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Chapter
1

 


Now

 


Nicole
was still moving, just. One sky high, pencil thin stiletto in front
of the other, and round and round that big radius of the Rotator -
like she was on a long leash and all she could to was move in that
continuous circle, keeping the leash tight. Why didn’t she stop
walking, or stop moving in that continuous circle? Why did she have
to keep going like that? It didn’t make sense, especially given the
trauma she seemed to be in. It was like she had to keep moving, as
though she didn’t have a choice in the matter. As though, if she
stopped, there would be some sort of penance to pay. That feeling
or that notion would turn out to be true of course - there would be
a penance to pay.

You’d
think the woman would help Nicole - the woman watching from the
sidelines. You’d think she would help her or something. Like as
though she would see that there was something the matter, something
wrong, and that she would intervene. But this woman didn’t do that.
She just watched her. She didn’t say anything. She didn’t move at
all. She just watched Nicole from that place on the side. For some
reason it was like she had been watching her for some time. It was
like she had been there for the duration and that now things were
coming to a head. But coming to a head, to what ends? Questions,
questions and more questions!

Another
question had to be asked as to how this woman could be watching
this. How could she watch and do nothing? How could she do nothing
at all? But even after all these questions had been asked, there
was the feeling, there was the notion that this woman belonged in
this scene. That she didn’t just belong in it, she owned it, and
that if it wasn’t for her, this thing would not be happening at
all. That was what was fucked up about this. This wasn’t a normal
scene. It was like something that wasn’t from the normal world. It
was like the setting; the location didn’t help that feeling. But
then there were other things that added to that feeling, or to that
‘sensation’ as well.


Especially with those noises that Nicole was making. Those
noises weren’t right. They just were not right. That place, that
location didn’t make those noises any easier to bare because there
was like this echoey quality to them. There were the noises, and
then there were the after-noises that just seemed to hang in the
air. There are no words for those noises coming from Nicole. Yes
they were noises of distress but there was something more than that
to them. There was something more than just ‘distress’ about them.
Like she was trying to say something - like she was trying to
communicate her distress to someone - anyone that might be
listening. Maybe that was it. That she was trying to communicate
her distress. And that in a way, she had given up the ghost of
anyone hearing her, and coming to stop what was going on. But that
noise, or those noises that she was making would send shivers down
the core of the spine of anyone who might hear them. It didn’t help
that her steps were irregular, as though they were forced in some
way. Or as though, occasionally, every few steps or so, she would
stumble. That was understandable given the situation as it was.
They were like stumbles, but not at the same time.

There
was a wretchedness about Nicole now. It was like she had been worn
down, but not just physically, mentally as well. There was this
exhaustion about the way she carried herself. But in fairness she
was forced to carry herself that way, she couldn’t do it any other
way. It couldn’t have been easy for her from the word go. That
thick collar, lengthening her neck, and that corset ‘thing’
squeezing her, shaping her, forming her and yet deforming her at
the same time.

There
was this message that this girl was not in this place of her own
volition. That she had been taken there, maybe against her will.
But at the same time there was this feeling that she had gone along
with it - that indeed she was there of her own accord. That she was
there because she wanted to be there. For sure, for certain there
was this contradiction everywhere one looked in this scene. There
was this contradiction that would make anyone question it. That
would make anyone unsure of themselves and of this scene. It was
like a scene that would make anyone want to, need to, look away,
but at the same time one that forced the eyes to just take it all
in. It was like an invasion of this poor girl’s privacy but at the
same time it was a privacy that was begging to be invaded. It was
fucked up, that was what it was.

It had
been like a learning curve for Nicole. Like something that she had
had to go through. At first she couldn’t handle those heels. She
had never been on such high heels. Ones that forced her to her tip
toes. Ones that forced the pressure to come down through the core
of her spine and to the tips of her toes. But she had kind of got
used to them. That would be an overstatement - she hadn’t got used
to them at all. She had just learned to live with them because what
this was, was the long game. There was something about this whole
thing that said that Nicole wouldn’t or hadn’t been in this
situation, in this predicament for a short time only. There was
something like ‘endurance’ written all over it.

It
didn’t help that her steps were forced to be shorter because of the
chain between her booted ankles. That chain built in to the boots
via stainless steel eyes. That wasn’t natural, surely? Specially
made, knee length boots designed to impede this poor girl
deliberately. It wasn’t fair either. But then nothing about this
was fair. Nothing at all about this was fair. There had to be a
concern for this girl. For what she was going through. There just
had to be a deep concern. But the woman didn’t look concerned in
any way. In fact this woman, Hayley, much older than Nicole looked
anything but concerned, she was chilled, she was leaning against a
stone pillar and she was smoking a cigarette casually. She look
relaxed and chilled. She looked like she had everything under
control. That was because she did - everything and
Nicole.

Nicole
had this woman’s full focus, but there was no concern there. It was
as though she was watching for a specific point to be reached. As
though she was waiting for something to happen. It was as though
all that she had put Nicole through was leading to a point in time.
To a very specific point in time - and that point in time was Full
Cry. But what was Full Cry? No one who might stumble on this scene
would know what it was that’s for sure. No-one would ever have
heard of Full Cry. But then no outsider would ever see this scene.
This was private, a very private scene in a very private place. A
private space. This was between Nicole and Hayley. This was an
intimate scene, very private, very specific and very graphic - just
between the two of them and no-one else, for the moment.

There
would be other questions that anyone might ask - how, or why Nicole
kept that leash chain tight? Why didn’t the radius of the circle
she walked get smaller and smaller? How come the chain stayed
tight? There was nothing stopping her from wandering, or stumbling
to the centre pole. She could have done that with ease and then she
could have stopped and supported herself with the pole in the
middle. But that pole, coming out of the ground turned with her.
There was this other noise like a secondary noise that was like a
micro motor. And it was this that was turning the pole. It was like
a micro motor that was constantly matching Nicole’s walking speed.
One says ‘walking’ but she wasn’t really ‘walking’ in the purest
sense of the word. She was moving forwards, but not in a natural
way. It was that she was moving forwards in an impeded, and almost
irregular way, and one had the feeling that she would not be doing
that if she didn’t have to. There was just this feeling this ‘vibe’
that she was moving forward, slightly stumbling, slightly
stuttering because she had to. Because she had no choice but to do
that. And that she better do that or else!

And then
there was that question again - why did she not wander into the
centre of that circle? And yet again how come she kept that chain
tight all of the time? It can only have been because she was making
the concerted effort to do that. It can have only been because she
had to do that. Like the walking - she had to do it. She didn’t
have a choice in the matter. She had to put the effort in to keep
that chain tight. She had to, she just had to do it because if she
didn’t then there would be another penance to pay. Like if she let
that chain go slack, even in the least little bit, then there would
be something terrible for her to pay in return. And all of that was
adding to this nightmarish vision of this young girl, this young
intern who was in this predicament. Who was in this ‘situation’.
She had to keep that chain tight and she had to keep moving
forward.

All the
time that woman, Hayley watched. She just watched. This wasn’t an
underground space - it was up high because there were slatted
windows high above and the unimpeded sunlight was streaming in
through them casting weird fucked up shadows. That strangely gave
some comfort to the scene - that it wasn’t underground and that it
was daylight outside. It kind of offset the ‘nasty’ feeling about
what was going on here. Like it couldn’t have been that nasty after
all because it wasn’t happening in the dead of night, and it wasn’t
happening in some basement space stinking of death, or worse. But
even that feeling was fucked up because at the same time this place
felt industrial - That huge industrial like feel to it, and yet at
the same time it had a clinically clean feel about it. Industrial
in scale yes, but clinical in its cleanliness, and in its
execution. And there was no outside noise coming in - no sound from
the outside at all. This whole scene was a contradiction in terms.
And indeed it was a contradiction in terms. This would become
clearer and clearer with the passing of time.

There
was that level of comfort, but the sense of impending doom was a
greater feeling. That was what nagged at certain areas of the mind.
That was what would grip someone if they saw this. That there was
something bigger at play here. That there was a bigger picture than
just this girl doing endless circles on that Rotator. Not that she
wasn’t the focus because she was, but that there was something
bigger much bigger at play. And that this woman had something to do
with that - that she had everything to do with it in fact. That she
had a lot to play in what was happening here. That was because she
had literally everything to do with what was happening. Whatever it
was going on in this place, Hayley had everything to do with it.
She was the cause of what was happening to Nicole. But that just
raised more questions. Or one main question, why?

There
was another set of questions right there. Why would she be
corseted, collared and heeled, and then hooked up to this ‘thing’
like this? Why would a relatively young girl be in this situation
in the first place? And why was there that feeling that she was
there because she wanted to be there. Or because she needed to be
there? Why was she ‘suffering’ the way she was suffering? There
seemed to be no sense to it. There was that sense that she was
suffering and that she didn’t want to be and yet there was this
greater sense that she was there because she needed to be there.
Because she craved to be there. How long had she been there? Why
the fuck was she there? What the fuck was going on here?

One got
the impression that once she got used to those heels, those
monstrous heels, that she would have started out on the Rotator
with relative ease. Yes there would have been that almost ‘fear of
heights’ as Nicole began to put one foot in front of the other. But
she would have become accustomed to that, to a degree. She would
have got use to that. But wait - yes her legs were being impeded by
those chains - they were restricting the length of the strides she
could take in those heels. That would have been one string of the
torment that Nicole was feeling. That would have been the immediate
thing that got to her. She would have had to get used to that. But
as well there were other things at play. Not necessarily things
that could be seen. There would have been the initial period on
that Rotator and Nicole would have settled into some kind of rhythm
- she would have used her natural feminine ability to do that. One
stiletto foot in front of the other - and at the same time using
the length of the chain between her ankles to measure the stride
length.

It would
have almost seemed ‘easy’ for her to do that at first. It would
have almost seemed like a ‘chore’ to do it. But one must not
forget, there was that feeling, that unmistakable feeling of
‘endurance’ about this. To see Nicole now, there would be no way
that anyone would not see the fact that she had been doing this
thing for a long time. But there was something else as well. Those
steps were impeded, and there was this stumbling stuttering quality
to them. And that was because, if you were to look very closely,
she was doing other things in time with those steps. And it was
becoming clearer and clearer that whatever else she was doing,
whatever else she had to do in time with these steps, all took its
toll on her. There was a lot that she had to contend with. There
was a lot that she had to do and it would have all been playing on
her mind. And it would have all adding to the physical decimation
of her as a female human being.

But what
was she doing as she was taking those steps? It was difficult to
tell. It was difficult to pin it down. That stuttering had
something to do with it. It had to have something to do with it.
There was this slight twist that she did as she took each step. A
slight twist at the hips. It was more profound when her right foot
was at the fore. A twist - just a tiny twist at the hips and then
there was a micro alteration to the noises that she was making. The
noise that she made was constant. It wouldn’t have always been
constant - that would have built and built and eventually become
like a constant noise that was dribbling from her lips. But now
that it was constant, that little tiny nuanced change in that noise
was underlined. One would have to listen carefully for it. Listen
for it and then look at her. That change in that noise was
reflected in the expressions on her face. And those expressions on
her face were a reflection of the torment that she was in. And that
reflection was especially coming through in her lips.

Oh yes,
her lips. Nicole’s lips in their natural state would be full,
delicious even. But her lips were enhanced here. That slash of deep
red, almost blood red lipstick and gloss. Those lips in this place,
in this situation seemed to bring an enhancement to her
predicament. That was because with that deep blood red lipstick,
every move, every nuanced move and twitch that those lips made was
underlined and enhanced. It brought the attention to Nicole’s mouth
- to her lips. It made one look at her mouth because her mouth was
delicious, but at the same time one needed to look at everything
else that was going on as well.

Those
lips, that mouth, it made the monochrome of this scene, because it
was a monochrome, into something like noire. Where the rest of the
scene was this black and white hellish place, there was the
ultra-femininity of Nicole’s lips. Except that those lips simply
enhanced her misery. Maybe misery is the wrong word. There was the
extreme femininity of Nicole’s blood red lips and then there was
the little twist of the hips.

It was
even more than a twist of the hips. There was a twist and there was
a ‘squeeze’. But that squeeze would be harder to spot than the
twist. The twist was only just discernible but the squeeze - well
that came through in the facial expressions. There was a little
nibble of the bottom lip, right after that little twist. And then a
quivering of the bottom lip as she let it go. And then just the
slightest delay before she took the next step. There would be a
time, maybe immediately when an onlooker would get the sexual
element.

The
scene dripped some kind of fucked up sexuality, but once one got
that little squeeze - that little nibble or bite of the bottom
blood red lip, then one would get the sexuality. She was squeezing
to give herself pleasure. She was squeezing to give herself intense
pleasure. Extreme pleasure. This girl Nicole was in a torment from
hell and yet at the same time she was pleasuring herself. That
would have been the teller, that would have been the ‘thing’ that
told anyone that she was there of her own accord. It was like she
was suffering so that she could get a shot of that pure pleasure.
Little mini orgasms as she put one foot in front of the
other.

And that
was it. Nicole was making out with herself as she put one off those
pointed, stilettoed feet in front of the other. She was bringing
herself off. She was giving herself shots of that pleasure. It just
fucked up the scene even more. It just begged more questions. If
this was some sort of ‘game’ that this woman was playing with
Nicole - if it was some sort of kinky role-play game where Nicole
was the slave and this woman was the Mistress, then surely this
woman would be preventing Nicole from getting pleasure. Surely she
would be denying her that pleasure?

But that
was the fucked up thing. It was more than fucked up. If anything
this told that this was not a game. That it was not a game at all
and that Nicole getting little shots of pleasure, little mini
orgasms was just a tiny thing in the middle of a bigger thing, that
those little mini orgasms were not the main event. That they were
not important. Or, that they were important but only as a build up
to something much bigger. There was this other thing as well - that
this woman, Hayley was simply allowing this girl to pleasure
herself because in some way it served her. In some way it was
serving the bigger picture. Almost it was like she was allowing
Nicole to pleasure herself in this way because in doing so, Nicole
was doing herself more harm than good. It was as though Nicole was
inadvertently furthering her own sexual demise in this way. That
whatever this Full Cry was, this was adding to the mix, and it
would add to the mix a whole lot more.

 



Chapter
2

 


Two weeks ago

 


The tone
of Hayley’s voice was curt and it was sharp. If there was any
mistake about if she was serious in what she was saying then that
mistake was misplaced - it was misconstrued. She was talking into a
cellphone. “That’s the price I want to buy at. Take it or leave it
because I’m getting bored with this now. I’m a busy woman, and
babysitting the virgins in this game isn’t in my job description.
Speak to who you have to speak to and get back to me, last chance.”
And she hung up the call. She didn’t even wait for whoever it was
to respond the other end. She had said her piece and that was that.
She slid her phone across her vast desk as though exasperated.
Hayley was a woman with little patience in her world of business.
The way she spoke told of a woman who didn’t take any prisoners. It
told of a woman who had made it in the world to the extent that she
didn’t have to try too hard anymore. It told of a woman who did her
business effortlessly.

And that
was a fact, that she had made it in the business world. She was
founder and CEO of a company that bought assets. Her company bought
floundering companies and then broke them down whilst at the same
time selling off the assets and cutting work forces. She had become
known whisperingly as The Executioner in certain circles. It was
the way she went about her business. There was no sentiment there.
There was nothing in Hayley that would tell another woman, or man,
that she was easy. That she was easy to get one over on. There were
certain people who refused to do business with her because of what
she did - because of how she made her fortune. She made her money
at the expense of others - jobs, families and communities ripped
apart. The thing about Hayley was that she only did big. She got
her first big break by taking over the liquidation of a huge
printing company that had fallen victim to the digital age. It had
failed to keep up and as a result had simply gone under.

This
company had been huge in printing - but she moved in, closed it
down, paid off the workforce some of whom had been employed there
for thirty or forty years, and then she had sold off the assets and
the property. There had been a level of bemusement as she had set
about her task. What she had in fact done was take the livings from
a huge amount of families. And the thing about it was that she had
done it without batting an eyelid. She had done it without mercy
really. No-one would say that what she had done was the wrong
thing. Hayley was a woman who knew when the game was up. She knew
when there was no hope left and consequentially she knew when to
bring the shutter down on a company. But it was how she did it. How
she did it in that cold manner of hers. How she did it without even
a second thought for what she was actually doing. At least, that
was what it appeared to be like from the outside. But there was
also the feeling that she knew exactly what she was doing. And that
knew the exact effects of what she did.

There
were people, there were colleagues and business enemies alike who
wondered what made this woman tick. What she did was usually done
by ruthless men. Maybe that was it - maybe that was why what she
did and how she did it looked so bad because she was a woman. If
she had been an obese, greedy man then no-one would have batted an
eyelid. But because she was who she was, because she looked the way
she looked, and then did business the way she did it, she looked
worse. She actually LOOKED like The Executioner. This was a woman
whose background was sketchy to say the least. There had been one
moment that she wasn’t in the City. And then the next, there she
was. She hadn’t worked her way up through the ranks. She hadn’t
been in the City for years and built up a portfolio of contacts -
rather she had ‘breezed in’. Not there one minute and then there
the next. She had come in like a storm. She had taken that printing
company to bits and that had signalled her arrival. And then,
everything after that simply fell into her lap. Her list of
business contacts consisted mainly of high end lenders, bankers and
companies that took on the debts of huge multi-million
corporations. And they knew her as the woman who could bring it all
to an end. Simple as that. And in doing what she did, she raked in
a fortune, a fortune that was unspecified.

Hayley’s
cellphone rang and she tilted it on the desk to look at the high
definition screen. Her eyes rolled but she took the call. “Speak to
me.” It was all she said and in those three small words she had got
over her irritation. She listened to what was being the said the
other end and then she spoke herself. “That time of the year huh. A
new batch of interns. A new batch of wannabe’s. Well yes of course
I have to go, that goes without saying. Just arrange the car for me
as usual. And tell me, that new girl, what’s her name, Nicole, will
she be at this little get together? Well, track her down, and
persuade her it’s in her best interest to impress the boss and be
there. Just keep me posted on details. Right, bye.” She put her
phone down again and this time she sat back in the plush leather
desk chair that she was sitting on, and she was thinking. There was
something that said that she wasn’t thinking about work at this
precise point.

Hayley
was a woman who was striking. She was striking to be in the same
room as but she was striking to look at full stop. A tall woman.
One of those ones that was often said they didn’t make any more.
She was tall, curvy and she had big hair. She was like an escapee
from one of those Hollywood noire films. All curves, hair and red
lipstick. And, maybe this was the reason she unsettled others so
much. That she unsettled the businesses and the people she ruined
along the way was one thing - but she unsettled other business
people - people that she had to deal with in doing what she did. It
was this vision, this image of this woman. Her silhouette alone
could and would strike fear into the hearts of her competitors.
There was this thing about her long, long legs - shapely legs and
feet that were forever arched into severe stilettos. Hayley cut
this figure that could well have been looked intimidating. That was
because she WAS intimidating. And she didn’t seem to put any effort
in how she looked. She seemed to carry this striking beauty and
intimidation in such a natural way that it was almost uncanny. It
had been said that Hayley was a force of nature and there were not
many who argued with that assessment of this woman.

But
unbeknown to a lot of people who knew her, she was also a flawed
woman. She swung her chair round to face the big window looking out
over the financial district. She loved this part of town - it was
like it was her town within the City. She was deep in thought at
the same time as taking in the stunning views over docklands in the
distance. There was this early evening ‘haze’ - some would call it
‘smog’. But she loved it. It gave the skyline character and she
like that. And it was that haze that gave her perspective. This was
a woman who must have had a lot on her mind an any given time. She
was a woman who made big decisions that affected many people and
that changed lives, but she must have had a dozen things going on
in her head at any given time. She crossed her legs and there was
that sound of nylon rasping nylon as her thighs rubbed together
under her fitted suit skirt.

Hayley
was what she was. She was everything that people were afraid of.
And yet there was more to her. There had to be more to her. But as
she looked out over ‘her’ part of the City it was obvious there was
more to her than met the eye. There was a deeper something to her.
There was another layer of her underneath. As she sat crossed
legged looking over the City, she didn’t look like that statuesque
business woman anymore. That it was her, that it was Hayley was not
in question. But she had shrunk back in that chair a little bit and
it was like she was remembering things. There was no sign, no
indication of what she was remembering exactly, but it was clear
from the expressions on her face, from the little ways she moved
her mouth and her head that she was not liking what she was
thinking about. It looked like she was remembering but didn’t want
to remember, or would prefer to remember something else instead.
She became unsettled in her chair.

In her
mind she was back there, back in her adolescence. And there was
almost this little girl look on her face even though she had that
red lipstick on. In her thoughts, outside the rain was pouring down
and there was this loud drumming sound on the tin roof of an old
garden shed as the rain came pounding down. She was on the kitchen
table, on her hands and knees and she was naked - completely naked.
And she was crying “Mum, mummy please don’t do this mummy please
please, it hurts so much.” She was crying and begging at the same
time. Begging for her mother not to do what she was doing. But it
was in vain. Hayley was on her hands and knees on top of that
kitchen table and her knees were parted wide. That meant that her
bottom was high. It was higher because one of her facial cheeks was
pressed to the table top. “Don’t you dare move girl. This is what
girls like you have to get. It's what you deserve.” And it was
difficult to believe that this woman, this matriarchal woman in
this kitchen with the young Hayley was indeed her mother. How could
this be? And what did she mean by ‘girls like her’? What on earth
had Hayley done that was so bad, or that deserved this treatment at
the hands of her own mother for god’s sakes?

The
scene that Hayley was remembering and reliving in her mind was
something that shouldn't have been happening. It was something that
shouldn't have to even be thought about in any context. But that
was just the problem. It was being thought about and it WAS being
relived. And it was being remembered. One of Hayley’s arms was
wrapped around the top of her head in that kitchen - as though she
were trying to block it all out - as though she was trying to block
out what was happening to her. But her other arm was under her
raised tummy and was pressed up against her tummy as though she was
trying to offer some relief to what she was feeling.

And
there was a tube from her bottom. A dark red rubber tube that had
been clearly inserted into her bottom. That tube snaked out of
Hayley’s anus and rose up higher to an upside-down rubber bottle
that was the same colour. That bottle, like a hot water bottle -
and it was filled with liquid and was hanging from a
stainless-steel stand - like a medical stand. The bottle was filled
with ice cold water that was contaminated with a thick oily
substance. And it was this ice cold oily mixture that was being
gravity fed into the bowels of the very young Hayley. This was what
she was remembering as she looked out over her town within the
City. This was the look of agony now across her face as she sat in
that plush office chair.

“Girl's like you young madam deserve this. You need to be
cleansed. You need to be cleansed of the filth inside you.”
Hayley’s mother sounded Irish. But she sounded mad as hell as well.
She sounded as though she had been brought up in one of those
Catholic Brothers homes. That was because in all probability, she
had been brought up in one of those. But this didn’t make it right,
what she was doing to her own little girl. It didn’t justify what
she was doing. Just because she had been fucked up by these abusive
cult like people when she was growing up, didn’t make it right that
she was inflicting this on her own Hayley. One had to wonder did
she know what she was doing was wrong or was she so brainwashed by
those people that she simply didn’t know wrong from right? Who
knows!

Hayley’s
mum had been particularly cruel to her. She had fed that ice-cold
stuff into her almost on drip feed so that the torture would last
for hours, and hours. It would happen over a whole day. That whole
enema bag full of that cold oily water. The ice cold causing
immediate cramps and the thickness of the liquid causing a sloshing
invasive feeling that would make Hayley simply want to, need to
evacuate that stuff from the word go. But she couldn’t do that. She
was forbidden from evacuating. And in fact she had to ‘squeeze’
hard to make sure there were no dribbles past the tube and onto the
table top. If she spilt any or dripped any, then her mother would
punish her. She wouldn’t do it right then. She would simply add up
all the little minor offences and she would file them away in her
head. And then later, maybe later the same day, the next day, the
next week, or in a month’s time she would bring them all out and
punish her for them. Hayley had learnt the hard way. It was as
simple as that. She had learnt the hard way.

And it
was clear that Hayley was reliving this experience as she sat in
her leather chair, long, nylon sheathed legs crossed, looking out
over the City that she had made hers. It was clear that she was
disturbed by what she was remembering as well. But this was private
- this was Hayley in private. This happened from time to time. She
sank back into those memories and she sank back into those
thoughts. And it was like she could feel it all over again. It was
like she could feel that ice cold stuff inside her stomach and it
was like she could feel, and sense her mother around her saying the
things she said. “Girl's like you.” This was the very private
Hayley. The one that no-one knew. Maybe she should have spoken to
someone about what she went through when she was little more than a
child. Maybe she should have got counselling. Maybe if she had been
open about her past and the abuse she had gone through, then people
would have understood her more. They would have understood maybe
the cold and aloof way she came across sometimes. Maybe she
wouldn’t have been so disliked by some quarters if they had known
about her. Maybe it wouldn’t have panned out the way it had in the
past and would in the future if she had spoken to someone. If she
had confided in someone.

But then
Hayley was a force of nature and a complex woman in more ways than
one. Maybe, just maybe she was private and ‘contained’ because of
how she developed after her home life. How she had developed and
what she had become. Certainly what she had become could not, would
not be shared with anyone. There was nothing in her private life
that she could share with anyone. Everything about her was a closed
book. Even in business she was a closed book. She moved in, did
what she had to do and then moved out again. She would leave people
standing and sitting scratching their heads, wondering what had
just occurred. She had come in like a whirlwind and then left in
the same manner. So if her professional life was private, then her
private life was ‘confidential’. No-one got close to the private
Hayley. If her work life was a closed book, then her private life
was a closed and locked book that was then placed in an impregnable
safe, and kept there. Her private life was like that for a reason.
It wasn’t like that by accident. It was like that because it had to
be. It was like that because Hayley was as aloof and guarded in
private as she was in her work life, only more so.

Hayley
always welcomed the new interns into her company herself. She
didn’t leave it to an overblown HR department. She did it herself.
She liked to meet, shake the hands and make eye contact with all
who came to work for her. And she did that with everyone, from the
executives through to the PAs. She made a point of meeting
everyone. It was that ‘rule’ that gave her this immediate air of
intimidation. All of the new interns were made to attend the
reception. Just a little get together on the top floor of her
building. Canapés and champagne. A little loosener for the girls
and boys who had heard all about Hayley, but at the same time felt
so lucky to be one of the chosen ones. There was no doubt that all,
bar none of the interns that came to the company felt privileged
and lucky to be where they were. They immediately felt indebted to
this amazing woman. It was all part of making Hayley’s world what
it was.

“You came highly recommended, and I made a decision, ‘she’s
mine’.” Hayley was smiling when she spoke to Nicole but it was an
unsettling lopsided smile that might have crept anyone else out.
Nicole didn’t get that though. She smiled back. “And I made a
decision as well. And that was that I’m going to work for you, and
make myself indispensable to you and that I would be a complete and
total asset to you and your company.” And Nicole was smiling as
well. Her smile was wide. She was a confident girl. A pretty girl.
Actually, Nicole was a stunning looking girl who was about to
blossom into womanhood. And just for a few seconds their eyes were
locked in some kind of contact. But it was more than
that.

Hayley
had spotted her at her company’s open day. It was something that
she held every year - a function designed to attract the best of
the best. And Hayley was only interested in the best of the best.
This girl she had spotted at this function was someone she found
herself wanting and needing to follow with her eyes. She knew she
was attracted to the girl. She just knew it. But she knew as well
there were other things at play. There was something about this
girl that was ‘special’. At that point she didn’t know what it was.
Just that there was ‘something’. She hadn’t hidden her desire for
this girl to come to her company. She had said to her at that open
day. “I think we are going to meet again, soon.” And that was it.
It had been accompanied by another brief locking of their eyes, and
it was like ‘something’ had passed between them. Like an
understanding maybe. From that day really, there was a path being
mapped out for Nicole. A few days after that first meeting, the
offer of an internship was in the post.

 



Chapter
3

 


Two weeks ago, continued

 


“Well you know honey, now that is what I like to hear.
Confidence and commitment in a girl. I have this feeling that we
are going to get along absolutely fine. I hope you are a quick
learner.” By this time, Hayley was standing close to Nicole. The
reception was happening all around them. Hayley had done the rounds
and she had met and made that all important eye contact with each
and every one of the new interns. But with that done and dusted she
had actively sought out Nicole again. No-one would have noticed the
extra special attention she was paying to the tall and shapely
girl. Even if they had no-one would question her about it. They
wouldn’t dare.

There
had been whispered rumours about Hayley’s sexuality for a long
time. There was no husband on the scene, no children and she kept
herself to herself in every conceivable way. But those rumours only
ever stayed ‘whispered’ or silent altogether. Mostly they stayed
silent altogether for fear of the wrath of this woman. Having said
that, there was no blatant overt chemistry between the two that
would be noticed outside their orbit. There was just this
connection that nobody else would get. “Oh you know, it’s been said
that I learn very very quickly.” For Nicole this was like a
rollercoaster ride. She had done her research on Hayley’s company
and she had done her research on the woman herself. Well, she had
done as much research as she could do about a woman who was on
self-imposed lockdown.

Most of
that research had turned up simply that this woman was ruthless in
the business she was in. And now that she was having this exchange
with her, now there was this ‘connection’, she was feeling thrilled
at the prospect of working for a woman who had created the aura of
herself for herself. Nicole was having fun. She was enjoying the
word play and the eye contact. She was feeling it. It wouldn’t be
over the top to say that Nicole had thought she had fallen on her
feet. It wouldn’t be over the top to say that this girl was
thinking that yes, this was the one opportunity that she could not
blow.

But then
Hayley had that effect on the people she met. She had this
reputation in business, this ruthless and almost evil reputation in
the business that she did, but then she had this other thing as
well - she had this ability to make every single one of her
employees ‘want’ to work for her and want to do their best for her.
It was true to say that this woman indeed was a force of nature.
But a guarded one. And it was guarded for a reason. “I like you
Nicole, I just wanted you to know that.” Hayley touched Nicole’s
bare arm as she spoke. Nicole might have flinched away from that
touch, but she didn’t. She didn’t find it unpleasant at all. In
fact she found it ‘nice’. It was like a ‘moment’ between the two.
She felt the same but she didn’t say anything, she just smiled a
little coyly. “I’ve been of the mind that I need to find myself a
right-hand woman, so to speak. Someone I can trust and who might be
able to take some of the weight off me, and even take over some
aspects of what I do day to day. Someone like you in
fact.”

She
touched Nicole’s arm again. There would have been a point when
Nicole would have wondered if this woman was a lesbian. Or whether
she swung both ways. Nicole was a modern girl - she had friends
that had come out, both male and female. Sexuality wasn’t such a
big deal these days. She wasn’t bothered either way. But it did
highlight her own sexuality. She wasn’t gay, although she had some
pretty hot kisses with some of her female friends. And they had had
some pretty intimate cuddles. But she wouldn’t call herself gay.
But she was young and she was growing and flowering and she was
discovering her sexuality. She was coming of age and she was
developing as a woman. Her hormones were all over the place, and
who knows what path she would go down sexually.

She was
at that time of her life. A time when everything was exciting, and
everything was thrilling and everything sent little chills down her
spine. Chills of excitement. She was excited by life and by the
future, her future. And she was excited by this woman, this
formidable woman who was now showing so much interest in her. She
was flattered by it as well as excited. Inside she shrugged to
herself. She should just go with the flow. Enjoy the ride. Go with
the flow indeed. Fuck the world - you only live once
YOLO!

“Now there’s a thought. Me being your right-hand woman. Your
girl Friday! I like that thought. And already I’m hoping to god
that I don’t let you down.” And there it was, the first real sign
of Nicole’s vulnerability. She had a confidence that was almost
surreal in a girl so young and so inexperienced in ‘life’, and yet
at the same time she had this vulnerability that just peeked
through at times like this. And this was what Hayley had been
looking for. Or if she hadn’t been looking for it, she had wondered
if it existed. And there it was. It was like a eureka moment for
Hayley although not one that she would show, for the time being at
least.

This
time she stroked the girl’s arms as opposed to just touching it.
“Oh I don’t think you need to worry about letting me down. You
know, I’m a pretty good judge of character and commitment. You will
just follow my lead. And my girl Friday indeed, but that’s for the
future. One step at a time. I don’t get a ‘feeling’ about someone
very often. But I have a feeling about you. You’re special Nicole
and you need to know that. You apply yourself and commit and leave
the rest to me. I will develop you and nurture you. And if you just
follow my lead, the chances of you letting me down will be pretty
much eradicated.”

And all
the time Hayley was stroking Nicole’s arm. Just stroking it very
lightly. Truth be known, Nicole had probably already decided that
this woman was lesbian and was coming on to her. She didn’t care
about that. She would deal with that. She would let that ride out.
Hayley wasn’t coming on to her and promising things - she wasn’t
coming on to her and making it clear that if she played ball
sexually she would get the rewards. She already had the job, she
already had the internship. This wasn’t an interview, and it wasn’t
the casting couch. But there was something else as well. There was
this thing that Hayley created, like this will, or this want or
this ‘need’ for her to do well for her. Hayley spoke in a way, and
with a passion that made Nicole want to do well for her. Made her
want to do things this woman’s way. She pressed her full lips
together as Hayley stroked her arm and she silently sucked in a
deep breath between her teeth. Hayley could certainly turn it on
when she wanted to. In a way, to Nicole this was completely against
the conception of Hayley that she had built up in her head after
all she had heard and read. Nicole was excited - probably for the
first time in her life she was ‘really’ excited and it was Hayley
who was exciting her.

“Look, if you don’t have to rush off, if you don’t have to be
somewhere else, why don’t you come back to mine for a night cap? We
can do girly things like talk about handbags and shoes.” Hayley was
smiling and it was a genuine, sincere smile. Already this was a
contradiction of the woman herself. She didn’t invite anyone into
her world, let alone back to where she lived. All anyone knew about
where she lived was that it was in one of the most expensive and
exclusive blocks in the City. Twenty four hour security, on-site
concierge and something like Fort Knox to get into. That was the
sum total of what even her closest aids knew about her. And now she
was inviting Nicole back with her.

Nicole
smiled back at her and she didn’t reply straight away. It wasn’t
that she didn’t want to, or didn’t know what to say - it was that
she couldn’t quite get her head round what was happening to her.
She had felt ‘good’ ever since the offer letter of the internship
had dropped onto her mat. And things just seemed to be getting
better and better. And she had to admit, if only to herself that
this woman did excite her. Her reputation preceded her and in the
flesh she was everything that this young girl had expected, and
more. And now here she was being come on to by her. Inside she
shrugged to herself, why the hell not? “Mmmm, sure ok. I don’t have
to be anywhere anytime soon. I must say, thank you for the invite
and for making me feel so good about everything.”

Nicole
just about stopped herself from gushing in front of Hayley. But
inside Hayley was already smiling to herself. “Honey its my job to
make all of my employees feel good about themselves. Besides, life
is too short hey? We need to live it, and grasp the opportunities
when then are offered.” And that was so true - that was exactly
what Nicole had been thinking. But she couldn’t possibly know that
her thoughts and those of Hayley, although similar, were also
radically at odds to each other. Nicole just smiled again and moved
in closer to Hayley. She very subtly pressed into her. Like she was
telling this older woman it was ok. She had got it into her head
that Hayley was coming on to her, and so everything she did or said
from this point on had that at its heart.

Hayley
stood for Nicole, the young, lithe, very sexy girl to press into
her like that. For her it was a good sign. More than a good sign.
Her objective had been to seduce this girl. To make love to her or
to rock her core with orgasm. But she had expected to have to work
harder for that. She had expected to have to put some effort into
it. But as it was, things were falling nicely into place. She
couldn’t know, not at this point what kind of fairy-tale Nicole had
running through her mind. And that was where Hayley’s work would
come into play. That was where she would have to put the work in,
slowly but surely changing this girl’s conceptions and
expectations. But Hayley was good at that. One could say that she
was an expert at changing expectations and conceptions. And along
with that, she did have a penchant for girls that were a lot
younger than her.

“This place is ‘amazing’ it really is.” Nicole’s breath had
been taken away by the multi-floor duplex apartment that took up
the entire top three floors of the exclusive block. They had come
in through the private, secure underground car park and then taken
the private elevator straight to the main living area. That
elevator opened out into the massive open plan apartment with 360
degree views over the city. “Welcome to my humble abode. You should
be feeling lucky, no-one gets to come here you know? Or should I
say, only the chosen few do?” And there was always something double
barrelled about what Hayley was saying. Always there was this
double meaning in there. But it was always delivered in such a way
that Nicole would never know. It was far too early for her to know
anything. And yet at the same time she was indeed falling in line
with what Hayley was saying. She was feeling lucky to have been
taken back to this amazing place by the one woman who didn’t share
anything of herself with anyone unless they were one of the chosen
ones. It was simply getting better and better for
Nicole.

“Make yourself at home sweetie. I’m going to go slip into
something more comfortable. Why don’t you fix us some drinks? The
bar’s over there. I’ll go with what you want. Surprise me with
something fabulous. Or go with wine, I’m easy.” And Hayley was
smiling that wide lipstick smile again. The sincere one, the ‘real’
one. And with that she was gone. Nicole watched this woman, this
myth of a woman climb the wide, elegant and pretty stunning spiral
staircase to the middle floor of the three that made up the
apartment. And when she was out of sight, Nicole breathed, as
though she was breathing a sigh of relief. She needed a moment. She
had had a feeling that it was all going to go well once she had
been offered the internship, but she couldn’t have hoped not in her
wildest dreams that it would go this well. She was at the home of
the woman who had this almost frightening reputation, and this
woman had obviously taken a shine to her. How could she go wrong?
She was thinking, long may this continue.

The
building had this ‘curved’ architecture and Nicole was marvelling
at it through one of the massive floor to ceiling picture windows
when Hayley came back. Hayley had slipped off her business suit and
was wrapped in a silk wrap. She was bare footed. Nicole had to do a
double take. Even she would admit that Hayley was a breath-taking
woman and the silk of the wrap hugged her emphasising her curves.
The older woman smiled to herself. Nicole’s double take had not
escaped her. Not a lot escaped Hayley. But she chose not to
embarrass the girl by bringing it up or commenting on it. “Ah, I
see you went for the wine. Good choice. I had visions of you coming
up with some mad cocktail that you had experienced one night. Wine
is good, my tastes are simple. Simple in some ways that is.” And
there it was again, Hayley double barrelling her comments in a way
that would have gone right over Nicole’s head.

“What is that, on the third level?” Nicole had tuned to face
the window again. She was looking up, and was indicating the top
floor of the duplex penthouse. It was weird, although most high end
architecture type buildings could be described as weird. That third
floor had no windows, just high, very high, narrow slats that
formed part of that architecture. Hayley moved up behind her and
stood barely pressing in to her. She looked over her shoulder and
up. “Oh that’s the third floor. That’s what I call it, the third
floor. That’s my special place. I may show it to you some time. But
you’ll have to seriously impress me in order for me to show you the
third floor.” And as she spoke she pressed in a little harder to
Nicole’s back.

Nicole
threw her head back and laughed. She was thinking that the third
floor must be a gym, or a cinema, or some kind of feminine
wonderland where this super rich woman could play to her heart’s
content. She reasoned with herself that Hayley was wealthy and that
she could indulge in pretty much any flight of fancy that she chose
to. In Nicole’s mind there was nothing sinister about the third
floor. She was seeing it as a bit of fun and yet more things going
her way. This woman suggesting that maybe she would show her the
third floor sometime - that was huge to Nicole. That this woman
would show her something that was obviously important to her and
dear to her heart. And then there was that feeling that she would
have to impress Hayley before such a viewing be granted. And that
was the thing, there was this will, this willingness in her to do
just that, impress this woman no matter what it took.

Hayley
reach around and just dragged her manicured nails along the jawline
of Nicole. She did it gently - she did it ever so softly and in a
way that would have sent shivers up and down Nicole’s spine. So the
girl had been right - Hayley was a lesbian and she was coming on to
her. There had been the chance that she might have been wrong.
There was the chance that she had let her mind and her imagination
run away with her. Or that maybe it had been wishful thinking. Even
that she wanted this woman to come on to her because she was
excited by her. That would be something that Nicole would admit to
herself - that this woman excited her. She didn’t know why she
excited her, she just did. She couldn’t put her finger on it, but
this woman made her wet. Not just wet but wet through. And now that
she was being intimate with her - not overtly sexual, not yet, but
intimate she had a choice to make. Did she bring it to an end, make
her excuses and leave? Or did she go with it? The reality of it was
that there was no decision to make.

By the
time Hayley had sealed her lips to Nicole’s, the girl’s nipples had
stiffened and they had thickened. And there was this throb that had
set into the base of each nipple. By the time Hayley’s thick,
slippery tongue was snaking into Nicole’s mouth, the girl was aware
of her own dampness. Correction, she was aware of how saturated she
was. Her nostrils flared as she allowed this woman to kiss her. For
Hayley this was an exploratory action. This was her testing the
water. This was her seducing the girl yes, but she was testing the
water as well. She kept the kiss going as she guided Nicole and
turned her to face her so that she could press into her, breasts
crushing against breasts.

Nicole
didn’t want this moment to end so she kissed back. She had to
impress Hayley and she had to show commitment. She wanted that as
well. She didn’t want to disappoint this woman. She wanted to show
her that she was on the same page. And in her mind this was the
first step. This was what she needed to do. Besides, this woman,
this Hayley excited the fuck out of her and she wasn’t having to
try to hard to impress. It was coming naturally. It was coming as
though it was ordained to come like this. Hayley kept stroking the
side of Nicole’s face as she kissed the girl. Very light strokes.
Very tender strokes and yet at the same time her mouth, her lips
and her tongue were taking possession of Nicole’s mouth.

“So, you see Nicole, anything is possible for you. If you
impress me, if you try hard, strive hard at all times, anything and
everything is possible. Can you see that?” This kiss had broken and
they were standing together looking out over the City. Hayley was
tracing the line of Nicole’s spine ever so lightly with her finger.
Nicole was buzzing. And she was thrilled. She was experiencing a
whole load of sensations and emotions all at the same time. But
then she would have been wouldn’t she? She was a young girl,
impressionable and possibly easily led. “Yes, yes I can see it. I
can see it, honestly. I want to do my best, be the best for you, in
every way.” And there was Nicole speaking double barrelled even
though she didn’t know it. She had no idea that indeed ‘in every
way’ would be the way it was. Hayley took Nicole by the hand and
led her to the stairs. They went to the second level. The level
where the bedrooms were.

 



Chapter
4

 


One week ago

 


Nicole’s
chest was rising and falling, rising and falling. That was the only
movement that could be seen, otherwise she was perfectly still. She
was perfectly still because she had to be perfectly still. “That’s
just perfect, you stay like that - just like that. I want to look
at you, I want to just take you in and enjoy you like this. Don’t
you move now, if you move I will have to punish you.” Hayley was
smiling that sincere smile of hers. She was joking about the
punishment, of course! But then that was another of her double
barrel moments. All of these moments would come back to Nicole at
some point in the future. They would slap her in the face - like
how could she have been so stupid? How could she have been so naive
as to not to have seen it from the word go?

Right
now Nicole was topless - just topless not naked. And she was
standing in another of those floor to ceiling picture windows that
looked out over the City. Just in front of that widow was a little
raised area, like a square meter of raised floor. It was just
raised a couple of inches, but it was like it was enough to put her
on this ‘pedestal’ that Hayley had put her on. Indeed, it felt like
she had been put on a pedestal. And because of that, the need for
the girl to impress this older woman was there - it was there all
the time. And it was stronger now. From that first night, the first
night that she had been taken back to the multi-floor duplex
apartment, that feeling, that need to impress and please this woman
had been stronger. That had to have stemmed from the orgasm that
Hayley had given her. The orgasm that she had treated her to. It
had made her feel special and it had made her feel like she owed
this woman so much - just for her taking her into her world, her
inner sanctum. There was this ‘feeling’ this need to feel that she
owed this woman.

And that
was a fact as well - Nicole had felt that she had been ‘treated’ to
that orgasm simply because it had been such a beautiful thing.
Nicole had been overawed by this woman with the formidable
reputation. She had been consumed by the aura that this woman
created and maintained. And because this woman had used her mouth,
used her tongue and used her sexuality to give her that much
pleasure, Nicole felt that she had been given it by Hayley. That
she had been granted it. Not that it had been her orgasm at all,
but that this woman had been kind enough to give her it. But that
it was Hayley’s orgasm to give and not Nicole’s to simply enjoy as
though it was hers.

Nicole
had been in a daydream since that first night. She spent the night
with Hayley and Hayley had done things to her that she didn’t think
possible. She had blown her mind in short. It had been like every
piece of flesh of hers that Hayley touched was part of the
erogenous zone that made up Nicole in her entirety. Every nerve and
receptor in her body and her mind had been opened up by this woman
just touching her tenderly the way she did. From the light touches
by those long manicured nails and finger tips, to those soft
succulent kisses that seemed to rain down on her all night. It was
a fact in Nicole’s mind that Hayley had made love to her all night.
That the night had seemed to go in the blink of an eye. And yet at
the same time, Hayley had done so much, she had given Nicole so
much pure pleasure in that one night that she had more than blown
her mind.

And when
eventually she was on her back, on the huge sumptuous bed, with her
legs wide open, and Hayley crawling between them with her tongue
slipping out, she knew that she was going to be given ‘something’.
She knew about orgasms and she knew about sexual pleasure, but she
was sufficiently young and naive enough to not know a lot about it
all. She was young and naive enough to be very excited by what
Hayley was doing to her. And yet she was sufficiently inexperienced
enough to be driven by what Hayley was doing to her at the same
time. For her to be curious about where all of this pleasure was
leading to. And to be knowing that it was leading to something big,
leading to something that would be almost too much for her. It was
the human element in her, the instinct that Hayley’s tongue and her
fingers and her touches, her caresses and her licks and kisses
could bring something that would melt her mind.

She
wasn’t wrong of course. There had been very little talking. There
had been very little communication between the two. Just the odd
split second of eye contact, the odd deep breath and the odd groan
from Nicole telling Hayley all she needed to know. And then that
tongue of hers, slipping between her sex lips. That gasp that she
let out when Hayley’s tongue touched her most intimate flesh for
the first time. It had been like an electrical shock of sexual
pleasure. Over the week since that had happened it would play and
replay in Nicole’s mind. She would become obsessed with what Hayley
had done to her. Yes, obsessed with Hayley herself, but obsessed
with what this woman was able to do to her with ease.

Hayley
kissing her sex lips and then slipping her tongue between the lips
and inside her. That was something that Nicole had trouble coming
to terms with. This woman, this woman who had this reputation and
who had this aura around her, was between her legs and she had
slipped her tongue inside her like that and was pleasuring her with
that tongue. It was as though Nicole thought that this woman should
be, or was above doing this sort of graphic thing. But that she was
doing it because ‘she’ was special to her. That she was special to
Hayley. And that was all feeding in to the notion, and the need for
Nicole to impress this woman. To please her and to be everything
that she wanted her to be.

And when
that orgasm hit her - it hit her in its entirety. It wasn’t an
orgasm that was contained within the clitoral nerves and receptors
- it was an orgasm that invaded and infested her whole being. One
that made her shudder on the end of Hayley’s tongue. One that made
her squirt pressurised sexual fluids over this woman’s face. And
there was another reason that Nicole was feeling that she owed this
woman - because she had kept licking, kept sucking and kept
penetrating her with her tongue as Nicole herself had simply
squirted over her face. It was like Hayley hadn’t held back and she
was encouraging Nicole not to hold back either. The thing was that
Nicole couldn’t hold back. She was physically and psychologically
unable to hold back.

That
orgasm had gripped her and it had possessed her. She had just laid
back and groaned a long wet groan as the build-up had turned into
the orgasm proper. She had lost herself in that orgasm to the
extent that when it was all over she had wondered where she was.
She had lost herself completely to what Hayley had done to her. But
on top of that, she had been ashamed of herself. Ashamed that she
had enjoyed that filthy pleasure of the orgasm that this woman had
been kind enough to give her. “You see Nicole, you see what’s
possible?” And the thing was that Hayley had seen that shame and
that guilt. She wasn’t surprised by it, she had been expecting it.
And she knew that Nicole would be more committed to her because of
it. It was all coming together for Hayley.

And now
a week later, here she was again - paying her dues to Hayley. She
was excited to be doing so, intensely excited. Just from the sight
of her thick, erect nipples her excitement was obvious. And yet in
the background there was that shame and that guilt as she stood on
that little raised platform in front of that big window looking out
over the City. That orgasm had never left her. That is it had never
left her mind. Nicole was too young to understand what that orgasm
had done to her mind. She didn’t know, and she wouldn’t understand
that Hayley had scarred her with that orgasm. She wouldn’t know
that this woman had planted seeds inside her mind. That she had
infested her mind. Indeed that she had done just enough to ensure
that Nicole was in the place she wanted her to be in.

There
was no doubt about the fact that Nicole was surely in possession of
the finest pair of breasts in existence and as she stood on that
little raised square of floor she was showcasing them for Hayley.
Yes it had struck Nicole, after that first night, that this woman
was a little bit odd. That she had to be more than a little bit
odd. But Nicole had shrugged that off. She was Hayley after all -
she was this awesome woman with the awesome reputation - maybe she
was just a little bit eccentric. Maybe that was just the way it
was. Nicole didn’t care about that. And she hadn’t cared much when
this ‘thing’ happened between them. Again Nicole would have been a
little young, a little naive to understand - but there was this
time, this happening when it was just taken for granted that Hayley
was in charge. She was the one in control. That was ok with Nicole
because Hayley was the boss after all. She was the kick ass boss.
Nicole was cool with that. She was fine with it. She was excited
and she was living the life. She just didn’t care. She just wanted
to go along for the ride. And she would do that - she would go
along for the ride. The whole ride - that was a decision in her
mind that had already been made!

It was
all a little strange to Nicole but the excitement and the ‘desire’
was a lot stronger than any feeling that things were getting too
odd for her to handle. Besides, she didn’t mind standing on this
little raised square and having this woman just look at her. That
was something that she couldn’t get her head round the most if she
was honest. Why Hayley just wanted her to stand there so that she
could look at her. Nicole had never thought that she was anything
special. She had always thought she was ‘ok’ to look at but nothing
perfect. And she had always been plagued like all teenage girls,
with lack of self-esteem and self-confidence and even some body
issues. Nicole hadn’t been any different and she had never shaken
all of the negatives off completely. Some might even suggest that
her confidence and in some ways her arrogance, was like a shield
that she had put up to hide her insecurities and her real lack of
self-esteem. And some might even suggest or know that this woman
Hayley had seen this from the word go. That she had known what to
look for, where and when to look for it. And later it would be a
proved point that this was the case with Nicole - that Hayley had
found her and then she had worked on her. She had reeled her
in.

The
hardest part of standing on that raised square was having to,
needing to stand still. The fact that she had to stand but she had
to remain perfectly still. Having to stand with her stilettos
planted just a little wide on that square and her knees locked
straight. Just a hint of the magnificence of the shape and the
length of her legs. And those heels, not stupidly high, just
‘moderate’ heels but enough to enhance her. She got that - her
mother had always said that when she started wearing heels she
should do it like she meant it. She hadn’t got it at the time but
she did now. And there was the tightness of the skirt that she had
on. She had been convinced that Hayley would get her to remove that
skirt. She would have got that, if she had been told to remove it
before she posed the way she had to.

But that
was just it, the skirt could stay. A tight, fitted skirt, just
above the knees in length and just enough left in it for her to be
able to spread her stilettoed feet like that - so that she could
give herself that base to stand as still as she had to stand for
this woman. She would learn in her time on that raised platform
that it was her breasts that were the focus. It was her breasts
that were on ‘display’ for this woman. Yes that was a little odd as
well - that thought had gone through Nicole’s mind more than once.
But she didn’t care about that either. She had been brought into
Hayley’s inner sanctum - somewhere that no-one got to be brought.
But she had so she could put up with these little eccentricities.
And she stood, her shoulders pushed back and her breasts thrust out
in front of her. Her arms had to hang almost behind her hips, just
bent slightly at the elbows.

And she
had to stay like that - she had to stay perfectly like that so that
this woman could look at her. So that she could simply be looked
at. Nicole wouldn’t be able to explain the ‘tingle’ that she felt
rushing through her entire being. She wouldn’t be able to explain
the thickness and the hardness and the ‘throb’ that seemed to be
inside her nipples as she stood like that. She wouldn’t be able to
get her head round it at all. But to Nicole at this point, it was
all harmless. Yes a little odd but harmless that Hayley wanted to
see her like this. There would be no sign that Nicole should have
been alarmed by what this woman insisted.

This was
where this woman, Hayley all morphed and blended into one. This was
where the join was - it was an invisible join but it was there. The
join that was between her private life, and the working life that
had given her this aura and this reputation. This was where it all
became one, and this was where maybe it should have all been taken
a little more seriously. Maybe an older girl or woman would have
seen the join and been able to separate the two and consequentially
would have been able to recognise the signs that needed to be
recognised. But that didn’t apply to Nicole. As far as she was
concerned she was living the life. So her boss was odd, but she was
odd in an exciting way. So what?

As far
as she was concerned, she had been taken in by this woman, she had
taken a shine to her and now Nicole was reaping the rewards for
doing very little. The least she could do was stand on this raised
square and be still for this woman. But it was a no brainer. She
wanted to do it and it excited her to do it. She stood like she was
proud to do so and that was the intention. Hayley had said to her
at one point, “Be proud. Be proud of your breasts for me.” And it
was as though at that time that Hayley had made this about Nicole’s
breasts. That she had made it all about her breasts. With those
words came the need for Nicole to force her shoulders back a little
bit more - just to put that little extra effort in. And that
resulted in the thrust out of her chest, and the uplift and
separation of her breasts. But it also added to the ‘throb’ inside
her nipples.

“You’re doing very well Nicole. I just wanted you to know
that.” Hayley had come up to the pedestal led Nicole and she was
talking in a tone that was friendly - a tone that would tell Nicole
that the older woman was happy with her effort. And after all, it
was the effort that this young girl had to put in in order to
please and impress this woman. All of that was in the back of her
mind. The need to impress Hayley. And it was something that she
wanted to do - something that she needed to do. She already felt
like she was indebted to this woman and she already felt like she
didn’t want to disappoint her. If this situation were to be looked
at and analysed then it would be recognised as ‘wrong’. It would be
recognised that Nicole shouldn’t feel the need to impress this
woman to this scale and she shouldn’t feel indebted to her in any
way shape or form. Indeed all of this would be recognised as the
start of a slippery slope. Or as the start of downward spiral. And
that could be looked on as an overreaction, over the top and all
the rest of it. Except, it wasn’t, not really.

And that
was just it, there was no-one to analyse it. There was no-one to
recognise what was going on here. Nicole had been isolated without
even knowing it. She had been brought into Hayley’s world under the
radar and she didn’t know it. Nicole was so ‘excited’ she was so on
this roller coaster ride that was powered by this almost legendary
woman that she couldn’t see it. Maybe she didn’t want to see it.
Maybe if it was spelled out to her, right here right now she would
shrug it off. She might even resent having such a thing pointed out
to her. In a way it was like she had been given this huge hit of
sexual pleasure and she had been given this huge hit of being with
a woman who didn’t usually take anyone into her world, that she
didn’t care because she felt so special. Maybe right at this point,
as she stood on that little bit of raised floor, she was right
where she wanted to be and she didn’t give a flying fuck about
anything else. Indeed that looked to be the case. Nicole was on top
of the world and she didn’t care. This was like an escape for her.
And that it was like an escape for her was ‘key’. She would need
some kind of ‘escape’ sooner or later. Later more than
likely.

She felt
proud of her tits. And she felt ‘good’ that this woman wanted to
look at them so much. And that was the thing, Hayley was looking at
her breasts. She was feasting her eyes on them and because Nicole
could feel those eyes feasting on her breast flesh and her hard,
thick nipples she could also feel the ‘throb’ that seemed to be
implanted in the stem of each nipple. That throb then feeding to
the nipple tip - but under the tip, inside the nipple tip. In a way
that throb was maddening, like an itch that could not be scratched,
but it was a constant reminder to Nicole of where she was and who
she was with.

And it
was these reminders that made her feel as good as she felt. And she
couldn’t scratch, she couldn’t touch her nipples at all. She
couldn’t raise her arms or her hands, she had to remain perfectly
still. She had to just stand there. She had to remain absolutely
perfectly still. That this stillness, that the option of moving had
been taken away from her, again under the radar was debilitating,
but she couldn’t or wouldn’t see it like that. She would see it as
one way of impressing this woman Hayley. She would see this as one
of many ways of impressing this woman. To her this was all ok. It
was all the way it should be. The trouble was that Nicole had no
idea - she had not the slightest idea of what was happening. And
she wouldn’t not until it was too late. And then it would be
literally too late.

 



Chapter
5

 


One week ago, continued

 


“That's a good, good girl. Perfectly still, just stay
perfectly still for me.” Hayley’s tone had changed but it was such
a succinct barely detectable change that Nicole wouldn’t have
noticed it - there was just an edge to it. The ‘good girl’ thing
coming in, and that subtle change in tone would be registering
inside Nicole’s mind, but it wouldn’t have been a penny dropping
moment for her. It wouldn’t have been the point at which alarm
bells would have started to ring. In fact there would be no point
at which alarm bells would ring because things would take a
different course to that. Nicole would go willingly and obligingly
down the rabbit hole.

Nicole
was breathing deeply. She was breathing steadily but deeply. Every
so often she would blow her full lips out. It was as though all
this ‘still time’ was getting to her. It was as though it was now
becoming more of an effort for her to achieve. And yet at the same
time it was as though keeping still, remaining motionless was the
most important thing of all. That was because it had become the
most important thing of all. Impressing this woman was the most
important thing in her life right now. She would have been
reasoning in her mind that she could not hope to impress and please
this woman without it being a bit of an effort. So already Nicole
was accepting that effort would have to be applied and that it
would get to be hard work for her. Already she was in that mindset,
that she would have to work for it.

Hayley
was blowing on Nicole’s nipples. Just ever so gently blowing on
them. She was getting her mouth close to one nipple at a time and
she was blowing. But she wasn’t touching the nipple at all, except
with her breath. With Nicole still in her ‘pose’ she was blowing on
the girl’s perfectly presented nipples and breasts. And she was
telling her to remain perfectly still. And that was the hardest
thing of all. That was the most pure and hardest thing of all.
Nicole was breathing more heavily than ever now as she felt the
warm breath of Hayley wash over her nipples - first one then the
other. Right at this point she would have been wanting, would have
been needing for this woman to touch her. To take each nipple
between her thumb and forefinger and apply a little pressure. Just
a little bit of pressure, just so that itch could be agitated a
little bit more. But Hayley didn’t do that. She just blew. And
Nicole would have been remembering this woman’s breath as they
kissed that night and as Hayley had made love to her the way she
had all that night. And now she wanted to taste that breath and
smell it again but she couldn’t. And Hayley wasn’t giving her
anything at all. She wasn’t giving her any of that that she had
given her that night. That was the ingredient that was missing, the
love making, but Nicole didn’t get that. At least, she didn’t get
it yet.

Of
course that’s not to say that Hayley didn’t know the effect of what
she was doing to Nicole. That’s not to say that she didn’t know how
this girl’s mind was being whipped up and tied in knots inside her
head. Indeed there was every indication that she knew. That she
knew EXACTLY what she was doing. Hayley was watching Nicole now
from close quarters. She was using the blowing so that she could
watch from close quarters. And there was this thing, there was this
knowledge that she was making a conscious and deliberate effort not
to touch Nicole in any way. In a way she was denying the girl the
touch that she was craving so much. Just that blowing over the tip
of each nipple. The blowing just enough to cause a sensation. Just
enough to drive Nicole a little madder. And then her whispered
words of encouragement.

“That’s a good, good girl. I’m very impressed you know. And
that is what’s most important right? That I am impressed.” That
tone now, almost but not quite sinister. That tone like a whisper,
but one that poured into the psyche of the girl as she fought to
keep as still as she could on that raised bit of floor. “Mmmmm,
yes, yes. I want to impress you so much. I need to impress you.”
And Nicole was matching Hayley’s tone. That was because she was in
this frame of mind. Hayley smiled to herself as she blew over the
both nipples again. She knew what this would be doing to Nicole.
She knew that right at this time the girl would just want to be
touched. That she would simply want to feel real pressure applied
to her nipples. But she knew also that she would not give the girl
that. She blew again and there was this wet sound that came from
between Nicole’s lips. It was like a wet sound of the onset of
despair. It wasn’t quite a despairing sound but it did tell of the
effort that she was putting in for Hayley. But the thing was that
she WANTED to put that effort in. This woman was giving her
sensations, and excitement like she had never experienced and right
now, in this place she did not want to let Hayley down. She
couldn’t let Hayley down!

“You just have to remain still. Perfectly still for me Nicole.
If you can do that for a little bit longer then I am sure that I am
going to be the most impressed with you than I have been so far.”
They were words of encouragement from Hayley. But they were also
words that gave a little insight as to her intentions towards this
girl. One could, one may even recognise ‘bad intentions’ and yet
those intentions would not be seen, or recognised or even hinted at
to Nicole. Nicole was in this place that Hayley needed her to be
in. She was more than aware that she had reeled Nicole in. That she
had made her feel special and that her own reputation had seen to
it that those feelings and those emotions were emphasised and
underlined. There was the single track about Nicole’s mind at this
point. And that single track was all about her impressing and
pleasing Hayley. Hayley herself didn’t have to wonder where
Nicole’s mind was because she already knew. She knew the signs. She
knew what she was doing and she knew what the end results of what
she was doing would be.

As
Hayley blew over the nipples yet again, and as Nicole sucked in a
sharp breath, almost as though those washes of breath were physical
finger tips, she watched the girl. Yes she was watching her from
close quarters because that was what she wanted to do, and needed
to do, but as well she was watching Nicole because she was
wondering, she was just wondering what this girl would be like,
what she would look like and what she would sound like in the
status of Full Cry. That wonderment was an expression that
dominated the face of Hayley at this point. That status of Full Cry
was something that was her’s. She had taken it, she had taken it
from her adolescence. She had taken it from those years at the
mercy of her mother. Full Cry was an expression, it was a state of
being that her mother had invented. But it was one that Hayley
herself had taken on several steps further. She had developed it,
and nurtured it and she had made it hers.

And now
she was wondering. She was wondering and she was squeezing her
thighs at the same time at the thought of Nicole being in this
state of Full Cry. But one had to wonder, one had to question what
Full Cry was? One had to ask deeper questions about Full Cry and
what it was and what it meant. But Hayley was blowing again. She
was blowing on Nicole’s nipples and she was listening to those
little noises that she was making as she felt her breath washing on
and around the nipples. “Good girl, good girl. You just stay right
like that, you just stay perfectly still for me, and then maybe,
just maybe I will touch you again. You’d like that wouldn’t you
hmmm, for me to touch you? You like that, right?” It was a
rhetorical question. Hayley was right in closer still and her lips
were almost, almost but not quite touching the quivering nipple
flesh. She wouldn’t touch, not with her mouth, not with her lips,
not with her tongue. She COULD though, she could so easily slip out
her tongue and swipe it across the tip of the nipple. And she knew
that if she did that it would send Nicole into raptures. It would
give her what she needed, or thought she needed. But she wouldn’t
do that. There was a process at play now. And that was a process
that had to play out. It was a process that needed to run its
course. It needed to run its course because Hayley knew what was at
the end of it. She knew where this was all leading.

Nicole
let out a noise of some description. One says ‘some description’
because it was a noise that would not be easily described. Hayley
was following through on her promise. If Nicole was a good girl and
remained perfectly still for her then she might touch her. Now she
was following through on that - she was touching her. But the thing
was that the tip of the long arched feather was driving Nicole
insane. That was a simple description of what Hayley was doing to
her with that feather. And Nicole might have taken it for granted
that Hayley would touch her nipples if she was a good girl. But
that wasn’t the case at all. Hayley was touching her but she was
just using that very tip of the feather and she was circling the
nipple. She was drawing a circle first of all around the dark
speckled areole area. Just using the softness of that feather tip
and she was drawing an imaginary circle around each nipple. Not
once to each nipple but continuous times. First one then the other
and then back again. At first just drawing back over the first
circle with the feather tip. Doing this time after time and then
using her breaths, using the softness of her blowing over the
nipple tip to create an absolute bedlam inside Nicole’s head and
inside the stem of each nipple.

It
wouldn’t be an overstatement to say that Nicole’s nipples ‘craved’
to be touched. That they needed to be touched. They needed that
physically, but in her mind they needed it even more. This poor
girl, remaining perfectly still, absolutely still on that little
raised bit of floor and Hayley in close working on her, doing the
things she was doing. And there was this thing that Hayley did -
just round and round, like she was inscribing that circle around
each aureole. Like she was indelibly marking that circle not just
on the flesh of Nicole, but on her mind. It was only very, very
eventually that she began to work in closer. Another circle being
‘inscribed’ but this time inside the first one. This time just that
little bit closer to the engorged nipple itself. And Nicole was so
on alert, she was ‘alive’ and hyper because of what Hayley was
doing that her eyes popped open. She recognised that inner circle
being drawn. Another part of the process being applied. And once
again Hayley was working, she was repeating the inner circle, time
and time again. She was simply using the tip of that feather and
she was drawing that inner circle. Nicole would have been able to
feel the very, very fine tip of that feather running over the
little raised speckles, the pimples of her aureole.

And she
would have been knowing that this woman was making that second
circle to each nipple in closer to the stem itself. So she would
have been reasoning in what was left of her mind that she would
eventually get to her nipple and she would eventually get to feel
her nipple touched even if it was simply by a feather. There had to
be the question of how she was managing to stay so still. There had
to be the question of how she was managing to maintain that ‘pose’
for Hayley. It would have been quite understandable for her to have
taken a step to the side or for her to flinch away from that
feather tip, just a little. But she didn’t do that. And that was
the thing. She didn’t do it. It didn’t look at any time like she
was going to fail Hayley in any way. But this must have been, this
had to be at the cost of at least a little bit of her sanity.
Hayley played that feather tip round and round in those second
circles. Time after time redoing the circle, redrawing them. And
all the time she was blowing on the nipples as well. All the time
she was working the flesh of the girl. And it was clear that all
the time she knew what she was doing.

Nicole
made another noise. This time it was more discernible as a weeping
sound. There was more than a hint that she was in another place as
Hayley continued to work on her. There was more than a hint that
she would soon be unable to follow Hayley’s instructions as to
remaining perfectly still. That was why she was weeping. Because
she didn’t know for how much longer she would be able to keep it
up. She didn’t know for how much longer she would be able to retain
that ‘pose’ for this woman. And she didn’t know how much longer she
would be able to impress her for. And that was what was making her
weep the way she was weeping. And now Hayley was drawing third
circles around each nipple. Again not touching the nipples but very
carefully, very skilfully dragging the tip of that feather round
and round. Round and round. Round and round. And she was blowing as
well. Just every so lightly blowing over the tip of the nipples
that were craving touch so much.

All
Nicole could feel was that ‘throb’ inside each nipple. And on top
of that all she could feel was that feather tip being dragged round
and round. One wouldn’t think that such a sensation, such a barely
there sensation as a feather tip could be amplified to such an
extent. But that was what was happening, that was what had
happened. Hayley had used her skill and she had taken Nicole to
this place in her mind, and she had opened her receptors and
endorphins to such an extent that the girl could feel the slightest
- the very slightest touch of that feather tip. Just like she could
feel the wash of Hayley’s breath across the nipple tips. And this
sensation, or these sensations were driving her mad. They were
driving her to the edge of insanity or beyond. It was as though it
was here, or somewhere like here that Hayley wanted Nicole to be.
She wanted her to be perfectly still, almost statue like on that
little raised piece of floor, but she wanted her at this heightened
state of alert as well. She wanted her right on the edge. And that
was the thing she was on the edge. She was teetering on the
edge.

By the
time Hayley was drawing the fourth circle with that feather tip,
Nicole was sobbing. She was remaining perfectly still but she was
sobbing. Tears were streaming down her face and there were signs of
the effort that she was putting in to not moving, or not changing
her pose, or spoiling the breast enhancing pose that she was in.
The tears were for a number of reasons. The fear that she would
fail and disappoint Hayley - that was forefront in what was left of
her mind. But also, there was a desperate need now for her to feel
her nipples being touched. There was a more than desperate need for
her to feel them being physically touched. She needed that more
than anything. Hayley’s focus, and her attentions on her breasts
and the implication that her nipples would be involved was taking
its toll on Nicole and she needed her thick engorged nipples to be
squeezed and touched. Just a little bit - any touch would do, just
something!

“Keep it together girl. You keep perfectly still and I will
let you feel the touch to your nipples because I know that is what
you want. That is what you crave right now. But you have to hold it
all together for a little bit longer. You have to hold it together
for me because that is the most important thing in your life right
now, doing it for me.” And Hayley was using that feather still, she
was using it, and she was drawing that fourth circle round and
round and round. All the time she was watching Nicole. All the time
she was watching her closely. One could be mistaken but at the same
time there was this feeling that this older woman was getting more
than a little perverse delight, more than some gratification in
watching Nicole suffer like this from such close quarters. Of
course she was. There was more than a little hint of the sadism
that this woman enjoyed. And yet there was the glaring sensuality
as well. What she was doing, was so a micro-management of Nicole’s
senses that what she was applying to the girl’s body and the girl’s
mind could not be done by someone unskilled. Hayley was a skilled
woman - and the longer this went on, the more her skills were
apparent.

“When I touch your nipples, you will cum girl. You will
orgasm. With just the touch to your nipples, you will cum and cum.
But you will remain in pose at all times. You will remain perfectly
and utterly still. I’ve been impressed with you so far, but I want
to be impressed with you until the end of this little session.” And
there was this tone of voice that told of the fact that Hayley had
taken control of Nicole. There was just this ‘something’ that told
that she was taking control in such a complete and natural way that
that control could not be reversed or taken away. This was another
sign of what this woman was about. She stopped with the feather and
she stopped blowing her breath over the nipple tips. And she took
her hands up and she positioned her thumbs and forefingers so that
Nicole could see. She was making little pinching and twisting
movements with her hands, indicating what she was about to do, and
as she did that Nicole was whimpering. She was sobbing but she was
whimpering as well with the anticipation.

Maybe
she was just so grateful that at last, at long fucking last her
nipples would feel ‘real’ touch and real physical sensation. And
she did - Hayley took both nipples at precisely the same time and
she squeezed the stems. Then she twisted a little and she used the
pad of her thumb to swipe the nipple tips. Nicole’s orgasm was
immediate and it was debilitating. The girl grunted, a sound that
was unbecoming from an attractive, pretty girl but it was a sound
that she could not hold back. And that grunt morphed into the
weeping as she hit orgasmic peak straight away. There was this
attempt to remain perfectly still, but it was inevitable that her
legs would buckle under her a little. They did snap back into place
and she did regain that pose. But that was the hardest for her to
do yet. She came and she came, and Hayley watched and she watched.
Hayley squeezed her thighs to give herself a shot of pleasure. She
liked Nicole - and this was how she treated girls that she
liked.

 



Chapter
6

 


Four days ago

 


Nicole
was naked now. Naked that is except for a pair of sheer,
self-supporting stockings that seemed to enhance her. That seemed
to make her appear more grown up. And her feet were arched into
high heels, but this time the heels were higher. And they were
making her ‘tighter’. They were emphasising her more as well. She
wasn’t quite on her tippy toes, there was that little bend back of
the toes, but they were heels that would make her aware constantly
that she had heels on. And there was that ‘pose’ that she was in.
That would have been greatly adding to the strain levels that she
was feeling. That pose would have been testing Nicole in more ways
than one. That first time, the first pose had been simply standing
still. It had been about her getting into a position and retaining
it as this woman worked her nipples. But this one was different.
There had been the requirement of effort before but now there was
more effort required. Now there was ‘more’ of everything required.
Now there was more of her mind required. Now there was more of her
mind that she would have to give up. Things had been ramped up more
than a little bit.

And
there was this ‘difference; in Nicole. Three days before Hayley had
blown her mind with nipple play. And that was the thing, it had
been nipple ‘play’. It had been a session of tease and denial
followed by a life shattering orgasm. And it had been a session of
‘conditioning’. Nicole had been so excited by his woman that she
had simply fallen into line. She had simply allowed herself to be
reeled in. She had been overawed by this woman because that was
what Hayley did. She used her stature, her maturity and her
experience, and then she used her reputation, and her unspoken
intimidation to wear people down. She did it in business and she
did it in her private life - this private life. And she had made an
extra special effort to do it to Nicole because she had plans for
this girl, big plans. That Hayley had conditioned this girl’s mind,
or she had begun the process of doing so, of grooming her, was not
in question. There was intent in what she was doing to Nicole and
that intent would only become evident very eventually. There was a
feeling that when this intent did come to the fore, that it would
be too late to reverse the process. If truth were known it was
already too late. If one were to think how this would end, right at
this point, one would come to the conclusion that it wouldn’t end.
There would be no end to it.

So there
was this ‘difference’ in Nicole. There was an amount of vacancy in
her eyes. As though that orgasm, the nipple orgasm had taken
something from her. And it had done that, there was no doubt. That
had been only days ago, but she was still shocked to the core by it
- there was still this weakness in her legs, and her mind that she
couldn’t shake off. But it was more than that. There was more that
was different to Nicole but what exactly that was could not be
pinned down. It could have been all the little things adding up to
this ‘difference’. That vacancy in the eyes and the facial
expressions yes. Seeing her like this in just stockings and heels.
And seeing that she had been relieved of any hair below the neck.
That is she was hairless, and smooth between the legs.

And yet
she was also wet between the legs. It was like that wetness was
part of her. Part of who she was now. Nicole was a young girl, a
young intern, and yet she looked older now. She looked more mature
and yet at the same time she looked vulnerable. She especially
looked vulnerable in this setting and in this situation. If there
was a smell that was not right about all of this before then that
smell was amplified now. It was something that was just obvious and
it was something that was insidious. It was something that was
beginning to infest this high rise duplex penthouse that she seemed
to spend a lot of time in now.

She was
posed again. And she had learned from the first time she had been
posed what that meant. Or what it probably meant. It would mean
that for hour upon hour she would have to remain still whilst
Hayley did things to her. That she would have to remain perfectly
still at all cost because she could not, she COULD NOT let this
woman down. She could not disappoint her. That she had to impress
her. And that was what had happened. Hayley had got into her head -
into her mind. She had done it slowly and she had done it
succinctly. She had done it completely and had left nothing to
chance. The truth was that Nicole hadn’t stood a chance, not from
that first night they had spent together, had she stood a chance in
hell against this woman.

Hayley
had been working to a formula and she was sticking rigidly to that
formula. She had worked Nicole to the point that all the girl
wanted to do was please her. When there should have come the point
that she drew the line and said enough was enough, Nicole couldn’t
do that. She just couldn’t do it. Between the need to please this
woman, and between the sexual pleasure that Hayley could give her,
the intense sexual pleasure that Hayley gave her, there was nothing
that Nicole had as a defence against this woman. She had been
hooked and she had been reeled in. And now she was being taken
deeper and deeper. But there was the question, deeper and deeper
into what?

“There’s more orgasms where that came from you know? I am so
pleased with you. So pleased with you.” That was what Hayley had
whispered to Nicole after that orgasm on the first raised floor in
that picture window overlooking the city. Her voice had poured into
Nicole’s psych as she came down from that orgasm. And yet still she
had had to stand there, in that pose to come down from that orgasm
when all she really wanted and needed was a cuddle - a close and
intimate cuddle. But that hadn’t been forthcoming. All the cuddles
had been given that first night. There was no more of that to come
- although she didn’t know it then.

The
first night she had spent with Hayley had blown her mind - she
thought that it couldn’t be blown anymore but she was wrong. That
nipple play, that thing, those things that Hayley did to her just
made her want more and more of the same. That she had impressed
this woman and that she had been given, that she had been ‘granted’
another of those orgasms that this woman could give was surely a
heaven for Nicole. How could she be any luckier? How could she take
in and believe how lucky she was? And there was this thing that was
happening - this thing where she was forgetting actually that she
was an intern and that she would have a job to do. She was, or she
had put that right to the back of her mind. It was like that she
had forgotten that she had a job to perform and an internship to
get through.

But it
was like that deliberately. There was this feeling, there was this
notion that Nicole’s time with this woman would not be following
the same course as the next intern or the one before her. There was
already this isolation happening. There was already this sense that
Nicole was being taken out of life’s equation. Like she was being
taken out of normal life’s equation. Outside this other picture
window overlooking the city, it was night-time. There were the
twinkling lights and the trails of car headlights and brake lights,
hundreds of meters below. And this time, in this picture window the
little raised bit was higher. It was just that little bit higher -
the stage was set higher. There was this feeling that this woman
had a kink for little raised platforms, and for little raised
plinths that she liked then to pose young interns, the chosen ones,
on as she had her wicked way with them. And the thing was that she
did have her wicked way with them. Except, in this instance
‘wicked’ didn’t seem to be sufficient a word to use. There must
have been something other than wicked that could be used. Evil
perhaps?

“I want you to hold your hands behind your head. Interlink
your fingers and ‘squat’. Bend at the knees, and just hold it like
that. Spread your legs, and squat. I seriously need to be impressed
with your efforts this time, so you know what you have to do girl.”
That was ridiculous. Nicole had had to put the effort in the last
time. Hayley spoke as though she had failed the first time round
and maybe that was part of it. Maybe the little ‘knocks’ to the
psyche were part of what she had to do to this young girl. That was
ridiculous as well, the notion that she had to inflict little
psychological knocks on this girl. All of this was kind of
happening without there being an effort applied on her
part.

Nicole
had just been standing on that extra raised plinth. And she had
been wondering what would be expected of her this time. Her mind
had been wandering back and forth. And she was aware, more than
aware of the wetness between her legs. In a way she wished that she
wasn’t wet like this but she was and it didn’t matter how much
effort, how much work she would have to put in this time, she would
be, she WAS hoping that there would be an orgasm at the end of it.
That was what was driving her. The thought that there would be
release for her at the end of this. For some reason she was
thinking that this next task of impressing this woman would be
easier if she remembered the orgasm at the end of it. But she
wasn’t thinking right. Orgasm was not a given. There was nothing
that stated that she would be permitted an orgasm if she continued
to impress this woman. Nothing to say that this woman had to give
anything, ANYTHING, in the way of a reward for her impressing her.
Maybe this was the naivety of Nicole. This was the almost
delusional young girl coming to the fore. That was because she was
a young girl and she was delusional if she was thinking that what
she was going through was for her, and her alone.

But that
was down to the conditioning. It had been just a relatively short
amount of time since Nicole had come into this woman’s orbit. And
yet at the same time, her conditioning was advanced. Her body was
conditioned and her mind even more so. One couldn’t help but think
that Hayley would have been pleased with her progress - with the
progress as a whole. And this older woman watched as Nicole
absorbed her words and then set about the task at hand. She liked
the way this girl let out a little sigh, just before she began to
adopt the position that she had been told. There was that little
blow out of her lips, as though she knew the effort was about to
have to be put in. And then she took her hands and her arms up and
she slipped them around the back of her neck, and up a bit so that
there were behind her head. And then she slipped her fingers
between each other to interlink them.

Hayley
savoured the little scene. Nicole with her hands behind her head
and those breasts of her, all natural globes of delicious flesh
that she was simply enhancing more as she began this new process.
Of course, the heels she was wearing would have helped how she
looked. Those heels almost shaping her into the natural organic S
shape. For the first time really, Hayley was able to size this girl
up. Before now, she needed to get her into a frame of mind and her
concentration was mostly on that. Now though, now she could begin
to enjoy this girl more. And the fact of the matter was that Nicole
was a spectacular girl. She was long and lithe, but her breasts
were heavy and developed. And Hayley had played her part in
changing the nipples. They had been button like before. Hayley
would always remember seeing those nipples for the first time and
then thinking, ‘girl, I am going to change those for the better,
you’ll see’. If she had said the words then Nicole wouldn’t have
known what the woman was on about. But now that it had been done,
she would know exactly what it meant. Those nipples now engorged
thimble like pieces of flesh at the tip of her breasts. Swollen
thick, meaty nipples that were on high alert at all times. Hayley
had to wonder if Nicole knew that she was being changed like this.
Changed by sexual abuse? And it was sexual abuse. But it was more
than that really. Much, much more.

“Down lower. I want that squat more pronounced - spread the
legs a little bit more and get down lower. Keep the shape in your
back, hold your head up and squat. That is what I want to see. This
is your chance to impress me more than I have ever been impressed.
Think you can do that, hmm?” Hayley’s voice was quite sharp. It was
soft but sharp edged. The control she had over the girl had been
established and it was like she didn’t have to use her seductive
voice anymore. She didn’t have to, but she would because she would
want to remind Nicole of it from time to time. She would want to
remind her that she could be kind as well and strict. Hayley liked
it that she didn’t have to stop the proceedings, that she didn’t
have to take time out and explain to Nicole that she was in charge.
And that she would control her from now on. She liked that. She
would have looked on that as a chore. She could do it, and she had
done it with girls in the past but she liked it that it was all
falling in place for Nicole in a natural like way. She liked it
that she could simply concentrate on the job in hand, of breaking
this girl down a little more with each passing day. And indeed that
was what she was doing. She was convinced that Nicole was a natural
submissive. Or that there was natural submissive in her that needed
to be brought out. But she knew as well, if she was wrong about
that, then she was changing Nicole into what she wanted and what
she desired her to be.

Hayley
watched this girl adopt the position and she walked around her. She
liked that Nicole had exaggerated her shape as she had got into
position. That was the thing about Hayley, she was a woman who
loved other women. But the thing was that she loved them in her own
way. In a way she considered that she was an artist. She liked to
paint pictures with other women as the central theme. That was it,
she liked to paint pictures. It was just that the pictures that she
liked to paint were ones that show other woman, and girls, interns,
in scenes of stress and distress. She liked the ‘before’ and
‘after’ pictures and that was what she thought about constantly,
what this girl was before and what she would be after. Those were
thoughts that she wouldn’t share in so many words with anyone,
ever. They were thoughts that she kept in, ones that festered in
her mind. Festered and matured at the same time. What Hayley was
all about was deeds. Her thoughts were manifesting themselves in
the deeds that she did. The deeds that she did to Nicole for
instance.

“Good girl. I like that shape. Now all I want you to do, just
like before is keep that position - keep it, and remain as still as
you possibly can. Aim for NIL movement and assume that anything
less than that won’t impress me. Do you hear me girl?” And there it
was again - that sharpness of tone that was also a little soft.
Nicole didn’t answer, she just nodded. She was already in the zone
in her mind. She knew how hard she had had to work to impress
Hayley before and she knew that this was going to be harder still
so she was in the zone already. She was where she needed to be.
Hayley smiled and she stood back a little bit. She wanted to see
the zoomed out view of this girl. She wanted to take her in, all of
her but she wanted the whole view. The view of this girl on another
plinth in another window overlooking the city.

The
strain of that pose, that position on Nicole was immediate. There
was no build up to it. There was no ‘warning’ of aches and pains
that would tell her that this was going to be hard. The strain on
her spine and her legs was instant. The high heels added to that
strain. In other circumstances that squat could have been labelled
a little disgusting, a little obscene. But that was not the case
here. Nicole looked stunning. She wasn’t all the way down on her
heels, she was as though in mid-squat. Neither up nor down and for
that reason the strain was instant. It wasn’t a natural position
for her to be in. It was anything but natural and for that reason
there was this painful strain. But Nicole was doing it and she was
fit. Hayley had taken all of that into consideration when she was
in the selection process. It had been one of the things that she
had thought most about when she had seen Nicole first off. There
had been that desire to take the girl, but there had also been the
question of whether this girl would be able to withstand not just
psychologically, but physically what she would demand of her.
Hayley had ticked all the boxes. She knew a fit girl when she saw
one. And it was the fit ones that she liked the best. The young fit
ones that she could take apart piece by piece. She didn’t like the
ones that just fell apart when the chips were down - she liked the
ones that came apart gradually - the ones that resisted to an
extent. The ones who might not like to admit when they had lost.
But ones who would lose eventually no matter how fit they
were.

Inside
Nicole’s head she was screaming. She was more than screaming as she
looked out of the window all those floor up. From this particular
window she could see the curvature of the building. And for some
reason her eyes were fixed on the two levels up, where those slat
like windows were - the third floor. The place that Hayley had said
she might show her some time. For some reason her eyes were fixed
on those slats as the agony poured into her. From the arch of her
feet, the tightness of her calves and the strain of her stockinged
thighs as she held herself in that semi squat position. And there
the fact that with her fingers interlinked behind her head, she
could not use her arms or her hands as balancing aids - so she was
having to put more effort into that. And there was the strain on
her spine - that was kind of relieved a little bit by the fact that
her hands supported or created a rest for the back of her head. But
that was just an aid for her to keep that position. That would just
ensure that the agony was more eventually than it would be without.
In a way it was just like putting off the inevitable.
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Four days ago, continued

 


It was
that strain that kept thoughts of her rock hard, hyper sensitive
nipples and her vaginal wetness away from her at first. But it was
only at first. Once that strain, and once the task at hand had set
in properly, then there it was again. The throbbing pulses and the
sensations inside her nipples. And a similar throb around her
sexuality - especially around her clitoris and that throbbing was
producing more of that wetness. It was producing more ooze from
her. She might have asked herself, what the fuck is the matter with
you girl? But she didn’t do that - she couldn’t do that because she
had these three trains of thought now, to contend with. She had to
impress and please Hayley, that was the first, she had the effort
and the hard work and the agony that she had to endure, that was
another. And then she had this hope, a kind of desperate hope that
she would be given another orgasm at the end of all of this. If she
could have that orgasm at the end then she could cope with this -
she thought!

In a
way, that orgasm thought was driving her. She had already
formulated in her mind that she wouldn’t have been able to do the
last ‘pose’ if she didn’t have that first night with Hayley to hang
onto. And now, she didn’t think that she would be able to do this
if she didn’t have that last mind bending nipple orgasm to hold on
to. It was like she was being fed with indefensible addictive
things all of the time. Like a constant onslaught on her mind and
her sexuality. It wasn’t how a young girl, a beautiful young girl
should have been thinking but she was. It was how she had to think.
She didn’t have a choice but to think like this. This was what she
had to do to get through this. In a way, Nicole’s mind had been
brought to the gutter but she didn’t realise it. She didn’t realise
either that all of her thoughts, all the ways that her mind was
being altered and controlled, albeit subtly, at this point would
come back to haunt her at a later time. And that the guilt and the
shame that she would be wracked with would be used against her by
Hayley - just like another little tool. And if Hayley was good at
one thing, it was using tools for her benefit.

Hayley
smiled as she watched the girl. This was the waiting game. The
older woman knew all about this. She liked the waiting game. She
liked the way it panned out. She liked the no rush, the chilled way
that she was able to take a girl down. And she had the perfect take
down for Nicole planned. In her mind Nicole deserved Full Cry. She
deserved it and would experience the full gamut of Full Cry, and
beyond. Hayley smiled to herself again as she thought about that.
She did another like for like comparison in her mind. The Full Cry
that her fucked up mother used to do to her. And then the one that
she had developed from that. She had used her own experiences, her
own agonies and ecstasies and she had taken them just that little
bit further. Actually she had taken them a lot further. The Full
Cry that she had developed she was sure was the one her perverse
and cruel mother would have wanted and would have liked to have
seen her one and only daughter suffer. But Hayley had the jump on
that. She had all of the sensations and aromas and the memories to
pull on. Her version of Full Cry was a form of decimation that
would literally pull Nicole’s mind apart from the inside out. It
was certainly one that would make the girl’s endorphins feel the
need to explode.

Hayley
was watching Nicole looking up at the third floor of her property
and those slatted windows. She remembered that brief conversation
about that. The question, and her answer and she smiled. It was
ironic that Nicole had chosen that to focus on as she stood, semi
squatting like that. It was worth a smile and it wasn’t even to
herself. She smiled openly. She was behind Nicole and so the girl
couldn’t see that smile. But even if she had been right in front of
her, even if Hayley had been right in front of Nicole smiling wide
she was convinced that it wouldn’t have registered with her because
by this time, the girl was so far into the zone, and she was so
consumed with strain and agony, there would have been nothing that
she was taking in, not properly anyway. And at this point that was
quite proper. It was quite right.

By this
time Nicole had been in that position for half a day. Her face was
red from the strain and there was this film of sweat that covered
her. It was weird - the throbs in her nipples and her clitoris had
seemed to intensify as the agony grew. There were little ‘grunts’
coming from her that were less than ladylike if the truth were
known. But they were grunts of desperation more than anything. Her
back was killing her. Her legs were killing her. Her neck was
killing her. And yet those throbs were bigger and bigger. Hayley
hadn’t touched Nicole. She hadn’t been anywhere near her. She had
just watched from a distance. She had let the girl know she was
there all the time so there would have always been that hope that
she would move in and touch her sexually. But Hayley hadn’t done
that. But at the same time she would have known about the
desperation in Nicole. She would have known about that sexual
desire despite her agony. And she would have known about the
longing and the need in Nicole for her to touch her.


Eventually she did touch her. Of course she did. Eventually
she had to touch her - it was part of the process. It was part of
the ‘game’ for Nicole to feel sexual touch when she was in so much
distress. Hayley knew that by touching her she would be prolonging
the girl’s ability to withstand more agony and so she moved in
closer. She moved in behind Nicole. She knew that the girl would
‘sense’ her behind her but also that she couldn’t turn her head to
see her because she was not allowed to move. She had to remain as
still as possible. She had to aim for NIL movement. And so she
would have sensed Hayley behind her and she would have been high in
anticipation because of that. She would have been assuming that she
would be touched now. And maybe assuming that she was at the end of
this particular task and that she was about to be granted an
orgasm. This would have been the state of her mind at this point.
The torture of the first time would not have been at the fore of
her mind. The drawing with that feather. The hour upon hour of
non-touching and yet the possibility that she might be touched in
that way. As far as Nicole was concerned she was approaching the
end of this session. As far as she was concerned she would have
impressed Hayley by now and now she could enjoy the rewards. Now
she would be given that mind blistering orgasm that she needed so
much.

Except
there was no reward, as such. The ‘touch’ was from behind. Hayley
snaked a hand, and her fingers between the spread, squatting legs
of the girl and she ‘stroked’ one wet, slippery labia and then the
other. She didn’t touch the clitoris. If she had touch the clitoris
there would have been instant pleasure. But in simply stroking,
ever so lightly, the labial lips, she gave the same effect as that
constant non-touching of the nipples. There was an extra amplified
grunt from Nicole. And it was as though it was all coming back to
her now. The torment and the teasing and the denial of any direct
pleasure. Just the promise or the possibility that there would be
pleasure at some point.

But what
was also coming back to her was the knowledge that she was not at
the end of this journey yet - she was not anywhere near the end of
this particular part of the journey. And this time, there was this
panic in her, this worry that she might not this time be given an
orgasm. There was like this real possibility that this time, there
would be no orgasm - and the thing was there was no real reason for
that thought, other than she had this sense that she was on an
escalator, and that escalator was going down - it was in a downward
direction because she was in a downward direction. And that fear,
that worry about a non-orgasm was now in her mind along with
everything else. And to her, in all of this agony, that was
unthinkable. It was now that the real effort on her part, to
impress Hayley would begin.

It could
have been at this point that ‘cruelty’ could have been used as a
word to describe what Hayley was inflicting on Nicole for the first
time. There would have been the hint of cruelty the first time
round when Nicole was on that first plinth. Yes there would have
been the ‘hint’ of that absolute cruelty. But that milder cruelty
would have been nulled, to an extent, as Hayley had given Nicole
the orgasm that she craved so much. That would have been the
kindness, albeit a bizarre kindness of this woman coming through.
This time though there was a sense of ‘real’ cruelty. This time
there was this vibe that was different. Certainly, Hayley was
different. Her demeanour was different. Her body language was
different. It was like she knew now that the first phase was done
and dusted. Almost as though the hard work had been done and now
there was no harm in showing her true colours. And that was why her
tone was sharper, and her body language was ‘bigger’ and bolder.
But even now she wasn’t showing her real true colours. Just like
she was just showing a hint of the cruelty she was capable of the
first time, so now she was only showing a hint of her true colours.
Only god knew what her true colours were.

Nicole
was screaming out loud. It wasn’t even a scream that she was
letting out. It was more like a bellow. It was a terrible, sadness
tinged bellow that would surely get to whoever might hear it. And
just like before she was trembling - this poor girl was trembling
from the head down to her bent legs and her arched feet and her
toes. She was keeping still - she was not moving. Her pose was
perfect but it was a trembling pose. And the film of sweat that
covered her torso, and her breasts also covered her legs. That
sweat had soaked into the sheer nylon that sheathed her legs and it
had created an odd, sensual ‘sheen’. For some reason that sweat
tinged sheen, those soaked nylons clinging to her leg flesh like
that added, amplified and accentuated the despair that she, must
have been in. But as well as that, it all amplified her
femininity.

And
between her spread feet, from behind was Hayley. She was up close
again but she was also down low on the raised plinth. She had the
low down view of Nicole - and what a magnificent view she would
have thought it was. She could afford to kick back and enjoy the
sight of this squatting girl above her. It gave her a chance to see
Nicole from a different low angle. It gave her a chance to see her
from floor level. Not the conventional view of a submissive by a
dominant. And yet that was no surprise - this was no conventional
thing going on here. There was nothing normal or conventional about
this. An older woman revelling in the sight of a much younger girl
holding on to a pose that she was not allowed to alter or move
from. And at the same time revelling in the sounds that this girl
was making and the absolute despair that she was in. There had to
be despair. There was no doubt that despair made up at least some
of that noise that Nicole was making. It was like she was
‘shivering’ only more so. She was shivering because her body was
running out of its own forms of defences.

Hayley
reached up and she stroked the sex lips of the girl again. And when
she did that there was this difference in the noise that Nicole
made. She still bellowed and she still shivered, but it was in a
different key. She still bellowed but there was this other level of
desperation about it. And Hayley stroked those lips a number of
times. She did that because she could and she did it because she
was further the downward trip for Nicole. Her finger tips only just
touched the plumpness of those labial lips. Only just slighted over
them to create that noise from Nicole. And one had to wonder what
was going through Nicole’s mind at this point. One had to wonder
what kind of things her twisted mind were coming up with. She would
have been feeling those slippery strokes to her lips and she would
have been hoping to god that the finger would head towards her
clitoris and pleasure that. She was getting pleasure from the
finger tips to her labia. But that was like a denied pleasure. Or a
hint that there was pleasure to be got, just not yet.

And then
on the other hand, there might well have been a voice in Nicole’s
head, a voice nagging at her psyche, telling her, ‘there’s no point
in you praying to god you slut, because there is no god here, only
Hayley.’ One had to wonder at what point did, or would Nicole’s
mind change - at what point would the penny drop for her and she
would realise that Hayley was a sadist who was using her.
Correction a sadist that was abusing her and taking her on a long
trip into some kind of oblivion. One had to wonder when that penny
would finally drop. Or would it ever drop? There had to be a
consensus that indeed something would come to Nicole - that she
would realise or sense that something was wrong in her mind because
otherwise there would be no point in Hayley doing what she was
doing. Hayley didn’t want a brain dead bimbo at her mercy. To her
that would be pointless. It would be pointless ruining a girl to
the point that she didn’t get it. Or to the point that she was
unaware of what was happening to her. It would be pointless totally
for Hayley to subject Nicole to Full Cry if the girl didn’t know
what she was going through. In order for Full Cry to be effective,
Nicole would have to be in that zone and she would have to be
‘feeling’ every nano second of it. She would have to be feeling it
but she would also have to be ‘experiencing’ every essence of
it.

But Full
cry was some way off. For now there was just this raised plinth,
and Nicole looking out of the city as she squatted almost
obscenely. And yet at the same time she was like that work of art.
Like she had been that work of art on the first plinth, so she was
an adapted work of art now on this second one. One had to suspect
or work out that she would be the ‘ultimate’ work of art when she
was subjected to Full Cry. Once again though, Full Cry was some way
off. Hayley would have known this girl was not ready, not quite for
Full Cry yet. She would have known that she was not ready for that
full on blast of status that she would be subjected to. She knew
that the girl had to be prepared for that. She had to be
‘tenderised’ for it. To an extent she had to be broken for it.
There was the notion that Nicole would have to be broken at least a
little bit before she was broken totally by Full Cry. Whatever Full
Cry was!

For now
though Hayley was just working on the girl. Yes she was working on
her flesh but most of all she was working on her mind. It was a
known fact for Hayley that once she had the girl’s mind, once she
had control of the mind, the rest would simply follow. And that was
a fact. She was damaging Nicole’s mind every time she stroked that
labial flesh. And every time her fingers slipped over that plump
hanging sexual flesh Hayley was watching. She was watching closely.
She couldn’t fault Nicole in the way she held the agonising pose
that she had been told to hold. That pose, that squatting, absolute
motionless pose was faultless - and yet there was this trembling
and this quivering that travelled down the whole length of this
pretty, attractive girl. There was this trembling, this quivering
and there was this dripping of sweat. And then there was this
undulating of Nicole’s flesh. The sexual undulation. The needy
undulation as Hayley stroked her and as she fed notions into the
girl’s mind that she might be given an orgasm. There was almost
this wonderment of how this girl could be reacting sexually when
she was in so much agony and despair. But she was and Hayley loved
that - she adored it.

And that
was what Hayley was doing. She was feeding notions into Nicole’s
head. She was making her believe that an orgasm was possible. That
wasn’t hard for Hayley to do. She just had to casually touch her.
It was like a power play for her. All she had to do was ‘touch’ and
‘stroke’ Nicole and that belief was installed into the young girl.
And it was even more than that. All she had to do was touch and
stroke this girl and there was this ‘need’ installed into her. And
it was even more than a ‘need’. It was like she was stroking and
touching a desperation into her. It was like she was touching and
stroking an addiction into her. That was true power of one human
being over another. The true power of an older woman over a younger
girl. There was something in this simple scene - there was
something in it that painted the whole picture. There would be
people of a certain mind who would get it. They would see this
scene and immediately get it. But they would be people of a certain
mind. They would be people of the same kind of mind, or similar to
Hayley’s. They would be sadists or they would be masochists. They
would be fetishists from a different level of understanding, and
they would get it - they would just get it.

“Good girl. Good girl. I’m very impressed you know?” It was a
rhetorical question but it was spoken in an almost mocking tone.
And to an extent, the mocking was part of Nicole’s downfall. It was
the kind of mocking that might not register with her immediately
but it would sink into her psyche and it would work on her from the
inside. That was another thing that Hayley liked - the way she was
able to get inside a girl’s head and then control the mind from the
inside. And also the way she could destroy a mind from the inside.
For her, with Nicole it was slightly different. For Nicole the
destruction would be special and it would be spectacular. Indeed
her downfall would be beyond spectacular.
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“You want to cum don’t you? I know you do but you can’t, not
yet. I want to show you something first.” Nicole was pretty much on
the edge of madness. At the very least she was teetering on the
edge. She was looking over it into the abyss. And yet at the same
time those words would have hit home. They would have hit home like
a freight train. In her mind she would have been screaming ‘no, no
you can’t do this to me! I want to cum, I need to cum and I need to
cum NOW you fucking bitch!’ Of course those words didn’t come out
of her mouth. No words came out of her mouth. Her ability to form
single words, let alone comprehensible sentences would have
deserted her by this point. She had been in the same ‘pose’ for a
period that was not known. The toll on her mind and body was
something that could not be imagined, not really. And now after all
of that she was being denied orgasm. And that had been the only
thing that had kept her going, the thought that she would get that
intense pleasure that Hayley gave her. Now she was not going to get
it.

“I know. I know you’re disappointed. But you know girl, I
still need to be impressed by you. And you need to remember that.
That I need to be impressed regardless of whether you get pleasured
by me. Being pleasured by me is a privilege. It's not a ‘right’ of
yours girl. Actually you need to get used to having ‘no rights’.
Girls like you don’t have rights.” It had been like Hayley had read
Nicole’s mind and that she was addressing that. But not just that
she was addressing it, but that she was taking it a few steps
further. Speaking about the constant need for Nicole to impress
her. Speaking about the pleasure that she gave being a privilege
and not a right. Indeed, intimating that Nicole’s rights, as such
did not exist.

And now
singling Nicole out as though she was not like a normal girl -
‘girls like you’, and girls like her not having rights. This was a
woman who knew what she was doing. She knew how and when to drip
this stuff into Nicole’s mind because that was what her own mother
had done to her all those years ago. She knew that to drip a little
bit more in each time the girl was at the end of her tether was the
way to go - was the only way to go. This was a woman who was
working to an agenda. She was working to a formula but she was also
working to an end result. That end result was Full Cry. But the
mystery, the enigma that was Full Cry was just getting bigger and
bigger.

“I’m going to show you the ‘third floor’. I’m going to take
you up there now and you can see it. You need to see it because you
are going to spend some time up there. In fact you are going to
spend a lot of time up there.” That registered with Nicole. It
registered with her for a number of reasons, not least, at the very
least she would be able to get up from that squat. She would be
able to stand up at last. But there was more than that that
registered with her. It had been Hayley’s words before that. About
the pleasure that she received and about girls like her having no
rights. And it was making sense to her. There was no hatred or
dislike of Hayley for what she was doing or saying. If anything the
respect levels were higher. The feelings of herself being a lucky
girl, and being privileged were higher as well. It was like
everything that was being done to her body and her mind was having
a reverse effect. Instead of dislike and hate being installed,
there was like a Stockholm Syndrome of respect, love and need being
deeply seated into Nicole’s psyche. She was feeling the need for
this woman and what she was doing with her. She was feeling that
need and she was being led deeper and deeper in the direction that
Hayley wanted to take her.

When she
stood up, Nicole let out a huge wet grunt of relief and Hayley
smiled. She smiled at the almost uncouth noise that came from the
girl. But that was because she knew exactly how many more uncouth
noises she could make this girl voice. For just a little while,
Nicole was like a Bambi on her heels. She had been in that squat
position for so long that it was like her learning to stand again.
It was like her learning to distribute her weight differently
again. And now she was at the top of her high heels again. Those
heels did their very best, and succeeded in emphasising the
attributes of this girl. Her breasts, her ass, and her legs adorned
with those self-supporting stockings. She looked stunning. But she
also looked bemused. She shifted her weight awkwardly from one
stiletto to the other as she tried to realign herself. And Hayley
didn't say anything. She just watched. She did a lot of that. It
was how she got her gratification - or how she could get some of
her gratification.

Hayley
had told Nicole to get up. It had been as simple as that. Hours and
hours, days and days of absolute agony and ecstasy brought to an
end with a simple instruction. And then Hayley had stood back and
watched Nicole get up from the squat. She had taken in the sight of
the young bemused girl doing that and she had taken in the sounds
of her doing it. The sounds emphasised the visuals, and vice versa.
And there was this wet saturated quality to the sounds that Nicole
made. One had to wonder really where this girl’s mind was at this
point. How far from her internship was her mind. How far from the
job she thought she would have to do. How far from her career
goals. One could be sure that those things hadn’t crossed her mind
in some time. And one could be sure that the fact that she as of
the time she accepted the internship, didn’t have a future or a
career path, hadn’t even entered her head. She wouldn’t have, for
the life of her, seen what was coming at all. But then she wasn’t
supposed to.

Even the
act of stepping off that little raised bit of floor in that picture
window, and taking normal walking stiletto steps was hard for her.
Again like learning to walk all over again. “No rush girl. There’s
no rush we have all the time in the world.” They were comforting
words from Hayley. But Nicole was just longing for, needing that
orgasm. In a way she was used to getting the orgasm at the end of
the torment but this time she hadn’t got that. And now the way she
stood, the way she walked, the way she held herself reflected that
neediness in her. Just slight little nuances telling of her need.
The way she stepped on her heels, the way she moved from one arched
foot to the other and the facial expressions. Hayley would have
recognised that need in her. She would have seen it and known it
because she created it. And she hadn’t done that by accident. Very
slowly they made their way to another private elevator at the back
of the duplex. That elevator only went to the third floor. That
elevator serviced the third floor only, and it was an isolated,
concealed elevator - not one that would be spotted from the main
area of the duplex.

“Welcome to the third floor girl. You are going to spend some
time here. A lot of time in fact. I want to teach you, and show you
how things are going to be from now on.” And it was like Hayley was
testing the water but at the same time like she was confident in
what she was doing. Indeed, that she didn’t need to test the water
with Nicole anymore because the girl was already under her control.
It was like she already knew that there would be no resistance from
Nicole. It was like she knew that the time, if there was one at
all, for resistance had gone now. Now she could just take Nicole
where she wanted to take her - the way she wanted to take her.
Nicole just stood in this vast ‘space’ that was the third level and
she looked around. Those high slats were letting in light -
streaming light. And there was something in the middle, like a pole
sticking up from the floor. She would remember at some point
thinking that it was odd. She would remember wondering what it was
for. But she needn’t worry about that because she would be shown,
and she would experience exactly what that pole in the centre of
the room was for.

“The third floor.” Nicole repeated the words as though she was
getting to grips with them. She wasn’t herself, not really because
of what she had been through. What Hayley had put her through. The
time when she had been shown the duplex for the first time was like
a grey part of her memory now. She would remember it, but as though
it wasn’t her. So much water had passed under the bridge. So much
had happened. She had been through so much of what she would look
on as excitement but what actually amounted to as abuse. And yet
she was standing in this space and she was looking around trying to
come to terms with it - trying to cope with needing that orgasm.
Trying to come to terms with needing that orgasm above everything
else. “That’s right girl, the third floor. Do you think you can
still impress me? Indeed, do you WANT to impress me
still?”

There
might have been an element of Hayley now testing the water with
Nicole. Giving the girl the opportunity to back out - the
opportunity to say she had better go now. But at the same time
having the courage of her convictions to know that it wouldn’t
happen. It was like a little thrill time for her to test the girl
like this and for the girl to do or say what she expected her to
say after all. “Yes, yes I want to impress you. I must! I really
want to. Need to.” And that would have been the time that Hayley
would have squeezed her thighs to get a sexual shot. A real sexual
shot - an intense one. “Yes, yes you do ‘need’ and you do ‘want’.
Good girl. But you mustn’t let me down, ever. You must NEVER
disappoint me, ever.” And there she was again, dripping the poison
into Nicole’s mind. She could do that - she was good at that. And
Nicole was taking it all in. The deal was being sealed in that
place right now. There was no physical sealing the deal - it was a
metaphorical thing. It was certainly a milestone for both these
very different women.

 


 


Two days ago

 


It
wasn’t really a scream that Nicole was letting out. And even if it
was it didn’t sound the same in that place - the third floor. There
was a distinct difference to the sounds that she was making. There
was a wetter, more desperate quality to the sound. She had been in
the squat position days ago voluntarily. But she wasn’t now. She
was in a squat, but she was being held in it. That did something to
her. When she was in it of her own accord, when she had to do it,
when she had to make the concerted effort to obey the instruction
to maintain the pose, it was different. Now that she was in this
fucked up squat type pose and was being held there by ridged
bondage - now that was different. She wouldn’t have got up before,
even if she wanted to, but now she couldn’t - and that was a
complete psychological mash up for her. Having the choice, not
having the choice. It fucked with her mind. It magnified all of
what she was feeling.

Nicole
was on a plinth again. Another of those raised plinths. There was
plenty of them in that room. Even that pole in the centre was on a
plinth. And this one that she was in was to the side, right under
one of those slatted windows and from that window the light
absolutely streamed in and cast these almost ghostly shadows.
Indeed those streams of light created their own areas of extreme
light and extreme shade throughout the entire space - the entire
third level. And as for Nicole, she was being held in what looked
like a mish mash of poles and ties. But it wasn’t a random mish
mash. What she was being held in was an intricate micro series of
bondages that were applying pressure to Nicole. Applying pressure
and holding her in an even more agonising squat position than she
had been in before. Except now she could do nothing about it. Now
she was held there - now she didn’t have that psychological option
of getting out of it. Now it was what it was. Now she just had to
withstand what was being done to her.

Now she
could feel the pressure applied by one of those poles from above,
to her head. That kept her down - that pole, and the shaped pad at
the end of it pressing down meant that she couldn’t raise herself,
or move her head. And then there was another of the poles coming in
from an angle, to the small of her back. That kept her more fast to
the spot and prevented from her from straightening or relieving her
back in any way. And then individual poles to the back of her
knees, preventing her from straightening her legs, or again
standing up straight. And the ‘stops’ in front of her toes, to
prevent her from moving her feet forwards. There was this thing
that told that the way that she was being held, had no good things
about it. There was this thing that told, it just gave away that
Nicole must have been in agony. She was neither standing up, nor
sitting down. She was in that pseudo, semi-squat that meant that
all of her weight was being distributed in the wrong way. It meant
that she was forced to endure what the bondage was applying to
her.

And that
was the thing, what she was being forced to endure. Her legs were
spread wider. That is her stilettoed feet were spread wider on the
plinth. That did mean that her centre of gravity was lower and that
should have been theoretically better for her. But it wasn’t. There
was nothing of this set up that was designed to make it easy for
Nicole. What she was being subjected to was something that was for
the first time, taking choice away from her. She was experiencing
bondage for the first time. She was being subjected to a means of
holding her still and in one position for the first time. She was
being put under external pressure for the first time and all of
this was having an effect on her both physically and mentally. She
would have had that choice before even though she didn’t take that
choice to stop whatever was happening to her. There would have been
that choice. But now it was being taken away from her. Now it HAD
been taken away from her. And yet there was still that need and
that craving for her to impress and not disappoint Hayley. And
there was still that need for her to orgasm as well. That dripping
sexuality and that craving for orgasm was never far from her
whatever she was suffering.

There
was more at play here. She was being taken further. She was having
her liberty taken away from her even though she wouldn’t have
understood that was what was happening. It was what Hayley was
doing - and she was timing it to perfection. She was taking away
Nicole’s freedom but she wasn’t just doing it with those poles that
were holding her in that squat. She was doing it inside her mind as
well. It would have all been working with the words that had been
dripped into Nicole’s mind and with the accumulative things that
had been inflicted on her. And it was all coming at the same time
as Nicole’s enhanced need to please and impress Hayley. At the same
time as the feeling of need to impress her. Everything coming to a
point in time on this plinth. Everything coming
together.

Hayley
should have been applauded for her micro management of this
situation, and Nicole. She had made it seem effortless and yet what
she had done was huge and complex. She had taken in this girl and
she had isolated her. She had conditioned her mind, and she had
prepared her body for what would be an onslaught of the senses. And
as this older woman stood back and looked at Nicole in that pole
bondage on that plinth she had a smile on her face. This was the
closest she had ever got to taking a real life girl to the point of
Full Cry. In her mind she had done it many times. During times of
masturbation, times when she was alone she had pictured many times
having her ideal girl at her mercy in this way, and then taking her
to Full Cry. But that was the thing - that was all in her mind.
That was all stuff that she had imagined. Indeed what she had
imagined would be the stuff of madness. If it weren’t for the fact
that this woman was a successful and powerful business woman, and
that she had a micro acute brain that she had proved time after
time in business, she would indeed be labelled ‘mad’.

And yet
right now as this woman watched Nicole settle into that induced
squat, she seemed anything but mad. She was cool, and she was calm
and she was bathing in the knowledge that what she had imagined,
what she had dreamt all these years was coming to fruition. Hayley
felt gifted with Nicole - that was true. She felt as gifted with
her as Nicole felt lucky to be in her presence. And that was the
other thing - despite what she was going through, Nicole would be
feeling that she needed this woman or why else hadn’t she objected
and got the fuck out of that place? Why else would she feel the
need, the desperate need to impress her constantly? The truth was
that Hayley had played such a game with Nicole that this girl was
mixed up. She was mixed up and she was bemused. That was true. Yes
Nicole felt that she needed to impress Hayley and she needed to not
disappoint her. And she felt she needed her sexually. She felt all
of it - and all of it was magnified. But that was all manufactured
- she was supposed to feel like that because Hayley had made sure
that ‘this’ was the end result of all of this
preparation.

And it
had been simply that, preparation for what was to follow.
Preparation for Full Cry. To an extent, Hayley could kick back now
and enjoy this final piece of the jigsaw falling into place. Now
she could bath in the knowledge of what she had done to this girl,
and of course what was in store for her in a relatively short time.
There was this air about Hayley. She seemed bigger than herself.
She was already a formidable woman who could turn most people to
mush with just a look. But this was more than that. This was
something more than that. This was the sadist Hayley - this was her
uncovered - and exposed to an extent. But she was exposed in her
own world. She was uncovered in her own world. The only question
would be, was Nicole seeing Hayley the sadist, right now? Probably
not - probably not yet. Maybe she never would?

 



Chapter
9

 


Two days ago, continued

 


Who
could know the answer to that question? But looking at Nicole, in
this place, the third level, at this time, it was doubtful that she
could put any logical thoughts together in her mind. All she would
be able to see was this woman who excited her so much that she had
to impress her, she had to make sure that she didn’t disappoint
her. Nicole’s agony had been so total and so complete - and that
agony had worked so together with the psychological aspect of her
being in bondage for the first time, that she just had this ‘look’
on her face. She just had this look that made her resemble a ghost.
Yes stunningly pretty ghost but a ghost none the less. It was like
she was trying to make sense of it all, but failing. It was like
she was trying to hold herself together but that she was unsure
that she could do that for too much longer. And that would have
been exciting Hayley. This woman would have known what Nicole was
feeling, what she was going through and she would have loved it, to
the point of squeezing her own thighs, that Nicole was trying to
hold it all together. She would have loved the ‘fight’ if it could
be called that, in this girl.

She
would have loved it most because she knew that it was a fight that
the girl couldn’t and wouldn’t win. That was what she liked - the
fight in the girl even though it was a futile fight. In a way this
showed a weakness in Hayley but it wasn’t a weakness that Nicole
would ever spot. This woman beautifying the fight in the girl,
beautifying the fight that she could not win. One had to ask the
question what would Hayley be like if there was the slightest
chance of Nicole winning - coming to her senses, and demanding to
be released from that god forsaken place? One had to ask that
question but then one would know the answer. We’d never know how
Hayley would act or react to a real fight because it was something
that wasn’t going to happen. And Nicole would now never be in a
position to ask that question. She was too far gone. She was too
far into the place that Hayley had put her in. But this woman liked
it that there was that natural fight in the girl. That was what she
liked - the natural fight, the natural instinct to survive being
casually and very completely eroded over time.

Yes
Nicole was too far gone. She was making other noises now. Wet
echoey noises. And there was a telling difference in how she was
suffering now because there was this drizzle of drool that was
coming from her mouth. Not a lot. Just every so often it was like
she forgot to suck the drool back and it spilled over her bottom
lip in a very demeaning and degrading way. But it was only every so
often. Hayley smiled - the girl was on her way to that other place
now. She was almost ready to be prepared for the final leg of the
journey to Full Cry. Just not yet. Not quite yet. Nicole was
forgetting to suck that drool back because of a number of things
that were happening to her. The agony she was in was immediate and
it was crippling her. It wasn’t just crippling a body that could
not move or defend itself, but it was crippling her mind. That pain
of the enforced and rigid squat was such that it forced everything
else out of her mind. Everything including the stuff that might
help her retain at least some dignity, like sucking back drool
instead of letting it spill to the plinth between her spread,
stilettoed feet and stockinged legs.

And then
as well, the throbs were back. Not that they had gone away. But
they were bigger now - bolder throbs to her nipples and her
clitoris. If she had been given an orgasm the throbs would have
diminished at least for a little while. But because she had been
denied that orgasm the throbs and the need had just got bigger and
bigger. It was difficult to fathom that this girl was being pulled
in so many directions. Coping with the bondage squat, coping with
the need and the very real desire to impress Hayley and not
displease her and then coping with this sexual thing - and it was a
‘thing’. It wouldn’t be something that this poor girl would be able
to explain or describe if she had enough of her mind left to try
that. It was a sexual ‘thing’ that had infested her and that had
been born with the excitement that she felt at being in this
woman’s company. The anticipation, the sexual pleasure - all things
that had kicked off this sexual ‘thing’ in Nicole. And all of that
working together to decimate her. And it was all coming together
now - all of it was coming together on the third floor of Hayley’s
duplex.

At first
Nicole wouldn’t have been sure if she was feeling what she was
feeling. There had been movement, she sensed it. But then Hayley’s
fingers ploughing through her sex lips. She must have been
mistaken. But then no she wasn’t mistaken - in all of her agony she
could feel those fingers ploughing through her saturated lips. And
that was the thing, they were saturated. Sex lips saturated and
dripping with her own fluids. “You are NOT to orgasm. If you orgasm
that will displease me and it certainly won’t impress me. You are
NOT to orgasm.” And Nicole could hear those words filtering in. She
couldn’t believe she was hearing them. This woman telling her that
she could not orgasm even though she was slipping her fingers
through he folds of her sexuality flesh pleasuring her. What if she
couldn’t help it but orgasm? She was desperate enough to come and
she was putting enough effort into everything else, maybe she could
be forgiven for a transgression? Maybe she would be forgiven this
once if she spilled into orgasm. But no, she couldn’t do that! That
would mean that she had failed if she transgressed even
once.

And that
was just it - she was putting all her effort into everything else
and now she had this on top. She had to suppress her own orgasm and
she didn’t know if she could do it or not. In her mind probably
not. In her mind she was already a wreck. But in her mind as well
she didn’t want to disappoint this woman. She didn’t want to not
impress her. She had to try harder. She had to try harder. “No, no
orgasm. No orgasm.” She managed to get the words out, and that
pleased Hayley. It pleased her to know that what she had told the
girl she understood. And if she understood the words then she would
understand the consequences of not pleasing her - not impressing
her. Well, it was a fact that Nicole wouldn’t understand the
consequences. How could she? She had impressed Hayley up to this
point. She hadn’t failed her up to this point. But she did
understand that she would not impress Hayley if she failed. And
that was the thing. She would understand that there was a price to
pay. She just wouldn’t know what that price was. She didn’t want to
find out. Nicole didn’t want to find out - at any cost she couldn’t
fail. It just meant more effort that's all. It meant more strain on
her physically but more important it meant more strain on her
mentally. And that was where the toil was - that was where the
ultimate toil was, mentally. It was where the battle was fought and
ultimately lost for Nicole.

Hayley
was twirling her fingers in the mush that was Nicole’s sexuality.
And in the meantime Nicole was trying to adapt herself. She was
trying to re-adapt herself so that she could cope with it without
orgasm. But she had wanted that orgasm so much. And yet Hayley was
helping her - she was staying away from the clitoris. That had to
be because she wanted to help Nicole, right? But the thing was that
Nicole wanted her to touch her clitoris and she would make sure
that she didn’t orgasm. She was sure that she wouldn’t let Hayley
down. The trouble was that Nicole’s mind was fucked up. It was
fucked up en-mass. And she was promising herself things that she
didn’t know that she could fulfil. It was as well that Hayley was
there to look after her. Yes Hayley was looking after her best
interest and the best way she could do that was to heap more and
more onto this poor girl. And she was heaping more and more onto
her.

“You taste delicious girl. But do you know what, you are going
to taste even more delicious. By the time we are done, by the time
I have you right where I want you, you are going to taste beyond
delicious.” Hayley had been dipping her fingers up into Nicole
deep. She had been scooping the deeper juices from her. Right
inside her was where the deeper juices resided and Hayley had been
coaxing them, encouraging them to come down on her fingers and then
she was tasting them. She was tasting them as this poor girl was
trying to cope and as she was trying to adapt.

That
squat was not numbing her - for Nicole there was no such thing as
numbing. But it was sending her onto a higher plane. It was sending
her somewhere else in her mind. It was like she had levelled off
without levelling off. Again, there was no such thing as levelling
off for Nicole. There was only agony, and then more agony. But she
was prioritising now - her systems were telling her what was best -
what was important and what could be pushed back. She was trying to
make the sexual pleasure more important than anything because that
would get her through. But she couldn’t quite do that. She couldn’t
quite do a lot at all, except what was expected of her. And because
she didn’t know what was expected of her, except not to disappoint
Hayley and to always impress her, she was getting used to the idea
somewhere that in order to do these basic things then she needed to
be suffering in some way. There always had to be that effort and
that suffering. It had just been effort before but now it was
suffering as well.

That was
it - Nicole was getting it. She was coming to terms in her mind
with the fact that she would have to suffer in order to please
Hayley and in order to impress her. She kind of got it. Somewhere
in the fog of her mind she was getting it. And where that should
have shocked her - where it should have maybe pulled her out of
this thing she was instead it didn’t. Instead there was like this
‘calm’ come over her. It was an eerie calm. She was calm because if
she understood what she had to do, if she understood, that she had
to suffer in order to impress Hayley, then it was ok. It was if she
didn’t understand that there would be a panic set in. If she didn’t
understand then maybe she would falter and fail and just that
thought would make her panic. But that she understood, that she got
it, she could let this calm wash over her. She could let this
torture wash through her and she could be calm in the knowledge
that she would impress this woman.

Nicole
could feel Hayley scooping up her juices from inside. She so much
wanted to squeeze certain muscles that she knew that would send her
into orgasm. That would send her into raptures of orgasm. But she
couldn’t do that. There was this almost compelling feeling that she
should but then the hard cold knowledge that she couldn’t. It must
have been ripping her apart inside. It must have been doing things
to her mind that were unthinkable in normal circles. Normal
circles? What were they? She was being held fast in that squat.
That painful, and strenuous squat that seemed to affect every bone
and every muscle in her body. Her mind was screaming out for
release. Release from that pressure and that stress of the squat.
And screaming out for the release of orgasm.

It
seemed like every atom in her being was screaming out for some
release or another. But she wasn’t getting any release. What she
was getting was Hayley with her fingers inside her. Her long
slender fingers right inside her, turning and twisting in the oily
slippery, fleshy mess that was her sexuality. She could feel, and
she could sense every one of those fingers inside her - all working
to their own agenda. Those fingers just slipping into her deep and
then coming out of her. And Hayley offering those fingers to her
own mouth so that she could consume what came from deep inside
Nicole.

And that
was the thing, Hayley was helping herself to Nicole, and then she
was directly in Nicole’s only line of sight as she slipped those
dripping fingers into her mouth. She wanted Nicole to see her taste
her off her fingers. She wanted the girl to see what she was doing.
She wanted her to understand what she was doing. “You see girl, you
provide ‘me’ with pleasure. I like to taste you like this. But you
need to provide me with pleasure from all directions. You need to
understand that. You need to understand that you will provide me
with pleasure, in any way I choose. In every way, without
exception.” And Hayley was choosing Nicole’s moments of clarity.
She was choosing her moments of calm and she was pouring more bile
into her. She was injecting more toxicity into her. Hayley was an
accomplished sadist. She could do what she needed to do without
effort. Or with minimum effort. And it was ever so slowly that she
would be understanding, even given she was under so much stress,
and even though she was in so much pain, and even though she had
that orgasm thing in her mind - that orgasm that she was not
allowed to have. That orgasm that she was not allowed under any
circumstances. But she was understanding it. She was getting it.
Very slowly things were falling into place even more for
her.

Hayley
licked and she sucked her fingers for the last time before she
stood back. She wanted that full view, that full image of Nicole
again. She wanted to see what she had achieved now that she had
poured all the rest of that poison into the girl. And she was
revelling in the sight of a different girl to the one she had
seduced all this days ago. She was seeing a beautiful, pretty girl
that was in decline and she liked that sight. She liked the sight
of a girl who had had everything and the world at her feet, and who
had her whole future ahead of her, now in decline. And she liked it
that she had been the one who had taken that off her. That she had
been the one who had halted this girl’s progress in the normal
world. There would be no-one if they were to see Hayley, in this
setting, would know the kind of things that were going through her
mind. As far as anyone was concerned, this was Hayley,
businesswoman extraordinaire. The Executioner - but that was in
business. To look at this woman who was enjoying the aftertaste of
Nicole in her mouth there would be no sign of the actual sadism
that was inside her mind. There would be no sign that is unless
someone saw her who happened to be in the know. If that someone was
to see her, they would recognise that look in the eye. The little
nuanced facial expressions of sadistic desire.

On the
plinth in that enforced, and rigid squat, Nicole was melting. One
could try to wonder what was going on in her mind. There was that
quiver and that trembling. That was a constant - but so to now was
the drool that was spilling from her mouth. There had been times
when she could suck that drool back - like moments of clarity when
she remembered to suck that drool back. But it was like now, even
in her calm and in her understanding of what she was involved with,
that had deserted her and this drool was simply spilling from her
bottom lip and to the plinth between her spread, arched feet. It
was like it didn’t matter anymore. It was like her dignity didn’t
matter anymore. And there was that that Hayley was making mental
notes about - this girl’s willingness to let her dignity go. This’s
girl inability to hold on to her dignity. She liked that. But again
what was going through Nicole’s mind? One would imagine that her
mind was made up of a jumble of hyper slow motion pandemonium, and
then super-fast images just playing and replaying. It would surely
be like a living nightmare inside her mind. And yet at the same
time there was this calm. But that calm was like an underlying
calm. It was a calm that ran through the core of her because it
needed to be there.

Nicole
was screaming. She was making a din that could not be described.
But then she had been in this enforced, induced squat for so long
it had destroyed her. At least it had destroyed her in the normal
sense. What the normal world would have called ‘destroyed’ had
happened. She just hadn’t been destroyed as much as she would be.
Hayley was enjoying the view. Every so often she moved slightly,
she might move to one part of that third floor or the other, just
so that she could see this girl from other angles - from all
angles. From for away and then from close again. She was wanting to
take her in from all directions. And from every viewpoint. She
needed to see this. She needed to see this final phase come to an
end before Full Cry was embarked on. And this was what drove Hayley
- the thought of Nicole in the status of Full Cry.

There
was nothing that she wanted to see more, that she wanted to witness
more than the status of Full Cry being inflicted on Nicole. It was
what she lived for. It was what she had lived for, for years - ever
since her own mother had done those terrible things to her. And now
it was her turn to inflict terrible things - except she had moved
things on several levels. When her mother had said the words
“welcome to Full Cry girl” she wouldn’t have been able to imagine
let alone guess that years and years later, Hayley would reap her
own destruction on her own ‘girl’. And she wouldn’t have even
thought that her daughter would have moved things on so much - that
she would have added her own little bits to Full Cry - that she had
added a lot to it actually. There would have been nothing in the
evil of her mother, that would have foreseen Hayley’s own form and
function of Full Cry. The only person who would know that Full Cry,
the full version, her version, would be Nicole and that time was
close now. It would be soon, very soon.
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One day ago

 


“You will have to keep on the move. You cannot stop - you will
have to put one foot in front of the other and keeping moving at
all times. Round and round.” Hayley was explaining to Nicole as she
was prepping her for the Rotator. The Rotator was that pole thing
that was sticking up from the middle of the third level. She been
talking to her all the time. Bringing her back down a little bit.
She had needed bring her back down so that she could get her ready
for the Rotator and ready for Full Cry. Nicole had let out this
almost soul searching grunt as she had been released from that
inflicted ’squat’. That squat, the time in it, the work on her mind
whilst she was in it had almost broken her completely. Only almost
but not quite. Her time in that squat, the second squat would have
been the clearest indicator yet that she was being abused on a
massive scale. But there was no sign that this girl recognised
that. Not yet at least. There was no sign that this girl was on the
verge of saying that she wanted out. There was every sign though
that she was still with this need, and with the craving that she
had to continue to impress Hayley and not disappoint her. That was
there in spades - that need and that craving was clear to
see.

“Just forward all the time, don’t stop. Round and round.” And
Nicole’s voice was almost trance like at this point. She had been
brought ‘down’ from that state she was in, but she hadn’t been
brought out of it. She had just been reeled back a little bit. It
was like a fine dining chef applying the micro detail to a dish. So
Hayley was applying the final micro detail to Nicole before she set
her off on that trip to Full Cry. She had needed to reel her back
just a little bit. She needed her to understand what she was saying
and why she was saying it. It was questionable exactly how much of
anything Nicole actually understood at this point. “That’s exactly
right girl. Move forward at all times and do not stop under any
circumstances. Remember you have to impress me. You have to do that
at all times.”

Hayley
was talking as she was fitting the collar thing. A shaped fitted
collar that looked like it was made from high density thick rubber.
Certainly it had that look to it and it had that organic feel to
it. And it had the ability to lengthen Nicole’s neck. That was it,
it lengthened her neck and made her look taller and prouder. It
made her stretch her neck - or it did that for her. It was like
there was no choice but for Nicole to be like this - her neck
longer, and her head higher and prouder. It gave her very few
options as to the stature and positioning of her head and neck. In
other words there was only one position and that was dictated by
this collar and its fitting. - And that was high and
proud.

Hayley
had removed the stockings and she had done that almost sensuously,
sitting Nicole down and then peeling each stocking off her slowly,
almost beautifully. Hayley had used that time close to look into
the girl’s eyes. She had used it to get inside her head a little
bit more. “I know you ‘need’ to orgasm girl. But you are not
allowed to. You are not allowed to have a big orgasm. Rather this
will be a learning curve for you. You will use your time as you go
round and round on this Rotator to learn how to replace a huge
orgasm with lots and lots of little ones. But you won’t be able to
enjoy a big one. Those little ones will always leave your wanting
more. Needing more. They will always leave you craving more. But
that craving will remind you of what you have to do for me. And
what is it you have to do for me girl?” Hayley was slipping on the
fitted boots. The heels of these boots were the highest yet. They
forced Nicole’s knees up high as she sat for Hayley. But as well,
they forced her to her tippy toes. Even as she sat, these fitted
boots, zipped and laced, would be telling Nicole that it was going
to be hard for her to stand, let alone propel herself forwards the
way she had been told she would have to. “I have to impress you.
Always impress you and never disappoint you.”

Nicole’s
words were simple. It was as though she were looking for the
simplest way of saying something. Like she had enough to contend
with as it was without needing to have to find lots and lots of
words. So she didn’t use a lot of words. Hayley smiled. She liked
this girl so much. She had known the moment she saw her that she
was the one to be taken to Full Cry. The moment she saw her had
been the trigger and the more she had spoken to her and the more
she had got to know her, the more she had got into her head the
more convinced she was that Nicole would be the one she would take
there. The one she was take all the way to Full Cry - her version
of Full Cry. “That’s right girl. And that is what you have to
remember at all times. You have to impress me, if you impress me,
always, there is always the possibility that you will be rewarded.
It won’t mean that you have a right to be rewarded, because girl’s
like you have no rights. But it will mean that the possibility that
you will be rewarded will be there. Sometimes you will be rewarded,
sometimes you won’t. Now, stand up girl, let me see you in all your
glory.”

Hayley
took Nicole’s hand and she offered some support for the girl to get
to her booted feet. There was that bambi like quality to the
balancing act that Nicole had to go through. There was that few
seconds where it was like she was getting her bearings. Or she was
trying to do that. Hayley didn’t do anything else for a little
while - she simply stood back to look at the girl standing and
shifting her weight from one high heel to the other. Even Hayley
would have to admit that the girl looked stupendous in those boots.
The added height gave her ’something’ else. And the way Nicole was
unfamiliar with her height and what those boots did to her stature
added something else as well. Added like a vulnerability to her and
Hayley smiled to herself. If Nicole looked vulnerable now, then
Hayley knew exactly how vulnerable she would be both in the build
up to Full Cry and the status of Full Cry itself.

The
older woman got down low to secure the chain between Nicole’s
ankles. She was on one knee. Nicole simply stood perfectly still
and she was looking down at this woman. One had to wonder what was
going through the girl’s head at this point. One had to wonder
exactly what was going through her mind at this point. Probably
very little logical sense would have been there. Even though Hayley
had reeled her back a little bit, her mind was still in another
place. There would have been those attempts for her to make sense
of what had happened to her, what this woman had done to her - but
always there would have been that need to keep impressing Hayley.
That would have been at the forefront of her mind. That would have
been there as a constant. And now she would have been working out
that this chain, between her ankles would make her steps harder -
that it would make the steps shorter. And there would have been her
trying to work out what that meant in the bigger
picture.

“Just a little finishing touch girl - a slash of lipstick.
Nice red lipstick. I want you to put it on yourself. It has to be
you.” There was no doubt about it, that Hayley sounded quite mad.
There was this tone to her voice and if one were to listen very
carefully then it would be as though she had come on a journey
herself and it would be as though she could sense the finishing
line was near - that it was very close. And this was coming through
in her voice. There was almost this shaky quality to it. Or this
excitement to it. But an excitement that was contained. Hayley was
the queen of cool. She was this woman who could reduce grown men to
tears - of that there was no doubt. But there was also this
excitement and anticipation that was bubbling there under the super
cool surface of this woman. It had to be Nicole who put the slash
of red lipstick on. It had to be her. There was something in that.
There was something sadistic in that alone. Nicole had been through
something that resembled a wringer and yet she had to apply this
very fine and sexual finishing touch to herself before she was set
off on the Rotator. But she did it, and it kind of thrilled her to
feel Hayley’s eyes on her as she swiped the lipstick onto her
lips.

“Good girl. And now you have to be leashed. I doubt that you
have been leashed before, but you need to get used to the idea of
being leashed. You are one of those girls that ‘needs’ to be
leashed.” Hayley was talking but she was also looking at Nicole.
She was looking for reaction to what she was saying. She was
looking for some sign of recognition of her words. And there was a
flicker of recognition. The word ‘leashed’ had made Nicole blink.
She would have been used to hearing the word leash and leashed in
conjunction with animals, or dogs in particular. And yet there was
need for a girl like her to be leashed! That would have sunk into
her psyche. That would have sparked ‘something’ in her mind. But
whatever it sparked would have simply been something that reduced
her even more. A girl like her needed to be leashed. That would
have been in the queue with all the other things that were queuing
to do a little more damage to her mind.

And
Nicole just stood, she stood exactly on the spot that Hayley had
pointed to - out a good way from that central pole. And then she
had watched Hayley go to the pole to collect the chain leash and
bring it out to her. There would have been a strange feeling go
through Nicole as that length of leash was clipped to her collar.
There would have been this ‘feeling’. She wouldn’t have recognised
it as degradation but that is what it would have been. And she was
just standing - just standing there with this length of chain leash
almost taut to the central pole and that was how she stayed as
Hayley fitted the corset to her. That corset tight and forming and
like the boots, zipped and laced tight. That corset forming a shelf
for her breasts, uplifting them, separating them and displaying
them. And leaving her nipples just there, engorged to be seen and
fed on visually.

Once
again there had to be the wonder of what was going through this
girl’s mind as she was treated like this. Things must have been
going through her mind. Things that she didn’t understand must have
been going through her mind. At this point she would have been
experiencing emotions that she hadn’t experienced to date. She had
been through a lot, and she had experienced and suffered a lot. But
this was raising the bar again and Hayley was watching the girl.
She was watching all the time. Watching for signs of further
breakdown in the girl. She knew there would be the signs and she
knew there would be the break down. It would come before, during
and after Full Cry. And now it was time to start the last leg of
that journey. But, in Hayley’s mind, in her own fucked up mind she
was already forming ideas of Full Cry Level 2.

There
was this dead, absolute silence now as Nicole began to put one of
her high heeled, booted feet in front of the other. She was on the
move now. She would be on the move for some time to come. She would
move until she ground to a halt from sexual and sadistic
exhaustion. The only sound was the creak of those tight leather
boots. And the pinpoint precision of those metal tipped heels.
Hayley watched her - she was taking mental notes all the time. And
this older woman was looking at a pad, an electronic pad on the
wall of the third level. She was watching and then inputting into
the pad. She was making fine tuning details to the Rotator and what
it did. Very slowly she was watching the leash tighten and get more
and more taut as Nicole took those steps. “You have to keep the
leash tight girl. Do not let it dip. And you have to keep moving
forward. Do not stop. Just move forward and keep that leash tight.
If you fail to do either, you WILL be punished severely and you
WILL fail to impress me.”

It was
as though Hayley was giving the girl this list of impossible to do
things because she knew that eventually it would all come to a
halt. And although she didn’t want to rush the process - although
she wanted to savour the process however long it took, she was
revelling in the knowledge that the time would come. And when it
did come, that would be when Full Cry would happen. That was when
it would be there, for her to see. For Hayley to witness Full Cry -
for her to see it, and hear it, and for her to soak it up was what
she herself lived for. It was what she had worked to, it was what
she had needed to do ever since the passing of her
mother.

And now
she was watching this girl begin the slow and arduous process of
moving forward. The restricted steps because of the chain between
her ankles. And the ripple of her breast flesh with every step that
she took. And the thing was that now, all that Nicole had to do was
two things. She had to keep moving forward at all time and she had
to make sure that she kept that leash to the Rotator tight so that
it didn’t dip in the middle. What she had to do was on the face of
it pretty simple. She just needed to get used to the length of step
that she could take and she needed to get used to the feeling of
‘tugging’ at the leash so that it remained tight. This freed the
rest of her mind up for other things. This gave her the chance to
think of other things. It gave her time to ‘feel’ what she was
going through now. It gave her time to realise her humiliation and
her degradation. May she would come to that realisation, maybe she
wouldn’t.

It was a
fact that early in this process she would have been able to
remember and think about the things that this woman had done to
her. And there would have been, no doubt, flashes of anger - just
flashes of anger and hurt at how she had been reeled in. But they
were just that, flashes. They were just the realisation that Hayley
wanted and needed this girl to have, of what she was going through.
And what she was suffering. That knowledge would stay with her. But
so would those throbs in her nipples and her clitoris and so to
would the continuous, never ending need for her to impress Hayley.
She wouldn’t be able to make sense of that - she wouldn’t be able
to explain that not even to herself. All of this was simple facts.
This process had begun now and it would follow through to its
logical end. Nicole was in a period of knowing now. She was in full
knowledge of what was happening to her - the enormity of it, and
the ‘wrongness’ of it - the criminality even. And it would be that
knowledge, together with her inability to do anything about it,
other than what she was compelled to do, that would work her and
wear her down. If there was one certainty in all this, it was that
she would be worn down.

Hayley
watched Nicole. She loved, literally loved the way this girl
naturally attempted to retain her dignity on that Rotator. The way
she attempted to rise above the indignity of being leashed and
displayed the way she was. Hayley loved that in Nicole. She loved
that slash of red lipstick that she had watched the girl put on
herself. And she loved the way she used her free arms to balance
herself - to help that dignity. She could have immobilised the arms
- taken them behind her and made them useless with bondage. But she
didn’t do that and she didn’t do that for a reason. She didn’t do
that because by leaving the arms and the hands free to assist
herself, it prolonged the process. It made it all longer. And this
had to be a long, long final process to Full Cry. It had to be
something that went on and on. It had to break the girl's down in
the most natural of ways. It had to break her down in an unhurried
and natural way. The breaking of Nicole into Full Cry had to be
something that happened over time and had to be something that was
irreversible. Certainly it had to be something that would do things
to Nicole’s mind that could not be undone. And there was every
indication even this early, that none of this would be or could be
undone. And that it could only be achieved over time.

At this
early stage Nicole had settled into the rhythm of taking those
steps and of keeping that leash taut. It would have been relatively
easy for her at this stage, even given the knowledge that had come
to her. And this ‘ease’ would last for some time. But the whole
thing would slowly wear her down. That knowledge would wear her
down and the physicality of what she had to do would wear her down.
And again, her sexuality would come to the fore and Hayley’s words
would come back to her. About how she could find little ways of
sexually pleasuring herself without touching herself. And from that
she would learn that simply to squeeze her musculature and slightly
ever so slightly twist at the hips would provide that pleasure. And
then gaining pleasure that way would eventually take over. As the
task in hand got harder, the sexual pleasure that she was able to
give herself would make it easy. And yet at the same time she had
to remember that she could not, would not under any circumstances
spill into full orgasm. It had to be little shots of pleasure only
- little mini orgasms that only served one purpose really - to take
Nicole further into a fog of addiction and need. It would be sheer
and total exhaustion that would beat her eventually. And when that
time came it would be Full Cry.
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Now, continued from chapter 1

 


Full Cry
- what was it? What could it be? What was this poor girl being
subjected to? She had to keep on the move. She had to keep moving
forward and she had to keep that leash chain tight. Round and round
on a constant basis and on a long term basis on the Rotator. Full
Cry it seemed could not be obtained in a hurried way. It could not
be obtained at the drop of a hat so to speak. It had to be
something that was built up to. It had to be something that was
applied on a gradual basis. It was like it would be a state that
would be reached. It was like a status that would be obtained but
not in a quick way. Not in a way that would dilute its ultimate
effects. It was like something, like a status that would be
achieved only through time, only through endurance. It was like a
fine wine that had to be matured - and only time could do
that.

And that
there was no short cut to it. There was no corner to cut so that
the status of Full Cry was achieved quicker. There was no short
route to this status. One had to, Nicole had to travel the route -
she had to experience the journey there. And she had to ‘live’ the
journey no matter what the detrimental effects to her
psychologically. And there would be detrimental effects! She had to
get there gradually. If one can get their mind around that then one
understands that Full Cry cannot be achieved without taking the
full journey of endurance, and suffering. There was an end result,
but it would only be reached in time, and with time.

Full Cry
could only be achieved in a special time. It could not be rushed.
Like that fine, fine wine that needed that time to mature, so Full
Cry had to mature. It had to ‘come of age’. And the only way that
that could happen was by Nicole suffering like this. The only way
that the magically tortuous status could occur was after a period
of absolute suffering. But then once she got there, there would be
the rewards. The rewards for Nicole, in a way - but also the
rewards for Hayley. One had the feeling that the rewards for
Hayley, this weird fucked up woman would be greater than those for
Nicole. One had the feeling that for Nicole the rewards would be in
a different form. A more tortuous form. That there would be a
reward but it was a vastly different reward - one that might not be
classed as a reward by someone who didn’t understand. It was a
reward but to understand that it was that, one would need to
understand the journey to Full Cry. And to do that one would have
to have taken that journey - one would have had to live that
journey.

But then
Nicole had those little twists of the hips and the little squeezes
to help her through the journey. The little mini orgasms that she
gave herself as she placed one foot in front of the other. Yes she
had that - that was a plus point in her favour. Or a plus point in
favour of her predicament. She was on the journey - she wasn’t
there not yet. She wasn’t at Full Cry, she was simply on the
journey - she was on that journey of understanding. She was
beginning to understand and she was beginning to get it inside her
mind. Yes her mind would be fucked up and she would experience the
various elements of mind melt, but she would get there. There was a
lot she didn’t understand yet. There was a lot that she wouldn’t
have been able to get her head round just yet. It would come. It
would come. But for now she had to place one pointed stilettoed
foot in front of the other and she had to move forward. She had to
move forward she couldn’t stop and she couldn’t let that leash
chain go slack. She knew that and because she was in this little
bubble of hers she could achieve that. It was increasingly harder
and harder but she could do it. She had to do it.

Nicole
had found out very early in the journey that she couldn’t stop and
she couldn’t let that chain go slack. If she did either there would
be a pain that would invade her every sense. There would be this
thing that would infest her senses and her receptors and it would
create the most abysmal pain inside her. That had only happened
once but when it had happened she had almost buckled at the knees.
She had almost gone down and Hayley hadn’t said anything. She had
never given her instruction as to what to do, or what not to do. It
was part of the journey for her to learn and experience it all
herself without instruction. It was something that she had to do
all herself. It was part of what she had to go through.

In the
micro second that the shock had been delivered to her spine through
the collar, she hadn’t known what the fuck it was all about. She
had thought she had gone to hell itself. But then it had come to
her - she had stopped placing her feet one in front of the other
and the chain to the column in the centre of the circle had drooped
in the middle. She hadn’t been told that - she just knew. And from
then she had known what not to do. She had just simply known how it
was to be from that time. That had been at the start of the
journey. That had been right at the start and now she knew. That
pain, that shock had been so dire, it had been so terrible that
nothing would make her want it again - or nothing would make her
wonder if it was going happen again if she made the same
‘mistake’.


Endurance was the word that applied to this process the most.
It was an endurance of epic proportions. And eventually to this
point. To the point where Nicole’s face was like a ghost of itself.
Like this was a girl who was haunting herself because of what she
had been through - and what she was going through. The steps were
slower now - much slower. And there was that irregular ‘click’ of
those metal heels on cold stone floor. That clicking and that noise
that Nicole made with her lipstick enhanced mouth. And the
quivering with her full delicious lips was permanent now. It was a
quivering that brought attention to those lips, but also to the
little droplets of sweat that had appeared on them. And from time
to time those little droplets dripped off her lip and they fell to
her breasts, uplifted and shelved by the corsetry. Those breasts
somewhat ignored to this point but only because there was so much
more going on - only because there was so much more to Nicole and
her journey.

And yes
those breasts. Fleshy, and large. That flesh rippling and quivering
the same as her lips. And there was that fine film of sweat that
was just there. It was just there because this poor girl had worked
so hard. A step, then a twist of the hips and then a ‘squeeze’. And
that squeeze sending a micro orgasm through her. That is an
appropriate term for what she felt when she ‘squeezed’ - a micro
orgasm. That sort sharp intense sensation sapping so much energy
from her. Like someone having a severe epileptic seizure, one that
lasts for a minutes - it saps the energy from them, leaves them
exhausted and unconscious. Likewise these micro orgasms did that to
Nicole except she could not afford to pass out, or get so exhausted
that she could not continue the forward motions. She had to keep
going, one stiletto in front of the other. And she had to maintain
that tightness in the leash chain. She had too much to contend with
for her to lose it all as she got that pleasure. She could absorb
the pleasure. She could let it all out, but she had to concentrate
on the task in hand.


Eventually one’s eyes would be drawn to the excellence of
Nicole’s legs. The length of them, the shape of them that was even
further enhanced by those heels that she had to endure. And yes she
did have to endure those heels. But one had to wonder if this
woman, if this Hayley fitted Nicole with these boots for the very
sexy enhanced aesthetics that were obvious, or for the torment that
they produced. Or possibly, probably more like, it was for both.
For both the way they enhanced this pretty girl, and the way they
helped to make her suffer the way she was suffering. The way they
helped her, assisted her on this journey of hers. The journey that
she had to go on. Whether she had to go on it because she wanted
to, whether she craved it, or whether she was being take on it
against her will, those boots, those heels assisted. It was all
part of this thing leading to Full Cry.

And then
of course there was her sexuality. The eyes like magnets drawn to
that sexuality and the fluids - the thick, slippery oily fluids
that it was producing. There was the slight hang, the slight weight
of Nicole’s labia, and then there was the slight puffiness of them
and the oozing of the juices. Mother nature’s juices. Her labial
lips coated with the stuff. Her sex smooth and hairless so there
was nothing to soak these juices up, nothing at all. So those
juices would cling to her lips as long as they could and then they
would form long, thick ‘drips’ that would build and build and then
‘drip’ off the flesh. Those drips, just before they fell to the
stone beneath her, large and bulbous drips, looking like they would
grow and grow like stalagmites. But no, the constant movement of
Nicole ended this notion prematurely. That constant forward
movement and that constant quivering, and squeezing - and those
little twists of the hips creating the drip of those slippery
juices at the same time as those micro orgasms she was
feeling.

There
was no doubt that Nicole’s progress forward had slowed. She hadn’t
come to a standstill. That is she hadn’t come to a standstill yet.
But there was a clear vision now - this poor girl, almost in a mode
that was of hard labour. It had come to a point where her
extraordinary legs must have felt heavy. Indeed she must have been
at a point where it was hard, very hard to put that one foot in
front of the other. But that was the thing - she had been worn down
and that wear down could only manifest itself in Nicole slowing
down. That was the only way that she could show that she was
exhausted and that she was in this ‘other place’ inside her mind.
All she could do was slow down. Slow down because there was no
speed that she had to maintain. All she had to do was keep that
forward motion and keep that that leash chain tight and without
that droop in the middle.

That was
all she could do. But that move forward simply slowed. It slowed
and slowed until she was almost at that standstill. Not quite there
but almost. And it would be at this time that one might take a
closer look at this girl. One would feel guilty for it, looking
like that, but one wouldn’t be able to help it. There would be that
curiosity as to how this girl could keep going like this. And why?
The answer to that might have seemed obvious, it might have seemed
simple. She kept going because of that pain she had endured the one
and only time she had faltered and failed. But that wasn’t it at
all. That wasn’t it in total. This was a girl that was doing it
because she simply had to do it. There was something further along
that she had to, or that she felt she had to achieve or attain. And
to get there she had to do this other shit - she had to get
there.

One look
at this girl and where she was, not just physically but mentally
and one would know that she was being driven. There was that
question again, how could she be sexually pleasuring herself when
she was in this dire, dire distress? And it was distress that she
was in. That closer look at her face, and those lipstick enhanced
lips would reveal that she was in distress. But it would reveal
that she was in ‘desire’ as well. That there was something sexual
driving her. And that was the thing that would be hard to work out.
That she was in this distress and the angst, and yet the sexuality
seemed to be driving her. That seemed to be something that was
against logic. That seemed to be something that didn’t make sense.
And yet in this place and at this time it did make sense and it did
seem logical. Or at the very least one could understand, one could
‘see’ that this was why this girl carried on. Why she had to carry
on. But she carried on as well because of that deeper need in her
to impress Hayley and to not disappoint her.

Moving
forward one slow and tortuous step at a time. And then as she
seemed to carefully and precisely place her tippy toe to the stone
floor there was that little click of the heel contacted with the
stone and then the little movement, almost an invisible movement of
her doing that little twisting thing with her hips. It couldn’t be
an obvious movement - it couldn’t be a big show of a movement
because anything like that would have, or might have slowed her
progress forward. It might have even stopped it. And if that
happened. If it happened that she stopped, then she would get that
pain again and then she would have failed again. And there was
something like a determination in Nicole’s face and in her eyes
that told that she didn’t want to fail again. She had done that
once and she didn’t want to do it again. That she couldn’t do it
again. That not at any cost could she do it again. And so those
movements, those little twists with her hips and those little
squeezes had to be fluid, they had to be as one with the rest of
her progress forward. They had to be almost organic in their
existence and in their implementation.

And that
was the thing, Nicole had perfected those little twists and those
little squeezes. She had had to perfect them. She had had to make
them like this. It was a big plus for her. It was a sign to Hayley
that this girl was all ready to enter Full Cry. Not yet though. And
it wouldn’t be something that Hayley would instruct, or set off
herself. It would be something that would happen naturally. It
would be a status that would simply come with time. There would
come the time when Full Status would take over the very essence of
Nicole. That status would become her. She would become Full Cry.
She would be in that state yes but it would also ‘be’ her. Hayley
pushed herself off the wall. That was a distinct sign that things
were moving on or that they were coming to a conclusion. There was
an end in sight. Hayley could see the finishing line - it was
almost within touching distance.

Of
course, Nicole wouldn’t see that. She would not have even been
aware of Hayley’s presence now. Nicole would have already been
entering this little bubble that Full Cry provided the sufferer, in
this case, Nicole. Her long legs were still scissoring and still
propelling her forward but now that forward motion was painfully
slow - more than painfully slow. The pick up of each stiletto boot
looked tortuous to say the least. It looked like her legs and her
feet were ‘heavy’. It looked like that hard labour. And yet she was
doing it. She was making each step and she was moving forward. And
she was keeping that leash chain tight. And there was more fluid
now - more of that fluid from between her legs. One would need to
take a closer look at that really - one would need to understand
what was happening between her legs. Hayley didn’t need to see
that. She already knew what was happening there. She already knew
what was going on. She already knew that Nicole was pretty much at
breaking point. And she already knew that this stage could go on
for a while lot longer yet.

There
would have been that will in Nicole, that need for her to keep
going. There would have been that dire need for her to carry on
because she had to, she just had to impress this woman. She
wouldn’t have even been aware, not really how slow she had got. She
wouldn’t have really known that she had already pretty much ground
to a halt. Not absolutely to a halt, not yet. She would have been
in such a state of mind that as far as she was concerned she was
still making that progress forward. She was still transporting
herself forward and around that huge radius of a circle.

Hayley
would have known though, she would have known and she would have
been having that closer look at Nicole. She would have pushed
herself off that wall she was leaning against and she would have
moved in closer. And there was something telling in this. There was
something pretty profound about the way she moved in closer. It was
like it was the right time for her to do this. It was like this was
the absolute right time that she do this. The minutes, or the hours
just before Full Cry was achieved. This was the optimum time that
she needed to move towards this girl. This was ‘the’ time that she
needed to be in closer because there were now things happening that
she needed to see. There were things that she needed to see and
experience and ‘taste’.

And that
was the thing. This was Hayley’s ‘thing’. This was her maybe being
spotlighted for what she was. Hayley was this magnificent older
woman, tall curvy, slightly top heavy. And yet she was so much more
than that. This was a woman who clearly was not fazed by what was
happening to Nicole, or what had happened to her over this
indeterminate amount of time that she had been in this place
leashed to the Rotator. And even the time before that leashing.
There was something that was than not right about the way this
woman, this older woman looked ‘perfect’ whilst Nicole was in a
decline. There was something that was almost scary about this now -
something super sadistic.

Nicole
was on the decline yes and yet there was still something that was
excessively drenched in sex about her. She was drenched in sweat,
and that sweat dripped from her. But likewise she was drenched, or
her upper thighs were drenched in her own sexual juices. There had
been that thick ooze from her. Every time she squeezed and twisted
at the hips there had been that ooze from her, and what didn’t drip
from her sex lips found its way to her thighs - her inner, upper
thighs and there was this sheen to her thighs. This was intimate
and it was private and yet Nicole didn’t care about that, she
didn’t care about her privacy, or her intimacy or her dignity. She
was nearly there now. Hayley could see that she was nearly there as
she moved in closer.

Maybe
Nicole was aware of this woman moving in closer to her now as she
soldiered on, lifting one foot, placing it, and twisting and
squeezing - and there was the suck in of breath as she absorbed
that little burst of micro orgasm. Maybe she was aware, maybe not.
Hayley moved in close and she could be seen to flare her nostrils -
as though she was smelling the air in the immediate vicinity of
Nicole. As though she was sniffing, or ‘tasting’ the despair that
had to be oozing from this poor girl. Nicole was close to Full Cry
now. She was nearly there. It could go on for a little bit longer,
or a lot longer but Hayley knew that this girl’s next stage was
Full Cry. She knew that the status was the next step.

 



Chapter
12

 


Full Cry!

 


Nicole’s
noises changed, just before she ground to a halt. Just before Full
Cry, there was this noise of something like a deeper despair that
came from the back of her throat. If truth was known, that noise
came from somewhere deeper that her throat. The hint that it came
from her throat was in the bubbles that slipped from the corners of
her lipstick enhanced blood red mouth. Hayley tilted her head when
she saw that. She tilted her head as though she was trying to get
some kind of abstract view of a suffering girl. Hayley knew that
Nicole would be getting it now. She knew that Nicole would be
knowing that she was about to stop, and that she couldn’t go on any
more. Hayley knew that this girl, the one she had seduced and then
taken in to this nightmare, would have known that something was
about to happen. That something was about to happen to her body but
that something was about to happen to her mind as well.

Hayley
liked this point - she was liking this point in time, when there
was this awareness in her victim. The point when all that had gone
before made sense. She moved around to the front of Nicole and
there were those steps that she was still taking, just. Laboured
steps as though her feet were weighted - as though her legs were
weighted. There would have been that eye contact, and it would have
been that eye contact that Hayley wanted and needed. She needed to
see the despair in there. She wouldn’t do anything or say anything
- she would simply watch. She would simply want to see what was
happening in there. She would want to ‘feel’ what this girl was
going through. And then there would have been the knowledge in
Hayley’s mind that told her that it was her that had caused this.
That she had done this to this girl. And there would have been this
sick, disturbed gratification that she had done this to this
innocent girl and that this innocent girl had had no idea that this
was what she had metaphorically signed up to. That this girl hadn’t
done anything to deserve Full Cry, but that she was getting it
anyway. There would have been that knowledge that this was all
happening because she had made it happen - that she could make it
happen. For Hayley there was something about the fact that Nicole
was innocent in this and that this girl wouldn’t have been able to
imagine what she was in store for, not even in her worst
nightmares. That would have gratified this older woman - all that
shouldn’t have gratified her, in fact did.

There
was a point, an almost tender moment between the two. Nicole was
only just propelling herself forward, but Hayley felt between her
legs. She let her perfectly manicured finger nails slide through
the slippery sex juices that were coating Nicole’s upper thighs,
and then to her sex lips and that was when Nicole’s eyes opened
wide. It was like at that precise time she was taken back into the
real world. It was like, before that point, before that moment when
her sex lips were touched, that she had been inside this bubble.
That she had existed inside this bubble because that had been the
only way that she could get through what was happening to her. And
now there was this external pressure on her sex lips and her eyes
popped open wide. Hayley took both labia and she pressed them
between her thumb and forefinger and she rubbed them. She didn’t
say anything and she didn’t do anything else, she just pinched
those lips between her fingers lightly and then she rubbed. She was
pleasuring Nicole but it was like she wanted this girl to know that
she was doing it. It was like she wanted this girl to be in the
real world when she also entered Full Cry. That she had to have
done this journey to get to Full Cry, but now that it was almost
done she needed to be in the real world and fully aware.

And that
was the thing, Hayley wanted Nicole to be in the real world when
she got to Full Cry. She could get there by any means, and she had.
Nicole had called on reserves deep inside her mind and body to get
her through the journey to Full Cry, but now that she was almost
there she needed to be in the real world. She needed to be
completely aware of what was happening to her and why it was
happening. Hayley kept that pinch and that pressure of the chubby,
dripping sex lips of Nicole and she moved in a little closer and
she kissed Nicole on the lips. Not a long kiss, not an invasive
one, but a full one none the less.

It was
another process within the process. It was taking Nicole back into
the real world. Taking her back there and getting her to respond.
For the split second Nicole ate into that kiss. She tasted it and
she responded to it. But then the reality of her situation coming
to the fore. Then the reality of her world now coming to the fore.
And there was that panic, that sublime pure panic, she had to keep
going. And for another few split seconds she had a second wind,
picking up the pace again because she had to keep going. But it was
just split seconds, or less. Then the weight of her legs and her
feet got to her again. Then the pureness of the exhaustion that she
was in got to her. Then the noises changed again. Wet noises yes,
but more than that. It was like she knew something big was about to
happen, something profound was about to happen. And in that noise
that she made there was like this dread, or this fear of what was
about to happen. She had been dragged back into the real world and
now that she was there, there was this absolute undiluted fear that
she would not be able to cope.

And that
was true - it was a legitimate fear that she would not be able to
cope, because she wouldn’t cope. She wouldn’t be able to call on
any more reserves, she had used them all up. There was nothing else
for her to call on. It was like she had come to the end of the
road. It was like she had travelled the journey and now she was
where she had to be. She did take a few more steps. She did propel
herself forward a few more times, but they had been faltering
hesitating and desperate steps. And the need to twist at the hips
and squeeze her sexuality to give herself that little orgasm had
become more obvious then. But then she stopped. Then she stopped
and just stood still. And there was this little sideways step that
she took subconsciously that made the chain leash to the central
pole go slack. Full Cry was here now. It had arrived!

 


“Full Cry”

 


Hayley
stepped back because she wanted to catch the full vision. She
didn’t want to get the zoomed in version - at least not yet. She
stepped back and she watched as Nicole ground to a halt. And then
she watched as that bemused, confused look came over this poor
girl’s face. And there was this look of pure desolation on Nicole’s
face. She looked at Hayley, and she tried to focus on the older
woman but she couldn’t.

The pain
was instant - that pain again. It was like the first time only more
so. It could be likened to a woman going through the agonies
involved with childbirth and then directly after forgetting about
it, until the next time she gives birth. And this was the next time
for Nicole. There was this pain that seemed to fill her entire
being. It was delivered via a shock through the collar that had
been fitted, but it didn’t feel like it was being delivered via the
neck. The whole of the pain was totally instant and it filled her
totally. It wasn’t something that was built up to, or got to
gradually. There was no time for Nicole to prepare herself, or get
ready for what was about to come. It just happened. And it happened
full beam - full tilt - full force.

This
pain was able to effect Nicole the way it did because she had taken
that journey. Hour after hour, day after day on that Rotator. That
had been the time that had prepared her for what was to come. That
had, unbeknown to her, got her ready for the abysmal ‘thing’ that
she had to go through. That thing, Full Cry. Hayley simply stood
back, and she leant against that wall again. This was what she had
worked for. This was what she had invested all of her time in
Nicole for. This very point in time. She would have known that it
was the pain that came first. That was what the mind was telling
the body, that it was pain that was coming first. But Hayley also
knew that it wasn’t quite like that and that in reality, everything
was coming at the same time. Everything was there - it was just
that it would take Nicole’s mind a little bit longer to work it all
out. It would take a little bit longer for there to be that thing
in her mind that told her that it was pain AND pleasure that she
was feeling. And that was the thing that would take the longest to
achieve.

Hayley
was in no rush though. This was like her yearly vacation time. She
was this high powered business woman and yet, if she wanted to
disappear for a few days, or weeks at a time, then she could. If
she wanted to turn off her lines of communication for a time she
could. She was an established business woman with an established
trusted team around her. She didn’t have to be at the weekly board
meeting. She had all the time in the world. And she was in no hurry
what so ever to see Nicole unravel before her eyes. She wanted to
see it, but she wanted it to happen in real time. She wanted to see
it happen with events being natural in their progression. There
couldn’t be interference or a move to quicken the process. It had
to be in real time and it had to be natural. There was no quick fix
- it had to be the long game.

And this
was as natural as it got. Hayley standing back - and somehow her
eyes had brightened up. They had opened wide and they were alive
with the arrival of Full Cry. Nicole was still now. She was simply
standing on the spot. Like she had been anchored there. Like her
feet had been fitted with weights that were now impossible to lift
for her to propel herself forwards. Increasingly it had seemed that
her legs had been weighted. But now that this status of Full Cry
had been achieved, those weights were infinite. They were ‘weights’
that were as heavy in Nicole’s mind as they needed to be in order
to keep her feet anchored or nailed to the floor of that place. She
was standing and she was trembling. And there was this look on her
face - a look that would concern anyone who saw it.

One
might have expected her to have her eyes clamped tightly closed
because of what she was feeling throughout her entirety. And yet
they weren’t. Her eyes were open and they were open wide. Like they
had popped open. And they were darting around retrying to focus.
But there was that inability in Nicole to focus on anything for
very long. At the very most she could keep her eyes on something,
anything for split seconds at a time. But then they were off again.
She was contending with too much for her to be able to focus. Her
gorgeous eyes were open wide yes - open wide and looking. But they
were looking everywhere at the same time. That didn’t seem right.
It didn’t seem possible that she could look everywhere at the same
time and yet that was exactly what she was doing.

The pain
that she experienced was total. It was like a wall of pain that
simply infested her. It was such a ‘big’ pain that infested her
femininity that it would have seemed to her like it was a pain that
would never be moved - could never be moved. It would have been
that pain that anchored her to the spot like that. A pain so ‘big’
that it closed down her ability to move or think of anything else
at all. A pain so debilitating and awful that Nicole would have
thought that the world was in the process of coming to an end. That
HER world was in the process of coming to an end. One would take a
look at Nicole in her agony and wonder what exactly she was
feeling. But there would have been nothing that came to mind that
would fit the picture that anyone normal was seeing. There would
have been nothing that came to mind. There would have been just
this puzzlement. More than anything there would have been this
question as to how this poor girl could be putting up with it. But
that was just the thing, she wasn’t putting up with it. She was
breaking down now because that was what Full Cry did to a
girl.

Hayley
though - now she would know what Nicole was going through. She
would know about the totality of that pain. She would know that
this girl was now in Full Cry and there was nothing she could do
about it. She would know that Nicole’s femininity was in so much
pain that she would have been just about hating herself right now.
Right at this point in time she would have been hating herself to
the core. She would have been wishing that she wasn’t her right
now. She would have been wishing that she was anywhere but here
now. She would have been wishing that Hayley would put her out of
this misery that she was in. And yet she would have also been aware
that that was very unlikely to happen.

Nicole
was simply standing, clamped down to that spot and she was dripping
with sweat. The direct current was surging through her to the
extent that the agony was created. But it was also an agony that
was so dire that it prevented her from passing out, or closing down
totally. And Hayley would have known this also. She would have
known that once Full Cry was established, and it WAS established,
then a status was also established. And that once that status was
established it could only be allowed to run its course. That Full
Cry, that status, had a job to do and it would not end until that
job was done to the best of its ability. And that was the thing.
The best of its ability would be total decimation of this innocent
girl. In a way, Full Cry was like another process. It was like a
process within the process.

Hayley
would have known other things as she stood back and looked at
Nicole and the scene that she was clamped down in. She knew that
there would come a point through that absolute agony that the
pleasure would begin to come through. Even as she watched Nicole
propel saliva and snot from her nose and mouth now she knew that
that pleasure existed now. It was just that the agony, and the
shock of the agony was not allowing it to come through. It would
come through just not yet. This was what Hayley liked about Full
Cry. She liked that everything was there from the moment that the
status was reached. She liked it to the point that it excited her,
sexually excited her that this girl could be feeling all of what
she was feeling and because her mind and body were in such a dire
place, that she could not work it all out. She loved it, craved it,
that Full Cry was something that was instant and yet at the same
time it was something that would only unravel and reveal itself
totally with time.

And
Hayley was absorbing this time. Hayley was the kind of sadist who
wanted it all. She wanted Nicole but she wanted all of her. And she
had decided that she would get all of her. That there was not a
piece of this girl’s mind or body that she would not own. And the
thing was that Hayley was an experienced practiced sadist who knew
the results of Full Cry. She knew what Nicole would go through
whilst this status gripped her but at the same time she knew what
would happen to her ultimately. She knew what would happen to her
once Full Cry had decimated this girl. And now Hayley was watching
the process. She was doing what a sadist would do. She was watching
the results of her labour. She was simply taking in this young girl
who would find it impossible to deal with the pain that she was
feeling but who WAS dealing with it because that was what Full Cry
did to the victim. It forced her to deal with it because it gave
that intense pleasure as well. It was like a reward system within
Full Cry. Not that Nicole had a choice in the matter.

The
whole of Nicole was quivering. She was standing in those ultra-high
heels but she was quivering. The entirety of her was quivering. Her
corseted, shelved breasts were rippling as they quivered. That
breast flesh was like it had a life of its own. Her face was
quivering and the sweat was dripping from her profusely. There was
this feeling that this poor girl was expending huge amounts of
effort and energy just standing rooted to the spot like she was.
There would be no need for her to be sweating and quivering like
that if she was not using up all this energy. There would be no
need for her to be literally dripping like this if this energy was
not being sapped from her. But Hayley watched like any sadist would
watch - watch and enjoy. Where she might have been able to help
her, to ease her suffering she chose instead to watch it unfold and
chose to enjoy that unfolding. And that was the thing.

This
Full Cry was something that was instant, but it was also something
that was unfolding. It was something that had layers and layers
attached to it. Layers that would be revealed slowly. Layers that
would become apparent over time. And that begged the question as to
how long this could go on for. How long could this Full Cry last?
How long could this poor girl withstand what was happening to her?
And it would be as those questions were being asked that the answer
would become apparent as well. It was all down to Hayley. The
duration of Full Cry would be something that Hayley would decide.
It would be down to her and no-one else. She would decide on the
duration of Full Cry for Nicole. And there was that word again,
‘endurance’. A word that was appropriate and fitting for what was
happening here.

Nicole
let out a scream - just one bellow. That would have been the last
remnants of dissent being yanked from her. Hayley’s eyes flicked to
Nicole’s face as that scream erupted from her and Nicole was
looking right at her. It was like in that moment, in that precise
moment there was this eye contact. And there was this ‘pleading’ in
there. There was this pleading in Nicole’s eyes that was desperate.
She was desperate for help. But Hayley chose not to help her. Why
would a sadist choose to help her victim or make her suffering
less? She just let this girl look at her like that. And it was
during that eye contact that Nicole was getting the first, distant
pangs of ‘pleasure’ from Full Cry. But it wasn’t pleasure in the
form or sense that Nicole would have been used to, or expecting.
Nothing that was happening to her now was anything that she
expected, or was used to. Nothing!
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Full Cry, continued

 


There
was this other ‘noise’ from Nicole that sounded like she was soul
searching. That was it, a soul searching noise that was wet as it
escaped from her mouth. It was noise that escaped from her mouth
but one that was propelled from her mouth as well. A noise that
Nicole herself forced out into the open. She had managed to replant
her stilettoed pointed feet wider apart. Like she needed to give
herself a lower centre of gravity so that she could put up with
what she was going through. She had managed to do that and Hayley
had been impressed. Usually, at Full Cry, the immobilization is
complete and total. That Nicole had managed to realign her feet and
spread them a little bit was an impressive thing. There was this
like metaphorical nod from sadist to masochist. Except Nicole
wasn’t a masochist in the truest sense. She was an innocent being
turned into a masochist.

It was a
good thing for Hayley because it meant that the unravelling
process, the unravelling of Nicole would be a longer process. It
meant that Nicole would resist, deeper down for longer. And if that
was the case then her suffering would be more. Hayley knew that
there was no winning against Full Cry - she knew that Nicole would
not win and that she would ultimately lose and that she would
break. But at the same time she would have been sadist through and
through in that she would want the process to be longer than it
might be. A lesser girl, a lesser woman might crumble the instant
that Full Cry was achieved. But it was obvious that Nicole would
not do that. It was obvious that a little resistance would exist
and make the process for Hayley more ‘entertaining’.

Nicole’s
clitoris had slipped from under its hood of flesh. All of those
receptors had filled with blood and it had erected. That clitoris
was quivering as well. Whether Nicole knew about this or not, at
this point, was not apparent. She had been given the pain and she
still had the pain. That pain was established in her and throughout
her, but now there was another layer at play and that other layer
was the pleasure. She wouldn’t know it as pleasure not yet. There
would be a time when she wouldn’t be able to tell pain from
pleasure. And that in-distinction would be yet another layer of
Full Cry revealing itself.

For now
though she was rooted to the spot and she was suffering whole
scale. Hayley looked down between Nicole’s legs, and she could see
the swell of Nicole’s labia - she could see the swell and the
‘hang’ of that labial flesh. But she could see the erection of the
clitoral flesh as well. Hayley’s tongue slipped across the width of
her mouth via her full lips. She liked what she was seeing. She
didn’t just like it a little bit, she liked it a lot.

And that
was the thing about Hayley - she liked what she was seeing. And
that liking manifested itself in how wide her eyes were open -
almost popping open. She liked the dripping as well. The dripping
of Nicole’s cunt was not the same as the dripping of her sweat from
her various feminine attributes. The dripping of her cunt was
different, vastly different in that the drips were thicker. They
were drips of more substance. They were drips of more meaning than
the sweat ones. And it was those that Hayley focussed on. From her
point of view, Nicole was leaking the essence of her femininity and
there would be a point during Full Cry, or directly after it, that
she would be allowed to know that. She would be allowed to know and
feel her own indignity and her own degradation. That wouldn’t be
yet. But as Hayley watched, as she watched closely, she knew what
was in the future for Nicole. She knew that as Full Cry took hold,
Nicole would become more aware of what she was going through. At
the moment she was simply dealing with the pain and she was dealing
with this other weird sensation that would soon morph into sexual
pleasure.

Hayley
moved around Nicole. She moved right around her because she could.
And she was looking at her from all angles. She had the full zoomed
out view from all angles. Some, most, might ask how one woman could
do these things to another. Those sort of questions could only be
asked by those who didn’t understand. Those from the normal world.
Hayley was not a product of the normal world though, she was a
sadist. A sadist through and through and she could look on without
prejudice as Nicole suffered Full Cry. She could look on and watch
it all unfold. Look on and enjoy as it all unfolded. Nicole made
that soul searching noise again and that told that things were
changing. That her status, that the status of Full Cry was
changing. And that was the thing about Full Cry it was constantly
changing. It was constantly evolving. It was something, it was a
status that had to constantly evolve in order to do its job. And
its ‘job’ was to decimate this girl. And it was becoming more and
more clear that the decimation of Nicole process was in full
swing.

Nicole
grunted because through all of that pain, through that pure wall of
pain, there was a throb establishing itself. A throb in and
throughout her sexuality. The grunt was her mind talking really.
Her mind objecting to the way it was being made to adjust to yet
another thing. And this was the thing - Nicole being made to adjust
and then re-adjust. That throb for a split second gave intense
pleasure but then in the next it was feeding the pain. And because
it was feeding the pain it was upping the pain. And there would
have been this astonishment that one would have thought the pain
was already at its limit. But that was the thing about Full Cry,
there were no limits. When one thought that the finite had been
reached, Full Cry would take Nicole that one step further - and
then further yet again.

Slowly
that throb allowing more pleasure through to the clitoris. But this
pleasure was at the same time as the intense all enveloping pain.
And because she was experiencing that pain and pleasure at the same
time, there was this bemusement in Nicole and that bemusement was
written all over her sweat dripping face. All over her face and all
over those lipstick enhanced blood red lips as well. Once again
those lips underlining and emphasising her despair and her
bemusement. Another wet grunt to signify an extended pulse of
pleasure through that pain. That grunt giving away Nicole’s
confusion. And her desperation. There was nothing logical in her
mind now. Nothing logical like the thought of demanding to be let
go by this mad woman. Or like reminding this woman that what she
was doing here was wrong. Or that there would be a penance to pay
for what she was going through.

And that
was it - Nicole was ‘in’ Hayley’s world now. She was in that world
where she was being controlled, where she had no rights, and where
Full Cry was all that mattered in her life. And so she stood,
quivering legs spread at the feet, dripping and confused and not
knowing if it was pain or pleasure that she was feeling. Or more,
wondering, in what little of her mind was left intact, what was
pain and what was pleasure. Or asking herself which of the two she
was experiencing. Or asking herself if this weird fucked up mixture
of the two was yet another sensation that she was being introduced
to - that she had to adapt to.

Nicole
made a noise - it was a cry, and a bellow, and it was other things
all in the same melting pot. That noise that she made was Full Cry.
That noise that came from all victims eventually was where the term
Full Cry came from. It wasn’t a noise that could be described or
put into terms really. It was a noise that signified everything
that Nicole was feeling at that time. And she was feeling pain and
she was feeling pleasure and she was feeling degradation and she
was feeling decimation. All of those things that she was feeling
were blended as one as she stood planted to the spot. She was still
leashed by that chain to the centre pole. Of course that chain was
drooping in the middle now. And she was still standing with those
long legs of hers spread wide and her pointed feet still, pointed.
She was a work of art. A live quivering work of art. Full Cry was
at its most potent now and the layers were being stripped back, one
after the other.

As
Nicole stood quivering, and dripping, and as she let out that Full
Cry, Hayley smiled. She was smiling to herself. This was what she
worked for. This was what she lived for. To herself she would
always admit that it was times like this that she had worked so
hard for. That she had worked to keep from the world. Outside she
was this hard but decent business woman. She had that hard, but
fair reputation. She had worked right through the years, right from
when she left school to this point. And there was this twisted
delight in her that she could be who she wanted to be without
anyone - and that is ANYONE, from the normal world knowing who she
was. Without knowing who she was and what she was when she left
work for the day, or for the weekend.

It
‘thrilled’ her to know that the only people who really knew, the
only people who would actually ever be able to give details of what
she got up to in her spare time were the girls and women that she
took to Full Cry - and even that was a gratification for her in
that these girls and women would never be in a position to spill
the beans about her. They would never be able to kiss and tell. She
knew that by the time she had taken them to Full Cry, the last
thing they would have on their mind would be kissing and telling.
By the time they reached Full Cry she would be completely and
utterly controlling them and there would be not even the slightest
thought in their mind about their way out of what they were in now.
So far it was only Nicole who had been taken there and she would
form the template of what was to come in the future.

Hayley
moved back further. She wanted that wider view of the scene. Yes
she wanted to take in all of Nicole but she wanted as well to see
her, to take in that wider view of her in this setting. The full
industrial and yet clinical setting. These had been the scenes that
had haunted Hayley’s dreams ever since she could remember - ever
since her mother. She would never know why she had carried on from
where her mother had left off with her. She had never known where
or why her thoughts had come from. But what she had created here
was the one most prominent scene in her dreams. The most recurring
scene. She had created it in this property, on the third floor,
more or less to the detail of the shards of light that came through
those slats high up. It had been like those shards of light had
been the important thing. It had been like they had been ‘key’ in
those dreams. And then of course the other woman or the other girl
at Full Cry in that room. Now Nicole was that other girl or woman
in that scene. And that was where Hayley had not really
differentiated between older and younger. The younger girl kind of
related to herself when she was younger and when she began to have
these dreams. The older women she took to Full Cry representing her
age now. It didn’t make sense, but then she had stopped trying to
make sense of it a long time ago. Years ago in fact. Now she simply
went with the flow, and she took her victim on that flow with her.
She would take all her victims with her on that flow.

Nicole
was expelling air through quivering lips. She couldn’t do anything
else. It had been some time since she had adjusted her legs so that
her feet were wider. But she hadn’t managed any further
re-adaption. Full cry had done its job of rooting her to the spot.
It was just her human nature that was pouring all of its resources
into helping her get through it. Of course she wouldn’t have felt
like she was getting through it. She wouldn’t have felt like she
was getting through anything. She would have been feeling like she
was being pulled apart on a microbe level from the inside. There
would have been that bemusement that would have just existed inside
her. That thing making her wonder what was happening and there
would have been that hope that it would end soon. That the agony
and the ecstasy would end soon. And that was a word - ecstasy. It
might have even crossed her mind. But then that was doubtful. It
was doubtful that any sensible or logical, word would have crossed
her mind at a time like this.

Hayley
looked down, at the dripping between Nicole’s legs. Yes there was
that mixed dripping of sweat and ‘juice’. But there were definite
rivers of the sexual fluids running down the insides of her thighs.
Indeed, her thighs were glistening and looked slippery with the
stuff. And that ‘glistening’ was as though it was alive. It seemed
like that because of the quivering. That quivering a constant. Much
like the noise that was coming from Nicole’s painted mouth. Fully
Cry - that was the noise. It was loud, and it was disturbing in
equal measure. It was disturbing because as Nicole made those
sounds from her mouth, she was bending slightly at the hips, and
she was bending her long tapered legs. It was as though she was
squatting and as though she were preparing to expel something
unmentionable from her body. There was that slight squat, and then
this look on her pain twisted face that would make one believe that
she was about to push, and push hard. Maybe even that she was about
to give birth, to ‘something’.

Indeed,
in her mind that is what maybe she was trying to do. Push all of
that pain, and all of that ecstasy from her. As though she wanted
it gone. As though she wanted it not to be inside her anymore. But
then Full Cry was like that. It threw these curve balls into the
mix as it did its job. Nicole would be going through a whole load
of different sensations that would be changing and that would be
morphing all the time. They would be changing and morphing inside
her. And that change would be telling in her mind. But then those
changes and those morphs would not be able to be handled by Nicole
and her crumbling self. Hayley smiled again - at those rivers of
sexual ooze dripping down Nicole’s thighs and she approached her.
Then she ran a single finger nail, like a little scoop, right up
the inside of the thighs. And it was at that time that Nicole took
a gasp. Like she sucked in a deep breath of air. She could feel
that finger nail. It was yet another sensation that she was
feeling. Another sensation that she had to deal with. And that made
her ‘shudder’ down the core of her spine. And that shudder made the
noise coming from her seem different in a way. It made it seem more
profound - almost it made it more desperate.

Hayley
scooped up one of those rivers of sexual ooze with her finger nails
and then she held it up in front of Nicole. And then it became
apparent that Full cry did something else to a woman, or in
Nicole’s case to a girl. It became apparent that Nicole’s senses
were heightened and they were sharpened. Her nostril’s twitched and
Hayley smiled again. What looked like a young girl acting on a base
level was in fact her smelling her own scent. Her own sexual scent.
And Hayley moved in close to her. She held her finger right near to
Nicole’s nose but she moved in close to her. “You can smell
yourself can’t you, hmmmm? That’s a bad smell coming from a good
girl.” Hayley whispered it, very close to Nicole’s ear. She was
more or less hissing her words into the girl’s ear. But it was like
her words didn’t make any sense. But it was like they didn’t make
any sense to anyone who might hear them that might be ‘normal’. But
Nicole eyes lit up. They had been dead, dead from what she had been
going through and when she heard those words whispered into her
ear, it was as though what Hayley said made perfect sense. Of
course it was a bad smell from her and of course she was a good
girl. A contradiction for the taking.

And when
Hayley offered that dripping nail to Nicole’s mouth, Full Cry
seemed to change what she was feeling to pleasure, just pleasure.
It could do that! And Nicole shuddered again. She shuddered because
the level of undiluted pleasure that she was feeling she had not
felt before. It was something else. It was pleasure yes, a pleasure
that she recognised, but it was also a pleasure that was almost too
much for her. It was almost a pleasure that buckled her knees. It
didn’t quite do that, but almost. What it did do was make her,
compel her to slither out her tongue and wrap it around that nail
and finger of Hayley’s. It made her do that and it made her taste
herself like that and when she was doing that the pain came back.
But it wasn’t a constant pain. It was one that was turned on and
off and when it was off what she could feel was the pleasure. This
would have been a collective sensation that would have confused the
rest of her senses. She made that terrible noise, that Full Cry,
but it was intermittent. And because it was intermittent it seemed
worse. It seemed more cruel if that makes sense.

“Bad girl.” Hayley tilted her head as she watched Nicole’s
fleshy tongue curl around her nail and her finger and consume
herself off it. And she did do that. She tasted herself off that
finger nail and she consumed herself off it. But she did it in a
way that told that she needed to do it. The sexual part of Full Cry
was turning Nicole into something that she wasn’t naturally. It was
turning her. She slipped her tongue all the way out and she curled
it right round Hayley’s finger. The older woman didn’t do anything
or say anything else. She simply watched from close quarters as
Nicole did what she did. She let her clean her finger like that.
She let her do it and she whispered those words, Bad Girl. This was
a bad girl in Full Cry mode. But Hayley smiled and again that smile
was to herself. Again it was like she knew something - like this
wasn’t the full picture. It was like she was smiling like that
because she knew something else. Like she knew that Full Cry had
been achieved here but now that it had there was another level to
reach. In Hayley’s eyes there was this knowledge that there was a
Full Cry Level 2. And that this was the one and only girl, or woman
who she had chosen to take there. That would be the next step. Full
Cry Level 2.

 



Chapter
14

 


Day One

 


Full Cry
changed a girl. It had changed Nicole. Hayley turned off the source
and one might have expected this poor girl to come to her senses
and start to scream and demand that she be released and let to go
back to her normal life. But that didn’t happen. She seemed to be
withdrawn into herself. She seemed to be degraded within herself
and that was because she had been degraded. In fact she had been
more than degraded. She couldn’t look at Hayley - in fact she
dropped her eyes to the floor. She just seemed to focus on one
point on the floor because she didn’t want to send her eyes in any
other direction. Now that Full Cry had been switched off, now there
was this ‘nothingness’ the full brunt of what had happened to her
was coming to the fore.

Now she
was realising what she had been through. Now she was getting the
full degrading experience. When she had so much pleasure and so
much pain to deal with, the degradation simply washed over her in
the way that it didn’t matter. But now that pain and pleasure
wasn’t there anymore, there was no escape from the degradation.
There was no out from it. And in a way that just made her crave for
that agony and for that ecstasy to be back again. She really did
have instant pangs of craving for that to be back so that she
didn’t have to go through the degradation and the full realisation.
In her mind that was the lesser of two evils - to be back in that
Full Cry. There were split seconds when Nicole was wishing that she
could love in Full Cry for ever.

Hayley
didn’t do anything or say anything straight away. She didn’t want
to. She just wanted to soak this scene up. This scene of this very
young girl coming down from something that would have, that did,
blow her mind. She just wanted to bathe in the sight of this girl,
loosening up. The sight of her still leashed to that centre pole
and still hobbled at the ankles. There was this relaxation of
Nicole - the way she simply stood in a more natural stance. That
shock collar, and the way it made her act and stand and move
forward had put her like on a state of alert, but it wasn’t like
that now. She wasn’t in that state now. She managed to regain her
natural stance. That is as natural as those impossible heels would
allow. And it was this sight that Hayley revelled in. The sight of
this girl who had been young yes, but confident - and yet now with
that confidence sapped from her by Full Cry. And she was still
dripping - still dripping profusely from her sexuality. Although
now the sweat had lessened. All the lessening sweat did was
underline the thick dripping sexual juices more and
more.

There
was no doubt that Nicole had changed. Or that she had been changed.
That she had been forced to change. “Look at me.” Hayley spoke
softly and yet she spoke firmly at the same time. Nicole didn’t
look up straight away. In fact she shook her head to the negative.
She didn’t want to look up at Hayley. She was still dealing with
what had just happened to her and she was just absorbing the
degradation of what had happened to her. “I said look at me, NOW.”
This time Hayley spoke with a little more volume and purpose and
Nicole did look up at her. But it was reluctant. The rise of her
head and her eyes to meet those of Hayley. It wasn’t something that
she wanted to do. It was something that she would rather avoid like
the plague. “How do you feel now? What do you feel now?” Hayley’s
voice went soft again. And that was the thing about Hayley. She
could go soft or she could go firm - or she could be both. She was
the living epitome of Full Cry. She was the material form of that
status. Her voice was seductive, and in a way it was soothing. And
yet it was all consuming as well, just like that Full Cry status
was all consuming. And just like it was seductive in its own
abysmal way.

But it
was all that way deliberately. There was nothing that could be
expected by Nicole. She wasn’t supposed to know where she stood or
what was expected of her, or what to expect next. And yet at the
same time when Hayley spoke softly like this, it comforted her. It
helped her to deal with what had happened to her. But it didn’t
help her find words to explain in answer to what Hayley had asked.
“I don’t know. I just don’t know what just happened.” And there was
this natural drop of her eyes again. “Look at me. Don’t drop your
eyes.” And Nicole brought her eyes back up again. She would have
been able to feel the flush and the blush. And now she would have
been fully aware of the wetness and the slipperiness of the inside
of her thighs. And she would have been more aware with every
passing second, of the erection of her clitoris. She would have
felt that hardness down there. And the restriction of that
clitoris, the tightness of the hood helping to maintain its
erection. That would have added to her degradation. It was like
although the intense periods of pleader had passed, there was still
that little tickle, that little niggle at her arousal, keeping it
alive. She would learn very soon that that was a permanent
characteristic of the trauma she had been through.

Now that
Full Cry had done its stuff, now that it had done what it was
supposed to do there was the come down for Nicole. And that come
down could be worse than the status of Full Cry itself. Correction,
it was worse. But in a different way. She had been aware all
through, she had been brought back into the real world by Hayley
just as Full Cry took hold, and yet now, now that she was ‘alone’
without Full Cry, there was that come down that was almost a
different status itself. “Now tell me again. How do you feel and
what do you feel?” Hayley was soft but firm again and Nicole had to
dig deep to find any sort of words that filled the void. “I feel
destroyed. I feel degraded. I feel confused. I feel used. I feel
abused.” It was as though Nicole had streamed all the negative
words that she could muster up. And even when she did that she felt
that she hadn’t found all the words that applied to how she felt
and what she felt. She was coming too more now, coming out of that
bubble more now and in reality she wanted to get right back into
it.

Hayley
smiled. It was a smile that was unexpected. “Now these are things I
wanted to hear. These are things that make it all worthwhile.”
There was a case for Nicole screaming at Hayley for what she was
saying. But she didn’t do that. She felt strangely comforted by the
older woman’s words. But at the same time she kind of knew that
this wasn’t how she was supposed to feel, not in a normal way. It
was like she was subconsciously telling herself to pull herself
together - and yet knowing that she couldn’t. Knowing that somehow
thing had changed. That she had changed. She couldn’t pull herself
together. She could just hang on to this woman’s words. Hang on to
every one of her words because somehow and for some reason she was
all she had now.

It made
Nicole inside angry with herself because even though she knew what
she had been through, even though the effects of Full Cry would
remain with her forever, even though she knew she had changed, that
this whole thing had changed her, that she should be doing her
utmost to get out of it. And yet she knew also that there was no
getting out of it. For some reason she knew that what had happened
was irreversible. It was something that couldn’t be undone. Or
something that the clock could not be turned back on. And also,
still there was that need to impress Hayley and not disappoint
her.

Hayley
moved closer to Nicole and she reached for the collar. Nicole
flinched as though she were a nervous little puppy dog. Certainly
what she had been through would have done something to shred her
nerves. How much exactly Full Cry had affected her could not be
told. That would only become evident over time. What would not be
in doubt was that it would have affected her. It would have taken a
little something of her from the inside at the very least. But Full
Cry would affect everyone it came into contact with differently. No
two females would react in the same way. In some there was this
explosion of destruction within them and it was almost instant -
that effect of decimation instant from the first second, or micro
second that Full Cry hit home. For others it would be a minor
tremor at first, and it would only be after that the full effects
became apparent. As though Full Cry was still working long after it
had been switched off, so to speak.

With
Nicole, and that flinch of terror, or nervousness, it looked like
more damage had been done sooner. But also that it would continue
to work on her even though the status had been turned off. “Its ok
sweetie. I’m just removing the leash. I want to get you out of here
for a while. Go to somewhere more comfortable. I want to fuck with
your head a little bit more, but in different surroundings.” And
Hayley was talking as though she was in normal conversation. As
though she was in everyday conversation.

Nicole
was in something like decimated mode and this older woman was not
in the least moved about that. Indeed, her intentions to fuck with
this young girl’s head a little more was obvious. And it was a cool
and calm intent - something which made it all the more disturbing.
She unclipped the leash slowly and she was watching Nicole. And it
was as though Nicole had become someone else. She had always been
confident in herself. Slightly vulnerable yes but confident none
the less. Her movements were different now. Full Cry had got to her
in more ways than one. But then it tended to do that. And it tended
to continue to work over time, even though the status itself had
been turned off.

Hayley
let Nicole hold on to her as they left that place where the Rotator
was housed - the third floor. She had wound the chain leash around
the fingers of one hand and she had left it just tight enough to
retain a little ’tug’. That was intentional. It was intentional
that Nicole feel the tug of the leash. Being leashed was something
that might have escaped her because of the extent of what she had
been through over days and hours. But now that she was out of that
‘space’, now that she was coming to realise a lot, now that reality
was smacking her in the face, the knowledge that she was and had
been ‘leashed’ all the time would slowly begin to tell on her mind.
That she had been leashed like some animal - or like something less
than human. But she was allowed to be close in to Hayley, right by
her side. And she could hook her arm into Hayley’s to help her on
those boots. For some reason it was like learning to walk all over
again on those boots. When she had been in that little bubble
leading up to Full Cry there had been this persistent way that she
had had to walk in those impossible heels and she had got used to
that. But now it was different - now she was having to get from A
to B.

She was
out of that bubble and she had to walk side by side with Hayley and
so the steps were more careful and more considered. And of course,
there were the after effects of Full Cry to contend with. What she
had been through, then the period of FC itself. And now in that
come down stage. It made her weak. It made her feel weaker
physically, but also mentally. She was walking out of that place
with Hayley but as for making sense of things, of her life now and
what had happened, she had no chance. Where there should have been
all these thoughts running through her mind there was nothing.
There was just this blankness. And in a way it made the presence of
Hayley much better. She had to rely on this woman to guide her and
in a way there was that comfort because of that. There was that
dependence on that. She was coming too herself more and more but
that reliance here on Hayley was something else that was a comfort
to her. The fact that she was side by side with her, walking with
her, was a comfort to her. She wanted to be there, she wanted to be
with her even though she could not make sense of the angst that she
felt.

It
didn’t occur to Nicole, not in the slightest that this woman, this
woman that she had gone to work with, the woman who had been so
kind to her, so nurturing to her in the first place, the one who
had invited her into her inner sanctum was lining her up to be a
victim of the worse kind of sadism that was possible. Nicole knew
what she had been through - she knew the sexual nature and the
off-kilter nature of what she had been through and yet, there was
no insight into Hayley. There were no questions why, or what next.
It was like Nicole was simply going with the flow because that was
all she had to do. If she could go with the flow then Hayley would
take care of everything else. And that was just it, that was
exactly it - Hayley would take care of the rest.

“You can stand, in the corner over there whilst we talk.
Girl’s like you don’t get to sit and cross their legs like ladies
do.” And Hayley was looking right at Nicole when she spoke to her.
It was like she was challenging her. ‘Girls like her’ - what did
that even mean? But there was none of that questioning from Nicole.
She heard the words and she understood the words. For some reason,
the sexuality, all of the sexuality that she had been taken through
and then all of the sadism that she had been taken through, had to
be her fault. She could and would reason with herself that she had
been so aroused, so desiring of sexual contact and gratification
despite the pain bit, and the discomfort bit, and all the rest of
it - and for those reasons then what Hayley said here must have
been right. Girls like her did not get to do the things that other
girls and ladies do. It was quite a reasonable thing that Hayley
had pointed out. And so she stood in the corner. She would have
preferred to have sat, or knelt because she felt so, so weak. But
at least for now she had to stand. But even that stand was
debilitated in a way because of the hobble chain between her
ankles. She could move her weight from heel to heel and toes to
toes, but the spread of her legs, or her feet was restricted. And
that restriction was telling. Everything was a reminder to her -
not only of what she had been through, but how things were
now.

It
brought to her mind slowly of the early days with Hayley. Where she
was ‘posed’ and looked at. The strangest question flittered through
her mind, was she ‘that sort of girl’ back then? She must have been
- at least that was what answer she came up with as she stood in
the corner of the open plan lounge of the luxurious apartment that
overlooked the city. There were very nearly 360 degree views of
that city and the view was breath-taking. But that was the outside
world and for some reason, reasons that were obvious actually, she
was not part of that world anymore. “You’ve pretty much acted, and
‘been’ how I expect a girl like you to be.” Hayley had a wrap
around, silk housecoat on and she was sipping from a glass of
chilled white wine. Nicole was standing on those boots, and in that
corset and collar and with the leash dangled down between her
shelved breasts, and of course her sexuality was still dripping.
Her clitoris was still out from under its hood and it was still
erect, and now she was super conscious of all of this. She had that
phrase playing and replaying in her mind, ‘girls like
her.’

This was
Hayley - the other side of the sadist. This was her not inflicting
a sadism that was visible. This was Hayley using blunt force trauma
to further affect Nicole. Now that the young girl had been
weakened, and had been decimated with Full Cry, now that she was on
that come down from that, Hayley could continue her work. She could
use words and her voice to inflict more damage. In bringing Nicole
into the area of home truths, well, Hayley’s version of home
truths, she could prepare Nicole more. She could bring her down
more. And that was what this was about, bringing her down more.
“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry.” And this was Nicole reacting to those
words, feeling the need to apologise where she had no need to do
that at all. Feeling the need, the absolute need to let this woman
know how sorry she was. She was feeling sorry yes but she was
feeling ashamed and degraded and yes she felt like she wasn’t like
normal girls and women and ‘ladies’. For some reason in her mind
she was apart from those normal people - like she was out there on
her own. But she was supposed to feel like that. So far it was all
gong according to plan. Hayley’s plan.

“Its ok to be sorry, but what do you intend to do about it?
What do you think ‘I’ should do about it?” And Hayley’s onslaught,
with her words was constant. That was the first real sign that
psychologically Nicole was where she needed her to be. That she was
in the state and the condition that she needed her to be in. She
needed her to be feeling the guilt and the shame. And it was clear
that she was feeling that. The thing was that there was no need for
Nicole to be feeling this. She had done nothing wrong and yet, that
was not how it felt. And that was because she was feeling what she
was supposed to be feeling. Full Cry and the lead up to it, had
done what it was supposed to do. It had changed the girl and it had
planted seeds in the very back of her mind. And those seeds were
designed to fester and then flower as she came down off the back of
Full Cry.

“I d-don’t know what I can do. I don’t know what you can do.
Please help me?” And there it was - the request by Nicole for
Hayley to ‘help’ her. That would have been like sweet music to this
older woman’s ears. That would have signified the state of Nicole’s
mind diminishing that much that she was now seeking help. That she
was now requesting ‘her’ help. Hayley smiled as she sipped the
white wine. She had given Nicole nothing. Not even a drink of
water.

Outside
the city was beginning to wake up to a new day. Today was indeed a
new day. Day One! “Do you think you ‘deserve’ my help?” Hayley
spoke casually - and in a way she spoke coldly. There was something
ice cold about the way she spoke to Nicole. And there was this
realisation that she did not use the girl’s name. That she almost
deliberately dropped it because she spoke directly to her. It was
like she was putting up this barrier between them. And one could
wonder why she would need to put up a barrier. And it would only be
a slow realisation that she was placing this barrier or this
distance between them because of what she had planned for the girl.
And that whatever it was she had planned wouldn’t work out too
well, wouldn’t bode too well if there was a ‘relationship’ between
them. Hayley had seduced this girl and she had done it deliberately
and now that she had Nicole where she needed her to be she was
‘un-seducing’ her. She had used her name less and less through the
process and now, it had been dropped completely.
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Day One, continued

 


“No, no I don’t think I deserve your help no.” There was this
teary quality to Nicole’s voice that was almost melancholy. Hayley
smiled but it was more to herself than a smile to be shared with
Nicole. She didn’t respond at first, she simply looked the young
girl in the corner, stacked on those heels and standing awkwardly,
debilitated. Nicole’s eyes had rolled to the floor again. “Look at
me when you talk to me.” Hayley’s tone was sharper now, more firm.
She was beginning to turn the screws now. That time of seduction,
and reeling Nicole in was done. She was reversing that now. But she
was doing it gradually - very slowly, very gradually. She was
matching the speed of the way she worked with the speed that the
Rotator turned and then Full Cry had worked. This was almost the
one step forward, two steps back effect. Except it was three steps
forward and two back. The overall speed of progress was slower. But
it was slower deliberately. It was something that had to be this
way so that the eventual complete and utter decimation would not
only be deeper and more meaningful, but so that it would be
irreversible and total.

“Why ask for MY help if you don’t yourself think you deserve
it?” Hayley was simply playing games with the girl. In a way she
was testing her again. Testing the water, dipping her toe in. Or
more to the point she was destroying a little more of Nicole with
everything she said to her. She sat back and crossed her own
impressive legs. The silk wrap that she was wearing fell away
exposing a more than generous amount of bare thigh flesh. There was
something about the superiority of Hayley at this point. There was
no doubt that this was a woman who put herself above the level of
‘normal’. And that she certainly put herself above the level of ‘a
girl like’ Nicole.

She was
waiting for a response from the girl but she was not in a rush for
that. She could wait. She had all the time in the world. “B-because
I don’t know what else to do. I don’t know who else I could ask.”
And again there was that teary quality to Nicole’s voice, but now
it was more so. Invisibly Hayley squeezed her thighs to give
herself a shot of pleasure. This was what she wanted to hear. This
was what she wanted to see in a girl. The decline. The absolute
decline and the desperation. “There is no-one else that could help
you. You are beyond help - except that is, my help. But I’m not
sure you want MY help enough.”

Hayley
was talking to Nicole, but one had the feeling that she was talking
for effect more than anything. That is she was talking in order to
affect Nicole more. She sensed the desperation in the young girl’s
voice and now she was furthering it. She was playing on it. It was
as though she had slipped the knife between the girl’s ribs and now
she was just getting a grip on it so that she could twist the knife
a little bit. As though she had found her way in and now she was
making the most of it. Nicole’s eyes opened wide. It was like she
had spotted the faintest possibility that Hayley wold help her. But
that she had to convince her that she really wanted that help first
and foremost. “Please, please Hayley, please I need your help.
You’re the only one who can help me and I need your help. Please
Hayley, please.”

In
fairness to Nicole she was putting her all in to it. She was all
but begging for Hayley’s help. But if it was broken down, if it was
looked into on a forensic level, one would have to wonder what she
was asking for help for. What exactly was she asking for help for?
But this didn’t matter. It didn’t matter to Hayley who again took
her time to answer. “You NEVER call me by my name. You have no
right to use my name. Girls like you have no rights at all. You
will address me as ‘Miss’, at all times. And yes, I COULD help you.
I know how girls like you need, and crave to be handled. But I am
wondering if you are worth my time. I mean what would I get in
return? I’m just wondering if you are a lost cause and that any
effort I put in to ‘help’ you will be a waste of time, my time.
What I need to see from you is ‘effort’ in absorbing my
help.”

And once
again Hayley was furthering her cause. Once again she was using her
‘in’ to get further and further in. One could say that she was
slipping that knife just that little bit more in before the
‘twist’. She sipped a little more of the wine and she recrossed her
legs. All the time she was looking at Nicole - she was looking
right at her. And now the young girl on the impossible heels, the
one who was in a constant state of drip, was looking back at her.
She had learnt that she could not look at the floor - and that she
had to look at Hayley when she spoke to her. That was a way of
furthering her humiliation and her degradation. It was a way of
furthering her decimation easily and with little effort.

“Everything Miss, you can have everything. All of me,
everything. Please help me Miss, please help me Miss?” Her response
was simple and yet it was also telling. If one were to dig down
into what she was saying one would have to question it. What was
everything? What was ‘all of me’? Did she even know what she was
saying or promising? Did she even know what she wanted help with?
It was unlikely she knew anything. There had been that seed
planted, about helping her, her being convinced that she needed
help and now she was on a mission to obtain that help from Hayley
and she would do anything to obtain that help.

But that
was exactly what Hayley wanted to hear and what she wanted to see
in this girl. It wasn’t just the words and the way the spoke them
that she wanted to hear. She wanted also to see the change in
demeanour of the girl. She wanted to see and feel the desperation
for this ‘help’ to be granted to her. And she was seeing that now.
She was seeing that in Nicole as she looked at her. This time as
she looked at her, her eyes started at the booted feet of the girl
and worked their way up her, slowly. All the way up her until their
eyes met again.

“If I help you, you will indeed have to give me all of you.
You will have to give me everything. You will have to prove
constantly that I am not wasting my time, is that clear?” And there
it was, the firm indication that ‘help’ was available to Nicole and
that all she had to do was toe the line. All she had to do was what
she had said herself. On Hayley’s side, all she needed to do was
make this girl indebted to her. All she had to do was make Nicole
feel like she was in debt to her and that she owed her. That she
owed her big time. And this was the first milestone reached.
Nicole’s eyes lit up. “Miss, Miss, I promise, I promise you I won’t
let you down. You can have all of me. Everything! And I don’t care
what it takes. I just don’t care what it takes. Just help me please
Miss?” And there was a second milestone reached right there. Not
only was Nicole promising to give all of herself, and give
everything but she had furthered that now and she was saying that
she didn’t care what it took, that she just didn’t care what it
took, all she wanted was that help. She still wouldn’t have known
what she was being helped with though. She still didn’t have the
faintest clue what form that ‘help’ would take. But eventually that
would be revealed to her.

That was
another little bit of sweet music to Hayley’s ears. “Well, it won’t
be easy. And especially it won’t be easy on you. But if you hold up
your promises and commitment, if you continue to impress me and not
disappoint me, then I am willing to help you, to a point.” And
Hayley took another sip of the wine. She licked her lips and
swallowed. She seemed unconcerned by it all, on the outside at
least. She seemed non-plussed about what the girl was promising and
what she was saying. As though she didn’t give a toss either way if
she ‘helped’ this girl. That as was far from the truth as it was
possible to get of course. She had set her heart on reeling this
girl in and she didn’t intend to lose her at this point. But then
she was pretty sure that she had sealed the deal. Nicole was biting
now, and she was desperate to get that ‘help’ that she thought she
needed. And she would have done anything for it. Indeed she would
do anything, and more for it.

 


A little later

 


“We need to keep it all in, and this will help. Put it on and
we’ll begin again.” Hayley had released Nicole from the corset, and
the hobble chain and the boots. And she had removed the collar.
There must have been this feeling, almost an overwhelming feeling
that this woman was going to help her. To step down off those boots
must have been a relief for her at last - to be off her tip toes.
And she could breathe easy out of that corset. And she could wind
her neck in now that the collar was off her. The pressure was off
her spine and that was better all round. It meant that she could
spend some of that time that she had had to spend dealing with what
she was wearing and how she was restricted, dealing with the
predicament she was in now. Maybe, just maybe she would be able to
think straight for the first time in a long time.

One had
to wonder if this was a good thing. It couldn’t have gone over
Hayley’s head that Nicole’s mind would be freed up to an extent. Of
course it didn’t. She knew exactly what she was doing, and how she
was doing it. She was ‘helping’ Nicole of course. She had thrown
Nicole a rolled up, micro thin latex cat suit. It's aroma filled
the air in that apartment straight away. There was this heavy,
thick smell of rubber that was heady. And more and more of that
aroma was being released as Nicole took it and unrolled it and
discovered what it actually was. There was this smoky quality to
this latex catsuit - like a dirty yellow that was transparent and
as she had peeled it up one of her legs at a time, that had become
apparent. This was micro rubber that was ultra-tight to the flesh.
In a way, in every way in fact this was rubber that restricted
Nicole’s flesh. Another form of restriction that she could feel
from the time she put her first foot into the latex foot of the
catsuit.

Hayley
watched her. She watched every move that Nicole did. She watched as
this girl eager to please, shrunk wrapped herself in this latex. As
she pulled it up over her lower legs then upper legs and thighs.
And Hayley was sure of one thing, that this girl was eager to
please. She was extremely eager to please. This was a girl who
would have never come across latex before. She may have heard of
it, may have even joked about it in some way with friends. But she
will have never worn it, or never had to peel it up over herself.
And yet she was doing a sterling job of doing just that. Making
sure she was pulling and smoothing it as she worked it up over
herself. Making sure that there were no unsightly creases. One
could say that was easy to achieve simply because this catsuit was
so tight fitting. Pulling it up over her hips and ass, then her
torso. As she was pulling it up, more and more was revealed of this
rubber suit that Nicole was fitting to herself.

Where
the crotch was tight to her intimacies, there was a micro-zip that
travelled from above the pubis to above the tail bone. It wouldn’t
take much imagination to realise that with this zipper open, full
access to Nicole’s femininity could be and would be achieved. This
thought cross Nicole’s mind. She was more able to think now. It
still wasn’t easy but she did have moments, like frozen moments of
lucid and logical thought. She didn’t care about the crotch zipper
though. She was going to get the help that she needed. Hayley had
agreed to help her and she didn’t care about the rest of it. She
was still suitably affected by Full Cry that she felt she needed
that help - that she needed ‘something’, and that need wouldn’t be
something that would go away. That she needed this woman in some
way to deal with what was going through her mind and body. And that
was the thing about Full Cry - the effects of it would always be
there. They would never leave her and for that reason she would
always need Hayley’s help. She didn’t get that bit yet but she
would. She would always, but always need Hayley’s
‘help’.

Of
course Nicole could be forgiven for thinking that this ‘help’ would
be a process she would have to go through but once she was through
it, she would be ok again and she could get on with her life. Of
course she could be forgiven for thinking like that. But there was
no linear process for Nicole to go through. It was anything but
linear. And what hadn’t entered her damaged mind was the
possibility that this help she was receiving would take her deeper
than she had ever been before. What she hadn’t thought about was
being taken further than Full Cry had taken her. If she did think
of that it would spook her at the very least. For now though she
was being ‘helped’ and that was a good thing for her. That was what
was getting her through.

She
pulled the catsuit over her torso and arms. And where the nipples
would have been viewable through the transparent yellow of this
suit, there was a X of black tape across each nipple. This cross
concealed holes in the latex and Nicole did nibble at her bottom,
lipstick enhanced lip when she could feel her nipples slip over and
then press through the holes only to stick themselves, via the
nipple tips to this sticky tape. When that happened she took a deep
breath. And again the thought came to her that if that black sticky
X’s were removed, torn away then her nipples would be exposed and
vulnerable. She was right of course but all of this was small
irrelevant stuff compared to what she had been through so far. And
this rubber stuff, this latex stuff was the first step in helping
her. She didn’t know how it would help her, but then if she knew
that she would know how to help herself and then she wouldn’t need
that help at all from Hayley. The confusion and the contradiction
in her mind was there deliberately. It was one of those seeds that
had been planted expertly and precisely by Hayley.

There
was something inside Hayley that agreed that Nicole looked
spectacular shrink wrapped in that latex catsuit. Latex was one of
Hayley’s ‘things’. And seeing flesh, girl flesh, woman flesh second
skinned like this was a very erotic thing for her. Even more so if
that latex is then used as a base, or as a root fabric for more
torture and torment being applied. “You will need another collar
and another corset fitted over that. And you will need different
footwear. In order for me to help you, you need to be ‘enhanced’
more than you were before.” Hayley was letting a little bit out at
a time. She was not delivering all to Nicole at the same time. That
ensured that the shock was spread out. It ensured that the next
level of what Nicole had to go through crept up on her. She just
nodded, “Y-yes Miss, yes I understand.” Not that she did
understand. She did hear the words, she did understand to a point
what Hayley was telling her but there was no way that she would
have understood the bigger picture. There was probably no way that
she would ever understand the bigger picture because there was no
need for her to. She had committed and now she had to go with
it.

“What you suffered, on the Rotator, right at the very end,
once you stopped moving and let the chain leash go slack, that was
Full Cry. That head space you were in, that pleasure you were in,
and that pain that you were in, collectively was Full Cry.” Hayley
spoke slowly and she did that deliberately. She wanted Nicole to
get every word, and she did. “The only thing that is going to help
you is to take you to Full Cry Level 2, do you understand that?”
And there was Hayley planting more seeds. She was planting those
seeds in Nicole’s head and the girl herself was still full of this
need and this willingness to be ‘helped’ by this older woman.
“Y-yes yes Miss, yes I understand.” She didn’t really understand.
Actually she didn’t understand at all. This was the first time she
had heard about Full Cry - but that made sense now. She didn’t even
understand that absolute hell that Full Cry had meant to
her.

She knew
something big, something profound was happening to her at the time.
She knew she was confused and bemused all at the same time, but
there would have never been a label that she could have thought of
to put on that end result. There was no way that she could have put
a name to what had occurred at the end of that time on the Rotator.
And she was thinking that despite the huge amount of time that she
was walking round and round that radius that the leash offered, it
was the end bit, the Full Cry period that had had the most effect.
And there was no time stamp on that. She knew that she had been
walking round and round on those hobbled boots for a very long
time, but there was no such registering of the time that she was in
Full Cry. Once she was in that place, once she was in Full Cry, she
lost all sense of time. She lost all senses of
everything.

Now of
course she was wondering what Full Cry Level 2 was all about. Maybe
it was now that Hayley had spoken about it that the first pangs of
fear were slithering through Nicole’s femininity. Maybe it was now
that she asked herself how exactly this woman could help her. Maybe
it was now that, even if very briefly she wondered what the hell
she needed help with anyway. But by this time, those X’s had sealed
themselves to her nipples and the edges of the holes that her
nipples had slipped through and now her femininity and her
sexuality were reacting to that.

She
could feel her nipples stiffen, and thicken. And at the same time
she could feel the restriction that the latex holes, and then that
sticky tape offered. And then there was the pull of that invisible
string between her nipples and her clitoris - like a little ‘tug’,
and she could feel her clitoris come to life again - and the
wetness associated with that. That wetness, for the time being
contained in the concealment of the latex crotch. Maybe this time
she knew exactly what she needed help with. She had no control over
her sexuality - that was what she needed help with. And she would
have been partly right about that of course. Except that Hayley
went deeper than that and to reach Full Cry Level 2, she would have
to go deeper still. For now though, ‘Day 1’ was drawing to a
close.

 



Chapter
16

 


Day Two

 


She had
worked on Nicole through the night and into day two, post Full Cry.
Hayley could easily apply the word spectacular to Nicole. She could
do that for a multitude of reasons. But that glossy, dirty yellow
transparent latex simply screamed of the filthy sexuality that it
helped contain. That was the base - it was that latex catsuit that
set the tone of that spectacularity. It was that that told the
story, the incorrect story if morals were to be clung to, of the
‘help’ that Nicole would receive at the hands of this older woman.
And the smell of that rubber, the aroma of it added to the vision
that was Nicole now. For some reason the thickness of that aroma
belonged to Nicole now and like the shiny image of her, the smell
of her was what she was and what she was destined to be for the
foreseeable future. And longer.

And now
Nicole was ‘alive’ again. That is her sexuality was alive. Hayley
had taken her through the process of preparing her again and in
doing so had brought to life the young girl’s sexuality. It would
have been at this point that Nicole knew what she needed help with.
Forget the outside world and the morals. She was sealed in again.
Sealed in to Hayley’s world and more to the point she was believing
that she was getting the help that she needed. She was thinking
that surely this could not be right, her sexuality behaving like
this, HER behaving like this. She needed it to be brought under
control and that was what she needed help with. That was what she
had to commit to, and give all of herself to. It was a big thing -
for her to be in a place that she believed that she needed that
help. And that she had to assist in that help by giving everything
and by giving all of herself. She was certainly giving all of
herself even if she didn’t know the extent of that. At least, she
didn’t know yet.

And the
rest of it seemed to fall into place for Nicole. In her mind, at
least at first, she was used to it now. She knew what to expect. Or
she thought she did. When Hayley had taken her to that room with
the high slatted windows at first she hadn’t known what to expect
and in a way it had petrified her. In a way she hadn’t known what
she was in store for and at that time that had been the torture.
And she hadn’t known what was the matter with her and that had
added to her fear. And now although her mind was mashed with what
she had been through, the build up to Full Cry and then the actual
‘event’ of Full Cry, and then the come down - that debilitating,
almost surreal come down, now she was ‘expectant’ in a way. She
‘expected’ to be put back onto extreme high heels. She expected to
suffer some more. Just like she had concluded before - she had to
suffer to impress Hayley.

For some
reason to her now it made sense that she was stacked up onto heels.
And that expectation was met. One could say that it was exceeded.
She had thought that those last boots she was made to stand and
walk on were the most she could withstand ever but she was wrong.
The ones she was in now were tighter and they were higher. One
would have assumed that they had been made especially for her such
was the fitting. Such was the perfect fitting. They hugged her
lower legs, strengthened her ankles. They supported her like the
first ones, only more so. Again they were knee length boots -
tightly hemmed just below the knee. But the heels were higher.
Higher and thinner. There had been a slight bend of her toes back
with the other boots. But not with these new shiny black ones. Now
she felt that she was forced onto the very tips of her toes. Now it
felt like that the whole of the pressure down through her spine was
focused through the points of her toes. Again those boots were
tightly laced and zipped closed, they were also this time, ‘locked’
into place on her feet and legs. The fastening of them, zipper with
tiny little padlocks and then laced over the top of those zippers
gave a permanence to them. It was as though these boots had been
fitted to her and would be permanent. Certainly with just Hayley’s
actions of clicking those little locks into place, there was that
feeling that these boots would play a part right through the ‘help’
that she would give this girl. “There, just where you need to be,
on your tippy toes. Remember this girl, this is where girls like
you deserve to be. Its where you have to be.”

And that
said it all really. That little whisper from Hayley as she clicked
the second lock closed. Likewise with corset as well. Nicole had
thought she had been squeezed to an inch of her life the first time
round. Maybe she was simply getting a different perspective now.
Maybe because of what she had been through she was conditioned in a
way to feel what she was supposed to be feeling. But this second
corset seemed more organic, more fitting. It seemed to ‘shape’ her
more than the first had. That first one had shaped her hips and
shelved her impressive breasts. But this new one, the same shiny
black as those boots, seemed to cinch her tighter and ‘smaller’ and
seemed to stack her tits more - display them more. She seemed to
have to hold herself in more. It seemed to be more of an effort for
her to do that, but strangely, that effort made her feel ‘good’ if
good is the right word.

She
would learn that she could ‘relax’ because the corset did its own
job. Nicole didn’t have to hold herself in, this corset did that
for her. And it was something that she couldn’t do anything about.
Once it was zipped and laced in place, just like the boots - she
was shaped and supported and she would just have to go with it. She
would get that though, eventually. It was tight around her waist
and under those latexed breasts, and the X’d nipples and in a way,
it ‘presented’ her breasts for all who might see. It would be fair
to say that Nicole’s breasts were taking more of a centre stage
this time. They were being forced out and up and the imprint of her
engorged nipples could be easily made out through that black tape.
“Girl's like you need to display their feminine assets, because
let’s be fair, that is all you have, assets.” Hayley was choosing
and delivering her words carefully. Her words were designed to cut
into the psyche of Nicole. In effect, at this point there was this
interlude. And yet this interlude could also be used to further
damage Nicole. And it did. “Yes Miss, thank you Miss.” And Nicole
was taking it. She was hearing the words and she was reacting to
them. In her mind, she was so grateful to this woman for helping
her the way she was helping her. Now the least she could do was
continue to impress her and not disappoint her.

Nicole
sat as the collar was fitted to her. Yes the heels were higher and
the corset was tighter and more cinching. But it was with the
collar that it became clear and obvious that this ‘soft bondage’
was designed and implemented to be more debilitating. It was soft
bondage due to the fact that she wasn’t at this point secured to
anything else. She wasn’t secured to a rig. Or her limbs at this
point were not subjected to more restriction. The collar was like a
neck corset. The first one had been like that - it had that
‘feeling’ about it - that her neck was being constricted and
restricted. And for Nicole it certainly did have that feeling
because she had never been introduced to anything like it
before.

But this
new one was more ‘formed’. It tended to enforce the way that she
would stand. It tended to lengthen her neck more. Even more than
the first one had. There was a ‘stricter’ feel to it. And it
actually did that. It was as though to get this neck corset or this
collar into place, she had to push her head up, and lengthen her
neck so that it could be slipped into place, around her neck and
under her jaw line. Again shiny and black in colour and again laced
and zip locked into place. It was like the boots, the corset and
this collar came as a set. A set that had been specially made for
Nicole. The base set of her further submission. A submission that
she wasn’t really aware of. All she was really aware of was that
this woman was going to help her and she was grateful for that. She
was feeling already that she owed this woman and that the only way
she could pay what she owed was to go through it every step of the
way, giving herself totally and without compromise.

“This is all necessary. Girls like you need to be reminded of
what you are and who you are. The boots, the corset and the collar
will be a constant reminder of this as I help you.” There was that
word again, ‘help’. There was always that word that was clear to
understand and one that wasn’t so forthcoming when one searched for
what form this help would take. It didn’t matter. Any explanation,
or need for a further explanation was lost in the process that was
taking place. “My spine hurts Miss.” And Nicole wasn’t lying about
that. She was in a place where she needed to assist in her own
‘help’. She was simply saying it as it was. Hayley didn’t say
anything at first, she simply looked at Nicole. Then she spoke.
“I’m afraid ‘pain’ of all kinds, if you are to be helped, is
something that you are going to have to get used to. It's going to
be something that you will need to learn to live with. The spinal
pain is something that is ‘key’. Your spine goes through the core
of you. It's something that is inside you and it is inner pain that
will exist as a core pain. Other agonies will be involved but that
core pain will exist throughout. You need to accept this and get
used to it. I did tell you that it wasn’t going to be easy for you.
And be assured, there will be times when you will wish you had not
begged for my help.”

Hayley
was being more forthcoming than she had the first time round. She
was being more forthcoming than she had been with the seduction of
Nicole. But now that Nicole was ‘broken’ to an extent, Hayley could
be more forthcoming. And as she had spoken, she was watching Nicole
- she was looking for any form or any sort of reaction. And she
smiled herself when there was that look, that knowledge that Nicole
was agreeing with her, that she knew that this was the right thing
for her. Hayley knew also that this girl was so numb in the mind
that she was being easily led. She knew also that she was
exploiting the weaknesses that she had installed into this
girl.

Of
course there was the fact, the undeniable fact that Nicole was
still suffering from that come down from Full Cry. That she had
been affected by it and that there would be no total come down from
it at all, and that to an extent she would be in ‘status’ as a
permanent thing. This was as clear an indication that Hayley was
using the control that she had over this girl, she was using the
power she held over her now to get further and further into her
mind. It chilled to the bone, to wonder what this woman’s ultimate
objective was. She already had ruined Nicole, that was clear. She
had ruined her the first time round and now she was in the process
of ruining her a little bit more. Now she was in the process of
taking her down a little but more. Except that it wasn’t a ‘little’
bit more - it was a lot more. And there was no bottoming out - this
was a bottomless pit that she was being taken into.

That
collar was fitted, and it forced Nicole’s head high. It fitted and
curled under her jaws and it stretched her neck. There was nothing
that looked ‘comfortable’ about Nicole. There was a sense that with
these three items fitted to her, that she had been fitted with a
level of discomfort that she deserved. Indeed that was how she was
processing this. She wanted and needed ‘help’ and so this was what
she had to put up with to get that help. She was grateful, despite
all that Hayley had put her through, for her time and help and this
was the payback. She was convinced that she was ‘a girl like her’,
whatever that was supposed to mean, and so this discomfort, she
deserved. It was part of what she had to go through. It was part of
what she needed to endure. And one had the feeling that the word
endurance would crop up again. And again!

“I’m going to take you back to the third floor now. You ‘need’
Full Cry Level 2, so we cannot delay this any longer than we have
to. I have to prepare you. Preparation is important just as it was
the last time.” Hayley spoke casually as she clipped a hobble chain
between Nicole’s booted ankles. That chain was shorter than the
first. Everything was higher, tighter and shorter - everything this
time round was ‘more’. Nicole whimpered a little as she was helped
to her feet. And when she was on her feet she just stood there. It
was like she was afraid to move because if she did she might topple
over. She had to get used to the height of these boots. And there
was something of a deja-vu effect to it. Except these boots were
more impossible than the first ones. If she could have spread her
legs, her feet a little more to spread out the gravity feed, it
would have helped.

But she
couldn’t do that. Hayley’s words would have been playing on her
mind at this point as well. Being taken back to that room on the
third floor. And those slatted windows letting in streams of bright
light from the outside to the forefront of her mind. Of all she
suffered in that room, she was remembering the windows more than
anything. But then slowly, the memories of what she went through
first time round in that room were coming back to her. And just for
a split second she stumbled on those intensely heeled boots. Now
she was going back there. It was at this precise point that there
was some distress setting in. And maybe Hayley wold have stepped in
to settle the girl a little. Tell her it was going to be ok and
that this was something that she had to go through. Maybe there was
the expectation there that she would comfort the girl a little bit
because of what she knew was in the future for her. But she didn’t
do that. Instead she stood back. She sensed the distress setting in
to Nicole’s psyche and she stepped back. She wanted to see that
distress and she wanted to see and she wanted to feel all of it.
She wanted to soak it up. She wanted Nicole to absorb it and she
wanted to see it reflected in her facial expressions.

And
Nicole did not disappoint. It was like a shadow had come down
across her face. It was all very well asking and begging for that
help that she would never understand when she got round to thinking
about it. But now she had to go back to that room, to where that
Rotator was. That was so frightening for her to think about. That
was making everything real again, that she had to go back to that
place. And it was that that was written all over her face. All that
she had been through, all the build up to Full Cry and then Full
Cry itself. And then the come down. That debilitating come down.
And it had been that debilitating come down that had seen to it
that she had begged for Hayley’s help. And now she was getting that
help. “Pull yourself together girl, and we will make our way back
there now. It’s best not to put this off any longer. The sooner we
have you hooked up again and the build-up underway, the sooner we
can get you to what you need the most - Full Cry Level
2.”

Yet
again Hayley was using specially chosen and delivered words. She
was speaking slowly because she needed every one of those words to
sink in. She wanted and needed every single one of those words to
chip away at the psyche of Nicole. “Yes Miss, thank you Miss.” And
there was this solitary tear that rolled down Nicole’s cheek. That
was like a pure sign of distress and of sorrow for being ‘that sort
of girl’. Hayley moved in and she caught that tear in her upturn
nail, like a scoop. And then she offered it to her own mouth and
she drank it. She made sure that Nicole was seeing what she was
doing. She tasted the tears and she swallowed. “We better get that
lipstick freshened up as well. That mouth of yours needs
emphasising along with those legs of yours, and those breasts of
yours. Don’t you think?” Hayley knew the distress that Nicole was
in and yet she insisted on the small talk. And it was small talk,
she knew it was. But it made her smile inside. This girl would be
in the process of revisiting her worst nightmares and there was her
talking about renewing sluttish blood red lipstick because this
girl needed her lips emphasising. “Yes Miss, thank you Miss.” And
there was the reply from Nicole and Hayley smiled inside
again.

She
liked the way that Nicole was falling into line. Their little chat
had got to where it was supposed to get to and now Nicole sounded
contrite. She sounded submissive. But most all she sounded as
though she wanted and needed that help that was on offer. She had
been so planted with seeds that she had bought into it. For the
second time she had bought into it. And she had bought into it
knowing that Full Cry Level 2 was ‘worse’ than the first time
round. She was aware of it and yet she still knew that this was
what she needed and wanted and was despaired for. She knew all of
this and yet at the same time she was grateful for all of this. She
was grateful to Hayley and she was grateful god for this help that
she was getting. But again, there was no god involved - just
Hayley!

 



Chapter
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Day Two, continued

 


Yes that
word spectacular kept cropping up. It was just an appropriate word
to describe Nicole in her latest state. Her latest ‘condition’. It
might not have been the right word - there might have been
something that was wrong about a girl suffering so much and yet who
was ‘spectacular’ at the same time. But there was no other word.
“Take your time girl, there is no rush. One step at a time is all
you need to do - just one step at a time.” This time they did not
have their arms interlinked. They couldn’t do that because for the
‘walk’ back to that place, the third floor with the slatted windows
Hayley had decided to debilitate Nicole a little bit more. She
wasn’t going to. But there was something that hit her as she had
looked at the young girl balancing on those heels - it was like a
shot of sadism that had coursed through her and she had reasoned
with herself - should she, shouldn’t she?

There
was something about the thought of this poor girl getting used to
the height of those heels and the extra squeeze of the corset and
the extra lengthening of her neck that would be added to if her
arms were brought behind her and her then forced to put more effort
into the balance and the steps. That would happen anyway. It would
have happened when they were back in that Rotator room. But there
was something nagging at Hayley - something that was wanting her to
see it now. And then to see the added struggle of her walking, and
with her arms cinched behind her back. There was something about
the added difficulty of that that appealed to Hayley. There was
something that was telling her that she wanted to see it. It was
the sadist in her - the casual sadist.

“Oohhhh Miss, this is difficult.” It could be said that Nicole
was being a little understated. It was like she didn’t want to
overstate it, or make like it was too difficult for her or Hayley
might reject her after all. She might refuse to give her the help
she felt she needed. She might just be rid of her altogether. And
so for that reason, she didn’t want to overplay or ‘complain’ too
much. “Nonsense girl. Just take your time. One step at a time,
carefully, slowly and we’ll get you back to that room. We’ll get
you back there and we’ll get you sorted out.” And Hayley was
speaking back, again casually. But at the same time she was
watching Nicole. She was watching her take those steps and she knew
that it was difficult. She knew that it was exactly what Nicole was
saying that it was - it was difficult, and she smiled to
herself.

The
older woman had needed to pause, just slightly as she cinched
Nicole’s arms together behind her at the elbows. She had drawn them
together slowly, just one little tug at a time. And there had been
that quickening of Nicole’s breath. But that quickening of the
breath had been accompanied by a little wet whimper. And there was
even something that told that she was holding back that whimper. As
though she was not wanting to whimper or cry out too loudly or
Hayley might take that as a complaint and again she might dump her
from this help that she was giving her. And there was something,
just something in the back, in the grey of her mind that was
telling her that that could not happen at any cost. She needed that
help and she had to get it. She could not be dumped by Hayley. She
just could not be dumped and so she had to tolerate everything that
this woman said, ‘girls like her needed’.

There
was nothing that got passed Hayley of course and she would have
been pleased with how Nicole was now processing her thoughts and
more to that, how she was prepared in her mind to go anywhere she
had to go. Hayley knew what Nicole was doing and she smiled to
herself as she watched her take those steps. Nicole’s arms held
behind her like that, cinched, touching at the elbows and then just
cuffed loosely at the wrists. But that cinching of the elbows
thrusting her shoulders back and her X taped breasts out in front
of her showing them off more and more.

Hayley
like the delicate little steps that Nicole took. Like she was not
just unsure of them but very unsure of them. It seemed impossible
that she could take such delicate little steps, but she did. One
step very carefully in front of the other being exceptionally
careful that she didn’t snap against the length of the chain
between her ankles. If she did that it would unbalance her and it
would put her all out of kilter. And it was like she knew that. It
was like she had learnt that from the first time. Of course the
first time round the length of chain was slightly longer. But the
principal was the same and she had learnt from it.

She was
putting into action what she had self-taught herself the first time
round. And that was just it, she had to learn herself - Hayley did
not help her learn this stuff. She was on her own so to speak. But
there would be no complaints about that because again Nicole would
be worried somewhere deep inside her mind that she would be let to
go by Hayley and that she wouldn’t get that all important help that
she so much needed. There was this obviousness about how fucked up
in the head she was already. One could only wonder if she knew how
fucked up her mind was. Or was she simply bought into this whole
new world already, and was she simply blinkered, and focused in one
direction. The direction that Hayley wanted her to go
in.

Hayley
took in that sight. The sight of all of Nicole. The spectacular
sight of the full length of her taking those careful toe pointing
steps. And she was considering what would be going through the
young girl’s head. What would be going through her mind. Knowing
that she was going right back to that room. Knowing that she was
going back to that room where she had spent so much time in so much
agony and ecstasy. She was watching the girl who was in full
concentration mode. The focus on taking those steps with her arms,
her natural form of balance debilitated behind her. Careful little
steps, one stiletto boot in front of the other. The little ripples
of latex breasts, and the ‘creaking’ of the latex catsuit as she
took each step. And the delicate little clicks of the heels as they
contacted the floor. “You have to learn what is expected of girls
like you. Girls like you are just not normal. Girls like you need
Full Cry. YOU need Full Cry Level 2 because you are different yet
again. But don’t you worry I am going to help you. I am going to
help you all the way.”

And
there was Hayley piling it on again, as though she was laying on a
layer of guilt trip. Another layer of guilt trip. Not content with
watching this poor girl in the amount of torment that she was
already in, and knowing what was ahead of her. Or having serious
concerns about what was ahead for her, she wanted her to be
suffering more. She wanted to pile in more of her carefully chosen
words so that they were queuing up in Nicole’s mind to take effect.
So that the young girl didn’t have time to feel settled about what
was happening and so that it was a constant assault on her senses.
“Y-yes Miss, girls like me Miss, thank you Miss.” And those words
in return seemed to come out naturally even if they were fucked up,
mixed up words. They seemed to pour from between Nicole’s newly
enhanced lips. Like she didn’t have to think about them. Like she
was concentrating so much that she couldn’t afford to think too
much. And as if she was dealing with more torment than she should
have been dealing with. Hayley liked that her response was natural,
and that it was suitably submissive in tone and words.

The
walk, that journey through that massive apartment took a long time.
Not that time meant much anymore. Through the apartment and to the
concealed stainless steel elevator that went up one level. At least
it wasn’t ‘down’ one level. There had been that the first time -
the little bit of comfort afforded because Nicole hadn’t been held
in the bowels of some building somewhere where there would have
been the fear that she would not emerge alive - it was a fucked up
way of thinking, and yet it had made sense at the time. And that it
had been an above ground room with those slatted windows that let
in the streams of light that cast those weird shadows but allowed
that ‘contact’ how ever slender, with the outside world. But there
was something else this time as well. Like a slither of fear that
went through Nicole. But that slither of fear, although there, was
being held at bay with the debilitation she was having to absorb.
The pressure on her spine, the length of her neck and the squeeze
in of her corseted torso. And then here were her arms behind her
back, and the hobble between her feet. She had enough to contend
with to hold that slither of fear at bay. The only thing was that
slither of fear was there. It was there and it would not go
away.

And then
there was her being taken aback when she was taken into that room.
Her progress had been understandably slow and yet she came to an
immediate standstill as she was ushered through the heavy door of
that room. It was the same room, except it was different at the
same time. And she was stopped in her tracks. She had expected to
see the Rotator there. That thing that just allowed her, or made
her walk in those endless radius's time after time after time. She
had thought that she would be in for the same this time only more
so. She had thought that to be taken to Full Cry Level 2, that she
would need days and days on that Rotator, just trying to stay on
her feet as she took those tiny steps round and round. She thought
that it would all be exactly the same - that she would be worn down
again, and then worn down a little more on that Rotator. But it
wasn’t there. It just wasn’t there. The centre pole from the ground
wasn’t there, or the accessories. It was like the room was exactly
the same - those slatted windows allowing in the streaming bright
light from the sky outside. But where that pole had been in the
centre was just the raised plinth - like a little step which then
formed a raised platform. That platform was square. And towards the
back edge of that square raised platform was another pole, a
shorter pole, a different, this time square pole.

Nicole
was trying to make sense of it. She was trying to make sense of it
at the same time as dealing with everything else that she was going
through. She couldn’t understand that her journey to Full Cry 2 had
already begun. She was already on the journey. All the things, the
debilitation that she had to deal with, the extra debilitation that
she had to deal with such as the fact that she had already been
broken to Full Cry once. She had already been through a huge thing,
and now she was on another journey. In her mind somewhere she was
asking herself a question, a pretty irrelevant question as it goes,
but that wouldn’t have been the first time she had done that.
Asking herself the question, who could have changed this room? She
had been with Hayley all the time. The older woman didn’t have time
to change it. She didn’t have the time or the opportunity to change
this room to this extent. She had been with her all the time. It
was like this question just cast a huge shadow of a question mark
over things.

There
was Nicole on this second journey now and yet this question was
something that was a game changer. It was something that was
profound in her mind. It was irrelevant but at the same time it
wasn’t. That meant that someone else was involved with Hayley and
what she was doing here. There was someone else who knew what was
happening and who was in on it. And as Nicole struggled to deal
with everything in the moment, she was wondering about this. She
was asking that question in her mind. She was puzzling about it.
And that was adding another thread to this journey that she was on.
And all of the time Hayley was watching the girl. All the time she
was watching her carefully. She was watching on a micro level. She
was watching for signs of recognition and signs of that puzzlement,
and she was getting it. She was seeing it in Nicole and she smiled
inwardly to herself. Nicole just wondered, and then she wondered
some more. But she did that because she was supposed to do
that.

“You know girl, this ‘help’ I am giving you, it is lifelong.
It will be a lifelong help that a girl like you needs. You need to
understand that. You don’t get to be taken to Full Cry Level 2, and
then released into the general population. Once you have been to
Full Cry 2, you wouldn’t be able to cope in the normal world again
and so my continued ‘help’ will be necessary, all the way into the
future. There is no way to avoid that. You wanted my help, you
begged for it. And now you have it, all the way and now there is no
backing out of it. There is no way back from here, it’s just, it’s
just one way.” And Hayley’s words tailed off - as though she was
leaving something unsaid.

She had
timed her words to perfection - just like she always did. She had
timed them for when Nicole was taking in the sight of this changed
room. She had timed them for when Nicole was trying to make sense
of what she was seeing. Timing them for when once again those words
she was saying would simply queue up to take effect inside her
mind. She would hear the words and she would know what they meant.
She would have heard every single word that Hayley was saying and
she would have taken them in. But she wouldn’t process them, not
properly, until later. There would be a time later when she would
process the words that she was hearing now. “Yes Miss, thank you
Miss.”

Even
Hayley, the cruel yet ‘different’ sadist would have to admit that
Nicole looked and sounded cute when she ‘yes miss thank you miss’d’
her. She liked that. It showed respect. Respect for a woman who was
piling on the torment and the torture. “For now it’s about giving
you time to think. For now it’s about you standing. Standing on the
spot. Standing on that little raised platform and ‘thinking’ and
pondering the situation you are in. It's important that you
understand what you are, who you are and the position and the
situation that you are in. And for all of that to sink in it will
take time. It's important that you have this time. It's important
that you take this time to think and to realise the position that
you are in.” Hayley sounded like a woman who was reading another
woman her last rights. Like she was talking to a condemned woman.
And in a way she was doing exactly that. In a way she was talking
to a young girl whose life was in the process of change. Who’s life
was in the process of drastic and irreversible change and she was
preparing her. She was preparing Nicole’s mind for that
change.

 


A little later

 


Nicole
was standing. She was standing on that plinth in all of her
enhanced and emphasised latex sheathed finery. Hayley was there
still. She was to the side of the room, in that bit of shadow that
she had been the first time round when Nicole was walking round and
round on that Rotator. She was to the side and she was watching.
Watching and listening. In more ways than one, this torture for
Nicole was worse. Standing on the spot. There was another leash, a
shorter leash used from the neck lengthening collar to the top of
the shorter thicker, square pole. If she was accurate, if she was
minutely accurate in the way she did it, she could transfer her
weight from one of her stiletto boots to the other. That is she
could transfer that centre of her weight from one set of tip toes
to the other. But the hobble chain between her ankles was so short
this time round that it would never be a meaningful change in
stance for her. It would never give her real relief or comfort to
be able to do that. In a way it was simply her mind and her body
trying to cope with a set of tortuous situations that were all
coming together to destroy a little more of this girl.

But of
course, this was not destroying the girl was it? It was helping
her! That was what Hayley was doing, she was ‘helping’ Nicole. The
older woman watched. She just watched. There was no communication
between them now. And the noises that came from Nicole did so only
gradually. That is the volume and the mass of those noises only
came gradually. At first she had been able to stand on the spot
like that, on that raised plinth and she had been able to do so
quietly. But those shuffles from one pointed foot to the other
happened more and more. That is they happened more and more to the
point that she was in this continuous mode of moving and of
shuffling from pointy toes to pointy toes and that gave her this
weird, pseudo sexual vibe. The fact that her arms were cinched
behind her at the elbows did not help. It helped with the image or
the vision that it created. This spectacular image of this bondaged
debilitated young girl. But it did not help the girl herself. But
then one would suspect that it wasn’t supposed to help her. It was
supposed to do what it was doing. It was supposed to be destroying
her. And there were more than subtle signs that this was happening,
en-mass.

Hayley
licked her own subtly lipsticked lips as she feasted her eyes on
the latex shrink wrap of Nicole’s breasts. The thrust of them and
the X’d nipples. The erection of those nipples poking through the
tape that was highlighting them, emphasising them even more. There
was something in Hayley’s eyes. Something that told of her sexual
excitement at having a young girl, this young girl at her mercy
like this. And there was no other description for what was
happening here. This was an older woman who had a young woman, a
younger girl at her mercy. And the thing was that there was only a
hint of that mercy here. This was just a girl, a fetishly enhanced
girl, standing on the spot. Standing on that raised plinth, and ok
she was debilitated in a number of ways, but she was not in any
obvious danger. Was she?

She was
‘displayed’ on that plinth and she would provide a sexually charged
sight for anyone who might see her. But there would be no sign of
what was going on inside her mind. There would be that sight of
her, and that continuous shuffle. What there would be would be the
leaking of her sexuality into the tight crotch of that latex
catsuit that she was wearing. The fogged yellow exposing the
leaking of Nicole’s sexual juices that she had no control over. She
was on that journey again. She was going to Full Cry again only
this time it was Cull Cry Level 2.
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Day Three

 


That
shuffle was a constant for Nicole. That shuffle from pointed foot
to pointed foot - and that leaking - that leaking into her latex
shrouded crotch. And then her sexual flesh sliding round in that
fluid. Standing still on the spot would have been only possible for
a short time. Or actually not at all. Maybe a very short time and
then that shuffle would have set in. Just that constant
transferring of the weight from foot to foot. But that constant
shuffling wouldn’t have relieved the pressure on the spine. That
was something else that was a constant. That pressure down the core
of the spine. All the way from the extended neck, through the spine
at the top, and then from the pressure that the height of those
heels caused just above her tail bone. And the pressure caused by
having the weight travel down through to the tippy toes.

That was
a pressure and a pain that wasn’t just constant but also was
debilitating. It was a debilitation that was adding to the agony
that was already there. It was something that didn’t let up.
Something that didn’t establish itself gradually but that was just
’there’. And once it was there, it created this agony that seemed
to tease, and grind at the sexual desire. It seemed to interact
with that sexual desire, and that production of sexual fluids. This
was different to the first time round. It was similar but it was as
though that first trip to Full Cry was just a taster. That it was
just a warning shot across Nicole’s bough as to what was to come in
the future. Like what was to come with Full Cry Level 2.

Sharing
that weight and sharing that pressure was not an easy thing to do.
If it was to form any form of relief then it was impossible. This
was just her mind’s way and her body’s way of trying to get that
relief and their way of trying to cope. And it was those attempts
for her to gain relief but at the same time the impossibility for
her to gain that relief that was a turn on for a sadist. A sadist
like Hayley. That was the turn on for her. The inner belief of this
girl, the human nature in her, the feminine human nature, that kept
her trying. Kept her trying to get that relief. This inner strength
of Nicole was something that would drive Hayley on - it would drive
her to breaking completely this young girl. She smiled to herself.
Full Cry Level 2 was not too far away now. There was this thing
about Full Cry Level 2 that Hayley thought was beyond delicious.
What that was would become apparent in due course. But for the time
being Hayley could revel in her own knowledge and then feed that
desire with the stupendous view, and image of this young girl she
had at her mercy.

There
was still some distance to go, but not too long in the bigger
scheme of things. Not too long now and there would be that howling
from Nicole. Now there was a noise that was a different kind of
noise to any that any human being would make under any
circumstances. Hayley looked at Nicole and she was imagining the
first time she might heard that noise that Full Cry 2 produced. She
couldn’t wait to hear it from this girl. There was something about
this girl that was telling Hayley that Full Cry 2 would be beyond
spectacular. Yes ‘this girl’, the girl that was just referred to as
‘girl’ now. There was no sense of time, as to when Hayley had
stopped using Nicole’s name. It would have been that time that
Nicole had been almost objectified by this older woman. Objectified
and pretty much dehumanised.

Hayley
lit a cigarette and she took a long drag before inhaling then
exhaling slowly. Sometimes she needed a cigarette. She needed to
slow herself down a bit. When she thought of the things that she
was capable of as a sadist, and when she thought of the things that
she had planned for Nicole, her pulse quickened and she needed to
slow down. She needed just to take a step back, enjoy a cigarette
and bask in the knowledge of what she was capable of and what
Nicole, or ‘girl’ would go through. Nicole did look at Hayley. It
was like she was looking at her through this curtain of constant
pain. And that confusion and pain were further agitated by the
sexual arousal that she could feel. There would have been those
little pangs, those little split seconds of her wishing that she
wasn’t feeling the sexual arousal because she was ashamed and
guilty about them - and even that guilt and shame had been
manufactured for her to deal with. But she had no control over that
and it was as well that Hayley was helping her with it. That was
what she was doing, ‘helping’ her with it. She was more than aware
of her crotch, all smooth and hairless sliding around in her latex
of the catsuit. And that that sliding round, that friction of her
sex lips against the inside of the latex catsuit was furthering the
sexual arousal. And she would have been more than aware of her
saturated wetness.

Nicole
let out a noise from between her emphasised lips when Hayley moved
in and slowly opened the crotch zip in the catsuit. There was a
noise that was almost a whimper. But then there was a grunt that
came as Hayley just peeled open the slit a little more with her
fingers. Just using her fingers to scissor open the slit a little
so that she could get her fingers inside. And then she was touching
the sex lips with her fingers tips. Just sliding those nails of
hers over the oily wetness and the slipperiness. It was then that
the movement in Nicole, in the shifting of that weight from foot to
foot changed. It was like it was the same but different. There was
this different little shuffling as the girl adapted to the extra
sensations that the finger tips playing along her sex lips was
producing.

“There, there, that’s nice isn’t it girl? My fingers giving
you pleasure when you don’t deserve it?” And Hayley’s voice was
soft, almost seductive in the way she whispered and delivered it.
There was this constant mission on her behalf of putting Nicole
down. It was as though it wasn’t enough for her to have this effect
on her mind and body the way she was doing it. There always had to
be this other pressure in the form of constant hard knocks. Making
Nicole believe that she was not worthy. Making it always like she
had done something wrong. Making it always like she was guilty of
something or other. And it wasn’t as though her words and the way
she treated Nicole didn’t have the desired effect because they
did.

It was
like layers of torment that she was laying down time after time as
the rest of it took effect. If one were to stand back and look,
just look at what was happening here then one would see those hard
knocks taking effect. One would see the debilitation taking effect
- oh yes that would be taking Nicole down further and further with
each shuffle of those stiletto boots. But what would have the most
telling, and maybe invisible effect was the words from Hayley.
Those little whispered words clawing away and digging away at her
psyche. There would be no doubt about it, that Nicole was on a
trip, a one way trip in a downward spiral.

“We need to move on girl. We need to take you down a little
bit more - get you ready. You know prepare you a little more.” And
again Hayley was using that soft voice of hers, that seductive one.
And she was just tasting Nicole off her fingers - the fingers that
she had used through the latex slit of the rubber catsuit. She was
tasting Nicole off her own fingers. She liked to do that - one of
the perks of the job she joked with herself from time to time. But
to drill down further into Hayley’s mind set would be to reveal
that she enjoyed tasing Nicole like this because those juices she
was tasting were produced with this girl under duress. They were
the sweetest of juices - the ones produced under certain
circumstances. And yet one had the feeling that the absolute
sweetest juices were yet to come from Nicole. “Y-yes Miss, thank
you Miss.” And it was a wonder that Nicole managed to get the words
out, but she did. She did that as she was taking deep, sharp
breaths. Inhaling and exhaling.

And
there it was, a ‘hint’ of that Full Cry noise that she would be
making soon. It was just the birth of that noise. Just the tiniest
hint of what the full blown noise would be. Like a little wet
growling from the back of her throat. But there was more than the
growl in her voice. There was more than the wetness there. There
was also a despairing there - almost a sickening despairing sound.
Nicole was on her knees now, on the raised plinth and she was
reversed up against the post with her knees spread either side of
this post. Hayley had started at the top of the girl - that is she
had started at the neck of the girl. Where that almost organic
collar was fitted to her, there was a strategic eyelet that allowed
her to be secured to the post. Effectively she was secured to the
post at that point solely by her neck. This held her in tight to
the post and it afforded very little, or no movement in the head.
The collar was so fitted, so tight that her head was held in that
one position with absolutely no give in it so that she could move
her head. This had one result, that her head was high and proud but
also that she could just look one way, and that was ahead. Even
without the rest of the bondage, there was this feeling, and again
there was this ‘hint’ that Nicole would be painfully debilitated -
more so, much more so than the last time. Full Cry Level 2 was
promising to be something from hell, or even from beyond
hell.

Nicole’s
mid and lower spine was brought in closer to this pole, or this
beam that was fixed upright into the plinth. And this time, just
above her tailbone there was another eyelet in the corset that she
had been fitted with. She was brought in close, very close but very
slowly. And then this eyelet was secured. This meant that she was
in close to the beam - it meant that her spine was close to it,
touching it. It was a ‘touch’ that Hayley achieved only slowly and
very gradually bringing Nicole back a little at a time. All the
time her knees being shuffled back. One had to wonder about the
pressure on her knees. One had to wonder about that absolute
pressure of her latex knees on the bare stone of the plinth. One
didn’t have to wonder for too long though because it was written
over her face. There was this look there that told that she
recognised the pressure and the pain in her knees, but also that
she knew that it would get worse as opposed to better. It was like
she knew that she would not get used to it, and that all that would
happen was it would get worse, and worse.

And that
was the thing. It did get worse. It was to get worse sooner rather
than later. One at a time Nicole’s ankles were brought up, her legs
folded up and secured to her thighs. There was this almost eerie
sound of latex creaking as it was forced to shift over the tautness
of her legs. The stretch and the shift of that latex creating that
little creaking sound that would rattle the nerve ends of most
people. Nicole grunted when her first legs was double up. It was a
sound that kind of erupted from her. Just that very action,
doubling up her legs and then fastening ankle to thigh via a
heavier latex strap and held there.

One done
and the other to go. For the second leg there was a louder grunt. A
much louder grunt. It was as though this poor girl was now getting
it. It was as though she was getting how much pain she would be in.
It was as though, as her second ankle was brought up and then
secured to her thigh, there was the realisation that she would be
in all this pain. And that the pain would be instant. There would
be no build up to it. Or wondering how bad it would get. It would
just be very bad as a starting point - and then it would get worse.
It would get worse because of the effect on her mind. It would BE
worse because of that effect on her mind. But there was nothing
that she could to about that. And once Nicole had got used to that
immediate and acute pain through her spine and legs came the
realisation that all of her weight was being transferred down
through to her knees. Her latex sheathed knees were the only points
of contact with that concrete plinth. And the only thing taking
that pressure and that weight was her knees. This was an agony that
could not be described. Not adequately and not with words
alone.

Hayley
stood up and back. She wanted to look at her handy work so far, she
needed to look at what she was creating. There was a feeling that
she wasn’t done yet. There was a feeling that her work was not done
here and that there was more to come. It was similar to the build
up to Full Cry Level 1 in that there was that bondage and then the
wait for FC to happen. There was the same kind of vibe to this
except more so. And there was this difference now in that there had
been all of that light streaming through the high slats before, but
now there was none of that. It was difficult to tell why there was
none of that. Had the slats been closed off preventing the light
streaming through or was it the dead of night out there? For some
reason it didn’t matter either way. There had been a level of
comfort before. There had been that level of comfort afforded by
those light streams and now they were gone. What that did to this
room was create a different vibe in it. It created something like a
morose and terrible atmosphere in it. One had to assume that this
was a vibe that was being created deliberately. One that was being
created deliberately and with a purpose. Like an amplifier to Full
cry Level 2. Like one that would underline that status once it was
reached. This was all preparation - like prep for the main event or
the grand finale.

Hayley
lit a cigarette and she stood back. She stood back in that little
area of shadow that she liked. This time though the shadow was
deeper, darker because of the lack of light. And it was only when
she dragged on the cigarette and blew out that plume of bluish
smoke that one would realise that she was there. Certainly to the
untrained or unaware eye, there would no clue she was there except
for that glowing cigarette end and then that bluish plume of smoke.
To anyone in the know there would be this silhouette of this woman,
a magnificent woman in her own right, deep in that shadow. She
would stay there for some time. Every so often she would speak.
“This is the help you need so badly. This is the first stage of the
help you need so badly. I’ll finish you off soon, and then you can
cook up to Full cry Level 2. I think you need that so badly. You’ll
be a different girl once you reach that status, and after it. You
will be such a different girl.”

And
there was this tremble associated with Nicole as she absorbed the
soft seductive tones of Hayley. It was a weird tremble and not
unlike the quivering associated with the first level of Full Cry.
Except this time because she could move very little because of her
bonds, there was this tremble as though she were a packaged piece
of live meat. That was because she WAS a packaged piece of live
meat of which the latex formed the shrink wrapping. Of course,
Hayley was yet to deal with Nicole’s arms, and that tremble as
well, in the arms only more so. They had been released but it was
clear that each arm would be brought round the back of the pole and
then brought together again on the reverse side. But Hayley was in
no rush to achieve this. She was in no rush to achieve any one
single part of this thing that was almost a ritual.

There
was a timeline that she needed to adhere to, but this woman was so
accomplished at what she did, she was so efficient at what she did
she made it all look effortless. Nicole would be ‘finished’ at
least the bondage would be finished before that timeline was up.
For now she could take the sight in of Nicole. And what a sight she
was. And in her mind Hayley was mixing those images that she could
see with what she knew in her mind. What she knew was going to
happen. That was the thing. Hayley knew what the future was for
Nicole. Nicole herself had no clue, not really. She had the first
experience of Full Cry - that was all she had to go on. And already
this was very different to that. There were similarities but that
was where the comparison ended. Already there was this feel to what
was happening in this place that was almost sinister. That was it,
there was something more than sinister about what was happening
here and more to the point what was happening to Nicole. The vibe
in that place was almost ‘bleak’, almost all consuming. If it was
meant to make this girl feel like there was no hope for her then
surely that must have been something that was being accomplished.
Surely that was something that was happening with each and every
passing second in that place.

All
Nicole had to hang on there was the fact that she was being
‘helped’. That was it. That she was being ‘helped’. Oh, and that
she still had to impress this woman and that she couldn’t
disappoint her. She had those thoughts and ‘needs’ as well. All of
Hayley’s words had left their mark on this girl’s mind and her
psyche. All of those put downs, all of those thinly disguised put
downs designed to wear her down, designed to eat a little bit away
from her every time this older woman spoke. But it was something
for Nicole to hang onto. It was something, it was ALL that she had
to hang onto - that she was being helped and that Hayley was being
kind enough to help a ‘girl like her’. That was the thing, a girl
like her. In Nicole’s mind she was a girl like that. Whatever a
girl like that was. A girl possibly who was drenched in neediness
and sexuality and one who needed to be ashamed of herself and who
needed help to get through life because of who and what she was.
The thing was that until Hayley had drawn Nicole in, until she had
hooked her and then reeled her in, she had been a thoroughly decent
girl. One who had the world at her feet and one who could have gone
anywhere and done anything. Now though, she was in this place, the
third floor, and Hayley was working on her. She was working on her
and would be until there was nothing left of the old Nicole. That
time was close now.

 



Chapter
19

 


Day Three, continued

 


Once the
final pieces of this torture bondage jigsaw were slotted into
place, it would provide the full picture. The full picture of
Nicole’s suffering. All there was then to do for Hayley was stand
back, or sit back and let it all unfold. That was all she had to do
because this was what she had worked for all these years. She had
been through countless ‘girls’ who had been nothing except practice
meat for her. She had never come across one that she had wanted to
take all the way to Full Cry, or Full Cry Level 2. Correction -
that she had wanted to take there and keep there so that she could
then watch her dissolve into what she wanted her to be. That is
until Nicole had come along. The first time she had laid eyes on
Nicole there had been something about her that had flicked all of
Hayley’s switches. It was like this girl had strummed strings deep
inside her that no other living female had ever or could ever
strum.

The
first time she had laid those huge eyes of hers on Nicole there was
nothing in this world, nothing on this planet that would stop her
from snaring her and then bringing her into her world. And that was
the thing. That had been the first step, bringing her into her
world. The seduction - that bit of the plan that had been carried
out with precision and with expertise. It had been easy for Hayley
to impress this girl, the intern. She had spotted her before the
internship by pure chance, at the open day of her company - where
she attracted only the best of the best - and something, that
‘something’ had told her to bring her into the company.


Something had told her that she was the one. There was this
little voice in the back of her head that was telling to ‘go get
her’. And once she had been brought in the rest was easy. That
seduction, that orgasm, that kiss. An older woman snaring a younger
girl who had a high sex drive and a natural sexual curiosity. A
modern girl in lots of ways - modern enough for her to want to be
taken in. And oh was she taken in? She was taken in and then some.
And the most beautiful thing about it was that Nicole had no idea
she was being played. Even ‘being played’ downgraded what was
happening actually. This was a girl who from day one was being
prepared for this day - this very day.

Nicole
had cried out loud when her arms had been brought back either side
of that pole. She had cried out and then trembled some more. In
fairness all she could do was tremble. She couldn’t do anything
else. She was reversed up to that square pole and she was fastened
there at two anchors points - her neck and just above her tail
bone. She was tight up against that pole and her legs had been
doubled up, ankles secured to thighs. And then little ‘stops’ had
been used on the inside of her knees. Stops that were secured to
the plinth but up tight against the inside of her knees to prevent
her from closing her legs or moving them at all really. Simple and
yet highly effective. But there had been another hint, another
slight hint at the noises that Nicole would make when her arms were
brought together behind her like that. The natural thing would have
been for her to lean forward at the hips when her arms were forced
back like that. But she couldn’t lean forward at the hips and so
all there was, was this leverage that caused absolute bedlam in the
form of intense pain. That her elbows were cinched together with
just a short, a very short length of chain between them, likewise
her wrists, cuffed, and then raised so that they were out straight
and level, created another layer of pain that could not be
described. The poor girl was being forced into a position that was
anything but natural.

It was
like intricate and very precise bondage, those wrists then
suspended so that her arms remained level and then at the same time
pulled back by some kind of high tensile device, so that they were
extended to the maximum. This was causing pressure from all kinds
of directions. This was causing absolute hell - like a living hell
that Nicole wouldn’t be able to escape from, or relieve in any way.
The grunts that came from her seemed to be timed with the spasms of
pain that she felt. And in fairness these grunts did not sound, or
feel like they should be coming from a human being. And much less a
young female human being. This was Nicole in the process of being
inflicted with pain and torture that was from a place that she
would never be able to describe not even in her worst
nightmares.

The only
way she could get through it was to remind herself that she had to
go through this because it was the only way of receiving the help
she needed. And the only way that she could continue to impress
Hayley. The only way that she could absorb this much agony was to
remind herself that Hayley didn’t have to help her. She wasn’t
obliged to help her and so she should be grateful for that help.
She should be grateful for, and absorb anything and everything
because she was getting that help. But even as she was absorbing
that pain there were these noises that were coming from her. Like
howling noises but ones that were interspersed. There would come
the time when the howling and the other noises would become as one
- that would signify when Full cry Level 2 had been achieved. That
would be the time when the status of Full Cry Level 2 had been
achieved. And that would signify when she would be held in that
status - just held in that status until she melted a little more
from the centre of her mind outwards. But that would not be yet -
not quite yet. There was still some time to go.

But
there again, in amongst all of that agony and intense tortuous pain
were the throbs. The throbs of her nipples under those black tape
X’s. And the same throbs through her clitoris - as though there was
someone, an invisible someone tugging the clitoris and the nipples.
Nicole cried out again when the tape X’s were removed. Correction
she cried out when Hayley ripped those four bits of tape off her
nipples with no ceremony and with no warning. “There now, nice
nipples belonging to the bad girl, all exposed and vulnerable.” And
there was this unmistakable tone of glee in Hayley’s voice. The
nipples were ‘shocking’ to see, to say the least. They were thick,
engorged nipples that were full erect and fully extended - ripe and
almost ready to drop from the tree. The tape had held them at bay,
but with that removed the nipple flesh simply squeezed through the
little latex holes - and those holes squeezed the base of each
nipple and in doing so, assisted in maintaining the erections.
“Now, what can we do with these beauties, hmmm?” Hayley spoke but
she did so metaphorically. She didn’t want or require an answer,
rather she was talking directly to the nipples as she stroked them.
And as she stroked each nipple stem between her thumb and
forefingers Nicole was whimpering. Like she was recognising that
she would be taken to the edge of madness at some time in the very
near future. But Hayley wasn’t done yet. She wasn’t done with the
preparation stage yet.

Nicole
hollered again. This time it was a different tone. There was a
different urgency to it. There was an ‘urgent’ urgency to it. That
tone told that she wasn’t coping well with what was being done to
her now. It told of her making this noise because there was no
other noise that she could make. There were little flitters of
thought there - about begging for it to stop, about begging Hayley
to stop doing what she was doing but those very brief thoughts were
pulled into line when she remembered that this woman was helping
her. And that she deserved to suffer like this. This was Hayley’s
words, her put downs, her constant hard knocks, her seduction of
this girl all coming into play all at the same time. This was what
Hayley did - she fucked girls up. But she had never fucked one up
as much as she had fucked up Nicole, or as much as she would fuck
her up.

Little
suction cups had been fitted over the nipples of Nicole. Little
suction cups that were attached to little air hoses. Once they had
been fitted, suction was applied. Nicole had sucked in air at that
first sensation of her nipples being sucked hard into these little
cups and then that suctioning maintained by the sucking. It was odd
- that suction, that sucking was silent. The little thin gauge
hoses snaked off into the shadow of the bigger room but there was
no sound of a compressor, or any other motor that might have been
providing the means of the suction. It just existed. That suction,
the constant suction, the constant pulling and squeezing pressure
on this nipples was simply a constant. Just like everything else.
And it was a constant play on the mind and on the sexuality of the
girl herself. It was a constant torture of the mind and body. Even
if the sexual element was ‘pleasant’, ‘nice’ even, it all added up
to torture the of this poor girl.

And yes
then there was everything else. Hayley had been very slow, very
precise in how she worked towards the latter stages of this
preparation of Nicole. “You’ll understand, when it all comes
together you will understand girl, that THIS is the best treatment
for you. That THIS is the best help that you can hope to get.” She
had talked casually and she had talked in that seductive and yet
firm tone as she had added more to the plinth. The phallic objects,
two them identical in size and girth. They looked simply like two
thinner poles that had big bulbous cock heads on the end. It had
been almost like a surgical procedure for Hayley to place then
secure these implements on their base ends to the plinth and then,
carefully, and precisely feed one into the sexuality of Nicole and
the other into her anus. There had been almost this extra careful
caring way that she did it. But one had to understand that she
wasn’t doing this way because she cared, in that way, she was doing
it so carefully, and so considerately because she wanted to do it
properly. She wanted the finished work to be absolutely precise so
that its effects could be equally as precise.

Nicole
had let out a huge cry when the vaginal object had been slipped
inside her. She had never taken anything so big. When she had seen
it, she had immediately got what it was for. She hadn’t needed to
be told what that was for or where it was going. Even when the
second one was produced she had got it. But the thing about Nicole
by this time was that she was so in the zone, she was so in
Hayley’s world that she just thought it was ok because it was
another part of the help that she would receive. It was just
something else that she had to go through because of who she was
and what she was. But to feel herself stretched in that way. All of
her most intimate flesh oiled up and then stretched as those things
were slipped inside her. There had been that one up her anus - the
exact time that big cock head ‘clicked’ past her sphincter and
there had been this huge pain. It couldn’t be described any other
way than a ‘huge pain’. It had been like a pain that filled the
entirety of her. Like a pain that fed all the other pains that she
was feeling. And she had gone rigid because of that pain. There had
been this rigidity to her before but as that anal appendage had
been oiled then slipped up inside her, it had added a level of
‘straightness’ to her. Both appendages did their bit to further
‘support’ Nicole in her bondage hell.

That she
was ‘impaled’ on these two devices was not at issue. She was fully
impaled on them. And that she was stretched to the limit wouldn’t
be at issue either. What was at issue in Nicole’s mind was that she
didn’t even know where to begin to deal with what was happening to
her. She didn’t have the slightest clue what she was supposed to do
next. Or what she was supposed to do to get through what she was
going through. And it was as though Hayley could read her mind.
“You don’t need to do anything. You don’t need to do anything at
all. All you have to do is let yourself go. You can’t control what
is happening to you so don’t try. Nothing you do or try to do has
any consequence. It has no effect. All you can do now is let
yourself go. Don’t fight it, just let it go.” And this time there
was this soft seductiveness to Hayley’s tone that was familiar to
Nicole. It was familiar because it had been the tone that she had
used in the early stages. The early stages when she was seducing
Nicole.

If the
truth be known that had been the first hook for Nicole to grasp on
to. That had been the very first thing that she had noticed about
this high power business woman. About her interest in her. And it
had been this older woman’s interest in her that had been the reel
that had brought her in. She had been a bit bemused this woman,
this very important woman was so interested in her, or would want
to be with her in any way - let alone have the kind of sex that she
had with her and the way she had it. And it was that same voice now
- that exact same voice from back then. It washed through her like
some kind of insidious drug.

Nicole
didn’t answer her - she couldn’t answer her because she was dealing
with too much. She was completely and totally immobilised now.
There was no way that she could even move a muscle. She was
bondaged in the most excruciating manner and she was impaled in the
most complete and invasive manner. Her cervix was under pressure as
was her colon. And in addition to all of this pain she could feel,
she could also feel the pleasure. That had been like the first time
round. Only this time it was more so and there was more to the vibe
this time. There was more than this feeling of impending doom that
kept itself clinging to her, all of her. And yet through all of
this was that soft seductive voice of Hayley. “This is the start
girl. The start of your, let’s just call it ‘demise’. After this
you won’t be the same. You will never be like you were. You will be
like ‘I’ want you to be. You will be like you are supposed to be.”
And Hayley let her words hang, as though she was leaving something
unsaid. As though she was not wanting quite to say it all. Not
quite a hesitation, just a holding back.

Nicole’s
face was drawn. She was shattered. All that she had been through,
all that she had gone through, it was reflected in her face. It was
reflected in her facial expressions and in her eyes. Her eyes had
been sparkling - the old Nicole’s eyes would have been alive. But
what she had been through, and then Hayley’s words, all of them had
all taken their toll on Nicole and now her eyes looked like they
had been put out. Or the light in them had been put out. She was
shrink wrapped in latex, and now there was a slight fogging of that
latex from the sweat that she was producing. There were impulsive
thoughts darting through her mind about not being able to cope with
it. About wondering how long until she passed out because of this
hyper cruel position that she was secured in. And that was just it,
she was secured in that position on her knees, impaled and with her
nipples being sucked via compressed air to an unholy erection and
bloating. And in addition, those anal and vaginal appendages were
being fed with something as well. Vibration - that was it.
Vibration. There was a vibration from the seat of each of the
appliances to the very tips. All the way up - not heavy duty
vibrations, just almost under the radar ones. Vibrations that were
so subtle that Nicole would have thought in the first instance that
she was imagining them. Or that she was wishing them on. But they
were vibrations that worked with everything else. They were
vibrations that kept her sexuality alive and producing. Yes Nicole
was producing. These vibrations were ones that played the long
game. Ones that would tell over time - that would reduce Nicole
over time.

The ooze
that Nicole was producing was thick even before the waiting stage
had begun. She had been on the preparation and she was soon to be
on the waiting stage. The waiting stage was simply the wait,
however long it was for Full Cry Level 2 to be achieved. That could
be an hour, it could be a day, a week, a month. It was the waiting
stage. And it would be during that waiting stage that Nicole would
melt from the mind out. There would be no way for her to stop that
melt, it would just happen. And the thing was that she would know
it was happening. She would know what was happening and she would
also know that there was nothing that she could do about it. And
when it happened, when FC2 was achieved there would be that almost
unholy noise from her, Full Cry! And then the fun would really
start.

Hayley
took a step back and she looked at Nicole. She did that a lot
simply because this girl was someone she loved to look at. But it
had to be done her way. Looking at this stunning young girl in
normal circumstances would not be something that would do it for
Hayley - she had to be looking at her with her in complete distress
and anxiety. And that distress and anxiety had to be being applied
when the girl was bondaged in such a cruel and inhumane way. It had
to be like this that Hayley stood back and looked at Nicole. She
tilted her head, one way then the other - as though she was
obtaining abstract views of Nicole’s distress. And she walked
around her. She walked 360 degrees around her taking her in from
all angles and from all sides.

One had
to imagine that this woman was wondering or thinking or questioning
herself as to if she had done as complete bondage and torture job
on this girl that she could do, or was there just a little more
that could be applied? And to size that up she needed a little
time. She needed to walk around her. She needed to take in those
views from all sides and she had to consider very carefully if she
could add anything else to the mix. If she could further this girls
suffering at the same time as maximising Full Cry. That was what
she had to make sure that she did, maximise Full Cry. Make that
level 2 something that could not be surpassed not by anything -
anything at all. She had to make it like it was the end of the
world for Nicole and something pure and beautiful for
herself.

“We are almost there girl I can feel it. I can feel you almost
ready to take the last bit of the journey to Full Cry Level 2. I
can feel it, I really can. But there is something else. I just feel
there is one more little thing I can do to you so that you know,
and so that you appreciate what I am doing to help you.” And Hayley
was talking almost in a teasing manner - as though she was playing
with Nicole. And that was precisely what she was doing. She was
playing with Nicole. But the thing was that the playing had only
just begun.

 



Chapter
20

 


Full Cry 2, the conclusion

 


Nicole
couldn’t cry out now - well she could, but not in the normal way.
Her tongue was out. Her fleshy tongue was out and extended.
Correction it had been pulled out and was being held out by
artificial means. By that one means that she was not holding her
tongue out of her own accord. A clamp had been placed over it. And
that clamp was attached to high tensile wires, just like her arms
were suspended from, and pulled back on. And there was a tension
applied which ensured that her tongue was pulled all the way out -
all the way out to the point that it was shocking to see the
length, and the girth of that tongue being held out from that sweet
mouth. It was almost alien in its appearance and that added to the
sexuality and the sensuality of the sight of Nicole.

And the
tension was such, and so much that she was constantly trying to
fight against it. She couldn’t of course. She couldn’t do anything
about it at all. But there was this urge for her to fight it. This
urge to pull her tongue back in, but she couldn’t do that. All she
could do was produce this drool that was constantly pouring from
her mouth. This was what Hayley was on about in her mind. This was
what she wanted to do that was extra to the girl before she began
that trip to Full Cry Level 2 proper. There was that constant
pouring of drool and there was that noise that she was making. The
two of them didn’t go together but at the same time they did.
However unnatural that this was, this whole thing was now, it was
also, to Hayley at least, the most natural thing in the world.
Admittedly her world was a majorly fucked up one.

For her,
in her mind there was nothing wrong with what she was doing here to
this girl. There was nothing cruel about it. There was nothing
feral about it. Except there was. Every single thing about it was
wrong and it was inhumane. Hayley stood back again and looked at
her charge. The work had been done now. The preparation had all
been done. The final adjustments and the fine tuning had all been
carried out. She looked at her wristwatch. But that was a casual
and pointless thing to do. She didn’t need to look at her watch.
Time didn’t mean anything now. It meant nothing at all. Maybe
subconsciously Hayley was timing how long it would take for Nicole
to reach that Level 2 of Full Cry and this was the check for the
start time. In reality she didn’t care how long it took - in fact,
the longer the better.

Maybe
she was curious about how long it would take for the girl to get
there? She didn’t know the answer to that. She did know that Nicole
was unlike any girl she had worked on before. She knew that she was
different in lots of ways - she knew in lots of ways how strong
Nicole was - both mentally and physically. She knew that this girl
had to be strong because of what she had been through. And she had
known that she had to be strong because of what she was going
through now and what she would go through in the immediate future.
But what she didn’t know was how long it would take for this girl
to break - to break into Full Cry Level 2. And then to break beyond
that.

It was a
waiting game. Pure and simply it was a waiting game. This was the
time when Hayley could squeeze her thighs together and get that
sexual pleasure at the sight that presented itself for her. The
sight of the debilitated Nicole. And even the word debilitated did
not seem to do justice to what Hayley had done, or was doing to
Nicole. It would have been at this point, if an outsider, if a
person not in the know, would have laid eyes on Nicole in this
place, drool pouring from her mouth, tongue stretched out, that
there would have been this shock horror. But that would have been
before they had laid eyes on the appendages up inside her. And
before they had grasped what the suction cups were doing with her
nipples, and what the organic shaped collar was doing to her neck.
And how she was being held rigidly in place with no place to go to,
to escape what was happening to her. That would have been before
all of this, and that would have been before they even thought
about what was happening inside her mind because of what was
happening to her physically and sexually.

But
then, who from the normal world would get to see Nicole like this?
No-one! She had been taken from the normal world and she wouldn’t
be going back. At the very least she wouldn’t be going back in the
same way that she had inhabited that normal world before. She may
be taken back into that normal world from time to time by Hayley,
but she would be rigidly controlled and incapacitated. She may well
be breezed through the normal world but only as a means of further
torture - like a reminder of where she came from and what she had.
And that would be it. That would be the only reason that she would
even slightly touch the normal world again would be to further her
suffering.

One had
the feeling that Full Cry Level 2 would be the end of one journey
and the beginning of another. That was the overall feeling. That
this much work, this much detail could not have been gone into by
Hayley, for her to then walk away once she had achieved what she
set out to achieve. There had to be more to it. There had to be a
life after Full Cry Level 2. But what this FCL2 was promising was
cataclysmic. What would be left after that status had been
achieved? Would anything be left of Nicole? And would there be any
meaningful life for her? These were questions that needed to be
asked, that had to be asked. And yet they were questions that were
open ended. Questions that had so much dependant on what happened
to Nicole, on the journey to Full Cry Level 2. And how she reacted
to it when she was there.

And this
was it - the journey, the last part of the journey to Full Cry
Level 2. Hayley had moved back, right back and she was watching
Nicole. She was micro watching this poor, poor girl suffering the
way that she was suffering. For Nicole, she was aware of everything
- hyper aware even. If she could have got one thing out of the way,
it would have been an orgasm. If she could just get an orgasm done
and dusted then she could concentrate on the rest of this hell that
she was being inflicted with. But that was just it. There was no
orgasm on offer. There was just the hint, just the very broad hint
that there ‘could’ be one. There was just the fact that her
sexuality was being cajoled in such a way on that plinth, that she
was always on the edge of an orgasm but never quite getting there.
That she was being edged like that had to be a deliberate thing. It
had to be something that was being inflicted on a deliberate basis.
And the fact that that orgasm was there, just on the edge, all of
the time, simply added to the melt status of her mind.

The
little tugging at her nipples and her clitoris. That was a constant
as well. And so was the pure undiluted agony of her arms, her
shoulders and the pressure down he core of her spine. And then the
pain in her knees from that constant and total weight baring. All
of that pain, all of that discomfort and all of that torture would
have been coming together as one. Anyone from the normal world
would wonder how she could cope with what was happening to her. But
that was just it, she was not coping. She was there because she
could not physically go anywhere else. And she was there in the
mind for the same reason. Because she could not go anywhere else.
There was no out, there was no escape.

Hayley
just looked at Nicole, watched her. And the scenes that she was
seeing would play and replay in her mind constantly now and in the
future. This was something that Hayley was witnessing and she would
never be able to un-see what she had seen. But then she would never
want to un-see what she had seen. This was a feed to her. She
zoomed in and focussed on the long ribbons of thick drool that were
pouring from Nicole’s mouth and from her extended tongue. And she
liked that sight. That was the sight of dignity dripping from this
young girl. That was the sight of any last drip of dignity pouring
from her in the form of that drool. It was a waiting game now. A
pure waiting game. Nicole would break out into Full Cry Level 2,
but it was just a question of how long would that take - when would
it happen?

The
noises, oh the noises. There had been the grunts, and the little
howls. And there had been noises that were something in between -
something indescribable. And yet now after an indiscernible amount
of time all of those noises were coming together into one noise.
That one noise was indescribable as well. There was all of the
despair in there and the pure agony. But also there was the
ecstasy. The sexual ecstasy - the constant reminder to Nicole of
why she needed this help. Forget any notion that she was being
giving any form of sexual pleasure for her own sake or for her own
well-being. This was sexual pleasure that was being ‘inflicted’ on
her for sadistic purposes. This was sexual pleasure that was a
torture in itself but also it was something that was a reminder to
her of what she was and who she was. It worked. That despair and
that sexual torture was something that was more profound and more
acute than the pains that wracked the rest of her body.

In the
period before Full Cry Level 2, when she could just about think for
herself, Nicole would have been wishing, she would have been
wishing to god that she could be back on that Rotator now. That she
could at least be moving in that continuous circle, in that
continuous radius so that she had some difference in her condition,
and in her suffering. That had been hard for her - back then,
whenever ‘then’ was, she would have been thinking that her world
was ending. That she had come to the end of her time on this earth
because of that need to keep moving forward on those heels. Keep
moving, keep propelling herself constantly forward or suffer the
consequences. That had been something that had broken her, to an
extent.

But the
truth of the matter she had no clue. She had no clue about what was
in the future for her. She had no clue what was around the corner
for her. And this was round the corner. This total inability to
move. Her held in such rigidly strict, and painfully tortuous
bondage in which she could not move at all. And in which she could
only suffer from the effects of being held like this for extended
periods. There might have been a time during this period that she
would have hoped to become numb to what was happening to her. That
her mind and body would somehow block it all out when it got to a
certain level. But that just didn’t happen. The pain simply got
more. The drool got more. The sexual fluids got more as those
vibrations were fed into her clitoris and in turn into her sucked,
erect, thick nipples.

If there
was anything that Nicole could have said it would have been just
‘shoot me now. Put me out of my misery’. But there was no way for
her to get the words out. There was only that noise. That noise a
mixture of other noises all coming into one. But there were no
words. There were the shooting thoughts - that it was ok because
she was being helped. That that woman, what was her name - Hayley,
yes Hayley, she was helping her and she didn't have to do that. She
just simply didn’t have to help her and so she had to go through
this thing. And JUST before Full Cry Level 2 was attained, there
was this peculiar noise - one that followed a dead silence. Nicole
hadn’t been silent at all, not totally, not throughout the process.
And especially so since she had been the finished article on that
plinth.

But JUST
before FCL2, there was this dead silence. And it was like she had
reached the end of her tether. It was like she had reached this
place that she was supposed to reach and there was just this
beautiful silence that seemed louder than the howls and the screams
and the grunts that she had let out before. She was covered in a
film of sweat inside that latex catsuit and she was trembling. What
micro give in her body was left was quivering. From her stretched
nipples to her suckered nipples and breasts. And the whole of her
face was quivering. It was Nicole on that plinth but at the same
time it wasn’t her. It was like a shadow of her. Her eyes were open
wide and it was as though she could see something that no-one else
would be able to see. She was staring almost madly ahead of her
because that was all she could do. And whatever was happening
inside her mind and inside her body was taking her to pieces from
the inside. There was that silence and it was an eerie, almost
surreal silence that filled that place.

Hayley
came closer. She knew that the girl was there. She knew that this
was it. And there it was, Full Cry Level 2. The absolute bedlam
that was that status. And it was a ‘status’. A pure and undiluted
status - one that was set to melt the mind of the innocent who used
to be known as Nicole but was now known as ‘girl’. Full Cry Level 2
- the final stop in her journey, or was it? Now she was there, but
she had travelled the journey to get there. She had travelled and
absorbed the journey to get there and just before that final noise
from her there was that silence. Like all noises coming from this
girl had been suspended. Like they had been ‘switched off’. The
drool didn’t stop though. That thick drool from her mouth and from
her extended, distended tongue. And the drool from her sexuality.
And there was that quivering and trembling that was ‘only just’
there because of the bondage that she was held in. That didn’t stop
either. Just that silence - and then the noise. Then the noise of
Full Cry Level 2.

Hayley
closed her eyes and tilted her head back to hear the start of that
noise. She wanted to soak it up. She wanted to soak up the first
bars of that noise with her eyes closed because it was a pure and
undiluted noise that was coming from Nicole. It wasn’t a noise that
could be described - words just did not exist to describe that
noise. But when it came it was a constant. It was an absolute and
constant noise. And then Hayley’s eyes snapped open and she wanted
to ‘see’ the source of that noise. The source of course was Nicole.
Hayley stepped forward out of the shadow so that she could look
closer - so that she could soak it up from closer. She circled
Nicole. She didn’t touch her or communicate with her. She didn’t
want to disrupt the process. She just didn’t want to cause any
ripples there at all. So she just walked around this poor girl as
she made this noise and she wanted to look at her and ‘enjoy’
her.

This
noise that Nicole made came from her mouth - it did that but it
seemed to be a noise that came from within her as well. It seemed
to emanate from her. She seemed to be her own hi fi speaker in that
that noise seemed to come from her every pore. And it seemed to
come from her entirety. Hayley walked around her. She did a few
walk rounds. Slow ones, her own heels clicking on the stone of the
floor and she was lapping up what she was seeing. She knew Full Cry
Level 2 when she saw it. She invented it. It had been something
that she had conjured up in her own sadistic mind. It was something
that she had spent years and years lying in bed thinking about.
Like a development of an idea that had festered in her mind and had
now come to fruition. And this was it. This was what all of those
sleepless nights were about. This was what made all of it worth it.
Seeing this poor girl like this - in this state, in this status.
Just seeing her, being in the same room as her as she was taken
apart from the inside was a sadist’s dream come true. And there was
no doubt that Hayley was a sadist, a twisted sadist of the first
order.

Time
didn’t mean anything now. Hayley didn’t have to be anywhere. And
Nicole, ‘girl’, certainly was not going anywhere any time soon. One
had to wonder what was going on inside this girl’s head. Maybe that
would come out at some point. Maybe this poor girl would get a
chance to document her ordeal. Maybe her writings would be out
there one day. For now though she had suffering to get through. But
there was something in her facial expressions - there was just
something there that told she was trying to say something. It was
in her expressions and it was in her eyes. That was it, her eyes.
It was her eyes that told the story. Her eyes told the whole story
of the journey she had been on and now they were telling of the
utter bemusement and confusion in her mind. Her nipples, her
clitoris had developed a quiver of their own. A separate quiver
from the rest of her.

And what
she was feeling should have been an orgasm - a never ending orgasm.
And it was that - it was that because of the sexual drool
production was set to match the drool coming from her mouth and
extended tongue told that orgasmic story. But the look in her eyes
told that she couldn’t enjoy the pleasure of the orgasm because she
couldn’t tell the difference between the pleasure and the pain that
she was feeling. It was as though it had all become one. The pain
and the pleasure was one and she couldn’t get what was left of her
head around that. She just did not know which was which and that
was melting her mind further, and quicker.

And
Hayley was lapping up this bemusement and confusion and she was
absorbing those terrible sounds that were coming from Nicole. She
was absorbing the sight of her. The beautiful sight that was a girl
who was being taken apart in her mind and in her body and
sexuality. Now she had to hold her in that status. She had to make
sure she maintained Full Cry Level 2 in Nicole. And she was the
only person who could do that. She was ‘the’ sadist to do that. She
had worked for this and she would get the most out of it that she
could. And that meant to the detriment of Nicole. Nicole’s life as
she knew it was over. Now there was another journey for her to go
on.

 


12 hours later

 


“Put me through to HR.” Hayley exhaled a plume of bluish smoke
from her cigarette as she spoke into her cellphone. “Yes, that
girl, Nicole, she won’t be returning to the company. Her internship
is done. Just adjust your files to say that she dropped out.” She
dragged and inhaled again. “No, no I am not replacing her. She’s
gone on to bigger better things and I’ve supported her in her
decision and that's it.” She hung up the call and took a deep
breath. She sat back in the plush leather chair and closed her
eyes. She was wondering, she was thinking - was there a Full Cry
Level 3? And she was deciding, of course there was. Her mother had
been the inventor of Full Cry, but she, Hayley, was the facilitator
of the Full Cry Project and she could develop as many levels of
Full Cry as she wanted to. But however many levels there were,
there was only one girl who would suffer those journeys and that
was Nicole - that was ‘girl’.

 


THE END
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