the young girl
to pull away utterly shocked. Imogen would have been amused about
that and put it down to experience. But Crystal just held her
ground and ate into the kiss. That had made Imogen’s clit and
nipples throb more, and it had made her cunt bubble more.

“Hang around
and be a good girl, and I’ll take you home tonight. How does that
sound?”

Imogen looked
Crystal right in the eyes as though she was challenging her, but
the younger woman didn’t flinch. She was exciting Imogen more and
more by the second.

“That sounds
perfect, I wanna make mamma proud of her lil girl.”

And Crystal was
smiling a wide lipstick smile. That was an odd reference about
mamma. Why would she do that, seconds into meeting a bar tending
Imogen, say something like that? But it caught Imogen’s attention
and it deepened her interest, or her immediate obsession with this
young girl.

“It’s always
good to make mamma proud. You just wait there, I get off in an
hour.”

That simple
line from Crystal had sealed the deal for Imogen going forward.
Crystal looked at Imogen and she smiled wide. She was a sassy one,
a teasing one. It looked if Imogen was honest with herself, like
one of those teens who think they know everything about sex - that
they in fact invented sex and sexuality and that the ‘olds’
couldn’t teach them a thing about it and that made Imogen smile
more.

She wasn’t
‘old’ in that sense but she did have a few years on Crystal. Now
her nipples and clitoris were buzzing and the wetness was oozing
from between her legs. She could feel it soaking through her
pantyhose crotch and onto the inside of her very upper thighs. She
was creaming herself and she was more than aware of it.

 


“Good girl,
show ‘mamma’ what a good slut her little girl is. Show her.”

Crystal was on
her hands and knees with a dip in her back. She was naked except
for the self-supporting stockings she had worn under a tight dress
that should have been too short for stockings. But in this case it
was ok - Crystal was young enough to carry it off. Except now, back
at Imogen’s apartment, those stockings and the hight heels were all
she had on. Imogen had eaten the face off this girl all the way
back in the cab, and then she’d eaten the face off her in the
elevator. And then all the way down the corridor to the front door
of the apartment, and then through the front door. Imogen had
wanted to ‘taste’ this girl and already her intentions were taking
on a ‘bad’ vibe.

Imogen was
beginning to question who ‘mamma’ was. She needed to know because
she was feeling an expansion to this adventure already. She could
feel some kind of gratification in the offing, but also she could
feel something surrounding ‘mamma’ developing as well.

“Why you wanna
make mamma proud then?”

Imogen was
asking, kneeling behind the girl, stroking the wetness of the young
slit to encourage more wetness to appear. There was wetness
already, she just needed more that was all.

“I’m fed up
with her telling me I should be a ‘good girl’. And that I shouldn’t
do this, shouldn’t do that. I’m sick of it.”

She was
gyrating her hips and her high ass round teasing Imogen’s fingers.
Her stockinged knees were wide and her back dipped low so that her
ass thrust back so that her juicy young cunt could get as much
attention as it could muster.

“Ah I see. You
wanna teach mamma a lesson huh? Show her what you really are hey?
That’s ok darling, I can help with that you know, right?”

All the time
she was stroking Crystal’s sex lips and then ploughing them apart
with her fingertips. All the time she was working that flesh,
encouraging the wetness - she was dipping in a little deeper in
time and she was hooking her fingers inside Crystal.

“You can help,
really? I’d like that.”

Imogen was
recognising something of herself in Crystal. The problem was she
was recognising herself at the time the woman had been working on
her. That arousal encouraging and reacting to the narrative, to the
words being spoken and to the pictures being painted.

“You’d like mum
to be taught a lesson wouldn’t you? You’d like her to see her
little one in her true light, a slut, and you’d like your mamma to
be taught a lesson she’ll never forget, right?”

Imogen would
never know whether she believed in fate or not. But she was getting
the feeling this girl, Crystal had been put right in front of her
for a reason. She was already beyond simply eating this girl’s
pussy and giving her an orgasm she would remember for the rest of
her life. She was beginning now to take an interest in her mother.
She wanted to meet her mother - and that was fact.

“Mmmmm that
would be good, to see mamma being taught a lesson. Fuck yes!”

Crystal was
gyrating her hips more and she had gone down onto her forearms so
that her moderately sized breasts were brushing the deep pile
carpet she was kneeling, prose on.

“Are you an
only child sweetheart?”

Imogen was
altering her tone and her words, just like that nameless woman did
to her - so that Crystal’s mind was forever working trying to read
between the lines as her sexuality was brought to a heightened
state of wet arousal. She would break Crystal, but she would have a
new playmate as well, her mother. This was a notion, a concept, an
idea that was coming to her as she was pleasuring the young girl as
she had never been pleasured before.

“I am. I don’t
have brothers or sisters, or even a dad.”

For Imogen, it
got better and better.

“Why don’t you
have a dad darling? Where did he go?”

She was
stroking Crystal’s sexuality deeply now, buried up to the knuckles
and she was hooking her fingers back looking for and finding the G
spot - probably the first time Crystal had ever had her G spot
located. If her reaction was anything to go by - like she’d been
subjected to an electric shock of pleasure deep inside her
femininity. She gasped.

“I don’t know,
mum never told me. I never knew him, I’ve got no memories of
him.”

Crystal was
almost breathless as she tried to answer Imogen in a cohesive
way.

“So she wants
you all to herself. She wants to control you and what you do. She
doesn’t want you to have any fun. She doesn’t want you to lead your
own life.”

Crystal would
have never thought about it like that but as she was gyrating and
producing copious amounts of wetness, thanks to Imogen’s fingers,
she was nodding her head, agreeing.

“And you’d like
to see her being taught a lesson right? You’d like your mamma to
back the fuck off from you, and be taught a lesson right? You know,
I can help with all of that?”

Imogen was
concentrating on pleasuring Crystal now. She was making sure that
she was pleasuring her deeply. She was getting it for the first
time, the thrill of controlling another woman. The thrill of
controlling a young woman to the point that she could coerce her,
manipulate her, and then make her cum until she almost passed out
was making Imogen bubble, and making her clitoris throb.

“Ohhh yes
please. Let’s teach mamma a lesson she’ll never forget.”

Crystal’s
breathing got shorter and sharper as the fingers inside her wetness
pleasured her.

“We’ll do that,
now, shhhhhh let me make you cum until your world is rocked and
then we’ll talk about mamma more.”

Imogen was
using her fingers and she was leaning in to Crystal’s sexuality -
and she was ‘blowing’ exactly like that woman had done to her.
Maybe it was too late, but Imogen was getting now where this woman
had been coming from. She was blowing over the wet, leaking sex
flesh of this young girl and at the same time she was twisting and
turning her fingers inside of her. She was exploring this young
girl’s flesh as her leisure. Crystal had gone out that evening
probably after having a row with her mother and making the decision
that she was going to break out. And what had happened then was
that she’d strutted into the bar where Imogen worked and had been
noticed immediately.

That was key.
Imogen spotting this girl as soon as she came through the door. She
spotted everyone that came through that door but she rarely would
become immediately obsessed with them in the way she was with
Crystal. It was the way she moved on her heels, the way she tossed
her thick mane of hair back. Her body language, and the way she
clearly had stopped giving a flying fuck what anyone said,
including her mother. And this was this girl, this rebellious girl
simply being drawn into the clutches of Imogen. And they were
‘clutches’. It was like fate if it existed, couldn’t have drawn a
better picture. Or couldn’t have set the scene any better.

 



CHAPTER
SEVEN

 


Crystal &
Mamma

 


Crystal was
sitting with her long legs splayed wide open. Imogen had made her
cum and cum. She’d made her cum so hard, and so many times that
Crystal herself was barely able to comprehend what had happened let
alone string a sentence together. Imogen was still stroking her
cunt, still scooping up those juices and offering them to her own
mouth to taste. She liked tasting this young girl. And that was
good because she liked blowing her mind as well. She was being
obscenely visual with the relatively inexperienced Crystal because
she knew that this would have the desired effect. She knew that
these early visuals and sensations that she was giving this girl
would stay with her the most - that they would be the building
blocks for the future.

“How is this
for you ‘lover’? Did I do good?”

Imogen had
changed her tone again. She was being all teasing and coy and
wanting to know if she’d pleasured this girl, a few hours ago, she
hadn’t even seen. She was using her tones and her vibe in a way
that surpassed the abilities of the woman who had broken her, and
that she had then murdered. It was like she’d learned from her but
that she had, or was taking what she’d learnt and then turned it up
a notch - or more than a notch.

“I’m speechless
- can we do it again, only more?”

And that would
have been like music to Imogen’s ears. Speechless and asking for
more! And Crystal was breathless as she spoke.

“We CAN do it
again. And after that, what you say, you wait here for me whilst I
go have a word with your mamma. Then after a few hours, I’ll call
you, and you can come home and see what a ‘good mamma’ looks like,
and sounds like. How does that sound?”

By this time
Imogen was peppering Crystal with wet kisses. Over her face, her
lips, her neck. She was re-turning her on. She was readying her for
another orgasmic session.

“Mmmm yes, yes
that sounds perfect. You can have my key, let yourself in and
surprise mamma!”

And inside now
Imogen was smiling wide to herself. Crystal was becoming a
co-conspirator and that appealed to the developing twisted sadist
in Imogen. She hadn’t got it when she was being broken by the woman
and her babies. But now that the shoe was on the other foot she was
getting it. She was turning Crystal against her mother and she was
doing that in a bubble of hot, steamy and dirty sex and that
appealed to the developing sadist in Imogen as well.

She peppered
those kisses over Crystal’s face and lips and then down over her
lower jaw and to her neck and then down further and further to the
valley between Crystal’s tits. And it was around her breasts and
her nipples that Imogen spent a fair amount of her time and effort.
She peppered the volume of breast flesh with kisses before she went
anywhere near the nipples. But that didn’t stop the nipples from
erecting, thickening and elongating in this almost gross way.

There would
have come the time when Crystal wanted and needed the nipples to be
touched and caressed, kissed and licked but Imogen made her wait
for that like she had been made to wait so many times. She left wet
circles around the base of the nipples. She left entrails of her
own saliva and drool over the breasts and around the nipples and in
the middle, the nipples got harder, more rubbery, more quivery and
more desperate.

And when Imogen
did eventually flick her tongue over one nipple and then the other
there was this immediate ‘shock’ of pleasure that seemed to expand
into every area of Crystal’s femininity and sexuality. She let out
a deep, almost groaning sigh and she held her head back, and
gripped Imogen by her head pulling her into herself. And as she did
that her legs were spreading wider and wider as though they were on
some kind of ‘auto’. The desire and the arousal was there again,
only more so. And what Imogen was doing was pleasuring this girl to
a deeper place than she had the first time round.

And what she
was doing at the same time was thinking about how she was going to
proceed with the mother of this girl. She’d have a key to get in -
what would she find? How was she going to play it? Where would it
all lead to, and to what ends? She was excited - she’d never been
so excited, and so aroused under her own steam. And this was it,
that this was all her own doing. This girl, Crystal had been
presented to her by a thing called fate, and now she was developing
the narrative. She was multitasking - pleasuring Crystal, keeping
her onside. Manipulating her, guiding her to a place that she would
need to be for when she saw her mother again.

And that was
the thing - her other task, mamma. What Crystal would see when she
saw her mother again. What would she see? Imogen’s mind was in
whirl of excitement and sexual frenzy of how this was going to pan
out. She’d done the ground work with Crystal. She’d found that she
was an only child and that there was no dad around. And that she
would be given a key to get in so that that she could come face to
face with ‘mamma’. She’d got Crystal onside - she’d turned her
against her own mother - not that she’d needed to do much there -
those seeds had already been sewn. Those seeds were in the
festering stage when this girl’d had that last row with her
mother.

Again that was
fate playing it’s part. Fate just playing a helping hand in
bringing Imogen and Crystal together. And now they were together.
By the time Imogen was eating Crystal out, the younger girl was a
quivering, trembling mess. Her oral lips trembled and were having
trouble containing the drool that was forming in her mouth. That
drool was threatening to spill and then did. She drooled and
dribbled over her own tits as Imogen ate into her sexuality.

Imogen wore
Crystal’s cunt like a face mask during a pandemic. She had eaten so
deeply that the swollen labia had stretched round her mouth and
nose and sealed itself there. This allowed Imogen to eat deep, then
deeper still. She had located the clitoris but left that alone.
Like the nipples she wanted and needed to make that need to grow in
Crystal. The need for her clitoris to feel Imogen’s tongue to flick
over it and devour it. She was doing to Crystal what had been done
to her. And yet she was doing it with hindsight - and that enabled
her to be even crueller to Crystal than the woman had been to her -
and that hadn’t escaped Imogen.

This was new
ground for Imogen and yet it was like she had been doing it for an
age. It was like she had taken on the mantle that the woman had
left. The woman had taught Imogen a lot without her realising it.
And now she was using that knowledge that was coming almost as a
second nature and she was taking Crystal to a place that she had
been taken to herself time after time. And she was readying her for
another place that she hadn’t quite defined in her own mind
yet.

Now she was
licking the labial lips of Crystal and she was gently parting those
lips with the tip of her tongue. She was not giving Crystal as much
as she wanted or felt that she needed, but that was deliberate.
This was about building a ‘need’ in Crystal. It was about her
learning that she would get it, but not at the tempo that she would
prefer. It was about installing not only a need and a greed in her,
but also a patience - and that would be followed by an addiction.
These were all markers in the road along a timeline.

There was no
telling how close to the ‘edge’ that Imogen would take Crystal.
What she knew was that this evening she would have to leave the
young girl numbed out by what she had done to her. She had to make
sure that Crystal didn’t get spooked when she was there alone
waiting for the call for her to come find out what had become of
her mother. She slithered her tongue into the crack of Crystal’s
vagina and she swirled it around. The girl was making noises, deep
breathing, sighing and then like a mewling sound that told of the
pleasure she was feeling.

Then Imogen
‘sucked’. She sealed her mouth to the cunt of this girl again and
she sucked so that the innards of Crystal’s sexuality moved towards
her sucking mouth. And as she sealed her lips round that flesh and
sucked, she used her tongue to penetrate deep, then deeper so that
she could taste the essence of this girl. She liked what she
tasted. She was making the inside of Crystal’s cunt move - she was
training it to move and be responsive. Then she released the suck,
letting her fleshy wet tongue rim the labia gently using the
produced sexual fluid as lubrication and a form of numbed out
friction.

Her intention
was to make the girl want more of what she was getting. She was
making her make the sexual pleasure a priority and she was forcing
her to immerse in the pleasure. This was what has happened to her.
This was what the unnamed woman had done to her, in her own way but
now Imogen was taking it several steps further. And all the time
there were thoughts, fantasies, imaginations and plans formulating
in her mind. All the time she had in the back of her mind that she
needed to face the mother of this slut out. She needed to let
herself into the property with the key and she needed to make sure
she got the upper hand straight away.

But that was
the thing - she needed to not plan too rigidly ahead. She would
need to take it as it came and not try to be too minute in the
detail right now. This was where her own inexperience was coming
into play - she needed to be able to recognise what she could let
develop and what she needed to plan for. That Crystal was going to
be fucked was not an unknown. That her mother would be fucked was
not an unknown. It was just the manner and the level of the fucking
up of both mother and daughter that would be the unknown for a
little while to come. She’d already begun work on Crystal. But
she’d yet to meet the mother and so she didn’t know what she had to
deal with. So they were the things that she had to put on the back
burner.

For now she had
to continue to blow Crystal’s mind and she could do that. She could
blow her mind with interest and leave her to recover as she begun
the work on the mother. For now she was snaking her tongue inside
Crystal again - all the way inside her scooping juices from the
inner walls. And she was taking those juices back into her mouth.
Then she was flicking her tongue around the clitoris - not over it,
just around it at first. Using her lips and her tongue to thrum
over it, sending reverberations right through to the wide open
receptors.

Crystal had her
head back and she was moaning and mewling in one noise. Her eyes
were rolling in their sockets and her face was trembling. This was
a young girl, about to become a young woman who might have
discovered sexual pleasure and even orgasm by herself before this
night but she would never have experienced anything like this.

“You’re gonna
be a good girl for me, aren’t you, slut? And in return, I’ll make
mamma know where she stands in the food chain.”

Imogen was
flicking her tongue over the clitoris now - using the flat of her
tongue and using the roughness of her tongue surface to make those
receptors in Crystal’s clitoris come alive and make them begin to
throb and pulsate. And she would do this for some time. She would
do it, with Crystal on her hands and knees, back dipped, until the
girl exploded in a series of squirting, slippery orgasms that would
leave her exhausted and mind blown, unable to speak for some time
to come.

 


Two Hours
Later

 


Imogen found
the address and she slipped the key into the front door and turned
it. The door clicked open. She’d told Crystal before she left
her,

“Wait for my
message before you come home, y’hear? And when you come back, I
want to see you dressed to impress mamma. Use my wardrobe and
dressing room, pick what you want - you have to look like a
‘sex-worker’, a specialist even. You have to look like you have no
morals. You have to shock your mother to the core - more so than
what she will have already been shocked. You getting me?”

Crystal had
just collapsed, heaving from her exertions. She was looking at
Imogen, and she was nodding her head slightly, she understood. She
got it and she would remember. Imogen’s words were ingrained into
her mind. And then Imogen was gone. It would take some time for her
to get over the daisy chained orgasms that this woman, this part
time bar maid had given her. And this was just as well.

 


The place was
in darkness, and Imogen was standing over mamma who was in a deep
sleep. Crystal and mamma could have been sisters, such was the
likeness, and such was the stunning attractiveness of the sleeping
woman. Imogen tilted her head and there was shot of something like
‘regret’ that slithered through her. Not regret for something she’d
done - she hadn’t done anything yet. Regret for what she was about
to do maybe? It was as though Imogen found it to be a shame that
she had to do what she had to do. And that was the thing - what she
had to do!

She pulled back
the light duvet and the woman stirred slightly but she didn’t wake
up. What was bizarre in a disturbing way was that Imogen didn’t
seem rushed in doing what she was doing. She didn’t seem to be
under pressure to do what she had to do, or she might be
discovered. There was this almost serenity about her that was the
disturbing bit. It was as though Imogen knew the ‘edge’ of what she
could do, and it was that edge she teetered on without any concern
at all.

The woman
sleeping was curvy, delicious and she had a cascading mane of hair
not unlike that of Crystal’s in colour. Crystal had painted her
like this super bitch but she didn’t look like a super bitch to
Imogen. Her thoughts, ‘whatever, I’m here now’. She had long
shapely legs and her toes were perfectly pedicured, the toe nails a
deep gloss black. She wore a thong, but Imogen couldn’t tell what
colour it was, the semi light was too dim. All she had was the
street lighting from right outside the window. The breasts of this
woman were magnificent, even Imogen would admit that.

This was a
woman who had not been at the back of the queue when impressive
breasts were handed out. Imogen imagined these breasts to be
pendulous when the woman was standing. And the nipples, rubbery and
hard were of the ‘epic’ variety. Imogen smiled to herself. She
liked those nipples and was somewhat fixated on them. Maybe she was
like this because of what the woman had done to her. That woman had
forced concentration and attention on nipples and clitoris and that
was something that Imogen would not be able to shake off, not now,
not ever. One had to remember, Imogen had been a victim as well.
Her experiences, her traumas were why she was here now, standing
over this wholly innocent woman as she slept.

By the time
Imogen was waving the little brown phial under the gently inhaling
and exhaling nose of the sleeping woman, she was squatting on her
own heels. She’d kind of made herself comfortable. There was a
gentle breeze coming through the partially open sash window and
this woman would have fallen asleep with the sounds of the city and
the movement of the net curtains, so she wouldn’t be woken by the
slightest little noise, or movement. It meant that Imogen could do
what she had to do without too much worry of this woman waking. And
when she was eventually stirred from her sleep what was being waved
under her nose would be at least beginning to do it’s stuff.

Imogen had been
using ‘poppers’ to help with her own masturbation. She found that
heady effect intensified her own orgasms by several fold. But it
did have something of a sedating effect as well. During her more
intense and prolonged masturbation sessions, she’d found herself
almost paralysed with this stuff she’d been deeply inhaling. She’d
be fully aware and yet slow to react, and almost lethargic in her
awareness. And now she was feeding this amyl nitrate gently into
the nostrils and the senses of this sleeping woman. It looked
sinister because it was sinister.

But there was
sense that Imogen was more than ok with what she was doing - and
that she was comfortable with what she was doing. It was as though
she was on a mission, and that she was taking her time so that she
was able to complete the mission. She was waving the phial side to
side, and moving it right under those nostrils, almost touching
them.

 



CHAPTER
EIGHT

 


Poppers &
Orgasm

 


By the time
mamma stirred and opened her eyes, Imogen’s fingers were up to
their third knuckles inside her. She’d dosed her up still sleeping
with the amyl and then begun by spreading her legs ever so gently
on the bed. Then she’d snipped off the thong to expose a smooth,
hairless crotch that was as magnificent as her breasts. Imogen let
out a low level groan when she stepped back and looked at her - she
felt like she’d won some perverted form of the lottery

She had worked
slowly - taking her time, not trying to get ahead of herself in a
way that would see the woman wake up. Working the way she did she
was able to pretty much prep the woman before there were any signs
of life. She’d stood and looked at her, all spread out on the bed
for her, before she moved in again. And with the phial in one hand,
waving under her nose, she was stroking her cunt with her free
hand. Just stroking gently. Ever so gently stroking across the
upper most surfaces of the labia minora, right down the length of
her slit.

Imogen smiled
to herself when she felt this woman’s sexual flesh begin to produce
fluids. She knew that even though the amyl nitrate was doing its
thing even before she woke, that she would probably be beginning to
hallucinate in sleep as well. Maybe she was partially awake, like
in that ‘space’ between waking and sleeping, where she was feeling
sexy. She may have been feeling herself being stroked intimately
and thought that this was part of her dream. There was activity
there, her eyes darting under closed eyelids, and then a slight
smile that turned into a dirty smile as Imogen stroked those lips
and ploughed them apart delicately before dipping in.

There was no
sense that she was worried that this woman would snap her eyes open
at any time and find her over her, feeding this stuff through her
nasal passage. It was as though she knew she was going to wake up
eventually but she would simply deal with that when she had to. She
was working her way into the depths of this woman and for her there
could be no better time for this woman to wake up that when she was
impaled on her fingers. But there was a better time and she smiled
when she thought of that.

She used the
fact that this mamma was in some kind of sexual dream, to make it
obvious that a better time for her to wake up was when she was at
the top, the very top of an orgasm. When she was at that very peak
of pleasure. And this was what she worked to. She used her fingers
gently inside this incredibly stunning, mature woman so that the
pleasure remained dream based. She didn’t want to risk being too
‘rough’ in case the dream was shattered. Not that Imogen minded
shattered dreams - this woman and Crystal would have their dreams
shattered, just not in any way they could ever imagine.

She swirled her
fingers round very gently, very slowly, and she tasted this woman’s
produce before slipping her fingers back in. There was no
understanding nor comprehension not really, of why Imogen ‘tasted’
this woman’s produce like this. She might remind someone, anyone of
a deranged cannibal tasting her prey before she cooked her. This
was more sensuous though. It was a different form of sadism that
Imogen was practicing. Whatever, she had enjoyed the taste of both
mamma and daughter. And now she was taking things to a different
level.

She slipped he
fingers deep again and held the phial closer to the nostrils, and
then she hooked her forefinger back, locating the G spot. She
passed the rougher flesh of the G, and worked her other finger out
of the steamy swamp of mamma’s cunt, so the she could find the
clitoris. This woman’s clitoris didn’t have a hood. It was just a
swollen bundle of angry looking nerves that begged to be touched,
and tapped a little. That was it - this woman, mature enough to
know all about sex, and orgasm and clitorises, but now in some kind
of pseudo-deep sleep in which she was having this ‘dream’ that was
not a dream.

The darting
under the eyelids said it all. Her eyeballs were spinning. Imogen
smiled to herself as she pretty much realised she had a live one
here. Crystal was a live one and the saying, ‘like mother like
daughter’, could not have been more appropriate. She gave the woman
another gentle inhale of the poppers, and she placed the phial down
so that she had two hands to work with. She sensed the time was
nearly there when either she would wake this woman up, or she would
wake up herself, so Imogen needed to be prepared. She was
determined that the mother of Crystal would wake peak, or post
orgasm. That was what she was working to.

“Yes my
darling, you’re a live one! I’ve got so much to share with you,
show you and do to you.”

Imogen’s voice
came out in an almost demonic whisper as she began to cajole this
woman’s sexuality. There was no doubt that Imogen knew her way
round another woman. In her life before ‘that woman’ had hijacked
her mind and her sexuality, everything was normal. She wouldn’t
have said that she was attracted to other women, or that she
wasn’t, but that woman had implanted an obsession inside her mind -
an obsession with other women. And since she’d got away, that
obsession had festered and grown into a need to do something about
it - to do this about it.

She adjusted
the angle of her wrist and fingers and she got a little deeper. She
kept pressing the G spot whilst rubbing, a teasing the exposed
clitoral nerves - and this was what she concentrated on. Just the G
spot and the clitoris. And now her fingers were barely moving. The
movement was so micro-sized that to the naked eye it wasn’t
visible. What she was doing was pressing the G and very succinctly
sending reverberations deep into the core of the clitoral bundle of
nerves.

This woman’s
nipples had thickened, and elongated with no touch applied to them
and Imogen smiled at that. She felt like leaning forward, and
wrapping her fleshy wet tongue around each nipple in turn, but that
would have been too much too soon. With her fingers working her
cunt gently with this woman still inside her dream, she had the
very real feeling that if she leant forward and slashed her tongue
round that rubbery nipple flesh, that this woman would wake up. So
instead she concentrated on bringing her to this orgasm that would
both bemuse and shock her all in one.

Imogen knew
that once that orgasm had been applied, that she would have the
upper hand. She repositioned herself, so that she could ‘blow’ as
she was working that sexual flesh. All the time her eyes flicked up
to check mamma’s status, check her eyes, then flick back down
again. Very slowly she was building up an orgasm inside this
woman’s most private, personal femininity.

Mamma herself
would be accepting that she was in a dream, a really ‘nice’ dream
that she wouldn’t be in a hurry to leave behind and wake up.
Certainly in her sleeping state she’d want this pleasure to
continue. There wouldn’t be any alarm bells there telling her that
she was awake already, not yet. She would decide that she wouldn’t
open her eyes yet because if she did then the dream and that sexual
pleasure would end, just like ‘that’.

And this was it
- at some point during that orgasm this woman, Crystal’s mother was
actually awake but she didn’t know she was awake. At some point she
had crossed that divide between sleeping and waking. She couldn’t
be, in her own mind, anything but asleep. She was being pleasured,
sexually and that wouldn’t be happening in real life, or when she
was awake. So she had to be still sleeping in this dreamland and
she was more than happy to see this particular dream through to the
end.

Imogen sensed
that rising orgasm and she blew over the sex meat again. And then
she turned it up a little - she knew that the time was close. She
could sense a slight ‘difference’ in this woman as though, she was
stirring - so she turned it up a bit. She thrummed her clitoral
fingers a bit more and pressed the G spot a little harder so that
those two sources of pleasure combined to start off a mega orgasm.
And still this woman didn’t open her eyes. Imogen sensed she was
awake now, and she guessed that she would be thinking she was still
asleep.

She guessed
fully now what status the woman was at and so she had to bring her
to that orgasm straight away. She had to debilitate her with
orgasm. In this instance the orgasm was Imogen’s weapon - it was
like her tool of choice. Once this woman was paralysed with a nerve
shattering orgasm then she would be less able to defend herself
once the reality hit her.

And that orgasm
did happen. Imogen brought her there with an expertise that was out
of place really. One had to suppose that she was learning on the
job as it were. That she was simply doing what she had to do to get
the job done. There was this ‘squirt’ of juices, and the woman
moved for the first time. There was this ‘sighing’ noise from
between her attractive lips as the orgasm built and built and then
peaked. But at some point during that orgasm rising and then
erupting, she opened her eyes. There was that point, right there,
when this woman was back in the real world, realising that she was
on the bed being sexually assaulted by another woman.

The thing was
that Imogen didn’t flinch. She kept her fingers working the flesh.
She kept that orgasm coming and coming but she locked eyes with
this woman as well.

“Sssssshhhhh
just go with it. Don’t fight it mamma, just go with it.”

And she moved
her fingers inside this woman letting her know without a shadow of
doubt that she was not dreaming, and that she had real fingers
inside her. Those fingers making her orgasm. There was that orgasm
right there, but there was also the shock of being back in the real
world. There would have been her divided priorities, the orgasm and
then the shock horror of waking up into this. And then not knowing
what the fuck to do. And that realisation coming down over her like
a dark cloud very slowly but very obliquely.

Imogen had been
right in her mind. The shock would prevent this woman from snapping
out of it. And the orgasm would keep her wanting it, but not
wanting it. The mind fuck for mamma had already begun. Imogen made
her ride that orgasm all the way, and she was smiling all the time.
And when this woman came down out of it, there would be this
numbness there. There would have been this thing in her, that thing
where she didn’t want the orgasm to be there, not now she knew the
truth of it. Not now that she knew that it wasn’t a wet dream that
she’d been having. Not now there was this complete stranger over
her. This woman over her, and with her fingers inside of her,
making her orgasm like this.

But that was
just it - she would be horrified and needy at the same time and
this was what Imogen had worked towards. She knew how it worked,
she’d been there herself when she’d been broken by that mad,
nameless woman.

“Keep cumming
keep cumming all the way. I want you to squeeze my fingers, get
every little bit of that orgasm out and over my hand.”

These were the
early stage of Imogen gaining control of the waking woman. She was
seizing the opportunity, when this woman was at her weakest. She
was knowing how that orgasm was feeling to her and how she wished
it wasn’t there, but wished it would go on and on at the same time.
Imogen was knowing that this was when this woman, mamma, was at her
weakest and most vulnerable and she knew that this was the exact
time that she needed to seize that control.

“Good girl.
Good mamma.”

If there was
one thing that Imogen was enjoying, it was playing the sinister
house raider. And she was enjoying more, turning that up a notch,
and turning it into a sexual ordeal for this woman. She could feel
her doing as she was told squeezing her fingers. And as she was
doing that, Imogen was looking at her smiling. The woman was
reaching that orgasmic peak and then going down over the other
side. She’d know that if she went up into that orgasmic place then
she would have to come down out of it. She was a mature woman so
she knew what that meant.

“All of it. I
want all of it. Squeeze, slut.”

She was hissing
at this woman and the remarkable thing was that she was doing as
she was told. The woman was riding the orgasm and she was looking
back up at Imogen. Already the questions were forming in her eyes.
And when that orgasm began to come down the other side her facial
expressions were changing, becoming more mortified the more she
came down. And this was something that Imogen wanted to take in and
absorb for her own wetness. This was something that she wanted to
consume because she knew about that despair that came on after.

She knew about
the intense pleasure of an orgasm rape but she knew about the come
down as well. And she knew that this woman now wouldn’t be able to
defend herself. She would be so shocked, so mortified at what this
stranger in her bedroom had done to her that she’d be barely able
to move from her lying position.

Imogen brought
her down slowly, very slowly and let the despair sink in and wrap
around mamma.

“I know, I
know, you must have a thousand questions to ask me, right? I know
how it goes down trust me, I’ve been there myself.”

Imogen began
speaking to her as though she’d known he forever and as though what
she had just done to her was literally ‘nothing’.

“I don’t, I
don’t…..”

But she
couldn’t finish the words - she was breathless.

“Sssshhhh I
know you don’t. But I want you to know that I’m a friend of
Crystal’s.”

The thing was
that Imogen’s fingers were still inside this woman as she spoke to
her. She was swirling them round in the steaming honey pot of
juices. She felt an immediate squeeze of despair on those fingers
and she knew that what she was telling this woman was shocking her
to the core.

“What the fuck
do you want? You can’t come here and do this to me.”

This time she
found her voice although it did come in little stutters and hissing
whispers. She was trying to adjust to the shocks that were being
levelled at her as she lay there helpless. But the amyl nitrate had
also rendered her almost incapable as well and that was something
that she wouldn’t understand. She’d have this smell, or this
‘taste’ in her mouth and in her mind, that she wouldn’t be able to
work out in her head. It would be familiar but not at the same
time. Her hands would be heavy and her legs, although heavy as well
would be slow to close, making it easy for Imogen to sexually abuse
her more.

For Imogen, a
victim herself in the past, she was now gaining sexual pleasure
from this woman’s degradation. She was understanding more what had
been done to her and what the future held for her. She was getting
it more and more how there would have been no way that she would
ever be able to live a normal live again. And she was kind of
understanding that when she had a little family like this at her
mercy, that she would need to take them deep into this other world
that she had already been introduced to.

“You will be
surprised what I can do, and what I will do. I just wanted to
introduce you to my world. Before we go on to the future.”

All the time
she was talking she was moving her fingers inside of this woman.
Then she pulled them out, and offered her dripping fingers to her
own mouth to taste her again - this time with the woman looking on,
her own mouth agape in the obscene shock she was feeling. Imogen
made a thing of it - of holding her head back and siding those
juice coated fingers into her mouth. She made an even bigger thing
of sucking those fingers clean whilst locking eyes.

“I don’t know
what you mean, the future? Look, please you can’t do this. You
can’t that what you are doing!”

It would be
fair to say this woman’s shock was setting in more and festering
the further she travelled from that squirting orgasm she had been
raped with.

“You know,
you’re not anywhere near as scary as what Crystal paints you. She
was concerned that you weren’t letting her be herself and I didn’t
like the sound of that. Hence my visit.”

Imogen was
smiling as she spoke. But the more seconds that went by, the more
this woman in the bed was pulling herself together and the more the
amyl nitrate was wearing off. Imogen half expected there to be
anger, but sensibly mamma was thinking that if another woman had
come into her house in the middle of the night to sexually abuse
her, then the chances of her being well rounded and sane were slim.
And that was a good thing, because it would make her pliable and
easy to control going forward.

 



CHAPTER NINE

 


Nylon Filters,
Gagging & Bondage Mamma

 


“I’m going to
call Crystal, to come and see how well we’re getting on. You know,
just to set her mind at ease.”

Imogen sounded
pleased with herself, but mamma didn’t sound, or look quite so
pleased, in fact she looked terrified, but then she had every right
to. Imogen had used the time to put the frighteners on her. She had
used the time to filter into this woman’s psyche that her world had
been invaded and her life was about to change for ever.

The scene had
changed now. Imogen had made sure she was in control and then she’d
taken this woman down her own stairs and to the lounge. She’d
borrowed a hard backed chair from the dining room and set it into
the middle of the lounge - sort of centre stage. For some reason,
Imogen couldn’t help but feel that the room was perfect in every
way for the series of shocks she had in mind for this woman, and
then for her daughter a little later on.

“Look for fucks
sakes, what do you want with me? And where’s Crystal? I want my
Crystal back here now. And I want you gone!”

The woman had
long since gotten over her orgasm. She’d long since consigned that
nerve destroying orgasm to the filing cabinet in the back of her
mind.

“Crystal is
fine - she’ll be joining us a little later. But what you need to do
now is focus on not displeasing me. I don’t like to be displeased.
You’ll find it’s much, much better to be on my good side.”

Imogen was
taking the way this woman was talking, and the vibe coming from her
and she was acting accordingly. There wasn’t any problem, as far as
she was concerned, in mamma thinking that she was holding Crystal,
somehow against her will. It added to the ‘nasty’ and the sinister.
It added to the overall nightmare scenario that she was
painting.

“Tell me where
you keep your sex toys? A live hot thing like you must have sex
toys, where are they. I mean, I already know you don’t have a man
giving you what you need.”

Imogen asked as
she indicated for the otherwise naked woman to sit on the dining
chair she had placed in the middle of the lounge. The woman seemed
relieved to be off her feet again.

“I don’t… I
mean I don’t own any sex toys. What do you take me for? And what
would YOU know about my private life?”

There was a
sense and a tone of outrage from her, but it was misplaced. And
there was a shriek as Imogen let go a swift, hard and accurate
backhander across her face rocking her on the chair, almost
toppling her off it. Immediately there was the marks of the
knuckles across mamma’s face. She was shocked and her hand shot to
her face to comfort the sting.

“Oh trust me
mamma, I know a lot about you already and I will know much much
more - such as your thresholds for various torments. You’ve just
cum and cum over my fingers like the slut you are. Now I KNOW you
have dildos, and vibrators somewhere here. If I have to go find
them myself then well, I am not going to be happy and there WILL be
repercussions. It’s ok, you don’t want to tell me where they are,
you don’t want me to go rummaging in your drawers - I get that. But
I tell you what, YOU go get me two medium dildos, solid ones, and
three vibrators. Get those and come back with say, ten pairs of
pantyhose, both flesh coloured and a nice dark brown. And some
stockings as well, I like stockings.

“You’re a woman
of the world. I know you have the toys that I want. It’s ok - you
don’t need to be shy, it’s us girls together. Give me what I want
and I’ll give you what you don’t know you want yet.”

There was this
bizarre scenario being painted here of this poor woman who’d been
rudely awoken to be faced with this younger woman in her room
sexually abusing her and who was now having a living nightmare
deepened and prolonged. She got up off the chair trying to hold her
dignity together and Imogen smiled at this. She found herself
excited by the sight of a mature woman trying to keep hold of her
dignity. She found herself not amused by it, but sexually excited
by it. She found herself wet-through at the sight of this woman who
was being diminished with every passing second.

“Don’t keep me
waiting mamma. I don’t like to be kept waiting.”

It was like
Imogen was throwing out a warning shot across the bows of this
woman. She was trusting her to go get the items and then return.
What was to stop her opening the door and running off? What was to
stop her calling the police from a cell phone which she had
somewhere? What was to stop her opening the door and screaming blue
murder until someone came to her aid?

But Imogen had
this calmness and this knowledge in her head that told her that
even at this point, she had complete and utter control over her. It
would be possible for outsiders looking in to underestimate what
Imogen had already done to this woman’s mind, but not Imogen
herself.

She knew what
that orgasm had done to this woman. She knew that this woman’s mind
was melting inside and she knew that she was thinking about her
little one. Her one and only. And the thing about Crystal was that
she didn’t know what her involvement was in this. She didn’t know
if Crystal and this lunatic Imogen were friends or if they were
enemies. She didn’t know basically what the fuck was going on. And
she had been scared, she had been spooked to the point that she
wouldn’t do anything stupid. She wouldn’t raise the alarm because
she didn’t know what that action would ultimately result in.

 


Mamma hadn’t
been very impressed when Imogen had told her on her return with the
items,

“You need a
dildo deep in that nice slippery hole of yours, and the other deep
inside your ass. When you’ve done that, pull on three pairs of
pantyhose, the nude ones - I like to see what’s going on inside all
of that delicious nylon.”

Imogen hadn’t
even tried to break it to her gently what she wanted the woman to
do.

“Surely, surely
you can’t be serious…”

But Imogen cut
her off immediately.

“I’m deadly
serious and if you think that slap I gave you was as bad as it
gets, think again.”

That was all
she said and then sat back and watch the woman do as she was told.
There was an amount of dexterity required to slip in the two
dildos, then hold them there so that she could pull on the
pantyhose. Imogen could have helped but she didn’t. And she didn’t
deliberately. She wanted and needed to reduce this woman more and
more. She wanted to hover her over a bottomless pit of despair, and
every instruction, every action that happened in this place at this
time, added to this.

The vaginal
dildo slipped in with ease. But not so with the anal dildo and
there had been a reluctance on mamma’s part to force the issue.

“Spit on it.
Slip it into your mouth first. Wet it. Use your sex juices. Use
your ‘initiative’ and get that dildo up into your ass.”

Imogen’s tone
showed an amount of impatience and even that was deliberate. Even
that was something she put effort into so that she could feed her
own pleasure. She could feel herself bubbling as this mature,
attractive and former dignified woman slipped the dildo into her
ass at the same time as griping her thighs tightly together holding
in the vaginal dildo so that it didn’t slip out. she was being
forced to adopt positions that would have been beneath her maturity
and dignity - but that would have been before Imogen manifested
herself in her life.

This was a
woman who had already been woken in the middle of a nerve
shattering orgasm that she hadn’t had time to recover from. And she
was a woman who had lost control of the narrative. Not that she
ever had control of this particular narrative.

“Good girl.
Good mamma, see, easy!”

Imogen mocked
slightly as the woman sucked and then squatted and bent forward to
slip the dildo inside her anal passage. The degradation was written
all over her face. To say that she was distraught would be an
understatement.

“Look at
me.”

Imogen was
unwavering in her cruelty towards Crystal’s mother. She was
relentless in the downward spiral that she had introduced this
woman to. There was no reason, other than to further the
degradation, for her to want this woman to look directly at her,
other than to humiliate her more and to feed her own sexual
arousal. And even Imogen would have to admit to herself that what
she was doing here was exciting her - sexually. And it was making
her want to go further and further down that black hole, or that
rabbit hole.

“Now,
sweetheart, you need to pull three pairs of tights on. Make sure
that each one is tight into your crotch and ass, so that they hold
the dildos in place. I don’t want to see ‘escaping dildos’. If I
see that I won’t be impressed. And trust me, you need to impress
me.”

Imogen was
quite simply laying her requirements of this woman down in easy to
understand instructions. She wasn’t making it complex for this
woman, even if what she was doing was a complex series of
mind-fucks and physical and sexual abuses. She smiled slightly as
she watched the woman, completely out of her comfort zone,
struggling to complete the simplest of instructions. The act of
squeezing her thighs and pulling on pantyhose at the same time was
a mission and there was focus in this woman’s eyes and her deeds.
Her mind must have been melting at this turn of events.

This would have
been a normal night for her. She’d had a row with Crystal but what
else was new? She’d told her that she didn’t want her to act and
behave like one of those slutty girls from the projects. She’d told
her that she had high hopes for her and all she wanted was for her
to toe the line and make something of herself. She’d known that the
row would come one day. But then Crystal had shut her down,

“Talk to my
hand, my face isn’t listening.”

And then she’d
gone out, dressed and made up quite the opposite to what she’d been
trying to tell her to. But that was it, that was the break down.
And now this!

Those dildos,
forced this woman to bend herself a little bit. She couldn’t stand
up straight because the invasion of her orifices and the discomfort
was too deep.

“Good girl
mamma. Now go put some high heels on and bring me your washing
basket. You know, the one with your soiled panties in.”

Imogen
accompanied that instruction with an almost sweet smile.

“Come back
wearing the shoes. I want to see how you move in your highest heels
with those dildos nice and snug inside you. Think that you can do
that for me sweetlips?”

Again there was
this sweet smile from her. Imogen was chopping and changing the
tone so to confuse the woman. One second her tone and her actions,
like a little ‘wink’ of encouragement and then the next her tone
sharp and no nonsense. And there was this look of bemusement on the
woman’s face as though she already knew it was pointless to resist
or try to talk to this young woman. Imogen watched her walk, with
her nylon sheathed knees clenched to prevent the dildos slipping
out. Of course the pantyhose were helping her but the visual was
stunning.

Imogen was
impressed with mamma’s breasts. She’d spent some time watching,
almost studying how this woman moved flat footed with the dildos
inside her, but she’s noticed those pendulous breasts as well.
She’d brushed her teeth with her tongue as she looked at those huge
nippled breasts, forcing out her full lips. She needed to do
’something’ with those breasts. She couldn’t destroy this woman
without metaphorically destroying her tits as well. There was
something in that. This was female on female domination and sexual
cruelty, and there had to be something in one woman forcing a pair
of magnificent breasts into an existence that they were not
designed by nature for.

 


Two Hours
Later

 


There was a
noise, or sorts, from the seated woman. She was back on the chair
now, and the bondage of her femininity had been completed, to a
point. Imogen had been beyond impressed when the mother of Crystal
had come back in her highest, spikiest stilettos. There was that
fluid movement there that one would expect from a mature woman used
to wearing heels. But there was also this impediment there
preventing her from reach her full slut-strut potential in those
heels. It was like the best of both worlds for Imogen and there was
of course the fact that Imogen’s sexuality was buzzing at the sight
of this woman being dismantled little by little.

Imogen had told
her,

“Use stockings.
Tie them tight round your upper thighs, join them to another
stocking to make a tight, cutting belt to keep the nylon tight in
your crotch. I want to make sure those dildos don’t slip out and I
want to make sure YOU don’t push them out.”

It was as
though Imogen was thinking loud, but she wasn’t. It was as though
she was teasing her own sexuality. But she knew what she wanted to
see.

That was almost
two hours ago. Now, the picture had been painted. Crystal’s mother
was secured to the chair, but she was sitting on it backwards - in
other words she was sitting on it facing the tall straight back.
This meant her three-ply nylon sheathed legs were spread either
side of the chair and secured at the knees. The severe arch of her
high heels did nothing to make her comfortable.

Then a hood had
been fashioned out of stockings. Again three layers of stockings
had been pulled over her head and face distorting her features. But
not before her mouth had been filled with her own soiled panties.
Imogen had told her,

“Open wide
mamma, time to taste yourself.”

She had balled
up the three most soiled panties she could find and then pulled
those three layers of stockings over, compressing her face and
features and making it impossible for her to spit out the panty
gag. And there was this point at which Imogen stood back to look.
She wanted to see this woman in all her glory.

She’d have to
admit that crystal’s mum was a looker. And given that she’d had her
femininity and dignified nouse taken away from her, there was still
this spectacularity about this woman that Imogen had to give her
credit for. How that ‘credit’ would pan out going forward was
anyone’s guess given that Imogen was on a one way trip of
destroying her in advance of her one and only coming back. And in
that there was this hint that existed - ‘one way’. It had to be a
fact that anything in Imogen’s new world was one way. It couldn’t
be anything else. There just couldn’t be a return trip.

As a final
‘panty insult’ Imogen had taken another soiled pair and pulled it
over the nylon hood and, placed it like a mask over the woman’s
mouth and nose so that she could ‘smell’ herself as well as taste
herself. That together with a hole delicately snipped through the
three layers of nylon so that the mane of thick lush hair could be
pulled through and held in a high, tight pony tail both enhanced
this woman’s femininity and debilitated it at the same time.

“Mmmmmm mmmmmm
ghhhhhhh mmmmmmm.”

As has been
said, it was a noise of sorts that came from that pantyhose hood,
and from behind that soiled panty gag. But it wasn’t a decipherable
noise, or one that made any communicative sense. The panty gag had
soaked through because of the distress that the woman was in. That
drool soaking through had come through the nylon and through the
panties as well. And from behind the three-ply nylon ‘filter’ there
was the hugeness of her eyes, darting around. Ok, this was not good
for her, for her dignity and pride but it was something she could
have adapted to if she’d been on top of it. So why the
distress?

Down her
pantyhose, a buzzing vibrator had been slipped down the front of
her tummy so that the tip, just about engaged with that bundle of
hoodless clitoral nerves. The tightness of the three layers held
the dildo right there. And the rigidity of the rest of the bondage
prevented enough movement that might allow the vibrator to be
dislodge.

Her pendulous
breasts had been flopped over the top of the chair back and then
tied together with individual stockings. Imogen had been clinical
in her bondage of the tits. Tight knots, thin stockings, all
ruthlessly applied to the base of the breast volume and then,
elastic bands applied to the base of each nipple to ensure there
swelling and engorging and erection. Actually her nipples were a
work of art in themselves - a distorted work of art. And when the
tip of a vibrator was played over those nipples, the noise of
enforced sexual pleasure and distress was to behold.

Simple stocking
ties held her arms and wrists behind her back so that she had no
defence. And her stilettos then, lifted back so that her feet could
be secured off the floor. Her arched feet were effectively
suspended off the floor, and she was helpless. But the manner and
the depth of her bondage and torment, explained the noises she
made. Effectively she was being forced and milked of orgasms that
she had no defence against. And with Imogen set free to use another
vibrator on the banded, grotesquely engorged nipples, this woman’s
mind would be melted. By the time Crystal arrived back home, her
mother would be a different woman.

 



CHAPTER TEN

 


Crystal Facing
The Truth & The Reality

 


‘It’s time to
come home and see mamma.’

The text
message was simple, and straightforward to understand. And in so
many ways it belied the carnage from which Imogen was sending.
Crystal’s mother was on the edge of a madness that she couldn’t
have known existed, until now.

She was still
on that chair, bondaged, her stilettoed feet suspended backwards
from the chair by stocking ties. Her nipples looked like they were
about to launch themselves from the tips of her breasts, and they
quivered like they had a life of their own. But by far the most
stunning thing about this woman was her nylon skinned face, looking
through that nylon filter - her eyes stark, staring, bulging as
though she had seen a ghost. Maybe she had seen the ghost of
herself. Whatever it was, was deeply entrenched in her eyes.

That mask, or
that hood of nylon was saturated with her own drool and spit. She’d
soaked the gag and she was covered in sweat. The orgasms had
destroyed her but she hadn’t passed out. She hadn’t been allowed to
pass out. The orgasms weren’t endless where one soaked into the
other. Rather they had been orgasms, full orgasms that reached
their peak and then tailed off. And then had to build again, and
again and again. And it was that building up relentlessly that had
destroyed her. The orgasm slipping to nothing and then the
build-up, over and over again. And that orgasm, the peak of it,
harder to withstand harder to deal with each and every time. And
each and every one of those orgasms applied with tender loving care
by Imogen. And each and every one of them having an increasingly
detrimental effect psychologically.

“You look
delicious. I’m impressed.”

Imogen had
winked as though she hadn’t even noticed the utter carnage she had
created for this innocent woman. Crystal’s mother couldn’t speak,
her mouth was full of her own soiled panties and she was peering
out from the nylon filter like a petrified animal. But there was
one thing that was for sure - and that was that this woman didn’t
want her daughter to see her like this. But in that she didn’t have
a choice, not really.

“I think it’s
time Crystal came home to see mamma, don’t you?”

Imogen had
timed her bombshell between orgasms. The look of horror on mamma’s
face surpassed that of the relentless orgasm building and building
time after time. It was a carnage in her mind that was worse that
the physical destruction that was actually visible. She shook her
head - no she didn’t want Crystal to see her like this. No she
couldn’t see her like this. But that shaking of her head came at
the same time as another orgasm was forming within her sexuality
and within her mind and so her attention kind of wandered off the
subject of Crystal as that orgasm took hold. Yes she needed that
orgasm. She needed it now.

But this would
have been a different orgasm now - one within which she knew that
very soon, her one and only would be back and seeing her like this.
It was a case of this woman, this mother, being pulled in different
ways by opposing forces. Her wanting - not wanting the orgasm, and
her definitely not wanting her one and only to come back and see
her in this grossly degrading predicament. Crystal replied to the
text message.

‘I’ll be 15
minutes xxx.’

And Imogen
smiled as she saw the added kisses. She tilted her head and pursed
her lips as though pitying this girl she had blown the mind of. And
one might need to ask why the pity? Maybe it was that Imogen knew
more than she was letting on. Maybe she knew how the end game of
this came about. There was this look on her face as though she knew
and that there was something to pity.

‘Hurry lover,
you need to see mamma. I’ve made her look really special for you. I
hope you’re looking really special and slutty for me?’

She
reciprocated the kisses. She couldn’t help but word her text
message in a way that would excite and arouse Crystal. She’d done
the hard work with her, now she was bringing mother and daughter
back together again. A response pinged in from Crystal.

‘I’ve tried my
best. I hope you’re impressed! xx.’

‘So do I lover.
So do I. Just message me when you’re outside. I’ll come and get you
xx.’

‘I will
xx.’

Imogen loved
the way this girl added the kisses and she could only respond
likewise. It showed an almost naive innocence in Crystal despite
the sexual awakening she’d experienced earlier with this woman, the
bar tender. And that excited Imogen. It excited her sexually to
think that there was still some nativity left in Crystal because it
was that nativity that would form the shock when these two came
back together again and when they finally did the maths, as to
where they were in this life.

 


Fifteen Minutes
Later

 


“You look
spectacular darling. You look like a proper slut. A proper dirty
sleazy slut.”

Imogen spoke as
she retrieved her tongue from the back of Crystal’s throat. She
meant what she said - Crystal did look like a proper spectacular,
dirty sleazy slut and she had eaten into that kiss as though she’d
meant it. Imogen stood back to take in the sight that was Crystal.
A short, micro dress that was both tight and sleeveless and that
was low cut and designed to make the most of her cleavage. In
fairness Crystal was well blessed with breasts and now Imogen knew
where she got that from because her mother had been blessed
too.

There were her
legs completely hosed in transparent black nylon. The kind of
pantyhose that didn’t have seams, or contrasting colours to the
waist and gusset. She’d peeled up her micro hem to show Imogen the
sight of her wet crotch. Her sex lips, compressed and pressed up
against the inside of the nylon and for some reason those lips
looked chubby, swollen, as though Crystal had carried on with her
sexual adventure with herself after Imogen had left her to
introduce herself to her mother. Imogen smiled at that.

“That’s my
girl. A dirty slippery little cunt of a slut. It’s what you are.
It’s what you were meant to be.”

And Imogen was
caressing this girl with her words. Crystal had felt like a slut
because Imogen had planted that word in her mind as she’d sexually
seduced her. That word, slut, would forever be ingrained in her
mind and be associated with that mind blowing sex that Imogen had
given her.

Crystal’s feet
were arched into severe high and spiked stilettos. Imogen was
pleased that she’d chosen them - they were her highest and it
showed that the girl was in the right frame of mind. The shoes were
strapless, that is, there were no ankle straps or buckles to spoil
the line, or the length of Crystal’s legs. And if there was one
thing that blew Imogen’s mind it was the length of this girl’s
legs. Delicious legs that would draw the eye of anyone out to use a
slut in the way she should be used.

And then there
was the hair and makeup. Imogen was a woman so she could tell when
another woman had spent time on her looks. It was like the dress,
the pantyhose and the shoes had been a natural and easy fit - but
she had gone out of her way to make her makeup and hair resemble
that of a typical sex worker. It was a slovenly look that took time
and effort to get right but Imogen was again impressed.

Crystal’s lips
lined and coloured a deep blood red and special attention to her
eyes which were made up dark, almost gothic with mascara dripping
off thickly coated lashes. And then her hair, thick and voluminous
had been semi-piled high and loose being held by a simple red band.
That slash of red in her hair coming together nicely with the red
of her lips and the red of her nails. Imogen kissed her again
impressed that she’d chosen kiss proof lipstick. There was this
sense that Crystal had paid a lot of attention to detail, and that
made Imogen smile as she slipped her tongue down this girl’s throat
again.

“You know,
you’ll be shocked when you see her. But you have to try not to show
it, right? This is about teaching her a lesson right? And she has,
she IS being taught a lesson even now. But you have to act as
though there isn’t a shred of shock in you. You hear me, slut?”

Imogen peppered
Crystal with kisses, and between each kiss to her neck, and cheeks,
she returned to her lips and kissed her deeply.

“My god what
have you done to her? You’re scaring me!”

Imogen slipped
her hand under the micro dress and used her nails to ‘scritch’ the
saturated nylon over the chubby, compressed sex lips and Crystal
sucked in a deep breath to show of her arousal.

“I’m teaching
her a lesson and making it easier for you, going forward, to be
yourself. You’ll find it easier to control her, rather than the
other way round.”

And Imogen
winked at Crystal as she peppered her with more kisses.

“Tell me you
understand lover?”

She was
re-gaining the sexual control and the mind of Crystal so that thing
could progress.

“I understand.
I understand. Can I have orgasms later, please?”

Crystal’s voice
was low, almost childlike as she was taken back in hand by
Imogen.

“We’ll see. If
you are a good slut. If you please me, impress me, then yes, I
don’t see why you can’t have another orgasm.”

And she was
stroking the nyloned crotch of Crystal, making it wetter and making
that wetness ooze through the fine mesh of the nylon. She was
making a mess of the perfect slut Crystal.

“Come on then,
time for the reveal.”

Imogen winked
again, that way she did and she and Crystal stepped inside the
house and closed the door. It was Imogen that slipped the lock
across to in effect seal them inside. It didn’t escape Crystal, but
it didn’t bother her either. It excited her, it excited her mind
and it excited her sexuality to feel semi-trapped like this. She
could feel herself oozing her juices through the nylon of the
pantyhose and she could feel the saturation of her inner, upper
thighs.

 


“Oh My Fucking
God! What’s happening to her?”

That had been a
moment. Imogen had led the way into the lounge and Crystal followed
- but she had been stopped in her tracks. Her mother was at the top
of another mega orgasm and she was making this noise that didn’t
befit a mature, dignified woman. Crystal had this ‘view’ of her
mother in her mind, and so what she was faced with was not just a
complete contrast, but a massive shock to the system.

“She’s
orgasming. See that vibe down her pantyhose. It’s feeding her clit.
Let’s from now on say it’s feeding ‘its’ clit. It isn’t your mother
any more. I’m sorry to say this to you, but it’s true.”

It was like
Crystal wanted to look away, to give her mother some privacy, but
she couldn’t. Such was the terrifyingly striking sight that was her
mother, Crystal just had to look. That transparent ‘hood’ made of
three layers of nylon stockings. Her mother’s mouth stretched
around the pairs of panties that had been self-soiled. And then
those huge stark, staring eyes looking through the nylon filter.
There was no way that Crystal could un-see what she was seeing.
There was no way that she could undo what Imogen had done. There
was this sense that thing had changed between her and her mother.
And the sense was immediate and it was sifting into her psyche.

“Fuck! She
looks like she’s about to go mad, or something.”

Crystal had to
say something. She had to let words out of her mouth. She was
shocked but she remembered what she’d been told about not showing
it. And she felt she’d done a good job of that. So did Imogen.

“Madness isn’t
that far off. Go, take a look at her properly, from up close. Let
her know her little girl is here with her. Take a close look at
her. Pay special attention to her nipples - and her clitoris. Let
her ‘feel’ you close. Let her feel and know her little one is with
her.”

Imogen herself
was dealing with her own throbbing nipples and clitoris. Her’s was
due to this cruel reveal. Her’s was due to the reaction of Crystal
and the vision of mamma on the chair, bondaged and helplessly
orgasming in front of her one and only offspring. It was the out
and out perversion of what she had created in this room and what
was happening now that excited her so much.

It was because
of the control she had over these two women - a mother and her
daughter. And if Imogen took a few seconds to think about what
she’d done - the depths of what she’d done and the sheer brutal
cruelty that she’d unleashed on these two people then she would cum
and cum without touch, and without thought.

For now she had
to keep the upper hand. She couldn’t let herself be taken over by
her own sexual arousal and urges. She had to keep the urges in
check. She had to lead and supervise this coming together and she
watched Crystal. She watched her as she approached her mother. It
was like watching a child approaching a wild animal. There was this
caution there, as though she might get bitten. The noises that
mamma was making didn’t help to alleviate this caution.

“It won’t bite
slut. It can’t bite. All it wants is the orgasm. It doesn’t give a
flying fuck about anything else.”

Imogen’s tone
was harsher now, more cutting. This was like the ‘golden minutes’.
The minutes where mother and daughter had come together for the
first time. What happened and what transpired in this few minutes
would set the scene and the tone going forward.

“Talk to it.
Don’t be afraid, she’s yours now. You can do what you want, say
what you want and she can’t do anything about it. She can’t lecture
you because look at her - look at ‘it’. What can it lecture you
about? Talk to her, let her know you’re here and that you know all
about it.”

Imogen was
twisting the metaphorical knife. She was slipping it deep into the
psyche of both mother and daughter and she was twisting it. What
she was doing deliberately was fucking up this little family. What
she was doing was making sure that the damage was permanent and
irreversible. What she was doing was changing the course of these
two women’s lives for good. She was changing the very essence of
their relationship. She was making sure that they never enjoy a
normal, healthy, mother and daughter relationship again, ever.

“Hello mum. You
know what, you fucking disgust me. All that shit I took off you and
look at you. You’re a fucking disgrace.”

Imogen smiled
as she heard the words rasp from Crystal’s red lips. Even she would
admit that this was a good start. Even she would admit that
Crystal’s words would be cutting into the psyche of the deposed,
orgasming mother. And yes, the mother - the ‘it’. For her she was
again on the build up to another orgasm when Crystal’s words hit
her. And with those words there would have been this fucking awful,
soul destroying despair that sank in. But there would have also
been the small fact that she couldn’t let that despair ruin the
orgasm that was coming on strongly again. And there it was, that
knife being slipped in a little deeper again.

The sounds that
mamma was making were, if the truth were known, inhumane.

“Take the vibe,
play it over her nipples. Let her know her little girl is adding to
her pleasure. Then feel her, between her legs. Let her know you
know about her wetness. Coat your fingers with her juices, and
taste them in front of her. Destroy her like only you can
slut.”

There was this
nastiness to Imogen’s tone and her instructions now.

“You please me,
and there’s orgasm waiting for you. Better orgasms that she is
getting, I promise you.”

She was
seducing Crystal with her words. She was displaying more than a
little knowledge and expertise in manipulating and controlling the
young girl whilst her mother was being tipped over the edge by the
orgasms she was being raped with.

She watched
Crystal pick up the nipple vibe and she watched her get right in
close to her mother. And right at that point mamma made this
distressing sound, like she knew her daughter was adding to the
pleasure that was being forced on her.

“Now now
mother. It’s all gonna be ok from now on. I’m going to make the
decisions from here on in. And you’re going to listen to me.”

Imogen would
recognise that tone of voice anywhere. Crystal was in the zone. She
was where she needed her to be. She watched Crystal play that vibe
over the grotesque, obscene nipples and then she watched her slip
her free hand down between her mother’s legs. She kept her hands
and her fingers down there for some time, until they were saturated
and slippery with her mother’s produce and then she got right down,
so that her eyes were the same levels as her’s and then she fed her
own fingers into her mouth so that she could taste her mother. And
all the time she locked eyes with her. Her mother looking through
that nylon filter, eyes stark, bulging and accompanying the sounds
of distress that she was making. This was a grown, mature woman on
the very edge of her own sanity, and shame.

Imogen watched
mother and daughter become immersed in each other before she left.
She watched them became lovers of the most perverse debauched kind.
She made sure that any point of return had been reached and passed.
She watched the daughter feed on the mother’s sexual fluids and
then she smiled, just before she slipped out. Neither mother nor
Crystal would see her again, ever. Her work was done and mother and
daughter would be simply bemused, and broken and wondering what the
fuck had happened and how it could have come to this. And then they
would live some form of fucked up life that was based on and around
each other’s addictions. They would slowly close off their world to
the outside. Their fuck-up was in the form of a planting of seeds
that would then fester over time.

 



CHAPTER
ELEVEN

 


Today, Now

 


One could say
that Imogen had gone rogue. Or that she was out of control. The
first notion could have been true but the second was more like it.
Ok, she had a past - she’d been abused to the maximum. But what was
going through her head no-one knew because no-one got close enough
to her. She picked her victims - and there were a lot of victims,
and then she discarded them. She’d got to a point where such were
her ‘urges’ that she couldn’t work alone. In order to feed her ever
developing and complex urges she’d needed to get help. So the
second phase of her god-awful reign of utter terror was to get
something on each and every one of the women she then had ‘working’
for her.

She’d just
needed to get that control and that power, and then she’d needed to
make sure these women were shit scared of her. She’d needed to put
the fear of god into each and every one of their heads. And she did
that with ease by showing them what she did to the victims she
chose. She did that by making sure it was ingrained in their minds
that she was some sort of nut job with sexual urges that were far
from normal. Once she had that, she had everything she needed to
keep surpassing her sexual and sadistic urges.

It had been
inevitable that her original ‘crew’ would show signs of weakening.
‘B’ had been the first to show those signs. All Imogen could do was
slow the rot down with a shot of fear. And then set about looking
for replacements. She knew that the worse thing she could do was
show any signs of weakness, or a show fear of keeping her authority
stamped over these women she was controlling. And B’s murder was
that opportunity. Still, it did mean that she would need to get a
full and total clean out. ‘New for old’, as the saying goes.

 


The low level
growl of Imogen’s coupe got less and less as she made for the
street from the lower levels of the multilevel car park. And it was
like they were all waiting for each other to speak.

“She’s gonna
kill us all, I know it. She’s gonna do us all one at a time. She
won’t be able to let any one of us live because of what she’s been
doing.”

Marie sounded
fucked up already. Her voice was quivering and she couldn’t stand
still. There was the click click of her high heels as she tried to
comprehend what she’d just witnessed. B had become Marie’s best
friend and now she was lying dead with her brains blown out.

“She’s right
you know. She’ll have a problem with all of us eventually. She’s
lost the plot for fucks sakes. What she does, to other women,
that’s not right. She got our help by stitching us up and
blackmailing us but we’re as guilty as she is, even if we don’t do
all that stuff that she does to women. We get them for her, deliver
them to her and then sometimes we have to watch and help her do
what she does. For fucks sakes!”

Debbie’s voice
was as quivering as Marie’s.

“Yeah, the
women she gets are fucked before she even gets hold of them, but at
least it’s over pretty quickly for them. What the fuck is going to
happen to us when she finally loses the entire plot? It’s torture
on an ongoing basis. I’m beginning to wish I was a victim not a
helper.”

Marie was only
speaking what they all were thinking.

“Be careful
what you wish for!”

Marie again.
And there was something in what she said in those few words.
Nothing else was said for a little while.

“I’m going to
clean up here. You guys need eyes on Gabriel. We can’t fuck this
up, we all heard the boss. She has to be disappeared by
tonight.”

Tammy spoke,
and she was looking at each and every one of the group to make sure
they all knew their part. The rest got into their individual cars,
leaving the leather clad Tammy, who’d arrived on a powerful
motorcycle, to it.

 


Later That
Day

 


“So what’s she
done to Imogen then? I mean, she doesn’t work with her or for her.
As far as we can see she doesn’t have any connection to her at all,
and yet, well we all know that this isn’t going to be a happy
ending for ‘Gabriel’.”

Marie was
speaking as they all sat in a blacked out van. They’d nudged each
other as Gabriel, a stunning, tall, leggy woman in her late
twenties strutted across the road, up the sidewalk and into a
building.

“I don’t know
what the fuck she’s done but she’s fucked. And right now she’s
safely installed in her work. Except we all know that she’s not
going to get home tonight. We all know, roughly what the process
will be. We’ll intercept her, befriend her, get her to trust us,
and by the time she knows, or realises there is something wrong it
will be too late.”

Debbie spoke,
and then there was this silence as they all pondered that. It was
difficult to ascertain what this group of attractive women
represented. They were acting on the orders of a seriously
disturbed woman, Imogen. The way they spoke, the way they conversed
was all under this umbrella of doom. It was like they had each and
every one of them been reined in by Imogen and had been injected
with this ‘doom’ that enveloped them in this way.

“I mean, what
the fuck is going on? She’s got us dressed like fucking hookers
with enough makeup between us to sink a battle ship. What is THAT
all about?”

Debbie was on
one but she had a point.

“Yeah she’s got
some kind of OCD or something. She wants us to all look the same or
similar. It’s like we’re wearing a uniform for her. Gotta say it,
she’s fucked up. But we know already she’s fucked up. We’re not
just seeing that now. We’ve known it for a long time. Look at some
of the shit she’s done, and got us to do? Was she ever sane?”

Marie spoke the
truth and nothing but the truth, and ‘Bel’, or Belinda spoke from
the back of the van.

“I’m asking
myself where this all ends? You know, I haven’t slept properly for
months. I toss and turn every night and before I know it, I’m up
again slapping more muck on my face and lips, for ‘her’. Fucks
sakes there’s enough of us here to take her out surely? Surely to
fuck it’s safety in numbers right? I mean, she’s got us scared to
take a piss in case it’s the wrong kind of piss. I mean, what could
she do, if we all turned on her?

“What she’s
been doing - what she’s had us doing to these poor women, is not
only criminal, but also inhumane. If we came up with a plan to take
her out, hand her over to the authorities, and then give our side
of the story, how she’s fucked us all up, intimidated us,
blackmailed us and generally made us scared to fuck of her as she’s
quite casually controlled every one of us, well, I think we have a
road map out of this. I think we’d be listened to and I reckon that
we’d get help for what she’s done to us. This is the twenty first
century for fucks sakes!”

Bel stopped
talking and this cloud came over her face as though she’d realised
that she shouldn’t have been talking like that. As though she’d
been on a rant and now regretted it. And Marie more or less
confirmed that.

“Bel. Fuck!
Look, you’re not saying something we don’t all already think. But
saying it out loud is different. You know we didn’t know each other
before Imogen came along. It’s like we’ve been brought together
like this. It’s like this was a deliberate thing that she’s done -
brought us all together BECAUSE we don’t know each other. Look, I
know nothing about you all, not really and you all know nothing
about me. None of us know jack shit, and we know even less about
Imogen. And look at the result - were afraid of our own
shadows.

“She’s taught
us how to take another human being out of circulation and she’s
made that possible time after time. She’s made us be able to
operate in plain sight - but we’re all shit scared of her for fucks
sakes. Bel, you’re right, but look at us. We’re all here waiting
for another victim for us to take out so that we can deliver her to
Imogen to do ‘things’ to.”

There was
silence again. That silence was almost deafening. A woman, Ruby, a
mixed race girl probably the youngest of the whole group, dressed
in a leather dress and ripped nylons, spoke next. Her lips were
painted a deep blood red that would be suitable for a porno model
who spent most of the day sucking cocks for a living.

“This Gabriel
chic. you know she’s a single mother of two young kids. When she’s
taken out, there’s gonna be no-one for her kids. I mean what the
fuck can this woman have done to Imogen to make her want to take
her out like this? She’s twenty nine years old, has worked at the
same accounting firm since she left school. And there is just no
connection with Imogen at all.”

Ruby spoke with
a cigarette stained croaky voice that was low in tone and slightly
accented, maybe French.

“Maybe that’s
the point. There’s no connection, nothing to lead any investigation
back to her, or to us. There’s no connection between us either.
Look how we’re existing - we don’t mingle except in our own company
like this, when we have to get another woman for her. All the women
that have been ‘disappeared’ for her, are official ‘missing
persons’ and yet I’ve not seen the police asking questions. I
haven’t seen them anywhere near us - but we know it’s happening.
And we know that eventually these investigations will just fade and
die.”

That was Marie
again.

“It’s true.
It’s like we’re being kept in the dark, and fed a load of shit,
like mushrooms. We’re being told things by Imogen on a need-to-know
basis and we know nothing else, except some of that shit she does
to the women and girls we have to take out for her.”

Ruby sounded
passionate and so did Marie.

“Remember
Cindy, she was little more than a ‘girl’. Eighteen years old, new
in the city, at the start of her life. I can’t tell you what she
did to that girl. It was like she wanted me to see what she did to
her chosen ones. It was like she got some kind of kick out of
showing me what she did for kicks. She is one sick fuck I have to
say.”

 


Imogen sat
back, crossed legs that went on for days and that were sheathed in
sheer transparent, dark brown nylon. She was back at base now. She
lifted a cigarette to her full, expertly outlined and coloured
lips, and flicked a lighter to life. She took a long, long drag and
then inhaled. She held the smoke in her lungs for some time before
she exhaled. She looked almost serene in her casualness.

She was
listening to that conversation between the women in the van before
Gabriel was taken out. There might have been some anger in her at
what she was hearing, but there was no visible sign of that. She
was listening and she was listening closely but there was no anger.
The women who served her obviously had no idea that she listened to
and watched their every move. And now she was making mental notes.
Now she was letting what she was hearing tumble round her mind and
then she was processing what she was hearing. The women were
becoming friends, and they were beginning to work things out. They
were talking about ways that they could get out of what she had
bound them all up in. And this was something that she had known
would happen. That was why she’d had to blow ‘B’ away. That was a
woman who was about to go over to the other side and she couldn’t
have that.

And now, as she
took another deep inhale, and then a slow almost luxurious exhale
through powder red lips, she was knowing that Bel would be
‘deleted’ after Ruby. Bel wouldn’t know she was marked, none of
them would. For Imogen, she couldn’t let anything stop her ‘work’.
She couldn’t let the women she had entrapped and then got to do her
dirty work, find a way out of her web of blackmail and fear, to
bust her to the authorities. That wouldn’t happen. It was time for
her to begin replacing the women who had served her. They’d served
their purpose and now they had to go. They’d got together as a
group and were working her out. She couldn’t afford to let them
figure her out completely. She couldn’t afford to let them know
everything. And most of all she couldn’t afford to let them make a
move on her.

Imogen was
outnumbered - she may have been seriously disturbed with what she
did as a side-line, but she wasn’t stupid. She had to take her
current crew out before they did the same to her. She had to make
sure that her bigger plans for Gabriel were not affected. That had
to be something that went ahead. That was something that was too
far advanced in the planning stages to let go. Her crew knew about
Gabriel, so she had to go. But so too did the crew have to go.

Imogen
recrossed her amazingly shaped legs and she ran a palm up her nylon
sheathed shin as she listened to the conversation in the van. She
tipped the corner of her mouth with her tongue, and then ran that
wet, fleshy tongue across her top lip. She could feel herself
getting excited, sexually excited at the knowledge, not of what she
was going to do to Gabriel, but at the knowledge that she was going
to take out her entire team, and then rebuild. It was a new level
for her sadism to reach.

And then there
was the notion, or the first pangs of an idea tumbling round her
mind, there that with Marie, and her voicing that she thought she
would prefer being a victim of her as opposed to delivering women
to her as she and the rest of them did, then she could help her
with that. Imogen had a list of targets that she would eventually
take out as a natural course of her bizarre sadistic and sexually
fuelled life. There was nothing stopping her slipping Marie into
the list, after Gabriel. In fact, the more she thought of it the
more she liked it.

 


Later That
Night

 


“Look, there’s
Tammy arriving. We need to get this van into position.”

Marie spoke and
pointed. Tammy handled the bike like some might suspect she handled
any men she’d had in her life. They’d followed Gabriel from her
work, to the pub she called into every Friday night. It was just
something that she did before going home to let the childcare go.
There was this more than slight vibe of doom - more so than usual.
They didn’t normally take out women with families and complications
like children in their life for Imogen.

And that
question had to have been playing and replaying in their minds as
they prepared for this one. Maybe this was the was step too far.
Maybe this one would be the one that got them all caught. A mother
of young children going missing, in plain sight would not go down
too well and there was this terrible feeling of impending doom that
was filtering in to each of this ‘crew’ as they prepared to do yet
another unthinkable act.

In the pub
Tammy had already got a drink and positioned herself so that she
could see all comings and goings. For sure she knew that Gabriel
was there already. She’d seen her the moment she walked in. Gabriel
was a looker - she was painfully pretty, and a woman with physical
assets that would appeal to anyone, male or female out for some
sexual activity. But that was just it - Gabriel didn’t do that, she
didn’t do one night stands. But there had to be a way into her -
and if there was then the leather clad Tammy was the one to find
it.

 


“I have to say,
there are not many women who can stop a room in its track like you.
You’re gorgeous! Sorry, I’m not coming on to you, you just
are.”

Tammy had this
way about her that was flirtatious as well as ‘demanding’ in the
way that when she spoke, people listened. Gabriel just laughed.

“Makes a change
to some sweaty man pouring himself over me. A pleasant change I
have to say.”

And both women
laughed softly.

“Want some
company for a little while? I’m at a loose end and next round on
me, right?”

Again Tammy was
this force of nature that was just amplified by the tight leather
pants and motorcycle jacket that she was wearing.

“Sound good to
me - it is Friday after all.”

This was easier
that Tammy could have known.

“Ok, look you
sit tight and I’ll go get us a bottle. Same again?”

Tammy span the
bottle in the ice bucket,

“Pinot?
Perfect! I’ll be right back.”

The two
exchanged smiles and eye contact again and Tammy turned and made
her way to the bar. Back at the table Gabriel was sitting at, she
was still smiling. She crossed her legs, and seemed to relax. She
seemed comfortable with the attentions of Tammy and the smile on
her face remained. She had no clue that her life was about to
change, forever.

 



CHAPTER
TWELVE

 


The Crew

 


Tammy got to
the bar and signalled for service. A cute little red-headed barmaid
came across, all smiles. She couldn’t have been more than
eighteen.

“Bottle of
Pinot on ice darlin’. Thanks! And some fresh glasses? Can you bring
it over to that table over there please?”

The girl smiled
at Tammy and the leather clad one winked back at her.

“Of course, no
problem.”

Tammy handed
her some money notes.

“Keep the
change sweetheart.”

It was a rule
they all lived by. Never use credit cards. Cards can be traced
months, even years after they’ve been used. And this was basically
a kidnap scene of crime in the making. The barmaid set about
opening and icing up a bottle of Pinot, and as she did that, Tammy
turned from the bar and pulled out her burner phone and tapped in a
message.

‘This won’t
take long. Get the van round into the side alley in an hour, and be
ready to get the fuck out of there as quick as.’

And she pressed
send. She was sending to another burner phone in the van with the
rest of the crew in. The two phones wouldn’t be used again after
this night and they’d never be traced. The reply came in with a
simple thumbs up emoji. And the women in the van just looked at
each other. It was game on.

 


“So, I’m a
whole bunch of curiosity - what’s a gorgeous thing like you, doing
in a place like this, all on her own?”

Tammy touched
the nylon sheathed knee of Gabriel. Gabriel might have felt
uncomfortable about that but she didn’t. Maybe this was a woman
who’d done men, she had kids after all, but decided that wasn’t for
her after all, and now she was liking women better. Tammy had
already stated that she wasn’t coming on to her so maybe that was
like a signal to her that this wasn’t the case at all. Maybe Tammy
was doing exactly that and this was something that Gabriel was
comfortable with and didn’t mind.

“I wish I could
replay your curiosity with some kind of fantastic and mystical
reply, but I can’t. I do this every Friday - I finish work and come
here before I go home to my kids. And then the weekend is on me and
I just fill the two days with ‘mum and kid’ things, you know?”

Tammy smiled
and nodded. Funnily enough, she did know.

“What about
dad? He not share some of the burden?”

Tammy sipped
from a long stemmed glass but at the same time she was just
lightly, every so lightly scratching the nylon sheathing Gabriel’s
knee with her perfect, manicured nail.

“Nah - he’s
gone. He’s fucked about on me for years. He went on an overseas
trip a few months ago and didn’t come back. I couldn’t contact him
and had no idea where he was, so…”

And she let her
words tail off. This was a bombshell being dropped. Or there was a
contradiction in the information. There had been mention of Gabriel
being a single mother, but no specific information about the dad
going AWOL and this could have been something that had to do with
Imogen. She hadn’t said as much, but then why would she if she
didn’t need to or if it had nothing to do with the crew’s part of
the plan?

Tammy’s mind
was in a whirl. Before, it could have been that Gabriel would be
taken out, and the dad step in to take care of the kids. But that
wouldn’t happen now and that kind of disturbed Tammy a little bit.
It did cross her mind to call this whole thing off. It crossed her
mind because as a woman herself she wasn’t comfortable with taking
this gorgeous and sweet woman out of circulation, and at the same
time leave her kids abandoned.

But therein lay
the conundrum. Tammy was as under the thumb as the rest of the
crew. She knew that Imogen could fuck her up with a click of her
fingers, or the pull of a trigger, and she wasn’t sure or prepared
for that to happen. She and the crew had done some despicable
things for Imogen, and she would have to live with that. And that
was the thing, she wanted to live with it and not die like ‘B’ with
a bullet in the middle of her forehead.

 


By the time
Tammy slipped the hypodermic needle into the hip of Gabriel, they
were sitting together. Tammy had used her skill and knowledge of
other women to pseudo-seduce Gabriel over almost an hour.

“We could go
back to mine you know, if you wanted. Can you get the childcare to
do an overnight?”

And Tammy’s
nail attention had moved to the upper thigh of this woman, through
her dress. There was a ‘promise’ there - one of a sexual adventure.
They’d spent a good hour talking, deep talking and getting to know
each other. Tammy wasn’t at all comfortable with the betrayal that
was in full swing, but she already knew she couldn’t do anything
about that and she already knew by this time that the blacked out
van was in the side alley. There was no going back.

“What the fuck
have you just done to me?”

Gabriel, the
‘yummy mummy’ had felt the sinking in of that needle and then the
ice cold solution being plunged into her. And it was like she was
paralysed or frozen to the seat.

“Don’t fight it
Gabriel - just go with it. Ok?”

And Tammy was
looking directly at Gabriel - she wasn’t shying away from that eye
contact. She may have been uneasy about what she was doing to this
woman but she knew what she had to do. She knew that this woman
with every passing second would have less and less ability to
defend herself against the cocktail of drugs that she had been
injected with.

She knew that
this first few seconds would be key to this being an abduction that
was one hundred percent successful. She’d done enough of these in a
variety of situations to know what it took. She’d had to meddle
with the cocktail a little bit - that is add a little more of the
sedation ingredient. But she was confident that she had it
right.

For Gabriel,
there was this ability to move even a single limb being eroded away
from her with every micro second that passed. And that meant that
she looked puzzled and bemused and then frightened all in one. She
just looked at Tammy, all hurt and dejected - and shit scared. She
tried to talk and her pretty mouth did move as though she was
saying words but there were no sounds coming out. And Tammy reached
forward and planted a kiss on her lips. She kissed her deep but at
the same time slipped her hand up the thighs and then up the dress
that Gabriel was wearing. In a single tug and a tear Imogen relived
the woman of her panties and then she pulled back to look her in
the eye.

“Best thing is,
let the drug do its work and then we have to get out of here. I’m
going to take you out the side way, as though you’re drunk. Best
thing for you is not to try to raise the alarm. Just come with me -
trust me and you’ll be ok.”

Of course Tammy
was lying. She knew that this woman would never be ok again in her
life. She knew that Gabriel was fucked but she had a job to do and
it had to go according to plan. That was the thing, Tammy knew what
she had to do but she had no clue as to how privy to the crew’s
conversations Imogen was. If she did, maybe she would have called
it a day at this point in time. Maybe she would have blown the
whole set up and taken her chances. But as it was this show had to
roll on.

Tammy took the
time to make that eye contact with Gabriel. She felt sorry for her
through to the core of her femininity, but she had to go with it.
She leaned forward again with the panties in her hand and she held
them to her nose and mouth. She took in a deep inhale of those
panties at the same time as holding the eye contact. In a way that
was a cruel thing to do - and an obscene one. Her action in
smelling those panties deeply was making this whole thing sexual.
And she was doing that as a sharp shard of fear was already
careering through the nerves of Gabriel.

This was a
woman who didn’t know what was going on or why. She was a woman who
was being incapacitated with the cocktail that was running through
her system, but she was being further incapacitated with ‘fear’.
Pure, undiluted fear. Tammy had this bad taste in her mouth - yes
she did. But she’d also been reeled in by Imogen, and she’d been
controlled by Imogen and she’d to an extent had her own sexuality
hijacked by her as well. She’d be feeling her own wetness now,
after smelling those panties this way. She’d wish she couldn’t feel
it, but she could and it was just one of those things, one of those
pitfalls that being under the control of Imogen meant. This was why
it was Tammy more often than not that did the actual betrayal and
snatch. It was like she as a natural.

 


“She’s had too
much of the vino. She’ll be ok, she just needs some fresh air. I’ll
look after her, it’s ok.”

And this was
how Tammy got Gabriel out of the bar, and through the side door
into the alley. There had been almost sympathetic nods from people
who moved out of the way so that Tammy and Gabriel could come
through. And for Gabriel herself, she was awake, but she had been
zombified. Imogen had prided herself in how she’d developed a drug
cocktail that left the victim as though they were having an out of
body experience.

Gabriel would
have heard all that was being said and all that was being implied
and in her head she would have been screaming, in her head, to get
some words out so that she could get some help. The fact was that
she couldn’t even convey through her eyes that she was in trouble.
All the crowds in that bar saw was a very ‘drunk’ woman who needed
help to get out into the fresh air.

And that was an
added cruelty. That she was so close, within touching distance of
help but that she could not reach that help or she could not ask
for it. And at the same time she was being led out of the pub and
she didn’t know where to, or to what end. When they got out of the
bar there was that chilled evening air that seemed to swirl around
them. For Gabriel she had that cool air swirling around her
sexuality as well. She’d had her panties ripped off her in plain
sight but no-one would have noticed. And if they did then it would
have looked like a couple of girlfriends getting it on. In the
twenty first century it wouldn’t be anything to comment on or get
involved in.

Tammy pressed
Gabriel up against the side of the blacked out van and she kissed
her. This was to add to the confusion for Gabriel. This was to fuck
her mind up more and leave her not knowing what the fuck was going
on. Tammy kissed her deep - she did it in a way that simply
possessed this woman’s mouth. And she slipped her tongue into her
mouth and then down her throat an just as she brought that dirty
wet kiss to an end the side door of this van kind of slammed open
and Gabriel was pulled inside. That door was slammed shut again
immediately. The ‘snatch’ was brutally quick but smooth.

She wouldn’t
have known what was happening. She wouldn’t have been able to make
sense of Tammy’s tongue down her throat at the same time as trying
to work out why she had been drugged. It was as though there wasn’t
enough time for her mind to process or compute what was happening
before something else was happening.

She didn’t
really know what had happened when she was pulled backwards into
the van, or when that rough sack thing had been pulled over her
head and the cord sting pulled equally tight round her neck. This
was a throwback to Imogen’s ordeals with that woman. The side
alley, the horse hair sack pulled over the head and face and being
thrown onto the floor of a van.

Gabriel must
have been terrified. She must have wished she was out of it
altogether. But that was just it, she wasn’t. That drug cocktail
was designed to debilitate the victim but not to knock them out. It
was as though Imogen had wanted to make a cocktail up that would
leave the victim fully aware of what they were going through but
totally unable to do anything about it. It was like the precipice,
like the working bible of how to terrify a victim to the core. And
this bible was now being applied to Gabriel. It would be true to
say that she would be fucked, psychologically before Imogen got
anywhere near her.

And so when all
of those female hands were all over her - feeling her, mauling her,
in an echo of when the woman’s ‘babies’ had abused Imogen in the
back of the vehicle - there was all this terror running through
Gabriel. And when she could feel her dress being pushed up and her
legs spread, and then fingers around her most sensitive private
flesh she would have been screaming inside some more.

And there would
have been this thing in her mind already that this was other women
doing this to her. How could they do it? A bit like Imogen would
have felt when she realised that it was a woman who’d had her
penetrated by her babies time after time. How could she do it? This
was how Imogen had progressed through time and this was what she
did - she’d recreated her own past for her victims.

When those
fingers slipped inside her, she became wet and she knew she became
wet. And that would have begun the process of bringing out the
self-loathing. It was the beginning of another cycle - it was the
beginning of ruining another woman. And the crew in that van had a
hand in that. They did what they did because if they didn’t then
Imogen would come down on them in some awful way or other. And
right at this point they’d seen what had happened to ‘B’.

If B had been
in this van now, she would be down between Gabriel’s legs and she
would be licking the inside walls of her cunt. But she laying
somewhere with her brains blown out. Somewhere that she would never
be found. Somewhere that was not a good place.

So in her
absence Marie was doing the licking. She was down between Gabriel’s
legs and she was licking the length of a slit that was getting
increasingly wetter. Gabriel moaned, or she made some kind of noise
that could have been interpreted as some kind of objection to what
was being done to her. But her legs were being held open, wide by
the crew as Marie feasted on this woman’s intimacy.

Ruby was
clamped on to one nipple and Bel was on the other one and they were
sucking. They were changing this into an undeniable sexual assault
and it would never be clear if Gabriel had even tried to work out
what she was being taken for. She was having to deal with too much
at the same time. She was having to exist is this ‘space’ that she
was not familiar with. And yes, there was this pure fact that was
coming through and that was that Gabriel would be changed
cataclysmically somewhat on the journey to wherever she was being
taken.

“Let’s get out
of here.”

Tammy spoke as
she tapped the side of the van from the outside. She needed to move
her bike and join them a little bit later. But she stood at the
entrance to the alley and she waved the van out. The way the
vehicle sifted in to the early evening traffic was almost eery. A
pretty nondescript blacked out van that was also a mobile scene of
crime but no-one would know that. No-one would know as it came to a
halt at a set of lights that there was a woman in the back of it,
having her nipples sucked until they were sore, and maybe bleeding.
And having her sexuality slithered by a tongue that was scooping
out her juices, and then slipping deep inside again.

And the horror
of what was happening to her, at the hands of other women wouldn’t
be known from the outside either. But in the city traffic there was
none of that. There wouldn’t even be the notion that the
registration plates of the van would be ‘treated’ and invisible to
CCTV cameras should a search later be undertaken.

All she could
do was lie where she had been thrown and allow what was happening
to her. Already in her mind she would be wondering, or fearing what
the end result of this was going to be. Exactly as Imogen had
wondered all that time ago. There was this almost creepy vibe about
how Imogen and recreated her past with her victims and with her
crew. There was this almost surreal connection with what had
happened to her in the past and what was happening now.

It was
something that didn’t bode well for the future. Imogen ran this
show and there was no sign, other than her needing to replace her
entire crew, that her reign as this sexual deviant pervert and sex
offender, was going to come to an end. Marie slipped her tongue
deep into Gabriels cunt and then replaced her tongue with her
fingers. And now she was forcing pleasure on this helpless woman,
just like she had been taught to.

 



CHAPTER
THIRTEEN

 


Unlucky For
Gabriel, To Say The Least

 


It would have
been a fact that Gabriel would be hoping that her ordeal would be
over soon. Again, that acceptance that it was happening but that it
would be over soon and she could then get on with her life. There
would have been a time in that van, with those hands, and fingers
and mouths all over her that she would have been drifting in and
out of surreality. There would have been that need, or that want in
her to block out what was happening to her until it was all over.
But that wasn’t an option. She would have been lightheaded and she
would have has this sense of detachment from what was happening to
her even if she could feel a tongue deep in her vagina, or down her
throat.

Put simply
there was no escape for Gabriel from what she was going through.
There wasn’t supposed to be an escape - there wasn’t supposed to be
a way out. She had been sucked into this world, unbeknown to her,
and without her consent and now she had to get through it somehow.
Just like Imogen had to get through it all that time ago. Just like
she had been sucked into a world that she could have never
understood or never got her head around, so this was happening to
Gabriel now. Now she had to deal with it and it was how she dealt
with it, would be a marker to the rest of her life - however long
the rest of her life was.

 


Two Hours
Later

 


Gabriel must
have fallen asleep, but that didn’t make sense. She’d wanted to be
out of it when she was being penetrated with fingers and tongues
but hadn’t been able to just check out of full consciousness. She’d
been stuck in her waking state unable to do anything about what was
happening to her, and unable to get away from that horse hair
itching her head and face. But at some time she must have drifted
off because now she was waking up. That horse hair hood was still
over her face and it itched her, made her want to scratch her head
and her face.

She soon learnt
that she couldn’t scratch herself at all because her arms and her
hands had been disabled. It took a little time for her to get her
bearings, but she sensed she was standing with her arms, or her
hands somehow suspended out to her sides. But also that there was
no dress on her any more. As the seconds passed it became obvious
to her that she was at least semi-naked. She could feel the weight
of her breasts and an even greater sense was that her nipples were
hard - rock hard, which created an irritation itself and the need
to scratch or rub - but that was something else that she couldn’t
do.

It was as
though her nipples had been constricted and bound at the base,
where the nipples bled into the darker speckled flesh of her
aureole. It was an almost maddening feeling or need to rub those
nipples.

“Help me.
Please help me. I need help.”

Her words
poured out of her mouth, and into that rough sack, but they were
almost desolate words. Almost like the words of a condemned woman.
Or certainly of a woman who wasn’t convinced that there would be
any help for her or that this ordeal that she seemed to be stuck
in, would end any time soon. Or more to the point, end well.

“No help my
dear. Just me, to make your life a living hell. What’s left of
it.”

And that she
wasn’t alone would have startled Gabriel. She would have heard a
woman’s voice coming out with words that could only be described as
‘doom’.

“Please. Please
help me.”

It was like
Gabriel didn’t get it. And she wouldn’t - that was understandable
but her continuing requesting or begging for help was a sign that
she was in a bad place psychologically.

“No, no help
I’m afraid. Why would I want to help you when you are here because
of me?”

Imogen was
playing seriously fucked up head games with Gabriel. And because
Gabriel was such a sweet, trusting ‘innocent’ woman, the effect of
those debilitating games were three fold.

“Why would you
do this to me?”

Gabriel was
asking straightforward questions, but she was doing it through
streaming tears. She was crying - sobbing would be a better
description as more of the truth of her predicament dawned on
her.

“Because I can.
And because I saw you, one day, on the street and decided that I
would have you. That I would get you taken here, and that I would
‘do things’ to you.”

The throwback
to Imogen’s own early experience with the woman and her ‘babies’
was as stark as it was disturbing. But for Gabriel her mind would
have been in meltdown. She wouldn’t be able to understand why
another woman would want to do anything bad to her. And if there
was anything that she was sure of, that was that this was ‘bad’.
But she wouldn’t be able to understand either that she hadn’t heard
that voice before.

This wasn’t the
same voice as the leather clad woman in the bar, the one that had
tricked her. And that voice wasn’t one of the ones from the vehicle
she had been transported in either. When she had been in and out of
this surreal thing in that van, she’d heard voices of three or four
different women. And at times she’d taken that as a comfort, as
though somehow it would work out all ok and that she would get
through this because it was women that had taken her.

This was a new
voice though. And this voice was different somehow. This was the
voice of a woman who had no sympathy with her plight. This was the
voice of a woman who had very little in the way of kindness about
her. The voice of a woman who didn’t want to get to know her. Or
even talk to her to any extent. It was a cold voice. Yes, it was a
cold voice that said things as they were and didn’t attempt to put
a gloss on them.

Gabriel didn’t
feel good at this time. And the more awake she became, the more she
realised she had been debilitated more. She was standing but her
legs were parted. Her feet were arched into high heels, higher than
she would normally wear, and her feet parted wide which unsettled
her stance a little. She heard a sound and realised it was of her
own sobbing.

“That’s right
slut you have a good sob. You’ll feel better after a good dripping
sob. Then we can begin.”

To expect
Imogen to have had anything in the form of sympathy or empathy
might have been a bit much to expect. Or maybe Imogen knew exactly
what this poor woman was going through.

“I have to go
home to my children….”

Gabriel sniffed
and saw mentioning her kids as a possible opportunity of being
shown some mercy. Nothing could have been further from the
truth.

“No, slut. The
childminder is doing an overnight, and when you don’t turn up in
the morning, she will raise the alarm, but you will be nowhere to
be found. And so your children, that you won’t now see grow up,
will be taken into care and they all be fostered. They will be
ok.”

Such was the
state of Gabriel’s mind, she couldn’t have been expected to
remember that she had called the childminder when she had been with
that other woman, the letter clad one in the bar. And so, it being
given to her now, in the starkest manner possible, it was like
another shock to her system. But more to the point, what Imogen
said, and the way she said it was more cause for concern. As a
woman she might have been expected to have a heart, and to show
Gabriel some sort of understanding.

But that was
just it. She understood what she was doing alright. She knew
exactly what she was doing when she planned to yank this woman away
from her children. And she knew what she was doing when she was
reminding her of the fact that life for them would go on without
her. It was the cruellest of the cruel. This was what one woman
could do to another. This was a sadistic woman, with a blatant and
severe sadistic streak in her that saw her need to inflict these
psychological blows that would stay with the victim. In this case
those blows would stay with Gabriel.

“No, please,
please I have to go home to my children. Do what you want to me,
but please let me go after please?”

Gabriel was
sobbing again as she processed what Imogen had said to her. The
more she processed the more distraught she became as she realised
the reality of it. Imogen pulled off the horsehair sack all of a
sudden.

“No my dear.
There is no going home for you. All there is, is more of this.”

And for the
first time Gabriel was face to face with her tormentor. For the
first time she was able to adjust her eyes and look at the woman
who was doing this to her. She held her head up to look at Imogen.
If there was any thought that she might not be able to look this
woman in the eye, then this was erased immediately. She looked
directly at Imogen but looked imploringly.

“Please.
Please, one woman to another, please let me go when you’ve done
what you want.”

It was as
though there was hope still in Gabriel, that she would be allowed
to just walk away after what had, and what was about to happen. She
wasn’t thinking straight and that was because she was desperate.
There was this desperation in her that went to the very core of
her. There was this desperation that only a mother would feel and
know.

“One woman to
another, I am going to degrade you to extreme levels. And at the
same time I will constantly remind you of the children, and the
life you have left behind.”

Imogen was
taking all that Gabriel held dear in her life, her children and she
was using them against her. She was using this woman’s mother-love
and she was twisting it, making it a psychological weapon to use it
against her. She was setting out her store before she started the
real work. And then she stood back and watched Gabriel break down a
little bit more. She was wanting and needing to see how this
woman’s despair manifested itself physically. And yes, there was
the physicality of Gabriel.

She’d been
right, her arms were stretched out parallel to the floor -
stretched out wide and suspended there. She couldn’t bring her
hands into herself, to wipe her tear streaming eyes for instance.
All she could do was stand there weeping in a way that was full of
sorrow. Then there were her parted legs, and her severely arched
feet into high heels that were not hers but that were very high.
And that her legs were not naked at all. Self-supporting stockings
had been pulled over her legs. But they were not new stockings,
they had been pre-worn. And in places they were torn and laddered
and they were streaked with something that was white. She couldn’t
possibly know that these black stockings had been worn by a
previous victim of Imogen’s. That they had been taken off another
woman who had been repeatedly penetrated by a number of different
men, and strap on wearing women, members of her crew, as she
watched on.

If she had
known that, then who knows how Gabriel would have been affected.
For sure she would have taken another step down into some kind of
rabbit hole that she wouldn’t be able to climb out of. She
shuddered as her eyes became accustomed to being able to see again.
She desperately wanted to wipe her eyes and rub her nipples but she
couldn’t. Rubbing her hard, throbbing nipples was such a small
insignificant thing to want to do, or need to do. In the bigger
scheme of things she was in dire need of help - she was in danger,
and she needed to be with her children. But instead she was
needing, and she was craving to rub her nipples.

Yes those
nipples. They had been ‘banded’. Small tight elastic bands somehow
applied to the very base of her nipples and then tightened so that
the flesh was crimped and distorted. This ensured the nipples
filled with blood. It ensured those nipples were erected and
bloated, and it ensured that over time the nipples would become
beyond sensitive - that they would become hypersensitive. And when
Gabriel looked down herself, at her bared, exposed and vulnerable
breasts, she noticed a deep seated ‘throb’ in those nipples that
added to her craving to touch them, and rub them.

“So, I thought
a day or so here, before I have you taken to a more suitable,
longer term facility in which you can be, let’s say, properly
worked on.”

Nothing Imogen
said at any time would have given Gabriel much hope, or any hope at
all. What Imogen did was layer the despair, one on top of the
other. And she did this on a constant basis. Gabriel hadn’t
processed yet, that this morning when she left her house, that it
would be the last time she saw her kids. She wouldn’t have been
putting these little notions into actual thoughts yet. When she did
do that then her grip on her own sanity would be loosened a little
bit. Her kids were in the back of her mind all the time. But to the
extent that she needed to be with them and she needed to be with
them ‘now’. It was a fact that this was all a bit like she was
being prepared - that she was being prepped for a deeper despair
than she could imagine.

The start of
that was of her being angry that she could think of nothing more
than having her nipples rubbed. She shouldn’t have been thinking
like that, or needy like that, but she was and that made her
irritated with herself. That irritation would manifest itself as
‘guilt’. What Imogen was able to do, what she did do, was create
this complex set of conditions in each and every one of her victims
that enabled her to inflict the most terrible psychological
tortures at the same time as inflicting sexual distress. There was
nothing worse that a woman craving an orgasm more than being with
her children - and yet this was what Imogen was able to tap into
and able to use to feed her own urges.

“Uhhhhhhhh
goddddddd noooooooooo.”

What came out
of Gabriel’s mouth weren’t words. There was a noise but not really
words. Imogen had moved in and sucked a nipple into her mouth. And
she kept that nipple in the warm wet confines of her mouth and
rolled it along her tongue. She sucked it and nibbled it making it
throb harder. And that was the thing. She was making it throb
harder and she clamped on to the nipple knowing what it was doing.
The she spat it out and immediately sucked the other one into her
mouth and did the same.

That noise came
out of Gabriel all the time. It was like she knew that the thoughts
of being with her children again were being forced to the back of
her mind in favour of sinking into the unthinkable pleasure of
having her banded, grotesque nipples sucked like this by the woman
who’d had her taken out of circulation. And that added to the guilt
that was already forming in her mind and that added to the despair
- it was becoming a vicious circle already.

“I know. You
want it, you don’t want it, you want it you don’t want it.”

Imogen had spat
the second nipple out and stood back with a completely misplaced,
sincere smile on her face. This could have been a hint as to the
state of her own mind.

“Please…”

It was the only
word that Gabriel could get out. It was the only decipherable word
she could manage.

“Oh, you want
‘more’? I can oblige you, I promise you I can oblige you. I can
make you forget about the children. I can make you forget about
them for a long, long time. Then I can make you remember again and
that will hurt you, I promise you it will hurt you.”

That was the
thing about Imogen. She wasn’t satisfied with having the total
power - she had to ‘hurt’ as well. There was this need in her, to
hurt on a deeper than surface level. She had to hurt the psyche of
her victim like she herself had been hurt all that time ago. But
not like all that time ago at all.

Imogen had
developed a method of working with other women that was worse than
what she had been inflicted with. That was what the damage had done
to her. It had made her want other women, innocent women, to suffer
more than she had. It made her need to do more unto others than
she’d had done to her. There was this ‘thing’ that had been
inflicted on her and in her that would not fade and die over time.
Instead it would simply grow and grow.

And this was
what Gabriel was a victim of - the same as countless victims before
her. But it begged a question, it implored for a question to be
asked - what happens to the victims after Imogen had sated her
needs? What would happen to Gabriel once she’d been inflicted with
enough despair, and sexual addiction to destroy her brain? What
would happen when she stopped providing this very complex sadist
with gratification?

 



CHAPTER
FOURTEEN

 


The Dark

 


This time
Imogen simply ran the pad of one finger tip over the tip of one
nipple, and Gabriel ‘bellowed’. She bellowed like some kind of
trapped animal as the shock of intense pleasure was sent through
one nipple and one nipple only. Gabriel’s eyes shot open, they were
stark, staring, out on storks as she absorbed that pleasure shock.
There were the early signs of her beginning to fall to pieces if
one looked right into those eyes.

Imogen cupped
one hand and she took the weight of one of Gabriel’s breasts. She
lifted slowly and she used a thumb and swiped the nipple again, and
again there was this ‘bellowing’ sound that had to pull at some
heartstrings - but not those of Imogen.

“I want you to
forget about your children and concentrate on getting through the
next couple of days.”

It was like an
announcement that Imogen came out with. It was like she was
enjoying the process of changing Gabriel’s priorities by reminding
her of her true priorities. It was another way of torturing her
mind. It was another way of her laying down those layers. And the
way she did it was beyond anything that was chilling. What Imogen
did was relentless and it keyed into the brain of Gabriel in a way
that this poor woman would not be able to shake off.

“No, no, never.
No.”

The repeated
words from Gabriel were a sign that she was desperate that what
this woman said she wanted, would not happen. But also in that
strained, taught voice of hers was a knowledge of what that sexual
pleasure she had already felt was capable of doing to her.

What she needed
was to beg Imogen not to do it. To beg her not to bring her to the
state of sexual need, that she forgot all about her kids. But there
was something inside her that told her that it was pointless for
her to beg and plead. And she was fighting with all of this. She
was fighting in her mind with how she could get through this
without forgetting her children. And this was yet another layer
being applied. This showed the complexity and the cruelty that went
hand in hand together with Imogen and what she did to other
women.

Imogen trailed
a finger up the inside of one of Gabriel’s upper, inner thighs. She
used her nail, like Tammy had done in the bar when she’d been
getting to know Gabriel. She scratched that nail over the laddered,
torn and stained stocking, over the broad black stocking top and to
the white, soft flesh above it. And then she trailed her fingertip
and nail up further, towards the crotch and when she did this
Gabriel made a noise - like one that told the she was facing an
impending doom. And there was this shudder as well - like a bodily
shudder that travelled head to toe of this increasingly wretched
woman.

Imogen had told
Gabriel what she wanted and so this distraught woman knew what was
going to happen. That she knew in advance what was going to happen,
made it so many more times worse for her. And that it was worse
came out in that noise. That it was worse, kind of sped up the
timeline for her. As Imogen reached the slightly dewy folds of her
cunt lips, Gabriel flinched, but she couldn’t flinch away from
Imogen’s fingers. She could twitch and she could flinch but she
couldn’t escape those sadistic fingers.

“Uhhhhhhh
mmmmmmmm uuuuhhhhhhh.”

That was a deep
seated wet ‘groan’ that Gabriel let out. There was nothing else
that she could do as Imogen used her finger to trace the gently
folded flesh of the labia minora and then ploughed those lips apart
very gently. The gentle way that Imogen worked belied the brutal
way she was treating Gabriel. But the brutality was almost
invisible. The brutality was psychological and largely it was
invisible - unless one took the time out to look into Gabriel’s
eyes. Then it wasn’t so invisible.

“You’re
delicious do you know that darling? You’re a delicious slut and we
are going to have so, so much fun together.”

If Imogen
didn’t sound so out and out insane all the time, then she did now.
She was talking as though there was a luxury holiday in the
planning. There was nothing about her tone that told of the actual
brutality of what she was doing. She could have been talking
seductively to a lover if her words and tone were to be believed.
By this time her fingers were deeper in Gabriel’s cunt and she was
turning them, bending them inside this delicate flesh and this
private place and she was making a b-line for Gabriel’s hooded
clitoris.

“Just go with
it slut. Forget them, they are not important any more. What’s
important is that you get through and absorb what I do to you going
forward. Forget them!”

Imogen couldn’t
go too long without causing some hurt she couldn’t go long without
delivering another blow. She wanted to play with Gabriel’s cunt but
she wanted to see and hear her crying as well. And sure enough, the
crying came. With yet another reminder of her kids and with the
pleasure she was already feeling this woman giving her she could
only do one thing, in order to convey her distress and that was to
cry.

Imogen kept her
fingers inside the woman and she nudged the clitoris hood so that
Gabriel’s mind was taken off the children again and to her own
growing sexual need. And that made her sob from the bottom of her
heart because she knew that trying to keep thinking of her kids
when so much pleasure was being forced onto her by Imogen would be
impossible. That it would be beyond impossible in fact.

“Uhhhhh godddd
please no, please no.”

Yes Gabriel’s
words were decipherable but they were desperate as well. Imogen had
popped her clitoris from under the hood and she was pressing it,
and rolling it between her thumb and forefinger and she was using
her ooze of juices to help in the process. It was like she was
milking the clit. There was the way Imogen was able to act, and
behave, and treat another woman whilst abusing her most delicate
and private flesh that was disturbing to watch, and to listen
to.

“Now I know
that those little ones of yours are fading now. They are getting
further and further away in your mind. But that’s a good thing
right?”

She didn’t
expect an answer. Yes the words were for Gabriel but no response
was required. Her words were for the sole purpose of applying
another dose of trauma to a woman who didn’t deserve it. He words
were simply to remind Gabriel whilst knowing full well that what
she had said was right. That Gabriel’s children were sinking
further and further back in her mind.

 


Two Days
Later

 


If it was
possible for an attractive, mature woman to sound like a wounded
animal, then it had been achieved with Gabriel. That sound didn’t
come in bursts anymore because it was constant. There was spent
semen leaking from her - from her vagina and from her anus, and she
was staring again now, in different place - a windowless place. The
sight of her here now begged the questions as to what had happened
to her during the two days? But those were questions, yes that
needed to be asked, but that the scene provided the answers as
well. That leaking, streaming semen told of the fact that she had
been penetrated vaginally and anally at least once. But there was
this overriding gut feeling that told of her being penetrated
probably countless times over a forty eight hour period.

And one had to
think about that. What that can have done to her - and what other
torments were being applied at the same time? Certainly that noise
she made, constantly was a hint of what she had been through.
Certainly the sound of her, the sight of her was something that
would not be easy to look at - and yet one would be compelled to
look at her. There would be this sense, or this need to look away,
to afford her some dignity but that was not something that would
happen. It was like once the eyes had been drawn to her, then they
couldn’t just leave her again.

“Don’t try to
tell me you didn’t orgasm slut! I know you did. And I know you
didn’t think of your kids, once, during this time.”

It would have
been cruel enough for Gabriel to have been forced to forget her
children as she was put through a series of sexual tortures. THAT
would have been cruel enough. But to let her forget and then
constantly remind her was another level of torture that cannot be
imagined. The effect of such a torture could not be imagined
because it is simply too awful. And that reminder to come, just
before she is put through another series of intense sexual
stimulations meant that she had to go through the process all over
again. She had to be forced to forget her children all over again
as that sexual pleasure was injected into her wide open receptors.
It was cruelty that wasn’t so much inflicted upon her, but that was
poured into her psyche and then let to fester right there.

Now she was
standing naked except for those repeatedly soiled self-supporting
stockings, and those heels that were far higher than she wore in
her normal life. The thing now was that her nipples, still banded
had been suspended in front of her. Those nipples banded and
grotesquely enlarged and engorged, but they had been ringed with
stainless steel micro wire and then pulled up. The whole of the
breasts pulled up, taken weight of by the nipples and just hung
there, under tension and with a constant feed of micro vibrations
that were fed into the base and the stem of the nipples. Those
micro vibrations creating a similar need for her to scratch and rub
her nipples, just as before, only more so. That need so much more
and so much more intense.

Her arms were
behind her, and bound. Her elbows had been forced together until
they touched and then secured like that. Her wrists likewise were
secured. With her arms like this, she was forced into a stance that
was not natural and her high heels did not help this. The fact that
her nipples and breasts were suspended the way they were made
everything more awkward and more micro controlled as well.

The bondage
that had been applied and the torture was such that it debilitated
Gabriel in micro increments. It was a bondage and torture that
Imogen had designed to do what it did. She had designed and
implemented it from the ground up. It was as though she wanted and
needed a torture that she could apply, set into motion and then
stand back and watch, and soak up what she had created.

The
‘entertainment’ had been just that. Six men, from various walks of
life, all invited to come use Gabriel before the real stuff
started. Imogen had smiled at her own ingenuity in that she had
aroused, and subjected Gabriel to enough sexual stimulation
beforehand, to ensure that she was ‘up for it’. That thought made
Imogen giggle a little bit. She knew that Gabriel hadn’t put a foot
wrong in her life. She’d never gone off the rails, and she’d
certainly never put herself about in sexual terms. So Imogen knew
that being given to these men, and actually that she was dripping
for it, would have been something that festered inside of Gabriel’s
mind. And Imogen liked that. It made her smile. And it made her
wet.

Between
Gabriel’s parted legs, there were more high tensile steel wires
coming down. Closer inspection would reveal that her labia was
spread wide and stretched by these wires that went into the floor.
The spread and the pull of the fleshy labia lips was made possible
by the attachment of self-tightening clips that had been attached
to each lip. The tightening and then the pulling open and
stretching down had been done slowly one increasing Gabriel’s
discomfort gradually. By the time this was done to her, the spent
semen was a constant ooze from her most private woman places.

But her
clitoris had been clipped as well, and wired. Her clitoral bundle
had been clipped and then pulled down towards the floor. That
stretch had been micro-slowly applied until Gabriel had screamed
out.

“That’s nice.
That’s a nice noise. Your offspring would be proud of their
mamma.”

And there it
was again, that reminder. After the trauma of being handed to these
men to be used an abused, and knowing that she was heading for
another period of enforced sexual stimulation, to be reminded of
her children again was like a step that was too far for her mind to
cope with, hence the noise she was making. That noise was not just
a noise because of what she was going through physically, which in
itself was enough, but also psychologically. The hurt, the pain was
getting at her from all sides, inside and out. It was the
culmination of what she had been through and what she knew she had
to go through in the immediate future.

The noise was
her way of checking out of what she was going through. It was her
way of dealing with it. She was a wounded human being and she was
emoting this with the noises that she was making. And this was down
to Imogen. This was all down to her. Her cruelty, her ability to be
inhumane and her sadism and need to inflict the most terrible
torments on other women. This was all her doing! And the
frightening thing was that she wasn’t done. She didn’t know when
enough was enough because she didn’t have that built in mechanism
that told her, enough was enough. Every victim for her was her
opportunity to find new depths of cruelty to plummet. Every new
victim had to suffer more than the last and for longer than the
last.

Imogen didn’t
secure Gabriel’s feet. Strangely she let those feet be free. Her
arms were only secured to stop her rubbing her nipples or giving
herself an orgasm. The point was that Gabriel was ‘controlled’
micro controlled and she didn’t have a say in it, or the ability to
do anything about it, or change the path that she was on. Her tits
were suspended by her nipples and she was secured in place by her
labia and clitoral clips and wires. These wires carrying the micro
current and the micro vibrations that would take her to the brink
of her own sanity.

Imogen didn’t
need, didn’t want to debilitate the legs and the feet. For her, the
movement of the legs, and the severe arched, stilettoed feet, would
tell a story all of their own. Hard strict bondage would prevent
that. So Gabriel’s abilities were limited but not prevented
altogether. She was stuck to one spot, but free to move within that
spot so that Imogen could soak up the maximum amount of despair. So
that she could get more out of it. She wasn’t allowing Gabriel
movement out of the kindness of her heart. It was all for her, all
for Imogen.

 


Gabriel was
pushing out more and more of that spent semen with every breath she
took. And those breaths were deep, and heavy, even to a point of
being laboured. There was no attempt to gag her, or to silence her
noises.

“Let it all
out. Make your children proud, slut.”

And yes, yet
another reminder, although by this time, it wasn’t clear if Gabriel
was capable of thinking about anything other than the pleasure that
was being fed to her. It was a kind of drip feed of pleasure that
was filling up her orgasm before it was allowed to erupt from
her.

The sensations
being fed into her nipples somehow joining up with the sensations
that were being fed into her clitoris. And all of those sensations
taking over her sexuality and her arousal. All of those sensations
crippling her femininity more and more. And as this was happening
she was pushing out the dregs of that spent semen and she was, at
the same time, oozing her own juices.

There was no
real reason why Gabriel’s cunt lips were clipped and spread the
ways they were, other than to degrade her a little more. There were
vibrations being fed into those wires and clips to her labia but
the main feed was through the clitoral bundle and her nipples.
Imogen had been able to hijack this woman’s sanity by just taking
over her most erogenous zones. And that way she was able to take
over her mind as well, and the contents of her mind.

Imogen stood
back to take a long hard look at her handiwork. She licked her lips
because she liked what she saw. And what did she see? She saw a
woman, her victim in decline. She saw a woman being so consumed by
her own sexuality that she’d forgotten that she wouldn’t be seeing
her children again - indeed she’d forgotten about them altogether.
And she saw a woman who would remember her kids again but at a time
when she was at her lowest. And that was when the despair would be
at its most potent.

She saw a woman
shifting her weight from one stiletto to the other as she was taken
to orgasm after orgasm. A woman who was whimpering with stimulation
because she was suffering so much. And yes, there was that noise.
That terrible noise that Gabriel was making. That awful noise that
was the audible clue as to how much she was suffering. A woman
caught in total constant arousal. An arousal that was desperate and
an arousal that provided mind eating orgasm after orgasm.

 



CHAPTER
FIFTEEN

 


End Game

 


Gabriel had
served her purpose now. She wasn’t around anymore. There were no
hints as to where she was, or what had become of her. Certainly
there was no visible sign from Imogen that this woman was now gone
- it was like business as usual. Imogen sat back on a plush leather
sofa and she crossed her most amazing legs. There was something
about that - this woman who was capable not only of the most base
cruelty but also murder - was also at ease with her own intense and
seductive femininity. That soft, sheer nylon sheathing her long
shapely legs seemed out of place - as though she didn’t deserve
such seductive fabric to be covering her flesh. But it was, it just
was!

She picked up a
large screen smart phone and tapped an app and she played the sound
through a Bluetooth speaker as she watched the screen. She was
watching the crew, or some of them at least. And she was listening
to them.

“She didn’t
need to do that to Gabriel. Poor woman didn’t deserve that. Imagine
what she was feeling at the end? I don’t want to even go there in
my mind, it’s too harrowing.”

Tammy was the
one speaking but she sounded emotional which was unlike her - she
was the leather clad biker and all that. She looked a hard bitch,
but that was in the normal world

“Things are
taking a different vibe. She’s going rogue, not that she wasn’t
already. Now we’ve got to watch our backs, I’m telling you. I don’t
feel safe anymore. I’m getting to feeling that it’s gonna be better
for me to do one. Fuck off out of town and lie low.”

Bel, or Belinda
sounded half scared to death. There was this feeling that things
had escalated and then peaked with the taking of Gabriel. Or not
the taking of her, but the disposing of her and now the crew who
had been so easy to manipulate and control were on the verge of
rebelling - and deserting the sinking ship. Not that Imogen felt
there was a ship sinking any time soon.

“What are we
going to do then? Sounds like we’ve reached an impasse. And where
the fuck is Marie anyway - she’s usually here by now?”

Ruby was the
young, cheeky one and the one who seemed to be less bothered by
what was going on, or where it was going. At least that was what
she showed on the outside.

“She’s doing an
‘errand’ for Imogen. She’ll be here later. But we’ve got to do
something. We’ve got to bring this to an end somehow. And I have a
feeling there’s only one way to do it, and that is due to Imogen
before she does unto us. She’s one sick bitch. And if it comes to
it, she won’t even blink when she finishes us off, one at a
time.”

That was Tammy
again and there was this silence that followed her words as though
they were absorbing what they meant.

“I’ll do her. I
don’t care - I’ve had enough of her anyway - time for me to move
on.”

Ruby again and
all eyes span to her. She was serious and she didn’t care who knew.
The trouble was that now, Imogen knew and none of them had the
slightest inclination that this was the case. They thought their
little chats were all private. They thought until Imogen started to
go way over the top in how she treated other women, then disposed
of them, that she would leave them to it - leave them to be friends
- all nice and happy ever after. Not!

 


Imogen dialled
out of the covert cameras and she went to the door under her
stairs. The door to her cellar. She opened it, went through and
closed it behind her. Then she descended the stairs after flicking
on a single unshaded light bulb. When she reached the bottom she
went straight ahead until she came to a door. There was the sound
of her high heels, that seemed loud - those ‘clicks’ as metal
tipped stilettos contacted with bare stone floor.

“So, slut,
you’d rather be one of my ‘victims’ than one of my crew, right?
That’s good, because that’s exactly what you are going to be.”

Marie was on a
chair, naked with her legs spread wide at the knees and her
sexuality crudely and vulnerably exposed. Her legs were secured
like that, wide open and to her tummy, there was a large round
headed vibrator taped from her belly button to just above her
clitoris at the upper end of her hairless smooth slit. Her arms
were behind her, secured and her breasts were bared.

Her face was
like a white sheet, it was like she had seen a ghost. Her eyes wide
open, and her face, especially her lips, quivering. But there was
this distance in her eyes as well - it was clear she had been
drugged, or inhibited in some way or other. And yet it was also
clear that she was completely aware of where she was, what was
happening and what was being said to her.

“If you serve
me well, YOU can live. I can’t say the same for the others though -
any of them. They are going to die, very soon, and you are going to
help me with that.”

Yes, Imogen was
going to break Marie, but she was also going to feed the living
fuck of frights into her as well. It was simple, she needed someone
if the crew were going to be disposed of, someone in the interim
and Marie would do. She just needed to ensure that she was suitably
fucked up, sufficiently fucked up to do literally anything she told
her to. And there was no shortage of confidence in Imogen. There
was nothing about her modus-operandi that she was doubtful about.
Marie shivered the whole length of herself.

“Please, please
anything. I’ll do anything.”

And the thing
was that Imogen hadn’t even started on her yet. This woman, this
sadist smiled to herself at the stuttered dripping words coming
from Marie.

“I know you
will sweetheart. But you know I have to ‘make sure’ that I can rely
on you and there is only one way that I can do that, and that is to
break you, like I break all of my other victims. The only
difference for you, is that there won’t be an end game. You will go
through my processes and you will be kept by me. I need a faithful,
loyal ‘dog’ and you are it. Once I know you are what I want you to
be, then we can continue with disposing of the rest and replacing
them. The future is bright for you, slut. As long as you shape
up.”

The thing about
Marie was that she was the weakest of the crew. Not really sure if
‘weakest’ is the word. She’d been taken in, blackmailed and
controlled by Imogen just like they all had, but there was this
‘submissiveness’ about her that had to be attached to her
sexuality. Imogen was on to that from an early stage and over time
the idea of taking her and fucking her up had been appealing to
her.

And now it was
the necessary way ahead. Now it was something that had to be. What
would make it a success was Marie being absolutely frightened to
the core of doing anything wrong or anything to upset Imogen. She
had to be scared to death of Imogen, which she was. That was job
done and when she was broken sexually - when she was addicted
sexually then she would be even more pliable and even more able to
do what she was told.

Imogen set the
vibrator to work and all Marie had to do was stand back and watch,
and listen. She could watch that deep despair and desperation
mounting up in Marie’s eyes and in her debilitated body language.
And she could soak up those sounds that this poor young woman was
making. She could soak them up and she could bathe in them. And the
effect was immediate. The high power large headed vibe barely
touched the wide open clitoral receptors and yet it was enough to
create this ‘whimper’ in Marie. Imogen smiled, moved in close and
whispered to her,

“Be careful
what you wish for.”

And that was a
lesson in the obvious. Marie would stay in that chair being broken
by that vibrator for six or seven days. She would stay there as she
was inflicted with orgasm after orgasm after orgasm until her mind
melted. She would remain in that chair until she had been
‘rewired’. Until the ‘logic’ in her mind had been melted away. But
in the meantime, Imogen had other work to do.

 


Three Days
Later

 


‘Ruby I’ve got
a job for you. Come to me now.’

The text
message had been simple and easy to understand. Ruby, the young one
only needed to confirm that she would be there but she said
more.

‘No problem. Do
you know where Marie is? We haven’t seen her for days?’

Imogen read the
message and responded almost as though without a thought.

‘She’s my bitch
now. She won’t be part of the crew any more. I’m giving her what
she’s asked for. I’ll expect to see you within the hour.’

Imogen was
clever, very clever. She was saying it as it was as though she
wasn’t hiding anything. Ruby read the message and shrugged. She
always had thought that Maries was a bit of a flake. But she also
thought ‘rather her than me’ and she almost said that out loud to
herself, but didn’t. She shrugged again.

‘OK I’ll be
there within the hour.’

And she pressed
send. And then she sat back to think about what had just happened.
Maybe, she was the young smart one and should have been alarmed at
the message from Imogen. Not that she wanted to see her, but that
Marie was now gone from the crew. But Imogen had been beyond clever
in making herself known and in what Marie craved for. It didn’t at
all stink of Imogen making the first moves in wiping out her
current crew - except it did. Ruby didn’t get it - but maybe she
would have, had she known the ability of Imogen to hear what they
were talking about, at any given time. Once again Imogen was one
step ahead.

In the event,
Ruby had no chance of defending herself, or even processing what
was happening before the bullet entered dead centre of her forehead
and exited in an explosion of skull and brains, out the back. She
was instantly dead. She’d gone to Imogen expecting to hear of
another woman, another target that would be taken out. Certainly
the timeline suggested that with Gabriel gone now. But it wasn’t to
be. Rather the execution was swift and ruthless inside Imogen’s
city property as a vibrator continued its work on Marie in the
sound proofed basement.

 


Thirty Six
Hours Later

 


‘Bel, I need to
go over your next assignment with you. Be here within the
hour.’

Bel just looked
at the screen as though it was just about to bite her.

‘Uh, yeah ok.
You don’t know where Marie and Ruby are do you? Marie we haven’t
seen for days, and Ruby went to see you a day or so ago, so…..’

Imogen smiled
when she looked at the text message. There were rumblings in the
camp - they could sense something happening. But it didn’t bother
her.

‘Marie isn’t
with you guys any more. She’s my personal bitch now - she’s here
with me, where she’s always wanted to be. Ruby was here but she’s
running a little errand for me, she’ll be back in a day or so.’

Bel looked at
the message and it seemed perfectly plausible to her - she didn’t
feel the problem or the bad vibes either.

‘OK, I’ll be
there in a little while.’

Like Ruby,
she’d thought that this was all about their next target and that
was because the timing was perfect for Imogen to be getting her
urges again. Bel had no idea, not even the slightest, that Ruby was
already dead, or that Debbie, another of the crew was also dead, or
that she was next.

In a carbon
copy of Ruby’s murder, Bel was dispatched. She didn’t see it coming
and even in that split second when she was staring down the barrel
of that handgun, she didn’t get it that she was just about to die.
It was like her mind, her logic was sparing her that knowledge. It
was allowing her the ignorance for her last second or two. And then
she was gone.

 


Forty Eight
Hours Later

 


Marie was a
mess now. Her mind was in some kind of state that could never be
unravelled. She’d withstood orgasm after orgasm for seven days.
Imogen had been surprised at how long it took this pretty weak
woman to actually break. At first it had been like she was trying
to ‘enjoy’ the orgasms as opposed to what a lot of women did in
trying to repel them by mind control alone. Marie had embraced them
and soaked them up.

It had only
been when she eventually began to get exhausted from absorbing
squirting orgasm after squirting orgasm that she realised the she
was in trouble. But by that time it was too late. The addiction had
taken hold and she was in that phase when she wanted more orgasms
but didn’t want them at the same time. She was in that phase when
she wasn’t capable of logical thought because that logic had been
melted from her mind.

“Please, please
more orgasms please I need them. I need them.”

There had to be
the question of did she still want what she’d wished for? Of course
she would be unable to answer that now.

“Later, slut. I
want you to do something for me first.”

“Anything,
anything, anything at all.”

Marie was quick
to respond because she was ‘that’ desperate.

“I want you to
execute Tammy. But not before you’ve disabled her and played with
her a little bit. Do you think you can do that for me, bitch? Do
you think you can please me by executing Tammy?”

This was a test
for both Imogen and Marie. It was a chance for Imogen to test her
breaking process and how far along Marie was. Marie seemed to think
about it but there was no horror or disbelief there. She tilted her
head one way, then another as she tried to deal with what she had
just been told and as she tried to deal with the increasingly
desperate need to orgasm again.

“Yes, yes I’ll
do it. I’ll do it.”

There was even
a desperation in that response. The repeated words the almost
hissing tone she used. At this point Marie didn’t give a flying
fuck about Tammy, or about any of the crew. There might have been
the knowledge that the crew were being taken out now - what Imogen
had ordered was a direct murder after all. But Marie was out for
herself now - her time with the crew was over and she was Imogen’s
bitch. There was no fear now and no logic left in her. She’d been
broken by Imogen and that vibrator - she’d got what she wished for.
Was that a good thing? At least she’d live, sort of.

 


Two Hours
Later

 


Marie and
Imogen had gone to Tammy’s together. They hadn’t announced or
messaged that they would come, they just turned up. Marie shot both
of the biker’s kneecaps out as though she did this sort of thing on
a daily basis. Then as Tammy lay first in screaming pain, and then
silent, grotesque shock, Imogen watched as Marie pulled up her
short, tight lycra dress to expose her smooth, hairless and wet
cunt. Then she squatted over Tammy, and pissed over her head and
face.

Imogen hadn’t
told her what she had to do, not exactly. She’d wanted to see how
Marie put her own spin on it, and she was impressed even though she
knew that Marie was looking for any excuse to get some kind of
friction and contact with her own sex. And Tammy’s heavily made up
face provided that contact. Marie rode Tammy’s face as she
pleasured herself. And Tammy took it. She was in dire pain and deep
shock and then it was as though she knew this was coming. It was as
though this was what they had all talked about and that now, yes
this was it.

“Can I cum,
over her face, before I finish her off?”

Marie looked
imploringly up at Imogen who thought that was adorable.

“You can. Cum
hard over her face then look her in the eye as you finish her
off.”

And she was
smiling at Marie as even before the eye contact between them was
broken, Marie was rocking back and forth on the face of Marie with
her full weight. There was this low level grunt that was coming
from her, one that told of her pleasure. And for Imogen she had
found the one. There was no doubt in her mind that the way Marie
was turning out, that she would be with her, assisting her going
forward. Imogen was far from done. Her urges and her needs were
increasing, not receding. And now that she owned Marie’s mind and
her sexuality, she knew that what was in the future was going to
blow her mind.

That was key
for Imogen, that her mind was blown going forward. And she would do
whatever she had to do, bar nothing, in order to get her fix. She
watched and smiled as Marie orgasmed over Tammy’s face. She watched
her grind the maximum pleasure from her. She watched her milk that
orgasm for all it was worth and then she watched her pull herself
down to sit on Tammy’s chest. She watched her slip the barrel of
the gun into her mouth, and made her suck it as though she were
sucking a cock, and then she pulled the trigger, creating her own
trademark execution style. Imogen squeezed her thighs as the
execution was complete, and she silently orgasmed into her
panties.

 


 


THE END
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From the first paragraph of the
first chapter of this story, it’s clear
hat Imogen is a ‘bad one’.





